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        This book

        
            The unwritten final chapters of Holmes and Watson’s greatest adventures.

        

        
            Sherlock Holmes’s most famous cases didn’t end when the mystery was solved. Moments after concluding “The Dying Detective,” the Grim Reaper appears at Baker Street. Following “The Blue Carbuncle,” three mysterious kings arrive seeking a messiah. And after “The Hound of the Baskervilles,” a ghostly figure haunts Holmes at the opera. Watson finally reveals the astonishing, supernatural encounters that followed their celebrated triumphs. Three concluding encounters that blur the line between deduction and the divine.

        

    


    
        

        The Author


        
            London businessman, Orlando Pearson is the creator of The Redacted Sherlock Holmes series, which buries forever the idea that Sherlock Holmes might not have been a historical person.

Do you want to see Sherlock Holmes come to the rescue of Queen Victoria, arrange the borders of post-war Europe, clear Macbeth of murder, unravel King Oedipus’s complexities, or provide advice to the Almighty? Then you will find all this and more in the seven collections of short stories, two novels, and the six plays in the series.

When not communing with the spirits of 221b, Orlando enjoys sport, music, and browsing price comparison websites.

He has written Sherlock Holmes stories on all these topics.
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        Introduction

My writings are often seen as literature suitable for offering comfort to those in distress, as I describe how my friend, Mr Sherlock Holmes, brings resolution to a seemingly insoluble problem. Often, as in the three cases below, I refer to some minor jollification between Holmes and me to celebrate this resolution.

In each of these three matters, however, I chose to suppress details of the distinctly outré matters that followed this resolution, although, as my reader will note, these outré matters merely caused a delay to the celebration rather than its complete cancellation.

For these works destined for publication only long after my death, it seems only appropriate to disclose these distinctly outlandish encounters.

It is to be noted that in each case my friend’s skills as a detective and reasoner were as noteworthy as in all my other works. For those few people who are not intimately acquainted with the original works, I have provided a very brief summary of the concluding episode of each.
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        The Dying Detective

Mrs Hudson had come to Kensington where I was running my practice to tell me of Holmes’s serious illness.

“He’s dying, Doctor Watson,” said she. “He’s been on a case involving Oriental sailors in the East End, but he came back sick, and took to his bed. In the last three days he has not left it.”

When I arrived at Baker Street it was to find Holmes raving.

His appearance was ghastly but far worse was what he said.

He babbled about oysters and batteries and asked me to move coins from one pocket to another to make me better balanced. Of all ruins, I mused in my despair at his enfeebled state, that of a noble mind is the most deplorable.

I offered to get a doctor who specialised in tropical diseases, but he abruptly declined.

In the end he despatched me to a man called Culverton Smith, whose name was new to me but who was, Holmes said, an expert on the subject and could help him. When, on Holmes’s instructions, I returned to Baker Street ahead of Culverton Smith, Holmes, in what I regarded as an act of delusion, ordered me to conceal myself behind his bedhead, and not to do anything to betray my presence when Culverton Smith arrived.

What followed may well be known to my readers, but I set out an edited extract below.

Culverton Smith first admitted to the killing of his relative, Victor Savage, and then to sending my friend a device through the post which had infected him with the disease of which Holmes was now dying. It took all my self-control to prevent me from revealing myself.

Holmes continued to writhe in agony and Culverton Smith gloated over him.

“Painful, is it? The coolies used to do some squealing towards the end. Takes you as cramp, I fancy. And you, Mr Holmes, are very near your end. I will sit here, and I will watch you die.”

My friend’s voice had by now sunk an almost inaudible whisper.

“What is that?” asked Smith. “I should turn up the gas? Ah, the shadows begin to fall, do they? Then I will turn the gas up. All the better to see you with, my friend.”

He crossed the room, and the light suddenly brightened.

“Is there any other little service that I can do you?”

“A match and a cigarette,” came a crisp clear voice.

There was a long pause before I heard Culverton Smith say at last in a dry, rasping tone, “What’s the meaning of this?”

“The best way of successfully acting a part is to be it,” said my friend Holmes, suddenly with all the normal incisiveness restored to his voice. “I give you my word,” he continued, “that for three days I have tasted neither food nor drink, but it is the tobacco I find most irksome. Ah, here ARE some cigarettes.” I heard the striking of a match. “Halloa! halloa! Do I hear the step of a friend?”

The door opened, and Inspector Morton appeared.

The officer gave the usual cautions before concluding, “I arrest you on the charge of the murder of one Victor Savage.”

There was a sudden rush and a scuffle, followed by the clash of iron and a cry of pain as the cuffs closed with a metallic click.

“A nice trap!” cried Culverton Smith’s high, snarling voice. “It will bring YOU into the dock, Holmes, not me.”

Culverton Smith turned to the Inspector. “He asked me to come here to cure him. I came and now he will pretend that I have said something which will corroborate his insane suspicions. My word is as good as yours, Mr Holmes, my word is as good as yours.”
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