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    To the real victims – may their forgotten voices finally be heard.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Every hero has a shadow. Sometimes that shadow is larger than the hero himself."
— Yasin Güneş
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Foreword: The Light Behind the Shadow
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Dear Reader,

The book you hold in your hands is far more than a Sherlock Holmes novel. It is the story of the fall of a legend, the ruin of a hero, and how a friendship was tested by dark secrets. As I write these lines, I feel an indescribable sorrow. Because I know that when you read this book, everything you know about Sherlock Holmes will change. And perhaps you will think you never truly knew him.

But let me tell you something: Holmes was never the man we imagined him to be. He was not merely a detective. He was also a human being. And being human brings with it imperfection, the capacity for error, and even, at times, getting lost in the darkness.

This book begins like the story of a detective hunting a serial killer. But as it progresses, you will understand what is truly horrifying. The line between the killer and the detective is sometimes so thin that it is impossible to perceive. That is why writing this story was very difficult for me. Because I had to carry both my admiration for Holmes and the weight of the truth.

This novel is compiled from the final notes of Dr. John Watson. Watson remained by Holmes's side until his death, writing of his adventures and introducing him to the world as a hero. But there was something he did not know: Holmes, the man he thought a hero, was in fact the greatest criminal. And when he learned this truth, it was too late. Holmes was already dead.

Now, are you ready to read this book? I am not sure. But perhaps some truths must come to light. Some darknesses must be illuminated. That is why I am writing these lines. At any cost.



The Birth of Sherlock Holmes and His Dark Side

Sherlock Holmes was born in 1854. His father was a wealthy landowner. His mother was a beautiful but unhappy woman. From a very young age, Holmes drew attention with his intelligence. He was devoted to books, his powers of observation extraordinary. But there was a darkness within him that no one saw. Perhaps it was inherited from his father. Perhaps his mother's unhappiness affected him.

In his youth, Holmes began to torment animals. First insects, then cats, then dogs. No one noticed. Because he was very clever. He left no trace. He knew how to blame others for his crimes. This ability developed further over the years. And one day, he killed a human being.

It was his first murder. He was sixteen years old. His victim was a schoolmate. He was jealous of him. He committed the murder so skilfully that everyone believed his friend had committed suicide. Holmes, however, derived pleasure from the experience. He tasted the power and delight that killing gave him. And he never gave it up again.

Years passed, Holmes grew up, became a detective. But he also continued to live as a serial killer. He had two faces. One was the hero pursuing justice; the other was the monster walking in the darkness. People saw only the first. Because Holmes never dropped his mask. Not until Dr. John Watson entered his life.



Holmes Through Watson's Eyes

When Watson met Holmes, he was deeply impressed. His intelligence, his charisma, his sharp observations... It was impossible not to admire him. They worked together for years, solved cases, brought criminals to justice. Watson noted every move, every word of Holmes. He wrote of him as a hero. That is how the world came to know Holmes.

But there was something Watson did not know. Holmes continued to commit crimes even while he was beside him. But he did it so skilfully that Watson never noticed. Because Holmes had deceived even his closest friend. Perhaps to protect him. Perhaps to avoid losing him.

Holmes truly loved Watson. His innocence, his goodness, lightened Holmes's inner darkness, if only a little. Watson was Holmes's last bond to humanity. Thanks to him, Holmes did not sink entirely into darkness. But still, he could never erase his past.



H. H. Holmes: The Birth of a Ghost

When Holmes went to Chicago, he created a new identity. H. H. Holmes. Those letters stood for "Holmes's Ghost." But they were also the name of the monster within him. He built that hotel, the labyrinths, the traps, the torture chambers. He killed hundreds of innocent people. No one noticed. Because he was a genius.

But then, one day, a Dr. Henry Howard Holmes appeared. He was an innocent man. Holmes killed him and stole his identity. Now he had two names. One, the world-famous detective; the other, America's greatest serial killer. And no one knew these two names belonged to the same person.

Holmes continued to commit crimes under the identity of Dr. Holmes. But now he had a scapegoat. All the crimes were laid upon Dr. Holmes. He was tried and executed. Holmes watched his execution. And deep down, he rejoiced. Because now he was free.



Finale: The Truth Behind the Cover

On his deathbed, Holmes left a letter for Watson. In the letter, he confessed everything. When Watson read the letter, he was devastated. But he did not reveal the truth to the world. Because he loved Holmes. He did not want to tarnish his name. He carried this secret to the grave.

Now, after reading this book, what will you do? Will your admiration for Holmes continue? Or will you hate him? I don't know. But there is one thing I want you to know: Sherlock Holmes was a human being. A human being with flaws, who made mistakes, who got lost in the darkness. Perhaps that is why you will love him even more. Because perfect heroes do not exist. Only struggling human beings exist.



Author's Note

Writing this novel was very difficult for me. Because I had to contend with both my admiration for Sherlock Holmes and the weight of the truth. But in the end, I decided to write this story. Because I believe that some truths, no matter how painful, must come to light.

I hope that as you read this book, you will think as I do. I hope you will understand Holmes. Not judge him, only try to understand him. Because understanding is perhaps the first step toward forgiveness.

Goodbye, dear reader. And remember: Every hero has a shadow. Sometimes, that shadow is larger than the hero himself.

Yasin Güneş

Istanbul, 2026
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Chapter 1: An Unexpected Visitor at Baker Street

[image: ]


Beneath London's famously grey sky, as the damp chill of November seeped into our very bones, the crackling fire at 221B Baker Street defied the dreary weather outside. It was early morning; barely past eight o'clock, and I, Dr. John Watson, sat at my modest breakfast table, watching my friend Sherlock Holmes, who was lost in deep thought on the sofa opposite.

Holmes had risen with the first light. Without even bothering to put on his famous ulster coat, he had taken up his violin and had been playing a rather melancholy melody for some time. Yet this time, beyond the usual virtuosity, I sensed a restlessness hidden between the notes. After drawing the bow across the strings one last time, he set the violin aside and took a deep breath.

"Watson," he said, his gaze fixed on the flames of the fire. "Do you believe a man's fate is written from birth, or is it determined by the choices he later makes?"

I hesitated for a moment at this rather philosophical question. Holmes generally disliked such abstract discussions, preferring to live in a world of concrete evidence and logical deduction. It was clear there was something behind the question.

"To be honest, Holmes," I said, setting down my coffee cup, "I did not expect such a profound question so early in the morning. But if you ask my opinion, I believe that the influence of a man's choices on his destiny far outweighs his innate characteristics."

Holmes slowly turned his head and fixed his eyes upon me. Behind those sharp, piercing blue eyes, there was an unease I had begun to notice in recent days.

"A fine answer, Watson. Yet I am beginning to think the opposite." He placed his violin in its case beside him and continued. "Blood, as they say, is certainly thicker than water. And sometimes even the strongest chains of logic must silently heed the call of that dark blood."

At these words, I furrowed my brow. I knew very little of Holmes's past; in the limited information I had gathered from his own accounts, there were almost no details about his family. I recalled him mentioning an elder brother with whom he had some friction, but whenever I broached the subject, he would skillfully steer the conversation elsewhere.

I had always thought that Holmes possessed a secret of his own, but out of respect for our friendship, I had never intended to force it out. He appreciated this, generously sharing everything else he could.

Just then, our doorbell rang. Mrs. Hudson's heavy footsteps were heard in the hallway, and a few seconds later, the door opened.

"Sir, there is a gentleman here to see you," said our landlady. "He insists he must speak only with you. He seems quite agitated."

Holmes's eyes sparkled instantly. As always at any moment of boredom, the prospect of a case invigorated him.

"Show him in, Mrs. Hudson," he said, donning his ulster coat and settling into his chair.

Through the door stepped a middle-aged, rather elegantly dressed man. His dark grey morning coat appeared to be the work of one of London's finest tailors. His face was lined; deep, weary circles darkened the skin beneath his eyes. The sides of his short-cropped hair had greyed, and his hands kept trembling as they reached repeatedly for a handkerchief in his pocket.

Holmes took his feet down from the stool and gestured for our visitor to take a seat.

"Mr...?" he asked.

"Cyrus Montague," the man said in a trembling voice. "Of the London Commercial Bank. I apologise for disturbing you, Mr. Holmes, but the matter is so urgent and so extraordinary that I did not know whom else to turn to."

Holmes clasped his hands together, rested them under his chin, and raised his eyebrows.

"Tell me, Mr. Montague. But let me first observe that your expression tells me this is neither a bank robbery nor a case of fraud. In your eyes, I perceive a moral fear rather than a financial concern."

Montague drew back in astonishment. "How... how can you tell?"

A faint smile appeared at the corner of Holmes's lips. "Sir, as a banker, your business hours begin at nine in the morning. Yet here you are, at a quarter past eight, knocking on a detective's door before you have even started your work day. Moreover, the absence of ironing creases on your clothes suggests you did not spend the night at home – perhaps at a club or a hotel. The ink stain on the index finger of your right hand indicates that you wrote something in haste, probably late at night. You are here not as a banker, but as a father. And the reason must involve your children."

Montague's face turned as white as a sheet. For a moment he was speechless, then he covered his face with his hands and a choked sob rose in his throat.

"My daughter," he said with difficulty. "My daughter is missing. Three weeks ago... three weeks ago she went to Chicago, and I have heard nothing since."

Holmes's eyebrows shot up. "Chicago? That city in the United States has been going through turbulent times lately. I hear the city is being almost rebuilt due to the World's Columbian Exposition."

"Exactly so, Mr. Holmes," said Montague, wiping his eyes with his handkerchief. "My daughter, Amelia, is a painter. You cannot imagine how insistent she was about making this journey to study the magnificent artworks at that fair and perhaps meet some American collectors. She is a young woman of very independent character; she would not listen to me. She said she had made a reservation at a hotel in Chicago. For the first few days, her letters arrived; everything was fine. Then... then everything went silent."

"Do you know the name of the hotel?" asked Holmes.

Montague hesitated, then nodded. "In her last letter, she mentioned a three-story hotel in the Englewood district, at the intersection of 63rd Street and Wallace Street. I cannot recall the exact name. I have brought the letter with me."

He took a folded paper from his inside pocket and handed it to Holmes. Holmes examined the letter carefully. It was a feminine, legible hand. After reading for a while, he looked up.

"At the end of the letter, there is a smeared word after 'Hotel.' Could it be 'World's Fair Hotel'?"

Montague stared at him in amazement. "Yes! Yes, exactly that! How did you know?"

Holmes placed the letter on the table. "It is evident from the distribution of the ink and the marks on the paper fibres. Furthermore, I had previously heard of a hotel by that name, located right next to the World's Columbian Exposition in Chicago. However..." He paused for a moment. "What I have heard about that hotel is not at all reassuring."

A fresh wave of fear spread across Montague's face. "What have you heard, Mr. Holmes? Has something happened to my daughter?"

Holmes rose and walked to the window. He gazed silently at the grey street outside for a while. Then he suddenly turned around.

"Mr. Montague, over the past three years in Chicago, particularly around the fairgrounds, a great number of young women have disappeared. The police have failed to solve these cases. What is more, it is said that the last place many of them were seen was precisely that hotel."

Montague's hands began to shake. "Good God... I must save my daughter! I came to you for help, Mr. Holmes. Whatever fee you ask, I will pay it, but please... please take this case."

Holmes was silent for a short while. Then, bowing his head, he spoke, almost in a whisper:

"I will take this case, Mr. Montague. But do not worry about the fee. The only thing I shall ask of you is to give me whatever information you have about the owner of this hotel."

Montague shrugged helplessly and spread his hands. "I only know his name. The owner and operator of the hotel is the same person. An American by the name of Dr. Henry Howard Holmes."

No change of expression appeared on Holmes's face. Only in his eyes did a spark momentarily flash and then quickly fade. Then, in a calm voice, he said:

"Watson, pack our bags. We are going to Chicago."

Only later would I understand that spark was nothing less than the herald of the darkest storm we would ever witness. And Sherlock Holmes, perhaps for the first time, sensed something he did not know: the heavy, merciless hand of fate.



That night, as we travelled towards Liverpool Docks to board the steamer, Holmes gazed out the window. His lips occasionally moved, as if he were muttering something to himself. I dared not ask.

Only once did he turn to me and say:

"Watson, if we return from this journey safe and sound, you will have witnessed the most interesting case of my life. Perhaps the most dangerous as well. Now get some sleep; we have a long Atlantic Ocean ahead of us."

And that night, I dreamt of a gigantic, labyrinthine hotel. Its corridors stretched on forever, and behind every door, a different scream echoed. When I awoke, my forehead was damp with sweat. Holmes was still by the window, gazing at the dark waters.

I knew he had not slept either. But he did not utter a single word until morning.

And so began the most unforgettable journey of my life. Little did we know that we would follow the trail of death traps built by an architect through the foggy streets of Chicago. And even more importantly, we would not realise the horrifying connection between Sherlock Holmes's half-brother and this dark labyrinth until it was far too late.
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Chapter 2: Beyond the Atlantic Ocean
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In the boundless blue of the Atlantic Ocean, we seemed cut off from civilisation. Five full days had passed since we left the coast of Ireland aboard the SS Majestic. The weather grew rough from time to time, waves battering the ship's sides, but refusing to let us stray from our course.

Throughout those five days, Holmes appeared to me a very different man from the one I knew. Normally, the excitement of a case would energise him, lift his spirits; but this time, the opposite was true. He would pace the deck for hours, hands clasped behind his back, watching the waves, occasionally lighting his pipe and releasing the smoke to the wind. He had little inclination to talk. To avoid disturbing him, I confined myself to my cabin, reading my books.

On the evening of the third day, we came face to face in the dining saloon. Holmes smiled faintly at me and pointed to the book in my hand.

"A Study of American Criminal Law, Watson? I daresay that's not a particularly enjoyable choice for holiday reading."

I closed the cover and smiled. "It pays to be prepared, Holmes. We know very little about Chicago's underworld."

Holmes sat down opposite me, called a waiter, and ordered two cups of coffee. We waited in silence until the coffee arrived. Then he took a sip and began.

"Watson, the city of Chicago is nowadays one of the most dangerous places in America. Because of the World's Columbian Exposition, the city's population has exploded. Visitors, workers, opportunists from everywhere... The police force is being crushed under this crowd. Corruption has spread from the town hall to the lowest-ranking officer."

"I had heard the crime rate had risen because of the Exposition," I said. "But for one hotel to be associated with so many disappearances..."

"That is the interesting part," Holmes interrupted. "If a hotel's name is linked to so many disappearances, then either the owner is utterly incompetent, or..."

He did not finish the sentence. He fell silent and took another sip of his coffee. As someone who had known him for years, I understood that there was something hidden behind that unfinished sentence. But I dared not ask.

On the fourth day, in the afternoon, Holmes sent a note to my cabin. When I went to him, I found him studying a map spread across his table. It was a detailed plan of the city of Chicago.

"Come, Watson, look here," he said, pointing with his finger to a district in the southwest of the map. "Englewood. The intersection of 63rd Street and Wallace Street. That is precisely where the hotel is located."

I leaned over the map. The area lay about a mile south of the exposition grounds. The surrounding streets looked dense and orderly, but no particular detail stood out.

"What do we know about this place?" I asked.

Holmes leaned back and clasped his hands. "I received a telegram from one of my correspondents in Chicago. The hotel's official name is 'The World's Fair Hotel', but the locals call it by a different name. 'The Murder Castle', they say."

My eyebrows drew together. "The Murder Castle? A rather ominous nickname."

"Indeed," said Holmes. "Yet everyone who hears the name thinks it's merely an urban legend. As the number of disappearances has grown, so has the public's imagination, of course. But I, Watson, have learned that behind every legend lies a kernel of truth. And this time, I suspect that kernel is quite large."

On the evening of the fifth day, we saw the lights of New York Harbour in the distance. After that dark expanse of ocean, the first glimmers of the New World greeted us. Holmes stood on the deck, hands resting on the railing, watching the scene. I went to stand beside him.

"Are you excited, Holmes?" I asked.

He thought for a moment. "Not excited, Watson. Apprehensive. This case is different from any we have encountered before. More... personal."

Personal? I had never heard Holmes describe a case as personal before. I asked: "What do you mean?"

He shook his head. "I do not know yet. But I have a feeling. Something about the owner of this hotel... seems familiar to me."

I had no chance to question him further, because just then the ship began its docking manoeuvres. As the crowd gathered towards the quay, Holmes said we needed to collect our bags and catch the train waiting for us. The railway line from New York to Chicago, thanks to enormous investments in recent years, had become quite fast. The journey before us would take approximately twenty-four hours.

We had secured a compartment on the train. Holmes sat by the window, watching the passing American countryside, occasionally making notes in a small notebook. I contented myself with observing him.

About six hours after leaving New York, Holmes suddenly turned to me and asked:

"Watson, do you think a man can escape his own past?"

It was another rather philosophical question. I thought for a moment. "Not entirely, I suppose. He must confront his past. But when and how he does so is within his control."

Holmes bowed his head. "And if the past comes to find you before you are ready to face it?"

At that moment, his expression was impossible for me to describe. For the first time, I saw Sherlock Holmes looking so vulnerable. As if a wound he had hidden for years had begun to bleed anew.

"Holmes," I said gently. "If something is troubling you, and you wish to share it with me, know that I am always ready to listen."

He was silent for a long time. The rhythmic sound of the train wheels on the rails, the flickering light of the compartment lamp, the dim lights of the towns disappearing outside... He took a deep breath.

"Watson, have I ever mentioned that I have a half-brother?"

I caught my breath. "Once, very briefly. You said no more."

"Because," said Holmes, weighing each word, "there was little to tell. Until now."

He began:

"After my mother died, my father remarried. I was very young at the time. My stepmother had a son from her previous marriage. His name... his name differed from mine by a single letter. It was meant to be 'Sherrinford', but he later changed it. We grew up in the same house, but we could never be close. He was a child spoiled by his mother; I buried myself in my books and studies. I always sensed a darkness in him. He took pleasure in tormenting small animals. Once, he strangled our nanny's cat. No one could do anything to him, because his mother covered everything up."

Holmes's voice had begun to tremble. I had never seen him like this.

"Then... then our family fell apart. My father died, my stepmother married another man and took her son with her. I did not see him for years. I heard he had emigrated to America, studied medicine, and then gone into business. I did not know exactly what he did. Until..."

He rummaged through his notebook and pulled out a newspaper clipping. He handed it to me. It was an old issue of the Chicago Tribune, from a year earlier. The headline read:

"DR. HENRY HOWARD HOLMES, ENGLEWOOD'S RISING STAR: PHARMACIST, DOCTOR, AND BUSINESSMAN"

Below the article was a photograph of a man with dark hair, sharp features, and a peculiar gleam in his eyes. It was impossible not to notice how much he resembled Holmes. The same jawline, the same forehead... But the eyes. While Holmes's eyes burned with curiosity and the fire of justice, this man's eyes held an icy coldness.

"This," said Holmes in a choked voice. "This is my half-brother."

In that moment, the air in the compartment changed. It was as if the train windows had suddenly closed, making it hard to breathe. I put the newspaper down on the table.

"And you believe he is behind the young women who disappeared from his hotel?"

Holmes raised his head and looked directly into my eyes. In that gaze was fear, determination, and an indescribable sorrow.

"I believe, Watson, that it is not only young women who have disappeared from his hotel. I believe he is the direct perpetrator of those disappearances."

"But that is a very serious accusation," I said carefully. "Do you have any tangible evidence?"

Holmes shook his head. "Not yet. But I will when we reach Chicago. And if I am right, if he truly is behind these horrific deeds, then..."

He stopped. He did not need to finish.

The train travelled west through the night. Holmes did not sleep at all. Towards dawn, as the sun rose, we were crossing the Ohio River. A pink light danced upon the grey waters. Holmes pressed his face to the window, watching the scene. His lips moved:

"Brother's blood, Watson. Brother's blood... is the heaviest burden in the world."

I understood then that this case was not just the story of a missing girl. It was Sherlock Holmes's confrontation with his own demons. And this confrontation would either destroy him entirely or resurrect him.

I noticed that we were approaching Chicago, the train beginning to slow. Outside, factory chimneys, large warehouses, then wooden houses, then brick buildings... And finally, a massive station.

Union Station.

We had set foot in the heart of the New World.

Holmes put on his coat, straightened his hat, and picked up his valise. As he headed for the door, he paused for a moment and turned to me.

"Watson, what you will witness in the coming days may shock you. But I ask only one thing of you: do not let your emotions override your logic. In this case, we must be vigilant every second. For we are facing perhaps the most intelligent and ruthless enemy of our lives."

"We now know his name," I said. "Henry Howard Holmes."

A bitter smile appeared on Holmes's lips.

"Yes. But for me, he will always remain 'Sherrinford'. And if I am right, that name will become a symbol of terror the world will never forget."

The train door opened. The cold, damp air of Chicago hit our faces. Holmes took a deep breath and stepped onto the station platform.

In that moment, on that foggy morning of November 1893, we stepped unknowingly into a hell. But worse still, the architect of this hell was a man of Holmes's own blood.

We would not learn that truth until the final pages of the novel.
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Chapter 3: The Dark Face of Englewood
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The voices echoing beneath the vast roof of Union Station created an extraordinary cacophony of people streaming in from all corners of the world. German, Italian, Polish, and of course English in its various accents mingled together, turning the station into a veritable Tower of Babel. Holmes, unflustered by the chaos, collected our bags and headed for the exit. As I followed, I marvelled at how he could find his way so easily even in such a crowded place.

Just outside the exit, a man holding a sign reading "H. Holmes & Co. Pharmacy" was waiting for us. He was an elderly but spry-looking man, dressed in a black coat and round hat. Upon seeing Holmes, he gave a slight bow of his head in greeting.

"Mr. Sherlock Holmes? I am Jeremiah O'Leary. Mr. Montague telegraphed ahead to inform me. I have been tasked with taking you to your hotel and providing you with information about the city."

Holmes nodded and thanked the man. Jeremiah led us to a closed carriage waiting in front of the station. Once we were inside, Holmes immediately began to speak.

"Mr. O'Leary, first tell us what you know about Dr. Henry Howard Holmes. But not the official information. I am speaking of what people say among themselves, the rumours."

Jeremiah hesitated for a moment, then bowed his head and began to speak in a voice close to a whisper:

"Mr. Holmes, shall I tell you the truth? Anyone in this city who speaks about Dr
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