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    Thank you, Dr. John H. Watson, for documenting the exploits of the worlds greatest detective, even when it wasn't believable.
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A Foreword
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On October 24th, 2014, Jacob Harland Watson, the last living grandson of Dr. John H. Watson, passed away. Cause of death was attributed to heart failure. He was surrounded by friends and family. This left the remnants of the estate in the hands of Linda Jessica Graves, nee Watson, the eldest child of the subsequent generation, which was generally considered to be an unwise choice, even though Jacob Harland made no attempt to prevent it in his will

Mrs. Graves was unlike many members of her family and viewed Dr. Watson’s biographies of Sherlock Holmes to be sensationalist and exploitative. It is questionable if she even believed Sherlock Holmes to be a real person and not just a fictional character, as his numerous writings seemed to be impossible to believe. However, the estate had long since passed its prime, with numerous biographies steadily entering the public domain in America, and all of them having entered it long before in other countries, according to Dr. Watson’s passing.

Though there are other items to the estate. This includes numerous manuscripts that were never published. I have not been able to read any of them, but from what I can gleam, they do not exclude the possibility of exploitation. Titles include, “The Whitechapel Killer,” “Spring-heeled Jack’s Last Leap,” and “The Journey to the 22nd Century.” I do not have dates for when these manuscripts were written, nor when they occurred, but I have my theories.

The one that concerns this book is The Vampyre of Baker Street. Mrs. Graves did read it and found it to be a less in the vein of her great-grandfather’s other writings, particularly in the aspects of the supernatural. Many of these manuscripts touch on that, but it appears to be the one that’s most complete, as well as having a good deal of notes like crafting a rough draft. Filed with both was a note from the publishing company Ward, Lock & Co., which read the following:

“To Dr. John H. Watson.

“We have been disappointed in your most recent manuscript and chosen not to publish. We have found it to be of poor character, poor quality, and so utterly unbelievable so that it would not be wise for us to even begin to circulating this novella under the belief that such creatures you describe are real and the morals you expose to be acknowledged. We are aware that you may wish to attempt another novella, but to do so by embellishing the memory of Mr. Holmes may yet be in poor taste.

“Sincerely, the desk of James Bowden.”

While Mrs. Graves found the manuscript to be on the edge of her tastes, she was quite aware that to the Victorian era, this would’ve been much more shocking. And for a series that had previously been in grounded reality to suddenly delve into the supernatural is generally what we in modernity consider to be a sign that it’s jumped the shark, as it were. Still, there was an eerie quality to it that allowed it to remain in Mrs. Graves’s mind, despite having only read it once.

In 2025, she found a reason to reconsider the manuscript’s authenticity. Cloud Billingsly, one among Mrs. Graves’s grandchildren, contracted an illness that couldn’t be explained, even by physicians, so approached numerous sources of esoteric illnesses to begin an explanation. A Dr. Grace Netherwood provided her expertise, whose name and diagnosis reminded Mrs. Graves of the manuscript to be unmistakably linked. Naturally, Dr. Netherwood was provided with the manuscript, and she put Mrs. Graves in contact with one Lucy Romero and myself.

I worked with Ms. Romero in the past; she came to me with publishing her story, I Will Drag You to Her Grave, having taken this long to even bother with it. I provided editing, but we both found that it would’ve been wise not to credit her as the author, as while many would not believe that she was actually in these circumstances, she felt it was best to err on the side of caution. She lives such a life that she could not attach herself in earnest to the project.

We discussed the authenticity of the book, and with so few living witnesses or participants in events, special care had to be considered when publishing the book. Ms. Romero, nor Dr. Netherwood were there for all events, and those where they were had been found to be largely accurate, though Ms. Romero was tickled to find Dr. Watson referred to her repeatedly as “Ms. Abasto.” As for the rest of Holmes and Watson’s investigations and interactions, we have only their word for much of it. It is the same as if you were reading Watson’s own words.

That brings us to the topic of editing. By modern standards, there are flaws in both the writing style and the pacing that make it a decent read, but it was often haphazard and required some editing. However, there was concern that by editing the work of Dr. Watson so greatly that it would no longer be the events of the book as described by him, but rather filtered through my own interpretation, an imitation of a record. As such, little was changed so long as it remained his work.

On the topic of publishing, we considered going through the successor publishing house of Lock, Ward & Co., but decided against that. As much as we desired to publish this, it was feared that it would meet a similar end as the previous attempt, with it being denied for being unrealistic. After all, there was very little proof that this was a writing of Dr. Watson, and if it wasn’t it would be seen as his descendants attempting to capitalize on his legacy with an authorized sequel with the actual work being done by some ghost writer. As such, it was decided to let this be published as an unauthorized sequel.

You may wonder why I revealed this to. Well, it’s because you actually read the foreword. These things tend to be very dry affairs, whether it’s a disclaimer to admit that it’s far out of step from modern sensibilities, or as an elaborate excuse to publish another edition without comment. I thought I might as well add a behind the scenes look at how this book came to be. And no, the parties concerned are unaware of this. I suspect that they would not approve.

I can only hope that the Mistresses will be merciful. You may have a glimpse of why I would be cautious of them.
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Chapter 1: A Shocking Scene
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I arrived home with a box of rat poison under my arm. The plainest of deductive reasoning should tell you why, so I shan’t elaborate much further. Suffice it to say, I wasn’t pleased to share my cheese with someone who didn’t pay the rent and would get me sick. Perhaps I should examine the latter prejudice, as the mice weren’t the sole occupant of the house that could render me ill, nor had they succeeded while he did multiple times.

Speaking of him, I noticed his absence in our common rooms. Even with only one eye, I could tell he was still in the house though. Why would he traverse the soaking streets of London in September without his coat and hat, leaving them on the coat rack? I caught myself deducing, a pastime I cannot say that Sherlock encourage in me or if I merely started noticing after he praised it as his method of solving mysteries.

Oddly enough, his room was quiet. He typically played his violin in solitude, using the couch for his oft meditations, and yet I heard not a Stradivarian note in the air. Curious, but then I heard the familiar clicking of heels through the walls. Who wore their shoes in their bedroom? Unfortunately, I was only so wise, and certainly not as creative nor bold as my roommate, so I chose to set the box I carried on the table and go to his door, if only to knock.

“Come in,” he answered the knock at his door.

Gentle reader, I suggest you brace yourself, for I didn’t, and I regretted it. For instead of the Sherlock Holmes I was expecting, I found him dressed in a red dress like that of the common fashion of London at the time. His often-angular features were now decorated with makeup elaborate and garish, as though applied by a novice. I couldn’t tell what he wore on his feet, but I suspected that it was what made the noise that brought me here.

“I’m afraid that you’ve caught me at a bad time,” Sherlock admitted. “I was merely experimenting with the ladies’ fashion, but what business you have, I’m sure we can sort it out without much trouble.”

My mind was still in a degree of shock from finding him in this apparel. “To what end do you experiment?” I asked, trying my best not to let anger into my voice.

“Simply put, I wondered why the women of London dress as so,” the famous detective explained. “Naturally, I purchase some effects to see if it was out of comfort or style. In the end, I cannot recommend it; there’s an unpleasant draft underneath, the corset is likely to break my ribs if I wear it for much longer, and I frankly think I did a poor job with my makeup.”

Questions were more forthcoming than compliments. “So, it is for style then?” I concluded.

“A style I cannot deduce, sadly,” Sherlock admitted mournfully. “Perhaps it is merely something I cannot understand as a man, and perhaps it even eludes some of the women who wear it. I would need to explore the opinions of those who wear such things and see if they have insight I do not, but I suspect that would take away from far more useful pursuits of my time, so I will lay this to rest.”

How in God’s name he got into that ensemble, I cannot say, nor can I say how he got out of it, as I spared my sensibilities the process of his undressing and simply waited in the dining room. The press often called him the world’s greatest detective, and even I may have fallen into the habit, though I suspect if they knew about this moment, he would be reduced to a degenerate in the eyes of the public. It is the first of many reasons I am hesitant to write this but write I shall.

When Sherlock emerged from his room, he was wearing more proper attire for a gentleman such as himself and his face was plain once again. “I see you’re back from Maltby’s,” he remarked, “Something to deal with the mice?”

It never ceased to surprise me how canny he was with his speed of deductions. “Shall you tell me how you knew I was at Maltby’s?” I asked.

“Oh, I might as well,” Sherlock said as he set himself into the chair opposite me. “We have been experiencing a mice infestation lately, and the only way to deal with it rightfully is to poison or trap them, and the only purveyor of such effects on Baker Street is Maltby’s. What’s more, you have the unmistakable stench of one who’s been around that bloody parrot Rubert Maltby insists is more of a companion than a pest. I suspect it’ll come down with pneumonia not after too long; London is hardly the place for a parrot, much less going into the winter months.”

I had heard what I thought was coughing from the poor thing, but I thought it a trick of the ears. “Good show,” I remarked. “Next time, I’ll have to ask what Maltby had for breakfast.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Sherlock playfully chided. “We both know he’s partial to scones with clotted cream inappropriately spread on the top and the jam on the bottom.” One of the odd things we both agreed on was that the jam belonged on top, and the cream belonged on the bottom.

Seeming to retreat from this conversation, he began writing in a journal with a speed I found myself envious of. I shall admit to using a pen for these stories before I ask anyone to print it, and such a feat is practically Herculean with only one eye to judge my handwriting, but my passions lead me to writing. You may ask that I employ a typewriter, but such expenses are beyond my ability to cover, and I wouldn’t suspect Sherlock of lending a few shillings to that end.

“You wouldn’t happen to be writing your next paper on the good word of deductive reasoning, would you?” I asked, largely jokingly.

“Oh, hardly,” Sherlock replied, “This is merely to keep track of things I think may be important but not important enough to memorize. I suspect that such things may be of use to others, even if I find them utterly useless. I at least know I kept such information somewhere to ensure that there is no better source for it at my disposal, but the exact contents, I choose to forget. I believe with had a conversation towards this end before.”

“Ah yes,” I sighed, “Your belief in the attic of the mind. Still choose not to care that the Earth orbits around the sun with all the other planets in the solar system?”

“It’s hardly so that I do not care,” Sherlock corrected me, turning away from his journal to do so, “but that it is useless to me. The only reason I seem to lack surprise at the moment seems to be I remember it being an important conversation, though that seems to be a piece of poor housekeeping on my part. I would endeavor to understand why, but it’s hardly worth the trouble, at least to my knowledge.”

Of course it was. The intrigue with which I started my relationship with Sherlock had been waylaid by the knowledge of his habits and the effects of living with him. The mystery had faded, and we settled into knowing each other as you would a well-read book. Very few things surprised me about him anymore, discovering him in women’s clothes being one of them. It was a domesticity I hadn’t expected, and one I hoped to find elsewhere.

“So, how are things with Mary going?” Sherlock asked idly, setting down his journal.

A surprise, to be sure. “Our courtship is proceeding well,” I told him. “Tonight, I suspect we’ll be headed for the circus. I’ve heard the show will be good.”

“Will there be elephants?” he asked like an excitable child.

“Well, I suppose,” I said, though I couldn’t say one way or the other if it was the truth.

“Then I shall endeavor to go separately,” Sherlock told me. “There are a very few things in this world that can distract me from solving crimes, and among them are the elephants. Such glorious creatures. Tell me, will you be seeing them?”

How would you answer such a question? “Not especially, I think,” I replied. “I have certainly had my fill of elephants in India.”

“Such a shame,” he pouted. “Such great creatures are the pachyderms. Largest beasts standing on Earth, you know, but not a violent bone in their bodies. They eat less meat than a mouse
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