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In February 2021, Melbourne entered its third Covid-19 lockdown. It only lasted a week, but it was enough to get me writing a whole new series of Sherlock Holmes stories for my Patreon. 

I didn't recognise it at the time, but now I think that being restricted to my apartment, unable to leave except for brief periods of exercise or essential grocery shopping, might have inspired a story of two ghosts trapped inside the shape of their old home, barely able to be seen or heard, but waiting for an opportunity to connect with the world at large once more.

Thus was born The Haunting of Baker Street, written as a series of 221b ficlets (stories of exactly 221 words, the last word of each beginning with the letter B). It began in sadness, with the passing of John Watson as an old man, and then his beloved Sherlock. It continued in hope as their spirits found one another and held hands and kissed in their afterlife.

And so they haunt the shape of their old lodgings as they overlap the walls of a new apartment, built on the remains of an old Georgian townhouse – and where people who knew or admired Sherlock Holmes and John Watson have been leaving tributes for over a hundred years.

Into this restricted world come Martie and Caitlyn: two women who love each other and think the idea of a haunted apartment exciting. Their love, daring and compassion stand ready to help two blithe spirits find new purpose, and new mysteries to solve.

I hope you enjoy their adventures, told in blocks of 221 words – and may the love, friendship and adventurous spirit of Holmes and Watson continue for another 135 years!

Narrelle M Harris

June 2024
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SHERLOCK FOUND JOHN sitting on the bench of their Sussex cottage. No breath stirred John’s grey moustache. The lines of 85 wonderful years were terribly still in his beloved face. Resting in peace.

Sherlock kissed John’s forehead. He sat beside his darling, took John’s hand and held it, kissed it.

‘Thank you, John. Thank you, my darling. Thank you for our lives together.’

He held John’s cold hand and watched the sun set.

A month later, with nobody to remind him to take his pills – perhaps Sherlock wasn’t interested in remembering – Sherlock fell among his bees. 

That evening, young Teddy Wiggins was bringing fond greetings from his father, Sherlock’s brightest Irregular, and found him there.

The funeral was small; the obituaries lavish. People who the Great Detective and his biographer had once helped left little tokens at their old London address. Goodbye. Thank you.

Teddy stored keepsakes of the great men in a small despatch box: Sherlock’s ebony-hilted magnifying glass; John’s fountain pen, with which he’d written fictionalised versions of their lives; letters they had written to each other, tied in red ribbon.

Odd things sometimes happened in the Wiggins household. Unsettling, though not sinister. When 221b was repaired after the war, Teddy buried the box inside the new foundations.

Unsettling things continued to happen. 

A new story waited to begin. 
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221B BAKER STREET WAS not as it had been. The world turned and left the dead behind. Friends and lovers became mourners, became dust. Lives became legends, truth forgotten. 

The bones of Baker Street became brittle. Part of its roof collapsed under a German bomb in 1941. An attempt to create a small hotel failed when its walls cracked. The foundations sank unevenly. Yet plans to demolish it for apartments, offices, shops, all came to nothing. It remained cheap lodgings.

It began, frankly, to earn a reputation.

Lodgers came and went. 

Mostly, they went.

The once-famous tenants, Sherlock Holmes and Dr John Watson, were more myth than memory now. Nevertheless, strangers came to gaze up at their bow window. Some left flowers by the door. Letters sealed in wax. Ribbons tied to the railings; a candle for remembrance; final thank-yous; new pleas for help beyond giving. Prayers left for departed saints. Even in the 21st Century.

On foggy nights, some said, light shone from the hollow windows, across which shadows moved. The scent of ink, tobacco, chemicals lingered in the mouldering rooms, in the stairwell, in the street. A violin sang, strains lifting to the lonely stars. 

A spectral voice sometimes grumbled, 'So many mysteries to solve, John, beyond my reach!'

And another would reply, 'Patience, Sherlock. Someone will come. Believe.'
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‘AS YOU CAN SEE, WE retained the façade and some of the interior as a nod to the heritage people. Sadly, the structural damage to the whole 221 row meant 221b couldn’t be fully restored.’

Irish-pale Caitlyn Ransome noted the little clutter of notes and gifts by the wall, under the blue plaque that signified that this was the former 19th century home of the Great Detective and his biographer.

Murphy, the estate agent, scooped up the letters, flowers and a small jar of honey by the door. ‘People leave all sorts,’ she laughed.

‘And as long as we clear the offerings, we get a reduced rent?’

‘Yes,’ said Murphy, too curtly.

Martie Burgess, Caitlyn’s Anglo-Australian girlfriend, went straight to the unnerving point. ‘And a discount for ghosts?’

‘Baker Street isn’t haunted!’ protested Murphy, alarmed. ‘Who said it was haunted?’

‘The neighbours,’ grinned Martie. ‘They say nobody stays more than a month.’

‘And we know the last person who tried,’ contributed Caitlyn. ‘Jason reported chemical smells, tobacco smoke, a vanishing wood fire in the electric fireplace, violin music too, voices, and moving shadows in the sitting room.’

‘Which is why the rent is so cheap,’ said Martie.

Caitlyn took the letters from the gawping agent’s hands. ‘We’ll take it,’ she said. ‘I like ghosts, and I never could resist a bargain.’
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CAITLYN AND MARTIE took possession of their new rental that week.

The fact that something else was “in possession” became clear as they attempted to shelve their books, which flung themselves onto the floor as soon as they turned. Hair prickled all over their scalps, but they refused to be spooked.

‘We’re staying,’ snapped Caitlyn. ‘Get used to it.’

Martie shelved a book. As they watched, it jerked free into open space and...

...hovered.

‘Good,’ murmured Martie. ‘Showing some respect.’

She took the signed 1894 edition of The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes from the air. It fell open to the inscription.

To Sherlock Holmes. Enjoy your new microscope too, courtesy of my poor scribblings. John H Watson. A counter-note read: It is still romanticised.

Martie placed it reverently in alongside a modern set of Watson’s writings and a slim blue volume on queen bees. When nothing else happened, she said: ‘Enough poltergeisting for one day?’ 

The air did not reply.

Holmes brooded before the apparition of a fire. He habitually ignored the building’s new attic, visible through the ghost of the old sitting room.

‘They have all my books!’ Watson exclaimed, his delight offset by Holmes’ pique. 

‘Hmph.’

‘I like them.’

‘Yes, well, they have your books.’

‘They’re brave. They have your book too.’

Holmes scoffed. ‘They don’t even keep bees.’
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CAITLYN, AN ARCHITECT, had questions about the refurbished, very irregular 221b Baker Street. 

The building was shorter than expected, each floor’s ceiling lower than the high Georgian original. Planned extra storeys had not eventuated. Blueprints and materials had frequently vanished, along with memory of them, during construction. The current attic level, from whence ghostliness emanated, equated to the old second floor. 

Walking home, arm in loving arm with Martie, Caitlyn spotted their incorporeal flatmates.

‘Sneaky devils,’ Caitlyn grinned. In the small attic window were indistinct shades of two men, kissing.

The profiles, like cameo portraits, were immediately identifiable: the slender build and hawklike nose of one, the broad shoulders and moustache of the other. Combined with the address, the deduction was obvious.

‘They’re still together,’ said Martie happily.

Ghostly hand in hand, Sherlock and John kissed in their old room, a shadow overlaying the new attic, grateful for this almost insubstantial yet comforting touch.

They only impinged on the world with recalled sound and shade. Through force of will, they made the air rush and wrenched objects from places of rest.

What would John give to wield a pen again? What would Sherlock sacrifice to speak directly to the living?

Anything but each other. It’s why their spirits lingered. They refused to be parted. Not even death could break their bond.
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UNDERSTANDING THAT their poltergeists were Sherlock Holmes and John Watson was simple, after Caitlyn and Martie saw their silhouettes against the attic window.

Understanding their motivations took a few more weeks.

One morning, the attic hatch obligingly fell open, enticing Martie to explore. 

She plonked a dusty cardboard box on the table, beside the week’s door-stoop offerings. (Most were sweet but dull, but Martie tried to reply to others.) Opening the box revealed it was full of equally dusty letters.

‘Holmes’ old unopened mail’s stowed up there.’

Caitlyn poked at it. ‘Might as well chuck ‘em.’ 

Lifting the box, ever-inquisitive Martie meant only to move them for later reading. 

An extremely localised whirlwind struck. Martie, alarmed, dropped the box, contents becoming a mini-tornado: paper, dust, desiccated moths. 

Caitlyn was furious. ‘Stop that at once! I don’t care if you are Sherlock Bloody Holmes. We’re staying.’

Everything collapsed instantly to the carpet.

‘I don’t think he’s trying to scare us.'

Caitlyn’s gaze followed Martie’s to the single envelope resting at the centre of their table. 

‘He wants us to read his fan mail?’

The letter on the table rose of its own accord and stood impossibly on its edge.

Martie reached for it. The letter flew into her hand. 

‘All right, don’t be so impatient,’ she scolded the insistent ghost. ‘Mr Bossy.’
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THE ENVELOPE IN MARTIE’S pale hand was unremarkable, apart from the fact it had flown to her on ghostly wings. 

The contents were more interesting. Martie read aloud to her girlfriend and the loitering spirits of Holmes and Watson.


‘Dear Mister Holmes,

I know you can’t really help me, but I have to tell someone, and nobody will listen. 

Someone is trying to drive me mad. I hear voices in the walls. Objects keep moving; or disappearing and showing up days later. I have blackouts, losing hours. Days, sometimes. I can always taste blood afterwards.

I’m not imagining it. The voices aren
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