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It hath been a year since my beloved Arthur departed this mortal existence at our stately manor in Crowborough. I do miss him greatly. Arthur acquired the Windlesham estate in Crowborough expressly to grant me proximity to my beloved family. Initially, it seemed he found it challenging to acclimate, favoring the residence at Underwood, wherein he had achieved the majority of his illustrious writings. Having family underfoot disturbed his customary routines and spiritual inquiry. Ultimately, he would come to cherish Crowborough Manor as dearly as I and our children do.

Before I go nattering on, which I am inclined to do, allow me the courtesy of a self-introduction. I am Jean Elizabeth Leckie Doyle, the second spouse of the distinguished Arthur Conan Doyle. If you are curious, his first wife was a comely lady named Louisa Hawkins. An admirable woman, the unfortunate was afflicted with consumption in the early months of 1891, with but a scant few months to live at prognosis. Despite the grievous circumstances that rendered her oft bedridden, she valiantly persevered for a further thirteen years, ultimately surrendering to that most lamentable affliction in 1914.  

Louisa bore Arthur two progeny, namely Mary in the year of our Lord eighteen hundred and ninety, and Kingsley in eighteen hundred and ninety-two. Alas, the unfortunate Kingsley succumbed to pneumonia within a mere five years following his mother's demise, and he now rests in eternal repose beside her. Mary, the elder of the two, exhibited a certain precocity in her aspiration towards a career in the realm of music; however, it is my humble opinion that her reception was rather tepid.

Arthur, being the most courteous gentleman he was, would not entertain the notion of dissolving his matrimony to Louisa, notwithstanding our courtship. I held him in the highest esteem for his steadfast adherence to his matrimonial vows. Ultimately, we united in holy matrimony on the 18th day of September in 1907, a courtship that endured nearly a decade. Our union would persevere for an additional twenty-three years until his death in the year 1930.

We have been blessed with the joy of parenting three delightful offspring of our own: Adrian, Dennis, and the esteemed Lena Jean, who gave me an invaluable assistance in navigating the myriad affairs following Arthur’s untimely passing. My goodness, the multitude of matters to resolve was so extensive that I feared we might never see the conclusion of them all. Besides his esteemed profession as a physician, it is often remarked that Arthur was an extraordinarily prolific author, not solely restricted to his numerous Sherlock Holmes tales, but he also dabbled in the realms of fantasy and science fiction, humor, dramatic compositions, romances, poetry, non-fiction, and historical novels. I can indeed affirm his remarkable literary productivity.

It is perhaps unknown to many that Sir Arthur received the honor of knighthood in the year 1902. He had served during the Second Boer War as a civilian physician in the year 1900. Upon his return to the homeland, he composed a treatise entitled 'The Great Boer War' and a subsequent concise volume titled 'The War in South Africa: Its Cause and Conduct.' These literary works were penned in direct response to the numerous critiques regarding the United Kingdom's involvement in the conflict. Sir Arthur maintained that it was these publications that merited his elevation to the exalted rank of Knight Bachelor. My children and I graced the occasion of the ceremony; we were so proud of him.

In the weeks that followed Arthur’s untimely demise, whilst rummaging through his wardrobe, I chanced upon a locked cabinet, the existence of which I was scarcely aware, ensconced in a dim corner and clothed in a dark bedcover. The cabinet itself was of exquisite craftsmanship, undoubtedly fashioned from a rare and costly timber. Regrettably, I could not procure a key and thus resorted to having it forcibly opened to unveil its concealed items. The revelations that greeted me were nothing short of astonishing. Within lay a folded silk suit, surely a garment he had outgrown yet found himself unable to relinquish. Additionally, I discovered a cache of five thousand British pounds, a smattering of silver coins, a gold timepiece inherited from his father, and a Webley pistol with ammunition, about which I remained blissfully unaware. He must have returned with the gun from the Great War, seeking to shield it from the prying eyes of children. However, most astonishingly, apart from the suit, all these items were nestling atop a manuscript. It appeared as if they were guardians of the document, which was wrapped in aged newspapers and bound with twine. 

Arthur's renown was such that he had purportedly penned four novels and fifty-six short 

stories, or so the world presumed. In that moment, I found myself in possession of what I believed to be the fifty-seventh tale in his cherished compositions. The manuscript bore no title, yet a cursory examination indicated that it was yet another narrative featuring the illustrious Sherlock Holmes.

Every fiber of my being tempted me to sit down immediately and read this manuscript from cover to cover, but in truth, I simply had to complete the task of removing his effects. This further added to my melancholia, as the manuscript seemed almost a message from Arthur from his grave. Alas, if I did not complete the task of tending to his effects, I never would. I put the manuscript aside to read later and continued to doff my late beloved belongings from our home. The money in the safe was given to a charity for the poor, much to the chagrin of my children, who wanted the money. I granted the gun and bullets to my eldest son, Denis, and the timepiece to Adrian. 

A week hence, thoroughly fatigued, I resolved to repose upon the davenport for but a few moments, elevating my feet to find solace. As I sat in contemplation, I chanced upon the manuscript resting on the adjacent side table. Good heavens, in my fervent resolve to discard Arthur’s belongings, I had entirely overlooked the manuscript. I decided to peruse what might well be the final contribution from Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and his renowned detective, Sherlock Holmes. It is pertinent to note that whilst the character of Holmes garnered Arthur his fame and sustenance, he held great pride in numerous other pursuits, notably his esteemed knighthood and literary works on spiritualism. He did vow to reach out from beyond the burial place, and I anticipate receiving word from him at any moment henceforth.

I am painfully aware that there are many people who do not agree with Arthur’s opinion and research into spiritualism. Arthur was passionate about the subject, and his pursuit of spiritualism led to a bitter and public falling out with the magician Harry Houdini. That was a sad affair in Arthur’s life as Harry had been a dear friend. For a time, Harry agreed with Arthur, but Harry became a staunch opponent after his mother died and he was unable to reach her from beyond. I always considered Harry somewhat of a ‘Mama’s Boy,” anyway, so it didn’t surprise me much after their falling out. 

As I perused the narrative, which I daresay you may find more intriguing than my mere prattle, I discerned that Arthur, through his embodiment of Sherlock Holmes, was able to unveil the absolute identity of what must be regarded as London's most nefarious murderer. Curiously, Arthur had unearthed the identity of the suspect yet remained mute, withholding this information from all, myself inclusively. I was somewhat perturbed by his silence, yet upon the conclusion of my reading, I comprehended his reasons and am indeed grateful that he refrained from publishing the manuscript.

The manuscript is dated in June of 1909, two years after we were married. I recall that I had found it odd that during that particular year, Arthur did not publish any writings whatsoever, even though the public was clamoring for more Sherlock Holmes escapades. In my narrative, I shall try to give you an abridged version of this tale as I can hardly articulate in a fashion nearing that of my esteemed late husband:

First, though, a bit of nonsense for dearest readers' interest. Were you aware Sherlock Holmes was originally named ‘Sherrinford’ Holmes? Worse, poor Dr. Watson was named by the ridiculous moniker of ‘Ormond Sacker’ when they were first introduced to the public in the brilliant story, ‘A Study in Scarlet.’ Even the story itself was originally named ‘A Tangled Skein’, a title that made little sense in my humblest of opinions. He was paid a rather handsome twenty-five pounds for this work, of which he was most proud. I recall that Arthur first published this in Beeton’s Christmas Annual in 1887. T’were later it was adopted for a play named ‘Angels of Darkness’ in 1888. That original story was unexpectedly considered a classic, as judged by the clamor of the public for more.    
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“Sir Sherlock Holmes was sitting in his front room at 221B Baker Street, entertaining his foremost and more than likely only friend, Watson. Entertaining was more than likely not the right word, as Holmes could hardly be called an entertaining person. Watson had just delivered a large quantity of cocaine into Holmes’s vein, all the while lecturing him on the iniquitous habit Holmes had developed. As it transpired, Holmes was on one of his famous binges of abusing the white powdery drug, which he often did when bored and craving real crime. Whilst under the effects of the poison coursing through his veins, he had completely missed the reports on the serial killer roaming the streets of London. He would regret this later on. 

After administering Holmes’ injection, Watson updated his colleague on the very details of the grisly murders. This news should have certainly piqued Sherlock’s interest. As soon as Watson was done, Holmes grabbed his priceless Stradivarius violin, an instrument that wailed over being held under the chin of an individual completely devoid of a minuscule musical talent. He claimed playing the violin had the power to induce him to think and reason more clearly. Watson, ever the gentleman, kept his thoughts to himself about the matter, although Watson confided to his wife that he was delighted Holmes had never tried to sing to think and reason. Holmes persisted, claiming he would one day harness the secret of what he considered the most extraordinary of all musical instruments. 

It would appear that Watson possessed knowledge of a correspondence that found its way to Scotland Yard in the autumn of the preceding year, 1887. This correspondence, rather absurdly entitled the 'Dear Boss' letter, has me mystified as to the provenance of such a whimsical appellation, even after the passage of countless years. I find myself merely endeavoring to convey the essence of the manuscript without delving into its entirety. It is crucial to note, or so it seems to my mind, that Arthur never truly intended for this tale for the public eye, as the quality of this manuscript pales somewhat in comparison to his celebrated works. Nevertheless, in light of the gravity of the matter at hand, I deemed it might be fit to illuminate a possible perpetrator for the enlightenment of posterity. Perhaps, however, this enigma is meant to remain a riddle for the ages.

The missive to which Mr. Watson alluded purportedly originated from an individual asserting the identity of Jack the Ripper, a name previously unknown. Such a remarkable occurrence rendered Scotland Yard quite perplexed as to the appropriate course of action regarding this correspondence, despite their assertions of formulating an extensive roster of potential suspects. What was indisputably established was that five unfortunate women of ill repute had been most gruesomely slain upon the eastern precincts of London, specifically in the locality known as Whitechapel. This particular quarter of the city was notably populated by a considerable number
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