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Introduction

It is with great pleasure that I present this modest collection of cases, drawn from my years at the side of the inimitable Mr. Sherlock Holmes. In this volume I have compiled adventures that invite you to step into Holmes’s shoes and exercise your own powers of deduction.

Holmes often remarked that the art of detection is not merely about unravelling the tangled threads of a mystery but about training the mind to observe, deduce, and reason with precision. In his words, “There is nothing more deceptive than an obvious fact.” And so, dear reader, as you engage with these puzzles, you must beware of taking anything at face value.

Holmes often chastised me for leaping to conclusions based on intuition or emotion. “You see, Watson, but you do not observe.” The essence of logical deduction lies in separating what is relevant from what is not, and in building your conclusions only on facts that withstand scrutiny. A single overlooked detail, no matter how trivial it may seem, can transform the entire case.

So you will need to scrutinize every detail, from the mud on a boot to the peculiar scent of a room and you will find that careful attention to key details will guide you to the truth.

Many of our adversaries, whether by cunning or happenstance, have strewn false leads across our path. These “red herrings” serve to distract and mislead. As you work through the puzzles, remember that not every clue is a step toward the solution. Exercise caution and ask yourself, does this truly fit the larger picture? So take your time to gather the clues, consider them from every angle, and test your reasoning against the evidence at hand.

In the pages that follow, I have endeavoured to set out each case with all the pertinent details and clues, leaving you to piece together the solution. You will also find a solution and an insight in the Case Solved section.

So, sharpen your wits, steady your nerves, and embark on this journey into the art of detection. I trust you will find the experience both instructive and diverting.

Dr John Watson, London, 1888
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THE HOUNDS OF BISHOPSGATE

PART 1

“Watson, we must make haste. A denizen of Bishopsgate has met a rather gruesome end.”
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The gloomy backstreets



It was a dreary autumn afternoon, and a thick grey fog filled Baker Street. The lamps had been lit over an hour ago, but their collective glow was barely discernible through the shroud that covered London. I had just settled into my armchair and resigned myself to an uneventful evening when I heard the front door close forcefully. Moments later, Holmes strode in, his eyes gleaming with the promise of a new adventure.

“Watson, we must make haste,” he commanded, handing me my hat and coat. “A denizen of Bishopsgate has met a rather gruesome end and Inspector Lestrade has graciously invited us to attend the scene. I fear it may not present much of a challenge to your medical expertise, but I will not endure another second staring out into this interminable fog!”

“Who is the victim?” I enquired, putting on my coat.

“A trainer of fighting dogs by the name of William Archer,” Holmes replied, heading for the door. “The police are already at the scene, and doubtless mishandling every morsel of useful evidence as we speak. The details presented to me suggest there is more to this case than meets the eye.”
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William Archer’s wounds



I hurried after him, equally glad to slough off my tedium. Outside we hailed a cab and set off through the fog-laden streets, heading towards the East End, where the mist mercifully obfuscated the harsh reality of life amid the poverty and grime. Our destination was infamous for its sordid activities, and dogfighting was just one of its many brutal pastimes.

The most popular gladiator in these canine arenas was the Staffordshire Bull Terrier, a dog bred purely for speed and aggression. The men who derived profit and pleasure from this enterprise were, in my opinion, beneath contempt.

As we approached the location, the narrow streets became increasingly crowded with curious onlookers, held at bay by a small contingent of constables. The latter recognized Holmes immediately, and we were allowed through. The epicentre was a dilapidated house, one of many in a row of grimy, smoke-stained buildings. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of blood, alcohol and even less savoury odours.
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A sorry sight



The small sitting room where the event had occurred was in disarray. It was unclear whether the furniture had been scattered and overturned following a commotion or if disorder was simply its natural state. Bloodstains marred the worn rugs and bare floorboards. On a filthy seat in the centre of the room lay the lifeless body of a man in his mid- to late twenties. His throat and upper torso were smeared with gore. A half-full bottle of ale had apparently slipped from his nicotine-stained fingers and there were similar, though empty, bottles scattered on the many shelves and makeshift tables around the dreadful room; the stale reek of their contents was everywhere. Some three feet away from the victim, a brown-and-white bull terrier lay in a similar condition.
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The pitiful room



Standing between the two bodies was Inspector Lestrade, trying in vain to keep his face impassive as he surveyed the terrible scene. “A nasty business, Holmes,” he muttered. “It seems the dog turned on its master. I believe it died from a heavy blow to the head, but it has other injuries, no doubt sustained in the arena.”

“The tragic mauling of an East End dog trainer seems an incongruous affair for a Scotland Yard inspector,” said Holmes with a hint of mischief.

Lestrade glanced around nervously, as if he expected to be overheard, and whispered, “We have a man attending the fights incognito. I had to be sure he hadn’t been exposed.”

“Then I suggest you return your man to his regular duties as soon as possible,” said Holmes. “Your presence here will undoubtedly raise suspicion.”

Lestrade said nothing but flushed visibly.

Holmes began to examine the area around the bodies with meticulous care. He picked up a shard of glass and touched the convex surface to the muzzle of the dead dog. Lestrade threw me a puzzled glance but I shook my head; I knew better than to question my friend’s peculiar methodology. Holmes then approached the body of William Archer and seemed to devote all of his attention to the victim’s face. After a few moments, he turned to me. “Watson, cast your physician’s eye over the scene. Do you note anything of interest?”

I composed myself and set about scrutinizing each object in turn.

William Archer was covered in blood, which made it difficult to discern the nature of his injuries. I was able to make out a two-inch laceration at the left carotid. A stream of blood had dried beneath his nose. One of his eyeglasses was cracked and the other was tarnished with a curiously shaped bloody imprint.

Next, I examined the remains of the dog. As Lestrade had indicated, it had suffered a concussive injury that would have brought about its rapid demise. Broken glass was scattered around the beast’s body and its fur stank of alcohol and juniper. The blood around its maw did not look like its own and I guessed that the unusual spread had been caused by a human hand, possibly one defending itself from the beast’s fangs.
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William Archer’s eyeglasses



I tried to put aside my distaste for the victim’s profession and concluded, “The dog was bred to attack. Perhaps it was ill-treated and turned on its master. Archer defended himself with a bottle and was able to deal the dog a mortal blow before succumbing to his wounds.”

“No,” said Holmes.

“No?”

Holmes crouched beside the body of the dog and sniffed, a frown of distaste creasing his face.

“William Archer did not kill his dog, Watson.”
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Used for defence?
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THE HOUNDS OF BISHOPSGATE

PART 2

“I understand that you and your brother were involved in the business of training dogs to fight one another.”
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Eddie Archer



Turning to Lestrade, Holmes asked, “Did Mr Archer have any close friends or drinking companions?”

“His brother Edward, who also breeds and trains fighting dogs. It was he who found the victim and notified us immediately. He’s outside in the street, talking to my men.”

“Bring him in, if you would, Inspector.”

Lestrade bridled but quickly complied.

Edward “Eddie” Archer was a wiry man with a ruddy complexion. I judged him to be slightly younger than his brother, although his face was etched with lines of worry and fatigue. His nose had been broken several times and his left eye was barely visible beneath a swollen bruise. His other bleary eye darted nervously around the room as he approached us. When it finally fell on his brother, he let out a sob.

“Thank you so much for coming, gentlemen,” he mumbled, as if in a delirium. “I can’t believe this has happened to our Bill.”

Holmes regarded him with intense scrutiny and then thoughtfully positioned him so that he was not forced to stare at the scene. “Mr Archer, I understand that you and your brother were involved in the business of training dogs to fight one another.”

Edward nodded, wringing his hands. “Yes, that’s right. But Bill... he was the best. He raised Caesar from a pup. He was our pride and joy, a real earner. He’s kept us going since Dad left us.”

“What can you tell me about the events leading up to your brother’s death?” Holmes asked, his tone calm and measured. “You were here, were you not?”
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Eddie Archer’s house



Eddie Archer’s bloodshot eye widened, and then he seemed to relax, as if he had unburdened himself of some mental encumbrance.

“Yes, I was here. It must have been gone midnight. We’d just got back from the evening’s fight. I live with our mother, just across the street, so Bill and me always have a drink together here.”

“Did any of the other trainers join you?”

“Not on your life! The others have it in for Bill, on account of Caesar always winning! No, we keep ourselves to ourselves, Mr Holmes.”

“And your dogs? Did you bring them with you?”

“Eddie took Caesar into the house to tend to his injuries. I left my boy Nero at home, because I didn’t want them starting on each other, see? Then we came here, had a few drinks and quarrelled a bit – as we always do.”

Holmes nodded thoughtfully. “And what was the nature of your disagreement on this occasion?”

Edward swallowed hard, his eyes flickering with a mixture of misery and anxiety. “I said he was pushing Caesar too hard. It wasn’t anything worth arguing over, but we’d had a few, see?”

Holmes’s gaze sharpened. “And did your disagreement escalate into violence?”

Edward flinched at the question, his hands clenching into fists. “It was nothing out of the ordinary, Mr Holmes. Words were exchanged and we pushed each other about a bit. But I swear, I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”

“And what did happen precisely, Mr Archer?”
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Holmes ponders



“Caesar got all worked up, started barking. Bill has a terrible temper, and he was yelling at the poor beast. Then, just like that, Caesar went for him!”

Edward Archer paused, the recollection of the events visibly shaking him, then he continued:

“I just didn’t act quickly enough. Oh, damn my drunken soul! A bull like Caesar, even as tired as he was from the fight, doesn’t go down easy. It was a struggle for me to make him… quiet. When I turned to Bill, he was covered in blood, but he was even angrier than before, furious that I’d put down his best fighter to save his life! He told me to get out. There was no arguing with him, so off I went.”


[image: A riled Caesar barks.]


Caesar was riled



Holmes regarded Edward Archer with an inscrutable expression. “I see. You were not concerned about your brother’s condition?”

“Of course I was! But he had murder in his eyes. He loved Caesar more than anything in Creation and I didn’t know what he would do if I stayed. Besides, I was in my cups! I got home and passed out cold on my bed. It was after noon when I woke. I’d sobered up a bit and I felt terrible about Caesar, so I headed back over. The door was unlocked and I let myself in. That’s when I found Bill, just as you see him. I…”

Edward Archer was unable to continue.

Holmes nodded sympathetically and handed the sobbing man one of the unopened bottles of ale.

Edward sniffed. “No, thank you, Mr Holmes. I can’t stand Bill’s brew. Oh, Mother, I’m so sorry!”

The sobbing resumed for over a minute. Holmes allowed Archer to compose himself before continuing. “And you notified the constabulary immediately?”

“Yes. We don’t normally rub along too well with the Law, on account of certain lads who bring our game into disrepute. But what else could I do? It’s all my fault. Mum says we’re ruined…”

Archer became incoherent with grief once again.
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Lestrade fumbles



Holmes stared at Lestrade, who stared back witlessly until he understood the meaning behind my friend’s raised eyebrow. The inspector gently escorted Edward Archer from the room, leaving Holmes and I alone with the dead.

My friend paced the room. Then he stopped beside the body of the dog and took a deep breath of the fetid air, smiling beatifically, as if it were a May morning in the Cotswolds.

“I am certain that Caesar did not kill his master,” he pronounced. “The bloody mark on William Archer’s spectacles is the key.”

“I was convinced that the mark had been made by a Bull Terrier’s nose.”

“Indeed
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