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About the Author


A NOTE ABOUT THIS BOOK

*The Baker Street Juniors* is an original story that imagines a new adventure set in the world of Sherlock Holmes. Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Watson, Mrs. Hudson, and 221B Baker Street were created by the British author Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, who first introduced them to readers in 1887. Doyle's original stories, including *The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes*, have been loved by readers for well over a hundred years, and because they are now in the public domain, writers everywhere are free to imagine new adventures within that same foggy, gaslit world.

This book introduces two brand-new characters — Poppy Hudson, Sherlock Holmes's clever young niece, and Ollie Marsh, a member of Holmes's real (and wonderfully useful) Baker Street Irregulars — and follows them through an entirely original mystery, written especially for young readers who love puzzles, courage, and clever thinking every bit as much as Holmes himself does.

You do not need to have read any of the original Sherlock Holmes stories to enjoy this book. But if you finish this adventure and find yourself wanting more foggy London mysteries, you may just have discovered your next favorite author.



DEDICATION

For every young reader who has ever noticed something small that everyone else walked right past — keep looking closely. The world is full of clues.



MEET THE CHARACTERS

**Poppy Hudson** — An eleven-year-old girl from Surrey with sharp eyes, a steady notebook, and a habit of noticing exactly what everyone else overlooks. Sherlock Holmes's niece, and, by the end of this story, his true apprentice.

**Ollie Marsh** — A clever, street-smart boy of twelve who leads a group of young helpers called the Baker Street Irregulars. He knows every alley, dock, and shortcut in London, and he never backs down from a challenge.

**Sherlock Holmes** — The most famous consulting detective in London, known for his powers of observation and deduction. Beneath his sharp words and stranger habits, he cares more deeply than he often lets on.

**Dr. John Watson** — Holmes's steady, kind-hearted friend and flatmate, always ready to defend his household — young or old — from danger.

**Mrs. Hudson** — The warm, practical landlady of 221B Baker Street, who knows a good deal more about London's streets than anyone gives her credit for.

**Edmund Vane (The Magpie)** — A mysterious thief with a taste for small, meaningful treasures, and a secret, sorrowful reason behind everything he takes.

**Josiah Vane** — Edmund's late father, a warehouse night watchman whose name was unfairly ruined by a fire he did not start.

**Cyrus Bell** — A wealthy shipping man with a dangerous secret buried in his past.



PART ONE: THE APPRENTICE
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Chapter One: A Letter Sealed in Wax
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The letter arrived on a Tuesday, which Poppy Hudson would later think was a very ordinary day for such an extraordinary thing to happen.

She was sitting on the back step of her family's cottage in Surrey, trying to teach her cat, Inkwell, to fetch a button, when her mother came out holding an envelope the color of old cream. It was sealed with a blob of red wax, pressed with the shape of a small, sharp-eyed owl.

"It's from your Uncle Sherlock," her mother said, turning it over in her hands as though it might bite her. "He wants you to spend the summer with him. In London."

Poppy sat up so fast that Inkwell bolted under the rosebush.

She had met her uncle exactly three times in her life. Once at a Christmas dinner where he had guessed, simply by looking at her shoes, that she had climbed the church tower against her mother's wishes. Once at a funeral, where he had said nothing at all for two hours and then solved, in an aside to the vicar, who had stolen the collection-plate money. And once, when she was very small, in a dream she was fairly sure wasn't a dream, where a tall man in a grey coat had leaned over her cradle and murmured, "This one will do."

"Well?" her mother said. "Shall I write back?"

Poppy did not need to think about it for even a second.

"Yes," she said. "Tell him yes."

The letter itself, once she was allowed to read it, was short and written in a fast, slanting hand that looked like it never had time to stop and dot an *i*.

Dear Niece,

Your mother tells me you notice things other people miss. I have need of someone with sharp eyes this summer. Baker Street is dusty, London is loud, and Dr. Watson's patience for my experiments is not what it once was. Come. Bring a notebook. Do not bring a parasol; you will not need one, and it will only get in the way.

Your uncle,

S. Holmes

Poppy read it four times. Then she went to find a notebook.

She packed it — a plain black one, the kind with a ribbon to mark your page — along with two dresses, a coat that could survive rain, and, despite her uncle's instructions, one very small parasol folded into the bottom of her bag. She was eleven years old, not disobedient, but she had learned that grown-ups were not always right about what a person would need.

The train to London left at nine the next morning. Poppy's mother stood on the platform, dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief that Poppy suspected was mostly for show, because her mother had grown up with Sherlock Holmes as an older brother and knew exactly what kind of trouble a summer in Baker Street might mean.

"Mind your uncle," her mother called as the train began to pull away. "And mind yourself even more!"

Poppy pressed her face to the window and watched Surrey turn to smoke and speed. She took out her new notebook and, on the very first page, in her neatest hand, she wrote:

Observations, by Poppy Hudson, Detective's Niece.

She looked at the words for a moment. Then, feeling that "niece" did not sound quite grand enough for what she hoped this summer might become, she crossed it out and wrote instead:

Observations, by Poppy Hudson, Detective's Apprentice.

Outside the window, the fields gave way to rooftops, and the rooftops gave way, at last, to the great smoking heart of London itself.
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Chapter Two: 221B
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Baker Street smelled of horses, coal smoke, and something sharp and chemical that Poppy would later learn was the smell of her uncle's laboratory experiments gone slightly wrong.

The cab dropped her outside a tall brick house with a black door and a brass number: 221B. Before she had even lifted the knocker, the door swung open, and there stood a round, kind-faced woman with flour on her apron.

"You must be Miss Poppy," the woman said. "I'm Mrs. Hudson — no relation, though your uncle likes to pretend there is, when it amuses him. Come in, come in, out of that wind."

The hallway was narrow and lined with old prints of horses and boxers. A curling staircase led upward, and from somewhere above came a thin, scraping sound, like a bow dragged very slowly across a violin string that did not want to be played.

"That'll be Mr. Holmes," said Mrs. Hudson, wincing. "He's been at that violin since breakfast. Something's troubling him, though he won't say what. Up you go — second floor, the door on the left."

Poppy climbed the stairs with her notebook clutched to her chest and her small parasol bumping against her leg.

The sitting room of 221B was unlike any room she had ever seen. Papers were stacked in teetering towers. A skull sat on the mantelpiece, holding down a pile of letters with a knife driven through them. Chemical bottles lined one wall like a glass army, and in the middle of it all, in a dressing gown the color of a stormy sky, stood her uncle — tall, thin, sharp-nosed, with eyes that moved over her exactly the way Mrs. Hudson's cat looked at a mouse hole.

"Poppy Hudson," he said, without turning around. "Eleven years old. Traveled by train, not carriage — there's coal soot on your left glove but not your right, which means you sat with your arm out the window on that side, which faces east on the London approach. You packed in a hurry, but not carelessly — your collar is straight, but you missed a button on your left cuff. And you brought a parasol you were told not to bring."

Poppy's mouth fell open. "How could you possibly—"

"There's a curved shadow beneath your coat, just there." He waved a long finger at her bag. "Parasol-shaped. You are, I see, someone who takes instructions as *suggestions*. Good. I have very little use for anyone who does exactly as they're told."

He crossed the room in three long strides and shook her hand as though she were a visiting colleague rather than an eleven-year-old girl.

"Sherlock Holmes," he said. "You'll call me Uncle, I suppose, since that is technically accurate, though I'd rather you called me by what I am, which is your teacher, for the summer. Sit. Watson will be along shortly — he worries when I have guests, in case I forget to feed them."

Poppy sat, carefully, on the edge of a chair that had a chemistry
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