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    This collection presents the full compass of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s writing life, uniting his complete novels and short stories with his poetry, plays, reportage, public interventions, memoirs, and occasional pieces. The purpose is not only to preserve the detective tales that reshaped popular fiction, but also to restore the larger, many-sided oeuvre in which history, science, faith, sport, and the stage all have a claim. Gathered here are the Sherlock Holmes books, the Professor Challenger cycle, the Brigadier Gerard stories, the historical romances, other novels, extensive short-story collections, poems, plays, spiritualist writings, histories of war, true-crime investigations, essays, and autobiographical and juvenile works.

At the core stand the Sherlock Holmes books: the four novels—A Study in Scarlet, The Sign of Four, The Hound of the Baskervilles, and The Valley of Fear—and the major short-story collections The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes, The Return of Sherlock Holmes, His Last Bow, and The Case Book of Sherlock Holmes. Their premises are familiar: a consulting detective applies observation, inference, and a rigorous sense of evidence to urban mysteries, with Dr. Watson as narrator and friend. Together they codified the modern detective story’s logic, atmosphere, and humane wit, shaping expectations that endure across media.

Two rare sketches enrich the Holmes corpus: The Field Bazaar and How Watson Learned the Trick. These brief pieces, written for specific occasions, distill the relationship between detective and chronicler while gently playing with the series’ conventions. They illuminate Doyle’s command of voice—Watson’s candid warmth balanced against Holmes’s clipped exactitude—and his talent for compressing character into a few decisive strokes. Read alongside the novels and stories, these vignettes complete the portrait of Baker Street, showing how Doyle could recalibrate tone, from earnest inquiry to light pastiche, without abandoning the ethic of clear thinking that anchors the entire sequence.

Beyond Baker Street lies the Professor Challenger series—The Lost World, The Poison Belt, The Land of Mists, The Disintegration Machine, and When the World Screamed—which channels scientific audacity into narrative adventure. The premises range from a South American expedition to encounters with global peril and metaphysical inquiry. Challenger’s combative intellect drives plots that test the limits of contemporary science while inviting wonder. The sequence complements Holmes by shifting from the urban case to the planetary and speculative, yet it preserves Doyle’s hallmark clarity of exposition, brisk pacing, and relish for the dramatic demonstration of an idea under pressure.

The Brigadier Gerard stories present a very different hero: a dashing French cavalry officer recounting campaigns of the Napoleonic era with disarming bravado. In The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard, The Adventures of Gerard, and individual tales such as The Crime of the Brigadier, Doyle blends historical color with comic self-portraiture, celebrating courage and fallibility in equal measure. These narratives showcase his ear for voice, his pleasure in martial codes and personal honor, and his deft handling of set pieces. They also exemplify his skill at shaping episodic fiction into a coherent character study across multiple adventures.

Doyle’s historical novels—among them Micah Clarke, The White Company, The Great Shadow, The Refugees, Rodney Stone, Uncle Bernac, and Sir Nigel—draw on close reading of chronicles and a disciplined sense of period detail. Their premises turn on loyalty tested by war, duty shaped by code, and the tension between personal conscience and public oath. While the settings shift from medieval campaigns to early modern upheavals, the method remains steady: crisp prose, lucid plotting, and a moral through-line that prefers courage tempered by fairness to romantic excess. These books complement the short historical tales by expanding battles into worlds and codes into lived lives.

His other novels show a breadth that resists easy classification. The Mystery of Cloomber turns a family’s isolation into a study in dread; The Firm of Girdlestone probes commercial ruthlessness; The Doings of Raffles Haw imagines wealth’s perils; Beyond the City observes suburban mores; The Parasite explores mesmerism; The Stark Munro Letters follows a young doctor’s trials in an epistolary form; The Tragedy of the Korosko tests travelers far from home; A Duet traces domestic strains; and The Maracot Deep descends into scientific fantasy. Across these varied premises, Doyle’s hallmarks—economy, momentum, and lucid scene construction—remain unmistakable.

The non-Holmes short-story collections display an extraordinary range. Mysteries and Adventures and The Captain of the Pole-Star, and Other Tales gather early experiments in sea-story, crime, and the uncanny. Round the Red Lamp draws on medical experience to explore professional and moral dilemmas. Stories of War and Sport captures competitive and martial energies; Round the Fire Stories and The Last Galley: Impressions and Tales broaden the canvas to historical and atmospheric pieces; Danger and Other Stories anticipates modern warfare; Tales of Pirates and Blue Water revels in maritime peril. Doyle’s compact narratives turn swiftly on motive, setting, and the telling detail that unlocks character.

Doyle’s poetry—Songs of Action, Songs of the Road, and The Guards Came Through, and Other Poems—condenses his narrative strengths into verse marked by clarity of purpose, cadence, and responsive feeling. The poems often dwell on comradeship, duty, travel, and endurance, the subjects he approached in prose from other angles. Though never ornate, the verse achieves force through direct statement, rhythmic control, and dramatic situation. Together these volumes demonstrate how Doyle’s sense of movement and moral weight adapts to lyric compression, extending his reach into the public, performative dimension of poetry without sacrificing his characteristic plainness and resolve.

His stage work reveals another facet of craftsmanship. Dramatic pieces connected to Holmes, including stage adaptations and The Speckled Band and The Crown Diamond: An Evening with Sherlock Holmes, bring deductive method and theatrical timing together. Jane Annie, Waterloo, A Pot of Caviare: A Play in One Act, and The Journey show interests ranging from comic experiment to historical vignette. Across these plays, Doyle uses the stage to sharpen conflict, compress exposition, and test character under immediate scrutiny. The dramaturgy mirrors his prose strengths: scenes hinge on decisive gestures, arguments escalate cleanly, and action clarifies the moral stakes.

As a public commentator and historian, Doyle wrote with purpose and a lawyerly regard for evidence. The Great Boer War, The War in South Africa: Its Cause and Conduct, The Crime of the Congo, The German War, and A Visit to Three Fronts combine overview with close observation and a commitment to accessible argument. His true-crime writings—most notably on Mr. George Edalji and Oscar Slater—apply investigative habits, humane skepticism, and careful weighing of testimony to cases where justice stood in doubt. These works testify to a belief that clear reasoning and moral courage belong not only to fiction but also to civic life.

Doyle’s spiritualist books—The New Revelation, The Vital Message, The Wanderings of a Spiritualist, The Coming of the Fairies, The History of Spiritualism, The Edge of the Unknown, Stranger Than Fiction, and related pamphlets—record a sustained engagement with questions of evidence, belief, and consolation. They stand beside literary reflections such as Through the Magic Door and occasional essays including The Future of Canadian Literature. Personal writings, from An Intimate Study of Sherlock Holmes to Memories and Adventures, and juvenilia and travel pieces like An Alpine Pass on Ski and Life on a Greenland Whaler, round the portrait. Across forms, the unifying impulses are curiosity, moral seriousness, and narrative clarity.





Author Biography




Table of Contents




    Introduction
Arthur Conan Doyle (1859–1930) was a Scottish physician whose second career as a writer reshaped popular literature. He created Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson, defining the modern detective story through four novels—A Study in Scarlet, The Sign of Four, The Hound of the Baskervilles, and The Valley of Fear—and five short‑story collections: The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes, The Return of Sherlock Holmes, His Last Bow, and The Case Book of Sherlock Holmes. His lucid prose, logical plotting, and vivid sense of place turned detection into high entertainment and a cultural touchstone, while his versatility across genres broadened the horizons of late‑Victorian and Edwardian fiction.
While Holmes secured his global reputation, Conan Doyle ranged far beyond Baker Street. He built a science‑romance cycle around Professor Challenger—The Lost World, The Poison Belt, The Land of Mists, When the World Screamed, and The Disintegration Machine—wrote the Napoleonic Brigadier Gerard tales, and produced substantial historical novels including Micah Clarke, The White Company, Sir Nigel, The Refugees, Rodney Stone, The Great Shadow, and Uncle Bernac. He published other novels and many short‑story collections, along with plays, poetry, memoir, literary essays such as Through the Magic Door, war histories like The Great Boer War, and influential Spiritualist treatises. Restless curiosity and narrative energy knit this remarkably various oeuvre.
Education and Literary Influences
Raised in Edinburgh, Conan Doyle received rigorous Jesuit schooling before studying medicine at the University of Edinburgh. There he encountered the diagnostician Dr. Joseph Bell, whose keen observation and inference supplied a model for Holmes’s methods. Medical training schooled him in case histories, precision, and evidence, traits that later shaped his plots. Early sea service, including an Arctic whaling voyage, furnished material for juvenilia such as Life on a Greenland Whaler and informed nautical tales in The Captain of the Pole‑Star, and Other Tales. Practical experience in surgery, general practice, and public health echoes through Round the Red Lamp and other medically tinged stories.
His tastes drew on a wide spectrum. Edgar Allan Poe’s Dupin stories and Émile Gaboriau’s Lecoq suggested deductive frameworks; Walter Scott’s romances fed his historical imagination in Micah Clarke, The White Company, and Sir Nigel. Adventure and speculative writers such as H. Rider Haggard and Jules Verne energized the Professor Challenger books, while Victorian science and debates over evolution inform The Lost World and The Poison Belt. The lively periodical culture that welcomed serial fiction shaped his crisp, episodic architecture; theatrical craft—later visible in plays like The Speckled Band and Sherlock Holmes: A Drama in Four Acts—encouraged dialogue‑driven scenes and sharply staged confrontations.
Literary Career
Conan Doyle began publishing fiction while practicing medicine, and A Study in Scarlet introduced Holmes and Watson with a clarity that quickly set them apart. The Sign of Four refined the investigative partnership and London atmosphere. The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes and The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes codified the short‑story template: striking premises, significant clues in plain view, and a humane narrator attuned to character. Readers responded to the friendship at the center and to the satisfactions of rational resolution. Doyle’s balanced prose, economical description, and feel for the city’s rhythms helped Detective and Doctor become enduring companions for a broad readership.
Wishing to move on, he attempted to end the series with the climax collected in The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes, but public demand would not subside. He revived the character with The Hound of the Baskervilles and then fully restored him in The Return of Sherlock Holmes. Later volumes show new tones and pressures: espionage and pre‑war unease in His Last Bow, and a darker modernity in The Case Book of Sherlock Holmes. He also expanded Holmes on stage in Sherlock Holmes: A Drama in Four Acts, The Crown Diamond, and The Speckled Band, while playful sketches like The Field Bazaar and How Watson Learned the Trick reveal affectionate self‑parody.
Eager to test other modes, he fashioned Professor Challenger, a brusque, combative scientist whose adventures probe scientific possibility and human credulity. The Lost World blends expedition narrative with speculative biology; The Poison Belt contemplates planetary peril; The Land of Mists fuses investigation with Spiritualism; and the concise later pieces When the World Screamed and The Disintegration Machine distill satire and scientific wonder. These works frequently counterpoint Holmes’s cool empiricism with exuberant conjecture, staging the era’s debates over evidence, authority, and belief in dramatized form while sustaining the pace and clarity that made his detective fiction popular.
Conan Doyle’s historical and miscellaneous fiction shows comparable range. Micah Clarke, The White Company, Sir Nigel, The Refugees, The Great Shadow, Rodney Stone, and Uncle Bernac revisit conflicts and chivalric codes with vigorous storytelling and research. Other novels explore finance, mesmerism, domestic life, and adventure: The Mystery of Cloomber, The Firm of Girdlestone, The Doings of Raffles Haw, Beyond the City, The Parasite, The Stark Munro Letters, The Tragedy of the Korosko, A Duet, and The Maracot Deep. Collections such as Mysteries and Adventures, The Captain of the Pole‑Star, Round the Fire Stories, The Last Galley, Danger and Other Stories, Stories of War and Sport, and Tales of Pirates and Blue Water display his command of varied settings and tones. Poetry and plays punctuated each phase.
Beliefs and Advocacy
Conan Doyle treated authorship as citizenship. He wrote The Great Boer War and The War in South Africa to explain an ongoing conflict to general readers, and condemned colonial atrocities in The Crime of the Congo. During the First World War he published The German War, A Visit to Three Fronts, and extended campaigns of narrative history such as A History of the Great War, supplemented by shorter observations like A Glimpse of the Army and The Duello in France. He also applied investigative tenacity to real cases—The Case of Mr. George Edalji and The Case of Oscar Slater—whose miscarriages of justice he publicized and helped to rectify through sustained advocacy.
His most sustained and controversial advocacy concerned Spiritualism. Personal bereavement and the moral wreckage of war deepened his commitment to psychical research, which he defended in The New Revelation and The Vital Message and narrated experientially in The Wanderings of a Spiritualist. He offered historical overviews in The History of Spiritualism and extended debates through The Edge of the Unknown and Stranger Than Fiction. He examined specific episodes and mediums in The Mediumship of Florence Cook and engaged skeptics and stage magicians in works such as The Houdini Enigma. Fiction and belief intersect in The Land of Mists, where inquiry and consolation frame the narrative’s purpose.
Final Years & Legacy
In the 1920s Conan Doyle balanced late fiction with memoir and public causes. The Case Book of Sherlock Holmes revisited a grimmer metropolis; When the World Screamed and The Disintegration Machine delivered brisk scientific provocations; and The Maracot Deep turned underwater exploration into parable. He gathered reflections on reading in Through the Magic Door and recounted a life of medicine, travel, and letters in Memories and Adventures: An Autobiography. He continued to publish poems, including The Guards Came Through, and Other Poems, and produced new stage work. Despite declining health toward decade’s end, he remained vigorous in lectures and correspondence, dying in 1930 in England.
Conan Doyle’s legacy unites reason, wonder, and civic purpose. Holmes and Watson, across the four novels and five story collections summarized here, established a durable grammar for detection—observation, inference, and humane partnership. Professor Challenger anticipated strands of modern science fiction; Brigadier Gerard preserved a witty, generous view of courage; and the historical novels kept romance and duty in play for new generations. His histories, true‑crime writings, and Spiritualist works chart a conscientious engagement with contemporary debate. Across genres and decades, he prized clarity, momentum, and moral curiosity. That combination keeps his books in print and his characters and questions alive worldwide.
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    Arthur Conan Doyle’s complete works map a career that begins in late Victorian Britain and ends in the anxious, experimental interwar years. Born in 1859 and dying in 1930, Conan Doyle wrote through an era of accelerating industrialization, mass literacy, and high empire. This collection registers that sweep: city streets electrified and policed with new methods; oceans stitched by telegraph cables and steam; colonies fueling imagination and controversy; and a publishing marketplace transformed by periodicals and cheap editions. From the Holmes stories in The Strand Magazine to wartime histories and spiritualist tracts, these works both mirror and interrogate the social forces of modern Britain and its world.

Conan Doyle trained as a physician at the University of Edinburgh in the late 1870s and early 1880s, absorbing the diagnostic rigor associated with Dr. Joseph Bell. That clinical mindset fed a literature newly fascinated by evidence, classification, and procedure. Britain’s Metropolitan Police and Scotland Yard had professionalized by the mid-nineteenth century, while forensic techniques—from chemical testing to anthropometric description—were entering courtrooms. In this milieu, Sherlock Holmes dramatized rational inquiry as a civic virtue. The stories’ fascination with ashes, footprints, telegrams, and timetables reflects a broader Victorian faith that disciplined observation could tame urban disorder without discarding human sympathy.

A Study in Scarlet, Conan Doyle’s 1887 debut for Holmes and Watson, emerged as London’s population exploded and railways synchronized daily life. The Sign of Four, appearing soon after, reveals how imperial entanglements shadowed the metropolis: soldiers returning from the Anglo-Indian world, treasure bound up with colonial campaigns, and maritime routes tightening around the globe. These narratives rely on technologies—steam launches, police whistles, telegraphy—that made a modern city legible. They also respond to late Victorian print culture’s appetite for sensation, offering moral order without ignoring the inequalities and violences that empire and rapid urban change carried back to Britain’s capital.

The Hound of the Baskervilles, set against Dartmoor’s fog and folklore, fuses a revived Gothic taste with the period’s demand that superstition submit to scrutiny. It appeared as criminology professionalized and anxieties about degeneration circulated in the press. The Valley of Fear, serialized on the eve of the First World War, looks across the Atlantic to labor conflict and private security forces in industrial America, underscoring the transatlantic nature of modern crime and capital. Together the four Holmes novels trace a path from late Victorian confidence to the tensions of the 1910s, while maintaining a belief in disciplined reasoning.

Beginning in 1891, The Strand Magazine carried the Holmes short stories that made Conan Doyle a household name. The Adventures, Memoirs, Return, His Last Bow, and The Case Book move from gaslit London lanes to a world shadowed by state rivalry and war. Telegraph offices, suburban villas, grand hotels, and steam trains form a recognizable geography of modern life. The series also tracks legal and scientific change: typewriters, bicycles, trace poisons, and early ballistics. By the time of His Last Bow, published during the First World War, the detective’s universe explicitly intersects with national security, reflecting Britain’s mobilization and surveillance culture.

Short jeux d’esprit such as The Field Bazaar and How Watson Learned the Trick belong to the era’s culture of charity bazaars, fan societies, and playful self-parody. Written for specific occasions, they attest to the extraordinary permeability between author, readership, and the marketplace created by late nineteenth-century magazines. Public readings, parodies, and pastiches spread Holmes far beyond the original stories, even as Conan Doyle wrestled with the character’s fame. These light sketches signal a literary economy in which celebrity authorship, collector culture, and philanthropy intertwined, and they foreshadow the modern phenomena of transmedia characters and organized fandom.

With Professor Challenger, Conan Doyle tapped Edwardian enthusiasm for exploration, geology, and the spectacle of scientific controversy. The Lost World exploits press coverage of South American expeditions and popular fascination with paleontology and prehistoric life. The Poison Belt channels prewar cosmic anxieties into a parable about planetary vulnerability, while The Land of Mists shifts into post-1918 spiritual inquiry. Later tales—When the World Screamed and The Disintegration Machine—reflect interwar curiosity about energy, radio, and the limits of materialism. The series stages debates among scientists, journalists, and the public, mirroring a time when laboratories and lecture halls competed with newspapers for authority.

The Brigadier Gerard stories revisit the Napoleonic era, a period that late nineteenth-century readers consumed through memoirs, uniforms, and battlefield tourism. Published largely in the 1890s and early 1900s, they accompany a British reassessment of France during the approach to the Entente Cordiale. Their gallant tone participates in a broader European nostalgia for chivalric martial virtues amid mechanizing warfare. At the same time, the tales quietly explore the hazards of honor, the contingency of glory, and the wit needed to navigate shifting alliances. They belong to a moment when historical fiction mediated national rivalries through romance rather than invective.

Conan Doyle’s medieval romances The White Company and Sir Nigel emerged alongside a cultural medievalism that stretched from Pre-Raphaelite painting to schoolboy tales of knighthood. They present fourteenth-century campaigns and codes during a Britain preoccupied with imperial duty and class hierarchy. Micah Clarke turns to the Monmouth Rebellion, weighing religious zeal and state power in the wake of nineteenth-century debates about toleration and dissent. The Refugees imagines Huguenot displacement under Louis XIV. Set across centuries, these novels use chivalry, dissent, and exile to think about loyalty, conscience, and citizenship in a constitutional monarchy steering a global empire.

Other novels register late Victorian and Edwardian social transformations closer to home. The Firm of Girdlestone scrutinizes speculative capitalism and dubious corporations in an age of expanding joint-stock enterprises. Beyond the City reflects suburbanization around London as middle-class domestic ideals reshaped gendered space. The Parasite and The Doings of Raffles Haw explore mesmerism, suggestion, and the ethics of wealth, joining contemporary debates on psychology and philanthropy. The Stark Munro Letters draws on medical apprenticeship and professional ethics. The Tragedy of the Korosko, set on the Nile, participates in imperial travel writing even as it exposes the limits of metropolitan assumptions abroad.

Conan Doyle’s non-Holmes collections show the breadth of popular short fiction between the 1880s and 1910s. Round the Red Lamp depicts physicians’ work under crowded hospital conditions and limited public health infrastructure. The Captain of the Pole-Star reflects polar exploration and maritime risk at a time of contested Arctic routes. Round the Fire Stories and The Last Galley range from supernatural puzzles to historical vignettes. Danger and Other Stories includes the cautionary tale Danger!, published shortly before the First World War, which argued that submarines could strangle an island nation’s supply lines—a scenario realized with U-boat warfare. Through the Magic Door and essays on Canadian letters or Joan of Arc reflect imperial reading cultures. Travel sketches—from skiing to a Greenland whaler—fed magazine hunger for firsthand adventure.

Conan Doyle’s poetry participates in a public culture of recitation, newspapers-in-verse, and patriotic anthologies. Songs of Action celebrates vigor, duty, and perseverance congenial to late Victorian imperial rhetoric. Songs of the Road accompanies travel and lecture circuits that made authors into global personalities. The Guards Came Through, appearing during the Great War’s aftermath, commemorates sacrifice and endurance amid mourning. These volumes intersect with recruiting rallies, war charities, and remembrance ceremonies. While not primarily remembered as a poet, Conan Doyle used verse to crystallize civic emotion, turning headlines and campaigns into set pieces designed for public platforms and schoolrooms.

The plays reveal how late Victorian and Edwardian theatre shaped literary fame. Sherlock Holmes: A Drama in Four Acts, developed for the stage, collaborated with star actors and touring companies to fix Holmes’s gestures and aphorisms in popular memory. The Speckled Band adapts a tale for melodramatic effect, while Waterloo aligns with battlefield nostalgia that filled playbills after 1890. Jane Annie, a comic work created with J. M. Barrie, shows cross-pollination among leading writers. Theatre offered alternative revenue streams and international visibility, with performance rights enforced differently from prose publication, and it fed back into magazine demand and early cinematic interpretations.

Conan Doyle’s spiritualist writings belong to a postwar culture of bereavement, inquiry, and controversy. After the First World War and the influenza pandemic, he intensified his advocacy through books such as The New Revelation and The History of Spiritualism, lecture tours across Britain and overseas, and participation in seances reported by the press. The Coming of the Fairies recounts the Cottingley photographs episode, which sparked heated debate about evidence and belief. His public disagreements with the illusionist Harry Houdini, chronicled in essays and pamphlets, epitomized the era’s clash between psychical research and skeptical entertainment, each claiming scientific legitimacy.

The historical and polemical works track Britain’s imperial anxieties and reforms. The Great Boer War and The War in South Africa: Its Cause and Conduct defend British policy while addressing international criticism of the conflict’s methods. The Crime of the Congo aligns him with humanitarian activists who exposed atrocities in the Congo Free State, contributing to a campaign that pressured Belgium to annex and reform the territory. During the First World War he received access to military briefings and visited the front, producing A Visit to Three Fronts and multivolume histories of the campaigns—works pitched between reportage, morale building, and record-keeping.

Conan Doyle’s true crime essays illuminate how celebrity writers intervened in legal debates. His analysis of the Edalji case, involving a solicitor of Indian heritage wrongfully convicted of animal maiming, contributed to public pressure for review and appeared amid debates that culminated in the Criminal Appeal Act of 1907. His long campaign in the Oscar Slater case, concerning a murder conviction in Scotland later quashed, showed patience with documentation and procedure. Essays on Victorian murders and local scandals survey how class, ethnicity, and press sensationalism shaped investigations. These writings helped shift expectations about fairness, expert testimony, and police accountability.

Across genres, the collection charts Britain’s passage from imperial self-confidence to the unsettled aftermath of world war. It documents the rise of mass periodicals, the authority of laboratory methods, the spectacle of the stage, and the persistent tug of the supernatural. Later readers have reinterpreted these works through postcolonial critique, gender studies, the history of science, and legal history, noticing both their progressive impulses and their period prejudices. In classrooms and adaptations, Sherlock Holmes anchors a broader body that measures modernity’s promises and costs, while the nonfiction preserves a record of arguments that shaped British public life between 1880 and 1930. His autobiography Memories and Adventures records the professions, travels, and controversies that underwrote the fiction.
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    Sherlock Holmes Novels
These four novels chart the origins and maturation of the Holmes–Watson partnership through high-stakes cases that blend rigorous deduction with atmospheric mystery. From an inaugural investigation that pairs scientific method with colonial and sectarian backstories to a moorland legend tested by reason and an inquiry that probes a hidden criminal network, the books move between gothic menace and lucid logic. Their tone balances brisk procedural clarity with adventure, moral inquiry, and the occasional brush with grand conspiracies.
Sherlock Holmes Short Story Collections
Across five collections, Holmes and Watson tackle compact puzzles that showcase the author’s signature economy, clueing, and misdirection. The sequences progress from sparkling early escapades and personal tests through periods of disruption and return, ending with later tales that are moodier, sometimes experimental, and reflective about change. Themes of justice, social disguise, and the limits of deduction recur, while tone ranges from urbane wit to somber patriotism.
Sherlock Holmes Sketches
These two playful pieces offer meta-glimpses of the Holmes canon, one as a light occasional sketch and the other as a humorous inversion of the detective’s methods. They underscore the series’ self-awareness and the affectionate dynamic between creator, characters, and readers.
Professor Challenger Series
Led by a combative, larger-than-life scientist, these scientific romances move from expeditionary wonder to global peril and metaphysical debate. Explorations of prehistoric survival, planetary crises, subterranean mysteries, and disruptive inventions showcase both the promise and hubris of inquiry. The later works increasingly engage spiritual questions, blending speculative adventure with argumentative fervor.
Brigadier Gerard Stories
These tales follow a brave, boastful French cavalry officer whose gallantry and vanity collide on and off Napoleonic battlefields. Fast-paced episodes of honor, duels, and narrow escapes combine comic bravado with admiration for courage. The tone is dashing and ironic, celebrating martial spirit while teasing its blind spots.
Historical Novels
Set across centuries—from the religious wars and exiles of the seventeenth century to chivalric campaigns and Napoleonic intrigues—these novels dramatize loyalty, faith, and personal valor. They pair meticulously staged battles, duels, and journeys with coming-of-age arcs and courtroom or courtly maneuvers. The mood blends swashbuckling action with moral earnestness, often idealizing service, comradeship, and codes of honor.
Other Novels
Ranging from gothic mystery and financial morality to domestic comedy, professional struggle, and speculative exploration, these books showcase Doyle’s genre versatility. Hypnotic influence, desert peril, letters from a young doctor’s career, sudden wealth, and deep-ocean discovery allow him to test character under pressure and the uses—and misuses—of science and money. The tone shifts from playful social observation to eerie uncanny and high adventure, unified by brisk plotting and ethical scrutiny.
General Short Story Collections
These volumes gather mysteries, sea tales, medical sketches, fireside thrillers, sports and war episodes, and historical or impressionistic pieces. Crisp setups, strong atmospheres, and twist-aware endings dominate, whether aboard ice-locked ships, in clinics under strain, or among pirates and patrols. Several stories act as cautionary or topical thought experiments, balancing entertainment with pointed themes of duty, risk, and invention.
Poetry Collections
These poems favor action, travel, comradeship, and stoic endurance, often echoing martial and road motifs familiar from the prose. Direct diction and rhythmic drive carry scenes of courage and loss alongside occasional idylls. Across them runs a belief in honor tested by hardship.
Plays
Doyle’s stage works range from detective melodrama and one-act confrontations to historical set-pieces and light theatrical diversions. Adaptations centered on a master sleuth emphasize revelation, disguise, and courtroom-like climaxes, while other plays pivot on battlefield memory, moral choice, and comic relief. The dramaturgy favors clear stakes, bold character types, and audience-facing surprise.
Books on Spiritualism
These works advocate and document modern spiritualist belief, combining argument, reportage, travel narrative, and case literature. They discuss purported mediums, controversial personalities, photographic claims, and historical surveys, aiming to normalize and defend psychical phenomena within a moral and consolatory framework. The tone is earnest and combative yet often pastoral, inviting readers to weigh testimony, phenomena, and the promise of continuity beyond material life.
Historical Works
These studies and dispatches analyze wars, campaigns, and military culture, from South African conflicts to the wider European struggle. Clear, reportorial prose explains strategy, logistics, and morale, while portraits of soldiers and commanders anchor the larger narrative. Alongside patriotic perspective, there is humanitarian and reformist concern, including a forceful indictment of colonial atrocities and reflections on dueling and army life.
True Crime Stories
These investigative essays revisit puzzling or mishandled cases, reassembling evidence with a storyteller’s clarity and a reformer’s conscience. They probe motive, procedure, and public perception, often arguing for alternative readings or miscarriages of justice. The tone is measured but insistent, extending the logic of detection to real-world advocacy.
Other Writings
These volumes open a literary and historical cabinet: reflections on reading and favorite authors, a forward-looking appraisal of Canadian letters, and engagement with the enduring mystery of Joan of Arc through translation. They exhibit curiosity about national character, narrative power, and the moral charge of great lives and books. The voice is companionable, confident, and intent on linking taste to ethics.
Personal Memoirs and Essays
This group pairs a full autobiography with character studies, early pieces, and travel or sporting sketches, revealing the making of a storyteller and public figure. The writings move from candid recollection and professional milestones to affectionate analysis of a famed detective, alongside youthful experiments and vivid episodes on ice, mountain, and sea. The throughline is adventurous resilience and a craftsman’s pride in observation, discipline, and fair play.
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    In the year 1878 I took my degree of Doctor of Medicine of the University of London, and proceeded to Netley to go through the course prescribed for surgeons in the army. Having completed my studies there, I was duly attached to the Fifth Northumberland Fusiliers as Assistant Surgeon. The regiment was stationed in India at the time, and before I could join it, the second Afghan war had broken out. On landing at Bombay, I learned that my corps had advanced through the passes, and was already deep in the enemy's country. I followed, however, with many other officers who were in the same situation as myself, and succeeded in reaching Kandahar in safety, where I found my regiment, and at once entered upon my new duties.


    The campaign brought honours and promotion to many, but for me it had nothing but misfortune and disaster. I was removed from my brigade and attached to the Berkshires, with whom I served at the fatal battle of Maiwand.


    [image: ]


    There I was struck on the shoulder by a Jezail bullet, which shattered the bone and grazed the subclavian artery. I should have fallen into the hands of the murderous Ghazis had it not been for the devotion and courage shown by Murray, my orderly, who threw me across a pack-horse, and succeeded in bringing me safely to the British lines.


    Worn with pain, and weak from the prolonged hardships which I had undergone, I was removed, with a great train of wounded sufferers, to the base hospital at Peshawar. Here I rallied, and had already improved so far as to be able to walk about the wards, and even to bask a little upon the verandah, when I was struck down by enteric fever, that curse of our Indian possessions. For months my life was despaired of, and when at last I came to myself and became convalescent, I was so weak and emaciated that a medical board determined that not a day should be lost in sending me back to England. I was dispatched, accordingly, in the troopship Orontes, and landed a month later on Portsmouth jetty, with my health irretrievably ruined, but with permission from a paternal government to spend the next nine months in attempting to improve it.


    I had neither kith nor kin in England, and was therefore as free as air —or as free as an income of eleven shillings and sixpence a day will permit a man to be. Under such circumstances, I naturally gravitated to London, that great cesspool into which all the loungers and idlers of the Empire are irresistibly drained. There I stayed for some time at a private hotel in the Strand, leading a comfortless, meaningless existence, and spending such money as I had, considerably more freely than I ought. So alarming did the state of my finances become, that I soon realised that I must either leave the metropolis and rusticate somewhere in the country, or that I must make a complete alteration in my style of living. Choosing the latter alternative, I began by making up my mind to leave the hotel, and to take up my quarters in some less pretentious and less expensive domicile.


    On the very day that I had come to this conclusion, I was standing at the Criterion Bar, when some one tapped me on the shoulder, and turning round I recognised young Stamford, who had been a dresser under me at Barts. The sight of a friendly face in the great wilderness of London is a pleasant thing indeed to a lonely man. In old days Stamford had never been a particular crony of mine, but now I hailed him with enthusiasm, and he, in his turn, appeared to be delighted to see me. In the exuberance of my joy, I asked him to lunch with me at the Holborn, and we started off together in a hansom.


    "Whatever have you been doing with yourself, Watson?" he asked in undisguised wonder, as we rattled through the crowded London streets. "You are as thin as a lath and as brown as a nut."


    I gave him a short sketch of my adventures, and had hardly concluded it by the time that we reached our destination.


    "Poor devil!" he said, commiseratingly, after he had listened to my misfortunes. "What are you up to now?"


    "Looking for lodgings," I answered. "Trying to solve the problem as to whether it is possible to get comfortable rooms at a reasonable price."


    "That's a strange thing," remarked my companion; "you are the second man to-day that has used that expression to me."


    "And who was the first?" I asked.


    "A fellow who is working at the chemical laboratory up at the hospital. He was bemoaning himself this morning because he could not get someone to go halves with him in some nice rooms which he had found, and which were too much for his purse."


    "By Jove!" I cried, "if he really wants someone to share the rooms and the expense, I am the very man for him. I should prefer having a partner to being alone."


    Young Stamford looked rather strangely at me over his wine-glass. "You don't know Sherlock Holmes yet," he said; "perhaps you would not care for him as a constant companion."


    "Why, what is there against him?"


    "Oh, I didn't say there was anything against him. He is a little queer in his ideas—an enthusiast in some branches of science. As far as I know he is a decent fellow enough."


    "A medical student, I suppose?" said I.


    "No—I have no idea what he intends to go in for. I believe he is well up in anatomy, and he is a first-class chemist; but, as far as I know, he has never taken out any systematic medical classes. His studies are very desultory and eccentric, but he has amassed a lot of out-of-the way knowledge which would astonish his professors."


    "Did you never ask him what he was going in for?" I asked.


    "No; he is not a man that it is easy to draw out, though he can be communicative enough when the fancy seizes him."


    "I should like to meet him," I said. "If I am to lodge with anyone, I should prefer a man of studious and quiet habits. I am not strong enough yet to stand much noise or excitement. I had enough of both in Afghanistan to last me for the remainder of my natural existence. How could I meet this friend of yours?"


    "He is sure to be at the laboratory," returned my companion. "He either avoids the place for weeks, or else he works there from morning to night. If you like, we shall drive round together after luncheon."


    "Certainly," I answered, and the conversation drifted away into other channels.


    As we made our way to the hospital after leaving the Holborn, Stamford gave me a few more particulars about the gentleman whom I proposed to take as a fellow-lodger.


    "You mustn't blame me if you don't get on with him," he said; "I know nothing more of him than I have learned from meeting him occasionally in the laboratory. You proposed this arrangement, so you must not hold me responsible."


    "If we don't get on it will be easy to part company," I answered. "It seems to me, Stamford," I added, looking hard at my companion, "that you have some reason for washing your hands of the matter. Is this fellow's temper so formidable, or what is it? Don't be mealy-mouthed about it."


    "It is not easy to express the inexpressible," he answered with a laugh. "Holmes is a little too scientific for my tastes—it approaches to cold-bloodedness. I could imagine his giving a friend a little pinch of the latest vegetable alkaloid, not out of malevolence, you understand, but simply out of a spirit of inquiry in order to have an accurate idea of the effects. To do him justice, I think that he would take it himself with the same readiness. He appears to have a passion for definite and exact knowledge."


    "Very right too."


    "Yes, but it may be pushed to excess. When it comes to beating the subjects in the dissecting-rooms with a stick, it is certainly taking rather a bizarre shape."


    "Beating the subjects!"


    "Yes, to verify how far bruises may be produced after death. I saw him at it with my own eyes."


    "And yet you say he is not a medical student?"


    "No. Heaven knows what the objects of his studies are. But here we are, and you must form your own impressions about him." As he spoke, we turned down a narrow lane and passed through a small side-door, which opened into a wing of the great hospital. It was familiar ground to me, and I needed no guiding as we ascended the bleak stone staircase and made our way down the long corridor with its vista of whitewashed wall and dun-coloured doors. Near the further end a low arched passage branched away from it and led to the chemical laboratory.


    This was a lofty chamber, lined and littered with countless bottles. Broad, low tables were scattered about, which bristled with retorts, test-tubes, and little Bunsen lamps, with their blue flickering flames. There was only one student in the room, who was bending over a distant table absorbed in his work. At the sound of our steps he glanced round and sprang to his feet with a cry of pleasure. "I've found it! I've found it," he shouted to my companion, running towards us with a test-tube in his hand. "I have found a re-agent which is precipitated by haemoglobin, and by nothing else." Had he discovered a gold mine, greater delight could not have shone upon his features.
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    "Dr. Watson, Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said Stamford, introducing us.


    "How are you?" he said cordially, gripping my hand with a strength for which I should hardly have given him credit. "You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive."


    "How on earth did you know that?" I asked in astonishment.


    "Never mind," said he, chuckling to himself. "The question now is about haemoglobin. No doubt you see the significance of this discovery of mine?"


    "It is interesting, chemically, no doubt," I answered, "but practically—"


    "Why, man, it is the most practical medico-legal discovery for years. Don't you see that it gives us an infallible test for blood stains. Come over here now!" He seized me by the coat-sleeve in his eagerness, and drew me over to the table at which he had been working. "Let us have some fresh blood," he said, digging a long bodkin into his finger, and drawing off the resulting drop of blood in a chemical pipette. "Now, I add this small quantity of blood to a litre of water. You perceive that the resulting mixture has the appearance of pure water. The proportion of blood cannot be more than one in a million. I have no doubt, however, that we shall be able to obtain the characteristic reaction." As he spoke, he threw into the vessel a few white crystals, and then added some drops of a transparent fluid. In an instant the contents assumed a dull mahogany colour, and a brownish dust was precipitated to the bottom of the glass jar.


    "Ha! ha!" he cried, clapping his hands, and looking as delighted as a child with a new toy. "What do you think of that?"


    "It seems to be a very delicate test," I remarked.


    "Beautiful! beautiful! The old Guiacum test was very clumsy and uncertain. So is the microscopic examination for blood corpuscles. The latter is valueless if the stains are a few hours old. Now, this appears to act as well whether the blood is old or new. Had this test been invented, there are hundreds of men now walking the earth who would long ago have paid the penalty of their crimes."


    "Indeed!" I murmured.


    "Criminal cases are continually hinging upon that one point. A man is suspected of a crime months perhaps after it has been committed. His linen or clothes are examined, and brownish stains discovered upon them. Are they blood stains, or mud stains, or rust stains, or fruit stains, or what are they? That is a question which has puzzled many an expert, and why? Because there was no reliable test. Now we have the Sherlock Holmes' test, and there will no longer be any difficulty."


    His eyes fairly glittered as he spoke, and he put his hand over his heart and bowed as if to some applauding crowd conjured up by his imagination.


    "You are to be congratulated," I remarked, considerably surprised at his enthusiasm.


    "There was the case of Von Bischoff at Frankfort last year. He would certainly have been hung had this test been in existence. Then there was Mason of Bradford, and the notorious Muller, and Lefèvre of Montpellier, and Samson of new Orleans. I could name a score of cases in which it would have been decisive."


    "You seem to be a walking calendar of crime," said Stamford with a laugh. "You might start a paper on those lines. Call it the 'Police News of the Past.'"


    "Very interesting reading it might be made, too," remarked Sherlock Holmes, sticking a small piece of plaster over the prick on his finger. "I have to be careful," he continued, turning to me with a smile, "for I dabble with poisons a good deal." He held out his hand as he spoke, and I noticed that it was all mottled over with similar pieces of plaster, and discoloured with strong acids.


    "We came here on business," said Stamford, sitting down on a high three-legged stool, and pushing another one in my direction with his foot. "My friend here wants to take diggings, and as you were complaining that you could get no one to go halves with you, I thought that I had better bring you together."


    Sherlock Holmes seemed delighted at the idea of sharing his rooms with me. "I have my eye on a suite in Baker Street," he said, "which would suit us down to the ground. You don't mind the smell of strong tobacco, I hope?"


    "I always smoke 'ship's' myself," I answered.


    "That's good enough. I generally have chemicals about, and occasionally do experiments. Would that annoy you?"


    "By no means."


    "Let me see—what are my other shortcomings. I get in the dumps at times, and don't open my mouth for days on end. You must not think I am sulky when I do that. Just let me alone, and I'll soon be right. What have you to confess now? It's just as well for two fellows to know the worst of one another before they begin to live together."


    I laughed at this cross-examination. "I keep a bull pup," I said, "and I object to rows because my nerves are shaken, and I get up at all sorts of ungodly hours, and I am extremely lazy. I have another set of vices when I'm well, but those are the principal ones at present."


    "Do you include violin-playing in your category of rows?" he asked, anxiously.


    "It depends on the player," I answered. "A well-played violin is a treat for the gods—a badly-played one—"


    "Oh, that's all right," he cried, with a merry laugh. "I think we may consider the thing as settled—that is, if the rooms are agreeable to you."


    "When shall we see them?"


    "Call for me here at noon to-morrow, and we'll go together and settle everything," he answered.


    "All right—noon exactly," said I, shaking his hand.


    We left him working among his chemicals, and we walked together towards my hotel.


    "By the way," I asked suddenly, stopping and turning upon Stamford, "how the deuce did he know that I had come from Afghanistan?"


    My companion smiled an enigmatical smile. "That's just his little peculiarity," he said. "A good many people have wanted to know how he finds things out."


    "Oh! a mystery is it?" I cried, rubbing my hands. "This is very piquant. I am much obliged to you for bringing us together. 'The proper study of mankind is man,' you know."


    "You must study him, then," Stamford said, as he bade me good-bye. "You'll find him a knotty problem, though. I'll wager he learns more about you than you about him. Good-bye."


    "Good-bye," I answered, and strolled on to my hotel, considerably interested in my new acquaintance.
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    We met next day as he had arranged, and inspected the rooms at No. 221B, Baker Street, of which he had spoken at our meeting. They consisted of a couple of comfortable bed-rooms and a single large airy sitting-room, cheerfully furnished, and illuminated by two broad windows. So desirable in every way were the apartments, and so moderate did the terms seem when divided between us, that the bargain was concluded upon the spot, and we at once entered into possession. That very evening I moved my things round from the hotel, and on the following morning Sherlock Holmes followed me with several boxes and portmanteaus. For a day or two we were busily employed in unpacking and laying out our property to the best advantage. That done, we gradually began to settle down and to accommodate ourselves to our new surroundings.


    Holmes was certainly not a difficult man to live with. He was quiet in his ways, and his habits were regular. It was rare for him to be up after ten at night, and he had invariably breakfasted and gone out before I rose in the morning. Sometimes he spent his day at the chemical laboratory, sometimes in the dissecting-rooms, and occasionally in long walks, which appeared to take him into the lowest portions of the City. Nothing could exceed his energy when the working fit was upon him; but now and again a reaction would seize him, and for days on end he would lie upon the sofa in the sitting-room, hardly uttering a word or moving a muscle from morning to night. On these occasions I have noticed such a dreamy, vacant expression in his eyes, that I might have suspected him of being addicted to the use of some narcotic, had not the temperance and cleanliness of his whole life forbidden such a notion.


    As the weeks went by, my interest in him and my curiosity as to his aims in life, gradually deepened and increased. His very person and appearance were such as to strike the attention of the most casual observer. In height he was rather over six feet, and so excessively lean that he seemed to be considerably taller. His eyes were sharp and piercing, save during those intervals of torpor to which I have alluded; and his thin, hawk-like nose gave his whole expression an air of alertness and decision. His chin, too, had the prominence and squareness which mark the man of determination. His hands were invariably blotted with ink and stained with chemicals, yet he was possessed of extraordinary delicacy of touch, as I frequently had occasion to observe when I watched him manipulating his fragile philosophical instruments.


    The reader may set me down as a hopeless busybody, when I confess how much this man stimulated my curiosity, and how often I endeavoured to break through the reticence which he showed on all that concerned himself. Before pronouncing judgement, however, be it remembered, how objectless was my life, and how little there was to engage my attention. My health forbade me from venturing out unless the weather was exceptionally genial, and I had no friends who would call upon me and break the monotony of my daily existence. Under these circumstances, I eagerly hailed the little mystery which hung around my companion, and spent much of my time in endeavouring to unravel it.


    He was not studying medicine. He had himself, in reply to a question, confirmed Stamford's opinion upon that point. Neither did he appear to have pursued any course of reading which might fit him for a degree in science or any other recognised portal which would give him an entrance into the learned world. Yet his zeal for certain studies was remarkable, and within eccentric limits his knowledge was so extraordinarily ample and minute that his observations have fairly astounded me. Surely no man would work so hard or attain such precise information unless he had some definite end in view. Desultory readers are seldom remarkable for the exactness of their learning. No man burdens his mind with small matters unless he has some very good reason for doing so.


    His ignorance was as remarkable as his knowledge. Of contemporary literature, philosophy and politics he appeared to know next to nothing. Upon my quoting Thomas Carlyle, he inquired in the naivest way who he might be and what he had done. My surprise reached a climax, however, when I found incidentally that he was ignorant of the Copernican Theory and of the composition of the Solar System. That any civilised human being in this nineteenth century should not be aware that the earth travelled round the sun appeared to be to me such an extraordinary fact that I could hardly realise it.


    "You appear to be astonished," he said, smiling at my expression of surprise. "Now that I do know it I shall do my best to forget it."


    "To forget it!"


    "You see," he explained, "I consider that a man's brain originally is like a little empty attic, and you have to stock it with such furniture as you choose. A fool takes in all the lumber of every sort that he comes across, so that the knowledge which might be useful to him gets crowded out, or at best is jumbled up with a lot of other things so that he has a difficulty in laying his hands upon it. Now the skilful workman is very careful indeed as to what he takes into his brain-attic. He will have nothing but the tools which may help him in doing his work, but of these he has a large assortment, and all in the most perfect order. It is a mistake to think that that little room has elastic walls and can distend to any extent. Depend upon it there comes a time when for every addition of knowledge you forget something that you knew before. It is of the highest importance, therefore, not to have useless facts elbowing out the useful ones."


    "But the Solar System!" I protested.


    "What the deuce is it to me?" he interrupted impatiently; "you say that we go round the sun. If we went round the moon it would not make a pennyworth of difference to me or to my work."


    I was on the point of asking him what that work might be, but something in his manner showed me that the question would be an unwelcome one. I pondered over our short conversation, however, and endeavoured to draw my deductions from it. He said that he would acquire no knowledge which did not bear upon his object. Therefore all the knowledge which he possessed was such as would be useful to him. I enumerated in my own mind all the various points upon which he had shown me that he was exceptionally well-informed. I even took a pencil and jotted them down. I could not help smiling at the document when I had completed it. It ran in this way:—


    SHERLOCK HOLMES—His Limits


    
      	Knowledge of Literature—Nil.


      	Philosophy—Nil.


      	Astronomy—Nil.


      	Politics—Feeble.


      	Botany—Variable. Well up in belladonna, opium, and poisons generally. Knows nothing of practical gardening.


      	Geology—Practical, but limited. Tells at a glance different soils from each other. After walks has shown me splashes upon his trousers, and told me by their colour and consistence in what part of London he had received them.


      	Chemistry—Profound.


      	Anatomy—Accurate, but unsystematic.


      	Sensational Literature—Immense. He appears to know every detail of every horror perpetrated in the century.


      	Plays the violin well.


      	Is an expert singlestick player, boxer, and swordsman.


      	Has a good practical knowledge of British law.

    


    When I had got so far in my list I threw it into the fire in despair. "If I can only find what the fellow is driving at by reconciling all these accomplishments, and discovering a calling which needs them all," I said to myself, "I may as well give up the attempt at once."


    I see that I have alluded above to his powers upon the violin. These were very remarkable, but as eccentric as all his other accomplishments. That he could play pieces, and difficult pieces, I knew well, because at my request he has played me some of Mendelssohn's Lieder, and other favourites. When left to himself, however, he would seldom produce any music or attempt any recognised air. Leaning back in his arm-chair of an evening, he would close his eyes and scrape carelessly at the fiddle which was thrown across his knee.


    Sometimes the chords were sonorous and melancholy. Occasionally they were fantastic and cheerful. Clearly they reflected the thoughts which possessed him, but whether the music aided those thoughts, or whether the playing was simply the result of a whim or fancy was more than I could determine. I might have rebelled against these exasperating solos had it not been that he usually terminated them by playing in quick succession a whole series of my favourite airs as a slight compensation for the trial upon my patience.


    During the first week or so we had no callers, and I had begun to think that my companion was as friendless a man as I was myself.
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    Presently, however, I found that he had many acquaintances, and those in the most different classes of society. There was one little sallow rat-faced, dark-eyed fellow who was introduced to me as Mr. Lestrade, and who came three or four times in a single week. One morning a young girl called, fashionably dressed, and stayed for half an hour or more. The same afternoon brought a grey-headed, seedy visitor, looking like a Jew pedlar, who appeared to me to be much excited, and who was closely followed by a slip-shod elderly woman. On another occasion an old white-haired gentleman had an interview with my companion; and on another a railway porter in his velveteen uniform. When any of these nondescript individuals put in an appearance, Sherlock Holmes used to beg for the use of the sitting-room, and I would retire to my bed-room. He always apologised to me for putting me to this inconvenience. "I have to use this room as a place of business," he said, "and these people are my clients." Again I had an opportunity of asking him a point blank question, and again my delicacy prevented me from forcing another man to confide in me. I imagined at the time that he had some strong reason for not alluding to it, but he soon dispelled the idea by coming round to the subject of his own accord.


    It was upon the 4th of March, as I have good reason to remember, that I rose somewhat earlier than usual, and found that Sherlock Holmes had not yet finished his breakfast. The landlady had become so accustomed to my late habits that my place had not been laid nor my coffee prepared. With the unreasonable petulance of mankind I rang the bell and gave a curt intimation that I was ready. Then I picked up a magazine from the table and attempted to while away the time with it, while my companion munched silently at his toast. One of the articles had a pencil mark at the heading, and I naturally began to run my eye through it.


    Its somewhat ambitious title was "The Book of Life," and it attempted to show how much an observant man might learn by an accurate and systematic examination of all that came in his way. It struck me as being a remarkable mixture of shrewdness and of absurdity. The reasoning was close and intense, but the deductions appeared to me to be far-fetched and exaggerated. The writer claimed by a momentary expression, a twitch of a muscle or a glance of an eye, to fathom a man's inmost thoughts. Deceit, according to him, was an impossibility in the case of one trained to observation and analysis. His conclusions were as infallible as so many propositions of Euclid. So startling would his results appear to the uninitiated that until they learned the processes by which he had arrived at them they might well consider him as a necromancer.


    "From a drop of water," said the writer, "a logician could infer the possibility of an Atlantic or a Niagara without having seen or heard of one or the other. So all life is a great chain, the nature of which is known whenever we are shown a single link of it. Like all other arts, the Science of Deduction and Analysis is one which can only be acquired by long and patient study nor is life long enough to allow any mortal to attain the highest possible perfection in it. Before turning to those moral and mental aspects of the matter which present the greatest difficulties, let the enquirer begin by mastering more elementary problems. Let him, on meeting a fellow-mortal, learn at a glance to distinguish the history of the man, and the trade or profession to which he belongs. Puerile as such an exercise may seem, it sharpens the faculties of observation, and teaches one where to look and what to look for. By a man's finger nails, by his coat-sleeve, by his boot, by his trouser knees, by the callosities of his forefinger and thumb, by his expression, by his shirt cuffs—by each of these things a man's calling is plainly revealed. That all united should fail to enlighten the competent enquirer in any case is almost inconceivable."


    "What ineffable twaddle!" I cried, slapping the magazine down on the table, "I never read such rubbish in my life."


    "What is it?" asked Sherlock Holmes.


    "Why, this article," I said, pointing at it with my egg spoon as I sat down to my breakfast. "I see that you have read it since you have marked it. I don't deny that it is smartly written. It irritates me though. It is evidently the theory of some arm-chair lounger who evolves all these neat little paradoxes in the seclusion of his own study. It is not practical. I should like to see him clapped down in a third class carriage on the Underground, and asked to give the trades of all his fellow-travellers. I would lay a thousand to one against him."


    "You would lose your money," Sherlock Holmes remarked calmly. "As for the article I wrote it myself."


    "You!"


    "Yes, I have a turn both for observation and for deduction. The theories which I have expressed there, and which appear to you to be so chimerical are really extremely practical—so practical that I depend upon them for my bread and cheese."


    "And how?" I asked involuntarily.


    "Well, I have a trade of my own. I suppose I am the only one in the world. I'm a consulting detective, if you can understand what that is. Here in London we have lots of Government detectives and lots of private ones. When these fellows are at fault they come to me, and I manage to put them on the right scent. They lay all the evidence before me, and I am generally able, by the help of my knowledge of the history of crime, to set them straight. There is a strong family resemblance about misdeeds, and if you have all the details of a thousand at your finger ends, it is odd if you can't unravel the thousand and first. Lestrade is a well-known detective. He got himself into a fog recently over a forgery case, and that was what brought him here."


    "And these other people?"


    "They are mostly sent on by private inquiry agencies. They are all people who are in trouble about something, and want a little enlightening. I listen to their story, they listen to my comments, and then I pocket my fee."


    "But do you mean to say," I said, "that without leaving your room you can unravel some knot which other men can make nothing of, although they have seen every detail for themselves?"


    "Quite so. I have a kind of intuition that way. Now and again a case turns up which is a little more complex. Then I have to bustle about and see things with my own eyes. You see I have a lot of special knowledge which I apply to the problem, and which facilitates matters wonderfully. Those rules of deduction laid down in that article which aroused your scorn, are invaluable to me in practical work. Observation with me is second nature. You appeared to be surprised when I told you, on our first meeting, that you had come from Afghanistan."


    "You were told, no doubt."


    "Nothing of the sort. I knew you came from Afghanistan. From long habit the train of thoughts ran so swiftly through my mind, that I arrived at the conclusion without being conscious of intermediate steps. There were such steps, however. The train of reasoning ran, 'Here is a gentleman of a medical type, but with the air of a military man. Clearly an army doctor, then. He has just come from the tropics, for his face is dark, and that is not the natural tint of his skin, for his wrists are fair. He has undergone hardship and sickness, as his haggard face says clearly. His left arm has been injured. He holds it in a stiff and unnatural manner. Where in the tropics could an English army doctor have seen much hardship and got his arm wounded? Clearly in Afghanistan.' The whole train of thought did not occupy a second. I then remarked that you came from Afghanistan, and you were astonished."


    "It is simple enough as you explain it," I said, smiling. "You remind me of Edgar Allen Poe's Dupin. I had no idea that such individuals did exist outside of stories."


    Sherlock Holmes rose and lit his pipe. "No doubt you think that you are complimenting me in comparing me to Dupin," he observed. "Now, in my opinion, Dupin was a very inferior fellow. That trick of his of breaking in on his friends' thoughts with an apropos remark after a quarter of an hour's silence is really very showy and superficial. He had some analytical genius, no doubt; but he was by no means such a phenomenon as Poe appeared to imagine."


    "Have you read Gaboriau's works?" I asked. "Does Lecoq come up to your idea of a detective?"


    Sherlock Holmes sniffed sardonically. "Lecoq was a miserable bungler," he said, in an angry voice; "he had only one thing to recommend him, and that was his energy. That book made me positively ill. The question was how to identify an unknown prisoner. I could have done it in twenty-four hours. Lecoq took six months or so. It might be made a text-book for detectives to teach them what to avoid."


    I felt rather indignant at having two characters whom I had admired treated in this cavalier style. I walked over to the window, and stood looking out into the busy street. "This fellow may be very clever," I said to myself, "but he is certainly very conceited."


    "There are no crimes and no criminals in these days," he said, querulously. "What is the use of having brains in our profession. I know well that I have it in me to make my name famous. No man lives or has ever lived who has brought the same amount of study and of natural talent to the detection of crime which I have done. And what is the result? There is no crime to detect, or, at most, some bungling villainy with a motive so transparent that even a Scotland Yard official can see through it."


    I was still annoyed at his bumptious style of conversation. I thought it best to change the topic.


    "I wonder what that fellow is looking for?" I asked, pointing to a stalwart, plainly-dressed individual who was walking slowly down the other side of the street, looking anxiously at the numbers. He had a large blue envelope in his hand, and was evidently the bearer of a message.


    "You mean the retired sergeant of Marines," said Sherlock Holmes.


    "Brag and bounce!" thought I to myself. "He knows that I cannot verify his guess."


    The thought had hardly passed through my mind when the man whom we were watching caught sight of the number on our door, and ran rapidly across the roadway. We heard a loud knock, a deep voice below, and heavy steps ascending the stair.


    "For Mr. Sherlock Holmes," he said, stepping into the room and handing my friend the letter.


    Here was an opportunity of taking the conceit out of him. He little thought of this when he made that random shot. "May I ask, my lad," I said, in the blandest voice, "what your trade may be?"


    "Commissionaire, sir," he said, gruffly. "Uniform away for repairs."


    "And you were?" I asked, with a slightly malicious glance at my companion.


    "A sergeant, sir, Royal Marine Light Infantry, sir. No answer? Right, sir."


    He clicked his heels together, raised his hand in a salute, and was gone.
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OFFICIAL TABLE OF CASUALTIES—continued

OrRER OasuaLmiEs Oficers | N.CO'
| Reported during the week—
| "Dicd of disease in South Africa . . . . . 1 140
Accidental deaths in South Africa. . . ., - | [
Tuvalids sent howe - - FoR G 4l -
Total up to and including the week—
Died of discase in South Afsiea . . . . .| 180 | 5472
Accidental deaths in South Africa. . . { s |
Tnyalids sent home-
AWomided N oA . . oo .
Sick . Gl

Noul.mﬁuzwhmh, Sn E e

| Abstract of losses in the Field Force, South Afriea, ex-
eluding sick and wounded men still in British hospitals
in South Africa.

Reported during the week—

illed in action . e e 28
Died of wounds in South Afriea . . . . . 2 2
Missing and prisoners . 16 ) 2 ey
Died of disease in South Africa . i 1 140
Accidental deaths in South Afriea. . . . . — 6
Sent home as invalids . . . . . . . [3 —

TS o e o A 1n
otal loses reported up to and including the wook—
Killed in action . E 2 Llomm | aee
Dicd of wounds . 8 79
Missing and prisoners (exeluding those who l.m been
recovered or have died in eaptivity) - . 3 10 95t
Drisoners who havo died in capivity [ 1 3 56
Died of disense - i H w9 sam
Accidental deaths . . . . . g 3 101
Senthomeusivalids . . . . 1 1 1 1219 2r9s7f
| Ly R = I T
Total loses seported (exclusive of sick and womnded o
| men now in British hospitals in South Africa) . fiiad |

+ This total probably includes a large number of men rcported * missi
B ently rejoined, but whose return was not notified.
i these, 173 have died, 740 have been discharged from the Service as unfit,
and 920 are in hospital.
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to 18 « v 1|18 8. 180 |— 8|~ 4 of 197|
Modder River, Nov, i
4 466 2 s —is— 2 2 461
Paardeborg, Feb. 16|

to2r . 1w e T 7! 62 98107,
Poigeiter's  Drift, |
Feb. 5 to 7 Dlalm 18 - 5 854
Pretoria, east of, | |

Juneliandl2 . 8 6 16 11 187
Reddersburg, April 3 |

and 4 . -y | i | &) so7 0]
Rietfontein, Oct. 24| 1| 11 ¢ — | 3 pyl
Sonnu'sPost, Mar.31 . 3 15 16 18 408 544
Senckal, May29 .. — | 38 7 = g 1
Spion Ko, e daa: | !
1Tto2s . . 27 250 58 7! 847 1647
Stormberg, Dee. 10 [ — | 81| 7 15620 T2
Uitval'sNek, July I | 5| 16| 8 1) 186 255
Willow Grange, Nov. | i

33 . —lay 1l e — 2 3} 8| a Ve
AtLadysmith during |

Tuvestment— |
Battleof Jan.6 . 14|164| 83| 987 & 85 — | 8| 47 458
Othor coswaliies . 6| 60| 80| 260 5 2 —| 13| 42 55
At Kimberley during | | |
Investment . . 2 36| 15 124 |—' 1 1 8] 18 168
At Mafcking during i |

Investment . . 61 10! 15 01 a1 16 9

Other casualtios . 102 | 799 | 417 5,865 (43 320 127 5,606 | 646 8270

Total casualties in
action reported up | |
o Septembir 8 . 988 3,063 1,004 12,808 85 770 (28" 7,890%1,000 23,661

* Of theso, 210 officers and 6,200 mon have been releasod or have eseaped, and
1 aavdivite:
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