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Welcome to this little collection of stories set in the universe of The Adventure of the Colonial Boy (2016). In Colonial Boy, John Watson is doubly bereaved with the death of his wife Mary and of Sherlock Holmes. Then he receives a telegram from Australia using the old summons from his late friend: 'Come at once if convenient!' 

But Sherlock Holmes is dead.

Furious, Watson makes his way to Australia, where he spent some of his boyhood and learned to hide his true nature or pay the price. The journey includes an attempt on his life, and on arrival in Melbourne in 1893 he finds the friend he secretly loved and thought dead is very much alive. They both have a lot to work through if they are going to forgive each other, but first they have to survive the murderous intentions of Moriarty's vengeful lieutenant Sebastian Moran, and a last case together through rural Australia.

Each of these stories takes place after the events of that book, so it's probably fairly obvious that Holmes and Watson work out their troubles and become united once more.

"God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen" was written as a kind of Christmas gift for readers; "The Beekeepers Children" was written for inclusion in my collection, Scar Tissue and Other Stories, and set in their twilight years in Sussex. Around and between these are the stories written for my Patreon followers.

My heartfelt thanks to these Patrons for their support while the stories were written: 

Adelle; D C Sams; Sarah Remy; Julia Hilton; Kim Fasching; Tim Richards; Kimber; Beck; Carey Handfield; sbbeasley; Adam Salisbury; Alice Harris; Lora Timonin; Melinda McCormack; Milane Duncan-Frantz; Sally; Champagne and Socks; Grant Watson; Jack Fennell; Richard Koehler; Sarah Drosendahl; Tansy Rayner Roberts; and Mike Thompson.

And special thanks to Atlin Merrick for her unstinting support.

I hope you enjoy the further adventures of Sherlock Holmes and his Colonial Boy, Dr John Watson.

Cheers

Narrelle M. Harris
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'En garde!' Viscount Douglas Cassell brandished his weapon in a formal salute. In response, Sherlock Holmes mirrored his opponent's stance, holding the wooden rod by its basket hilt. Their singlesticks met between them with a sharp clack. Then they energetically set to: strike and counterstrike, blow and parry, advance and retreat across the floor. 

Dr John Watson, watching avidly, leaned against the wall of the Willisden Gentleman's Sword Club gym as he waited for his own sparring partner to appear. 

'He's a gifted fighter, your friend.'

John glanced over his shoulder at The Honourable Everett Cassell, who was to train with him today. 

'My father is a superb swordsman,' Everett added, 'and yet Mr Holmes keeps pace.'

John was tempted to boast that Sherlock's singlestick skills had saved both their lives in the past, but he held his tongue. During three hard, lonely years of eliminating the last of Moriarty's deadly crew, Sherlock's health had suffered. He had joined the Willisden Gentleman's Sword Club to repair his physique and skills with matches against a talented opponent. John's technique with stick and foil weren't enough of a challenge.

John had also joined the Sword Club to refresh his own rusty swordsmanship, gained with much effort and sweat in the army fifteen years ago. Believing he'd lost Sherlock at Reichenbach, then nearly losing him again last year in Australia, John swore that if an improved sword arm might help to protect his dearest friend, then he'd sweat through the effort again. It didn't hurt that in doing so, he could watch Sherlock dashing lithely about the gym in his flannel trousers and canvas jacket, as nimble and graceful at forty as he'd been a decade ago.

'Well,' John said to Cassell the Younger, 'I won't be nearly as elegant or proficient as either of them, I’m afraid, but I hope to remember the sword drills, at least.'

'We can start with those to warm up,' offered Everett.

To begin, John balanced his borrowed sabre in his hand, turning it one way and another to test his grip. He'd barely had the opportunity to use a sabre in the field, except for that memorable day at Maiwand. His attention had usually been on treating the wounded – until he became one of their number – but even army doctors learned enough to survive close quarters combat. 

John settled into fighting stance. His left hand was behind his back, knuckles resting against his lower spine – a pose which fortunately kept his stiff left shoulder from interfering with his mobility and reach. Most of his weight was back on his sound left leg, which acted as a base and pivot. His scarred right leg took only a fraction of his forward weight, poised to slip back to attention, or to manoeuvre in combat. With this stance, the sabre wasn't a bad weapon for a man of his age and history of injury.

Everett and John moved through the preliminary drills from the British Infantry Sword Exercise Manual. Muscle memory was doing wonders for John, though he had already started to perspire when Everett began calling out combinations for attack drills: the Seven Cuts and the parries for those same cuts across the diagonal, vertical and horizontal, ending with sloped swords and a return to attention.

John was breathing more heavily than he'd have liked. Everett had hardly broken a sweat, gliding his way prettily through the moves. The irritating chap was barely in his twenties, thought John, and much more nimble. But I'm more wily, he thought, to cheer himself up.

Sherlock and Cassell were still sparring, but as Sherlock deflected another attack, his grey eyes shot John a sultry look. John straightened immediately from his tired slump. Being admired was excellent for one's posture. John had to run his finger underneath his moustache, as though tidying it, to hide his smile.

Cassell's next attack was sudden and from an unexpected angle. Sherlock was slow to parry it and the stick struck his shoulder, hard. Sherlock swiftly counter-attacked, disarming his opponent with a lightning riposte. When he and Cassell shook hands, however, Sherlock winced sharply. 

John was immediately at his side. Sherlock demurred, annoyed to have failed to avoid the blow, but when a touch made him hiss, he allowed his doctor to examine the injury.

'No permanent damage, I think,' John concluded. 'Strained, but nothing torn or broken. I can treat this at Baker Street.'

The Viscount apologised sincerely. 'You're so proficient, I wished to push you further. You rallied superbly.'

'Seeking to exceed one's limits is the only way to improve,' Sherlock agreed. 

'Best to rest it for today,' said John. He was feeling in need of a rest himself. Young Everett, like his father, had pushed hard.

Later in their rooms, Sherlock's coat, collar and waistcoat were draped over the armchair and the man himself sat on a wooden stool, allowing John to move around him, his hands feeling and testing the shoulder and arm beneath them. 

Not entirely satisfied, John scooped an amount of fragrant petroleum jelly from a clay jar into his hands while, on instruction, Sherlock undid the top few buttons of his shirt and pulled his collar to one side. John placed a gentle kiss against Sherlock's temple before he slid a medicinal hand underneath the cloth and began to massage the abused muscles.

'What is this stuff?' Sherlock asked, nose crinkling as he sniffed. 'It's not the usual commercial abomination.'

John, concentrating on his task, didn't reply.

'You don't approve of the ABC Liniment,' Sherlock said.

'No,' John replied. 'It's full of belladonna, aconite and chloroform. It can be dangerous.'

'I hardly think you plan to poison me with it,' Sherlock replied with a smile.

'No, but I also think this is more effective.'

'It smells of fresh cut greenery and faintly of mothballs. The latter is camphor, but I don’t recognise the former. Your own patent recipe,' Sherlock concluded.

John smiled. 'Something I learned from the Ayurdevic medicine practitioners in India when I was a boy,' he said. Those long gone days when his father had worked for the East India Company. 'That green smell is the leaves from the nirgundi plant. A little turmeric and a little camphor are blended with the petrolatum too.'

Sherlock closed his eyes and decided to enjoy John's ministrations. His touch had begun to change from the medically professional to a more languorous sensation.

Then they heard a knock on the street-front door, which opened, followed by distinctive heavy footsteps on the stairs.

'Bradstreet,' said Sherlock.

'Yes,' John agreed, having removed his hands from Sherlock. 'I'd recognise that clomping footfall anywhere.' He recapped the clay pot just as there was a rap on the door and Sherlock, affixing his collar, called out curtly, 'Come in, Bradstreet!'

In came the Detective Inspector, bowler hat in hand, grinning broadly. 'You recognise my footsteps, Holmes! I try to vary them, but I never fool you. Oh, but I've interrupted you.'

Sherlock had pulled his waistcoat back on. 'Doctor Watson was seeing to a minor injury I incurred this morning at Willisden's gym.'

'Not bad, I hope?'

'It's nothing to signify,' Sherlock said blithely, before casting a sharp look at their visitor. 'You bring a case?'

'A double murder, I'm afraid,' said Bradstreet, all business again. 'They're clearly linked by the location of their deaths and a social club called the Tybalt, but we can find no reason either man was in Old Deer Park on Sunday night, and the two men died very differently. I hoped you might have some insight for a fresh lead.'

Sherlock was perched in his armchair again, fingers steepled, as though he'd never been half-dressed and receiving medical care when Bradstreet arrived. Bradstreet settled down to share the facts while John took a seat and began to make notes.

'The first body was discovered yesterday morning, Monday, at the Royal Mid-Surrey Golf Club in Richmond, ' he said, 'among the trees near the tenth hole.'

'That's a new course,' John supplied to Sherlock. 'Opened while you were... indisposed.'

Sherlock nodded. 'By John Henry Taylor and his friends. The club admits both men and women golfers,' he said, proving that he had been reacquainting himself with the changed particulars of London since his absence. 'Continue, Bradstreet.'

'The dead man was the Honourable Hugh Fernsby, twenty two years of age. He'd been stabbed through the heart with a narrow, long, double-bladed weapon, possibly a rapier, sometime during the night before. The medical examiner believes he would have died almost at once.'

Holmes tapped the tips of his fingers together. 'What else is known about him?'

'Not much. A good lad from a well-respected family. He's the son of Lord Benton Fernsby, who's been so active in the House of Lords of late with the Local Government Act, giving women the right to vote in local elections, among other things.'

Holmes looked as though this was new but uninteresting intelligence. 'A killer would have to be a rare kind of fanatic for that to be a motive.'

'Well, exactly, but none of our inquiries suggest any kind of motive. The young fellow was well liked and had a blameless history, well, apart from a broken engagement. He was to marry Baroness Dacre's daughter last month, but the girl called it off. Lord Benton bought a commission for his son, which the boy was to have taken up next week.'

'What of the other death?'

'Our second victim is Albert Mott,' Bradstreet went on. 'He was found this morning, shot through the heart, tangled in some waterlogged tree roots on the banks of Isleworth Ait, or the tide would have carried the poor beggar away. Another who died instantly. He was a waiter at the Tybalt Club, it seems, though he hadn't been there long.'

'Tell me about this Tybalt club. I have not heard of it.'

'It's simply a new and rather exclusive social club, according to its President, a Mr Alexander Loft. Members meet to discuss theatre, poetry and other literary entertainments, he says. Funny crew. His official title is Prince of Cats, which is from Shakespeare, I know.'

'Romeo and Juliet,' murmured John as he wrote this in his book. Sherlock lifted an amused eyebrow at his biographer.

'What is the difficulty?' Sherlock asked, though his eyes were bright. He seemed ready to be off on the scent at once.

'From all accounts, the two dead men barely knew each other. Mott may have served dinners to Fernsby at the club, but they were of very different classes, weren't known to converse, and had no personal ties,' said Bradstreet. 'We explored the evidence to see if they may have killed each other, but that doesn't hold up. No weapons could be found, and since both died instantly, how could one be shot and the other stabbed simultaneously? A third party must have been involved and taken away both weapons, but we have no witnesses to say when Fernsby and Mott entered the grounds, and nothing to indicate where, or whether, a third party was with them. It's early in the investigation, and we're looking into other members of the Tybalt Club, some fifteen in total. They all have alibis, most revolving around them sitting quietly together in their club room on the Strand, reading poetry.' Bradstreet rolled his eyes. 'Some of them are scared, if you ask me, but they're all the sons of the Quality, and we haven't got a skerrick of a clue to pin to anyone. I'm not convinced The Tybalt is a literary club, but what it might be is unclear.'

'What did they say of Mott?'

'He wasn't on shift on Sunday night, and before you ask, Fernsby was meant to be staying with cousins in the country. He never showed. So. Have you anything to suggest?'

'I have several thoughts on the matter,' said Sherlock, 'but I will need to gather more data. Dr Watson, are you free to accompany me today?'

'Wherever you like,' said John, reaching for his coat. 

Their first stop was the morgue, where Sherlock examined the bodies of the two men. He paid particular attention to their hands and a small scar on Mott's cheek. Next he looked at their clothing – their shoes and then the tailor's tags of their suits in particular. John peered at their hands as well. He saw calluses and scars that were surprisingly similar on Mott's and Fernsby's right hands. 

Sherlock, naturally, told neither Bradstreet nor John a word of his speculations, but his next port of call was the Strand – not the Tybalt club, but in the alley that ran behind the buildings which housed restaurants, theatres, tobacconists and sundry other stores. John kept watch while Sherlock found and questioned a number of men and women taking pre-lunch-rush breaks from their work in that insalubrious location. One man, a waiter of Italian heritage who was lounging against a wall, smoking, nodded at Sherlock. 'Si, si,' he said, followed by a mellifluous torrent of Italian. The gasper between his fingers jabbed perilously close to
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