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Preamble
"Methinks that what they call my shadow here on Earth is my true substance.
Methinks that in looking at things spiritual, we are too much like oysters observing the sun through the water, and thinking that thick water the thinnest of air."
-- from the book, Moby Dick, by Herman Melville, 1850
Foreword by Mycroft Holmes
The following letter and documents are reproduced in accordance with
written instructions provided to me from Sherlock Sherrinford Holmes,
my late brother. This autobiographical account, written by his own hand,
was entrusted to me with the instruction that I should make such
arrangements as may be necessary for its publication 75 years after his
passing. Those arrangements are herein fulfilled in the present year
inasmuch as it corresponds with his request.
These documents will serve as an immortal tribute to the legacy of the
man with whom I have been honored, above all others, to have shared a
small part of my own existence. It is my fervent desire that posterity will
heed the hard won life-lessons learned by a man who I esteem to have
been the preeminent problem solver.
The habits and peculiarities of his personal life were as individually
unique as any other human being. His singular ability to make things
right, which others about him had caused to be terribly wrong, was
driven by a compassionate understanding that we are, individually and
collectively, responsible for the state of our own existence.
It is his ability to rationally discern that state of existence and take
effective action upon it for the greater benefit of life that defines the
extraordinary character of Sherlock Holmes. I speak of him in the
present, as he remains an indestructible drop, sparkling in the Sea of
Spirit which creates and animates all things.
I trust that my efforts to fulfill his final instructions will, through his
reflections upon the nature of humanity, as revealed in the following
pages, enhance our ability to wear our self-anointed crown as caretakers
of every species of life, and the planet upon which we exist. In that
capacity, and as a fellow citizen of Earth, I remain yours faithfully,
Mycroft Spencer Holmes
An Open Letter From Sherlock Holmes
To readers of the accounts of my investigatory cases:
I address this letter of introduction to the following monograph, written
by my own hand. I have undertaken to commit this autobiographical
revelation of the factual events of my life to writing, at the suggestion and
encouragement of my best friend in the world, my brother Mycroft
Holmes.
An interlude of some years following my death will transpire prior to the
publication this material. My intention is to provide sufficient time for
any persons who may have known me personally during my own life time
to have expired. Moreover, this interval shall allow the innocent
relatives of offending parties named herein a buffer of time in which to
be spared from the ignominy that their circumstantial relationship, by
birth, may incur upon them.
Having no children of my own, and no other living relation, other than
Mycroft, I bequeath this true and factual accounting of my life, to date, to
the discretionary disposal of my brother or any other persons he shall
deem fit to receive or purvey it.
The reason that this autobiographical account of my life has been
withheld from public knowledge heretofore are several:
First, that the events described herein are of a nature which, if made
known during the lifetime of the persons implicated, will precipitate a
considerable scandal upon several Scottish writers and their publishers,
the British scientific community, and several highly placed government
officials, and the Throne of England.
Second, I have always been a singularly private individual. I do not wish
to draw undue attention to either my person or my deeds during my own
lifetime through the publication of this monograph. The information
revealed herein will, without any doubt, excite extraordinary controversy
and notoriety.
Finally, the crimes and conspiracies described herein have been duly
resolved to the satisfaction of all parties who may have been offended or
harmed by their perpetration. Further, the offending parties, who until
the publication of these documents, will have lived out their natural lives
in quiet desperation, while maintaining the modest notoriety to which
they aspired, have been coerced to make amends for their misdeeds to
my complete satisfaction, as well compensatory penalties agreed upon by
the stipendiary magistrate.
However, the eternal reward of their duplicitous, dishonorable and
egregious acts shall be that their names will live in infamy throughout the
declining years of our own decadent civilization. Karma does not watch
the hands of time in the macrocosm of our existence. A deed done is
done. Unless it has been amended in exact proportion to the harm
caused, the existential ramifications upon the transgressor will continue
to remain fully in force according to the Natural Laws of The Universe.
As you may be aware, I retired from active practice as a detective and
removed myself to a small farm on the Sussex Downs, in the vicinity of
Herstmonceux Castle, thereafter pursuing the avocations of apiculture and
floriculture. In order to preserve several of my successful observations I
have produced a small monograph entitled, "Practical Handbook of Bee
Culture, which include my own Observations upon the Segregation of the Queen".
Since retiring from London to the wholesome and pristine environs of
the south I have consulted in only one detective investigation, "The
Adventure of the Lion's Mane", which I narrated myself, pursuing the case as
an amateur. This "self-narrative" was produced for reasons which will
become evident as you read the remainder of this autobiographical
treatise.
The events, places and persons described in the following narrative
appear at various times and places during my career as a detective. These
are not necessarily ordered in the same progression as the events
occurred in reality, but rather, as they seem significant in retrospect.
The written record of my adventures as conveyed by Dr. John Hamish
Watson, rather than myself, as you will read herein, are a fallacious
perversion of the reality of my own identity and activities.
You may recall that, at the end of the first published story of my
detectives adventures, A Study in Scarlet, Watson was so impressed by my
elegant handling of the case, and so incensed by Scotland Yard's claiming
full credit for its solution, that he exclaimed: "Your merits should be publicly
recognized. You should publish an account of the case. If you won't, I will for you."
Owing to my utter disinterest in self-proclamation, and my propensity
toward the incessant pursuit of new mysteries to solve, my response to
this proposal was, "You may do what you like, Doctor."
Hence, Watson proceeded to write the story, which was represented as "a
reprint from the reminiscences of John H. Watson", or so I was led to
assume. However, this delusion has now become the subject of this
present diatribe and the particular details of a much broader affair are
contained in this monograph. None of the facts you will read herein have
ever been surmised, supposed and imagined with respect to any of my
adventures. Indeed, the nature and identity of the dramatis personae on the
stage of the intrigue I relate to you now have never before been revealed.
The challenges of this case were the most difficult I ever faced in my
career. Indeed, the formidable combination of investigation skills,
information gathering, and persistence required the considerable energies
of both myself and my dear brother, Mycroft, together with a legion of
agents from the Office of The Chancellor of The Exchequer, as well as
the Secret Information Services (SIS), whose resources were engaged
upon the matter for several years.
The unprecedented access to the public and secret archives of the British
government, at the singular disposal of Mycroft Holmes, where he served
in a quiet, yet colossal position of importance during his long career,
proved an efficacious flail with which to thresh grains of truth from the
chaff of chicanery.
The nature of this task demanded that we excavate the ethereal borders
between reality and fantasy to reveal the foundations of our very
existence: the creative spirit versus the product of creation: reality.
Indeed, our investigation demanded that we trespass upon the very origin
point of Creation itself!
Our struggle confronted the quintessential villain, which is
metaphorically referred to as the nemesis of the human spirit:
"MoreReality". This is the brutal force over which creative imagination
must ultimately triumph, just as I am alleged to have defeated the
criminal mastermind, Professor Moriarty. There are no enemies so
deadly as those upon which we are most dependent for our survival.
Life is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind of man could
invent. We would not dare to conceive the things which are really mere
commonplaces of existence. If we could fly out of a window hand in
hand, hover over the great city of London, gently remove the roofs, and
peep in at the queer things which are going on, the strange coincidences,
the plannings, the cross-purposes, the wonderful chains of events,
working through generations, and leading to the most outré results, it
would make all fiction with its conventionalities and foreseen conclusions
most stale and unprofitable.
Many hard won lessons have been gained, retrospectively, during the
intervening years. I have subsequently gained, with the able assistance of
Mycroft, what I am certain to be an indisputable resolution of the matter.
In so doing, as we were faced with no other option that to begin our
excavation and exhumation of evidence in a heretofore hidden
hinterland, metaphorically speaking, we followed the fantastical footsteps
of a White Rabbit into the treacherous illusions of a real life Wonderland!
I invite you to join this escapade, if you will indulge me, into my ultimate
adventure. Moreover, I trust that posterity will inherit some small benefit
from these observations upon the volatile process, distillation and residue
of my life.
Sherlock Holmes
Sussex Downs, England
CHAPTER 1: CHARLES OF CHRIST CHURCH
"When I first arrived in the great city, 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.", I thought to myself.
It was a cold morning of the early spring. We sat after breakfast upon
either side of a cheery fire in the old room at Baker Street. A thick fog
rolled down between the lines of dun-colored houses, and the opposing
windows loomed like dark, shapeless blurs through the heavy yellow
wreaths. Our gas was lit and shone on the white cloth and glimmer of
china and metal, for the table had not been cleared yet.
As neither Dr. Watson, or myself, had any other pressing matters before
us, and no prospect of employment to enhance either my interest or
livelihood, we spent the afternoon perusing the London Times. I read
nothing except the criminal news and the agony column. The latter is
always instructive, most particularly in the observation that violence does,
in truth, recoil upon the violent, and the schemer falls into the pit which
he digs for another.
Our original acquaintance, when I had been lodged on Montague Street,
around the corner from the British Museum, was on Saturday, July 16th.
I had spent the day working in the chemical laboratory at St. Bart's
Hospital. In the morning, I complained to a young medical man named
Stamford about not being able to find someone to go halves on some
nice rooms I had found in Baker Street.
That very afternoon Stamford brought Dr. Watson into the lab to inquire
about sharing the rooms. The next day Watson and I went around
together to inspect our potential domicile at 221B Baker Street. We made
our arrangements then and there with Mrs. Hudson, the landlady.
Watson began moving in that night, and I the next morning, Monday,
July 18th.
Dr. Watson represented himself to me as having served as an Assistant
Surgeon of the Army Medical Department, which was attached to the
66th Berkshire Regiment of Foot in Afghanistan. He related to me that
he was discharged following an injury received in the line of duty during
the infamous British defeat at the Battle of Maiwand, in July of the
previous year. Watson related that he was nearly killed in the long and
arduous retreat from the battle, but was saved by his orderly, Murray,
who threw the doctor on a pack-horse and thus helped to ensure his
escape from the field.
Watson is strongly built, of a stature either average or slightly above
average, with a thick, strong neck, owing to the fact that he was once an
athlete, whom, although a Scot who was educated at the University of
Edinburgh, played rugby for Blackheath, in south-east London.
I spent nearly half an hour lighting and relighting my pipe while Dr.
Watson shuffled through the tabloid pages, grunting occasionally at one
trivial report or another.
"I was never a very sociable fellow, Watson, always rather fond of
moping about in my rooms", I complained in a melancholy tone.
Watson grunted impassively from behind the unfolded sheets of the
newspaper with little regard for anything other than the distraction
provided by a river of typographical trivialities many men frequently
employ to dull their empathy. I will admit that I have most certainly
included myself amoung their number on numerous occasions.
Apparently the dampness of my environs had affected my personal blend
of Latakia and Cavendish tobaccos, which I have relished as a flavor
more pleasing than the finest culinary delicacies of Paris for many years.
Ordinarily, the heat retained by the fine meerschaum bowl of my pipe
was sufficient to dry the mixture enough to keep it well lit. In any case,
matches are plentiful and cheap. Suitable pipe tobacco is not.
For some years Watson had taken it upon himself to create adventure
stories based upon my criminal investigations, which, upon several
occasions, he had accompanied me at my request. Most frequently, I
asked for his assistance when the matter at hand presented a feature of
menace which may have required fire arms. For this purpose, Dr. Watson
seemed inevitably prepared, bearing his service revolver in his pocket,
should the occasion for the use of it present itself. Indeed, I presumed
without justification, that his military service qualified him as a proven
marksman, though, in point of fact, as an assistance surgeon, he had
never fired a gun in defense of his country or himself.
My review of his written accounts or our adventures did not meet with
my satisfaction upon any occasion. After reading a few of them I chose
to ignore them, more frequently than not, demurring of his insistence
upon sensationalizing the science of logic and observation which were
the only features of my investigations worthy of note, in my own
opinion.
I had been silent all the morning, dipping continuously into the
advertisement columns of a succession of papers in search of items of
professional interest. Having reflected upon the subject of his scribbling
as I researched the morning papers, with fruitless result, I emerged in no
very sweet temper to lecture him upon his literary shortcomings.
"To the man who loves art for its own sake", I remarked, tossing aside
the advertisement sheet of the Daily Telegraph, "it is frequently in its
least important and lowliest manifestations that the keenest pleasure is to
be derived. It is pleasant to me to observe, Watson, that you have so far
grasped this truth that in these little records of my cases which you have
been good enough to draw up, and, I am bound to say, occasionally to
embellish, you have given prominence not so much to the many causes
celebres and sensational trials in which I have figured but rather to those
incidents which may have been trivial in themselves, but which have
given room for those faculties of deduction and of logical synthesis
which I have made my special province."
"And yet," said Watson smiling, "I cannot quite hold myself absolved
from the charge of sensationalism which has been urged against my
records."
I took up a glowing cinder from the fireplace with tongs and lighting
with it my long cherry-wood pipe. I smoked this when I was inclined to a
cooler and sweeter smoke than that provided by my briar pipes.
"You have erred in attempting to put color and life into each of your
statements instead of confining yourself to the task of placing upon
record that severe reasoning from cause to effect which is really the only
notable feature about the thing", I said, puffing ringlets of smoke into the
air which merged and gently dissipated upon the ceiling.
"It seems to me that I have done you full justice in the matter," Watson
remarked with some coldness.
"It is not a matter of selfishness or conceit" said I, answering, as was my
wont, to his thoughts rather than his words. "If I claim full justice for my
art, it is because it is an impersonal thing -- a thing beyond myself. Crime
is common. Logic is rare. Therefore it is upon the logic rather than upon
the crime that you should dwell. You have degraded what should have
been a course of lectures, into a series of adventure tales."
"At the same time," I remarked after a pause, during which I had sat
puffing at my pipe and gazing down into the fire, "you can hardly be
open to a charge of sensationalism, for out of these cases which you have
been so kind as to interest yourself in, a fair proportion do not treat of
crime, in its legal sense, at all. The small matter in which I endeavored to
help the King of Bohemia, the singular experience of Miss Mary
Sutherland, the problem connected with the man with the twisted lip,
and the incident of the noble bachelor, were all matters which are outside
the pale of the law. But in avoiding the sensational, I fear that you may
have bordered on the trivial."
"The end may have been so," he answered, "but the methods I hold to
have been novel and of interest."
"Pshaw. My dear fellow, what do the public, the great unobservant
public, who could hardly tell a weaver by his tooth or a compositor by his
left thumb, care about the finer shades of analysis and deduction?! But,
indeed, if you are trivial I cannot blame you, for the days of the great
cases are past", I said with an earnestly disheartened conviction.
"Man, or at least criminal man, has lost all enterprise and originality. As
to my own little practice, it seems to be degenerating into an agency for
recovering lost lead pencils and giving advice to young ladies from
boarding-schools. I think that I have touched bottom at last.", I said in a
black, disgruntled mood.
For some considerable time we sat wrapped in silence. I contemplated
the flickering embers of the fire, intrigued by the inexplicable,
spontaneous conversion of matter into energy for which no reasonable
explanation had ever been offered by any of the great minds of science or
philosophy.
Watson continued rattling and shuffling through a pile of papers which I
had already discarded with overwhelming disinterest. There was seldom
much of any interest to me in the press, unless it reported upon some
incident or situation which offered a game of investigation to me.
After some little while, Watson reported to me that he had chanced upon
a curious article concerning the mysterious disappearance of a young girl.
"Have you already read it?", he inquired.
"No, I cannot say that I recall it. If there is a feature about it that strikes
you as being of singular interest, perhaps you will be kind enough to
share it with me", I said.
According to the report, he summarized, a female child of about ten
years was reported missing for several hours by her two siblings and a
professor of mathematics, currently at Oxford, while enjoying a Sunday
outing along the river Thames. The girls, when interviewed, stated that
their sister, Alice Liddell, has been chasing a white rabbit, and had
apparently followed it down a rabbit hole and disappeared beneath an
enormous elm tree! The child remained missing for several hours.
Watson read the section of the report which specified certain details of
the case he thought I might find relevant, as follows:
"April 19th. The Reverend Charles Lutwidge Dodgson
and the Reverend Robinson Duckworth rowed in a
boat up the River Thames with three young girls:
Lorina Charlotte Liddell (aged 13), Alice
Pleasance Liddell (aged 10)and Edith Mary Liddell
(aged 8). The three girls are the daughters of
Henry George Liddell, the Vice-Chancellor of
Oxford University and Dean of Christ Church as
well as headmaster of Westminster School. The
journey had started at Godstow, a hamlet on the
River Thames northwest of the centre of Oxford."
"Naturally", Watson said, paraphrasing the report, "the family of the
child, upon news of the incident, were highly distressed. The professor
in question, a Mr. Dodgson, has not been detained by authorities, but
several unnamed persons have asserted suspicion of pedophilia against
this man!" Watson paused as he completed reading the remaining
portion of the article.
"How very curious", he remarked, placing the paper next to his chair, and
pulling out his own smoking pipe, tobacco and tools. "The siblings of the
child insist that all parties involved are entirely innocent. They assert that
their sister is at fault for chasing a strange rabbit. Indeed, they claimed
that the rabbit was wearing a waistcoat, and examining a pocket watch
when they last saw it!
Furthermore, the child in question, Alice, when questioned by the press,
stated emphatically that much ado was being made of nothing, and that
the entire incident was merely as story conjured by Mr. Dodgson as an
innocent amusement! Certainly, the entire matter is nothing more than a
sensational hoax, perpetrated by the Times editor as an attraction to
gullible persons to read the paper. Typical behavior of the press!
Reprehensible, I'd say" , he concluded.
I pondered and smoked over the matter for several moments,
mesmerized by droplets of rain streaming down the panes of glass which
faced westward from my upstairs rooms at 221 B Baker Street.
"Certainly", I observed to Watson, "this report, demonstrates that the
magistrates investigating the case are mentally incompetent. The family,
powerless to press charges in the matter, as there is no evidence of foul
play, and no harm having been done, are powerless to prosecute."
Nevertheless, I seized upon this peculiar report as an opportunity to busy
myself with a new investigation. My curiosity, pressed me to make an
inquiry with the constabulary under whose jurisdiction the matter had
been attended.
However, before turning to those moral and mental aspects of the matter
which present the greatest difficulties, I reminded myself, the inquirer
must begin by mastering more elementary problems. After all, it is a
capital mistake to theorize before you have all the evidence. It biases the
judgment. To that end I posted a telegram that very afternoon to the
constabulary at Oxford to whom I was known personally through our
cooperation upon several of cases in that area.
The following morning I received a reply from which I discovered that
Mr. Dodgson was an bachelor Anglican clergyman. Moreover, and most
importantly, a comfortable livelihood was provided him through his
talent as a mathematician, which had won him the Christ Church
Mathematical Lectureship.
No formal charges had be filed against Mr. Dodgson or Reverend
Robinson Duckworth by the girl's father, the Vice-Chancellor. However,
the telegram implied that the inferred scandal of sexual indiscretion
fomented by the newspaper report remained a topic of discussion upon
the campuses of the university as well as in the community at large, and
had alerted the constabulary to maintain an informal interest in the
matter.
Contrasted with this supplemental information, the scandalous
implications regarding his behavior, as described in the Times report, were
becoming more intriguing to me by the moment! The most singular
feature of the case, for me, was not the possibility of indiscretion, but
rather, that no further mention whatever had been made of the rabbit!
Having no further information available to me, and disdaining contact
with the press, as was my usual practice, I determined that my most
effective method of investigation was to go round to visit professor
Dodgson at his offices at Christ Church.
As for the matter of Mr. Dodgson's integrity, rather than assuming that
an impropriety might have occurred, it seemed more likely to me that his
ignorance was as remarkable as his knowledge. As a mathematician he in
undoubtedly astute, given his position as a professor. However, an
unmarried man of his position should most certainly understand that his
culpability for the temporary disappearance of this child placed him at
the greatest risk socially! The penchant for society to persecute such a
person, even a clergyman, in the absence of evidence of his innocence, is
certainly a matter of gravity, if not sensibility.
I might easily have dismissed the matter entirely if it were not for an
abiding curiosity on my part to reconcile the singular incongruities in the
report. How could a young girl, and not her siblings, disappear down a
rabbit hole for several hours, having been observed, reportedly, in pursuit
of a rabbit wearing a waistcoat and possessing a pocket watch? Further,
why would the children assert that the incident was merely a story
conjured by Mr. Dodgson for their amusement, when the adults in
attendance at the scene treated the matter with so much earnestness that
the police and press were summoned?
CHAPTER 2: THE JABBERWOCK KEY
I was most curious to discover the complete details of the case of Alice
and her sisters from the perspective of Mr. Dodgson. What had led this
evidently intelligent and respectable man to become a target for slings
and arrows of the London press?
Accordingly I sent a letter of introduction and inquiry to Mr. Dodgson
by post. Within several days I received confirmation through the post
that an interview had been agreed upon. I set out upon a brisk, clear
morning of the appointed day to meet the gentlemen in person. I chose
to travel by road, rather than by rail through Bicester, so that I might
stop along the way. As I passed along Marylebone Road in the coach I
hired for this rather long journey to Oxford from London, I pondered
whether or not my travels would be productive of anything more than a
mild amusement.
When I arrived at his small, sparsely furnished quarters at Christ Church,
I discovered a man about six feet tall, slender, with curling brown hair
and blue-grey eyes. He carried himself rather stiffly, on account of a knee
injury.
Initially I found Mr. Dodgson to be somewhat shy in his demeanor,
which I attributed to the nature of my visit, rather than to his usual
character. However, once I had made the intention of my visit perfectly
transparent to him, he relaxed visibly and became a cordial host. Only a
few minutes of our conversation were required to dispel the
sensationalized newspaper report, which proved, in fact, to be fallacious
in the extreme.
By the time we had taken our tea in the afternoon our acquaintance and
conversation had surpassed that trivial incident and travelled into more
relevant and meaningful subjects of interest. I stayed through the
evening meal, after which Mr. Dodgson was gracious enough to invite
me to stay his small quarters, so that I did not have to seek lodgings in
the village.
This accommodation I found quite suitable as it afforded me leisure time
with which to discuss a variety of matters and to become more well
acquainted with the gentleman. Although we did not establish an abiding
friendship or continuing correspondence my visit would prove to be a
great good fortune to me in the course of time.
Our conversation, although charmingly absorbing, was slightly
encumbered in that he was deaf in one ear and by his "hesitation", or
stammer, which he acquired in early childhood.
The most conspicuous features of his environment would lead one to
assume instantly that the man was a photographer, rather than a
mathematician. The photographic paraphernalia, chemicals and chords
from which photographs were suspended, together with various cameras
and tripods, made an immediate impression that the man had more than
a casual interest in the art. Indeed, one of the photographs he displayed
was of the very girl, Alice, of whom the newspaper had written.
"Did you take this photograph during your recent excursion with the
Liddell family?", I asked him.
"No, the young lady came to the office which I use for indoor
photography. As you can see, the backdrop is staged to appear to be out
of doors", he replied. He handed the photograph to me for so I might
examine it more closely.
Photography was an awakening art form in Europe, one at which Mr.
Dodgson was already well accomplished, in addition to his various other
activities of teaching and writing.
After some preliminary discussion with Mr. Dodgson of the matter
reported in the Times, I discovered, not surprisingly, that the entire issue
had been dispensed with during the intervening several days since the
publication of the alleged scandal. Apparently, the entire family,
including the three young girls and their mother, had traveled to the
office of the editor of the Times, demanding a full retraction of the article,
and a that a formal apology be published.
Indeed, the reporter who contributed the article to the Times had never
visited the site, nor had he spoken with any of the parties involved.
Rather, the report was fabricated entirely from a brief interview with a
matronly passerby whose name was not revealed and whose identity is
not known.
They demanded that the reporter in question be disciplined for
submitting such an unjustifiable piece of slanderous gossip! After threats
that legal proceeding would be filed against the Times, if immediate
restitutions were not made, the entire matter was resolved. Indeed, a
withdrawal, and apology, were published in due course in the Sunday
Edition of the following week.
Having satisfied myself that the allegations made by the press were
unfounded, and indeed, wildly inflammatory, I was pleased to realize that
Dr. Watson had inadvertently caused my introduction to a man who
might become a profound friend, but rather proved to be the source of a
series of most enigmatic revelations!
My new adventure began, innocently enough, with a fantastical story
about Alice In Wonderland told by Charles to his young friends as an
amusing pastime. The superficial trappings of the stories of rabbits,
caterpillars, dodo birds, mice, and mad hatters, proved to become far
more fascinating to me when I began to discover, from their author, the
intricate extent of their hidden, metaphorical meanings.
After we had taken our supper, I sat by the fire enjoying my Calabash
pipe, due to cooling effect it made upon the smoke while circulating
through the gourd. This was my favorite amongst a small collection of
pipes with which I traveled. The majority of my pipes were of briar root.
As I searched the local newspaper for items of interest or amusement,
Charles, pondered a notebook at his desk, upon which he wrote
meticulously from time to time.
"Are you preparing lessons for your students"?, I queried, thinking these
must be mathematic problems of some complex and obscure nature.
To my surprise he replied that he was indeed working on lessons, but not
of the sort I would have ever imagine from a lecturer in mathematics at a
prestigious university.
"Have you ever heard of portmanteau, Mr. Holmes?", he replied.
"It is a French term, is it not? I believe it is a leather traveling bag", I said.
"Yes, that is one meaning of the word. The definition I refer to is that of
a portmanteau word. It is used in poetry to mean a blend of two (or
more) words, or morphemes, and their meanings into one new word. I
have created a method of demonstrating to my students that there exists
a relative or associative values of numbers, as in language. It is a
convenient tool for my class in Symbolic Logic.
The exercise of creating and deciphering morphemes stimulates them to
"unlearn" the fixed concepts which they have incorrectly learned in early
studies. My intention is not to train students in mathematical dogma, like
tricks to a dog, but to incite them to create applications of mathematics
to solving problems in life."
I thought this a rather keen notion, though I did not quite comprehend
what he was getting at as yet.
"For example, this is a portmanteau poem I am writing to demonstrate
the concept to my students", he said. It is called "The Jabberwock".
Mr. Dodgson passed a sheet across the desk to me. It read as follows:
"'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.
"Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
The frumious Bandersnatch!"
He took his vorpal sword in hand:
Long time the manxome foe he sought-
So rested he by the Tumtum tree,
And stood awhile in thought.
And as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came!
One, two! One, two! and through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!
He left it dead, and with its head
He went galumphing back.
"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!"
He chortled in his joy.
'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe."
After reading this very odd poem, I passed it back across to him.
"I find it very clever, in meter and rhyme, but must admit that I don't
understand any of it. What purpose would this serve for your students?",
I asked him.
I am working on writing down the "key" for the poem. The "key" defines
the morphemes. This is precisely the point of the poem, and of the
mathematical exercise: every word in our language can be assigned an
arbitrarily value. Likewise, mathematical symbols are assigned an
arbitrary value. If one employs the value of words or numbers previously
defined by others, the extent of their ability to construct a new reality, or
to conceive new ideas, is thereby limited.
The exercise is precisely this: create a set of words or numeric values,
assign a definition or value to them, and from these, construct a problem
and a corresponding solution. In the case of "The Jabberwock" the
words are arranged in a poetic fashion to which the aesthetic attributes of
meter, rhyme and rhythm are added. My application of morphemes has
been used to construct a poem with a hidden meaning. However, it is
obvious that many other applications of this simple mechanism might be
contrived to serve mathematics, logic or literature.
A "key" is required as a component of the exercise in order to make the
problem, or poem or "reality" understandable to others. The key is a list
of definitions of the words or symbols contained in the poem or a
mathematical hypothesis", he said. As he spoke, Charles passed over his
notebook for me to examine.
"Another lesser known use of a portmanteau I did not discover until I
began my tenure here at Christ Church." he explained. "During one of
my several visits to the Royal Academy, I had the privilege of reviewing
several unpublished notebooks written by Sir Isaac Newton. His studies
of mathematics and optics have influenced my own study of
photographic lenses.
However, I was most intrigued by Newton's postulate of an invisible
force able to act over vast distances. This notion led him to the criticism
by his contemporaries that he was introducing "occult agencies" into
science. However, he observed the phenomena implied a gravitational
attraction though he did not indicate its cause.
As I am sure you are aware, Mr. Holmes, it is both unnecessary and
improper to frame a hypotheses of things that are not implied by the
observed phenomena. His expression for this "Hypotheses non fingo", which
meant that he did not feign hypotheses.
In other words, for whatever is not deduced from the phenomena must
be called a hypothesis; and hypotheses, whether metaphysical or physical,
or based on occult qualities, or mechanical, have no place in experimental
philosophies. Propositions are inferred from the phenomena, and
afterwards rendered general by induction", Mr. Dodgson concluded.
"I must agree thoroughly", I replied. "I myself have discovered, through a
series of practical experiments in criminal investigation, that it is a capital
mistake to theorize before you have all the evidence. It biases the
judgment."
"Did you know that Sir Isaac also made an extensive study of alchemy
and hermeneutics?" Mr. Holmes, he asked.
"Yes. However, I cannot say that I understand anything more than the
rudiments of alchemy. And, of hermeneutics, I know nothing whatever",
I said. I withheld from him the fact that I had spent many years of my
life intensely studying the subject of chemistry, the empirical descendent
of alchemy.
As he continued with his most intriguing diatribe regarding his studies of
the works of Sir Isaac Newton, I reclined into a chair near the fireplace to
refill my pipe. He did not object to my smoking a pure mixture of my
favorite black Latakia tobacco. The odor is quite pungent, but the flavor
is more delicious than the finest culinary delicacy.
"A subject of which I knew little" he continued, "in spite of my
ecclesiastical training, was that of Biblical hermeneutics. There are many
similarities between this study, and the portmanteau. Indeed, the latter
may be a derivative of the former.
As a student of the Bible myself, I was much intrigued by Sir Isaac's
application of hermeneutics which was emphatically aimed at attaining a
supernatural communication with the spiritual realms of the occult!
Indeed, his study of alchemy was not that of the physical properties of
chemical elements, nor the discovery of a process which would convert
base metal into gold. I found this rather compelling, to say the least", he
told me, while rummaging through a drawer containing a jumble of
papers.
"If his research was not intended to produce a chemical process, then of
what use were his experiments?", I asked. My intention was to ascertain
the extent to which Dr. Dodgson may have studied the subject.
"I asked myself that very question", he replied, sitting down across from
me with his arms crossed, deep in thought, as though choosing words
that would communicate an exact meaning.
"I believe that Sir Isaac was searching for the essence of life. Not for the
physical sources, but rather for the spiritual source of existence: life, the
universe, and everything in it. His writings upon the matter do certainly
seem to attribute a metaphysical, or spiritual, origin to our universe,
which is shared by each of us as individuals, and collectively, rather than
to that of a single Divine Hand", he concluded, in a rather introspective
tone.
I pondered this notion for a moment before responding, tamping the
embers of my pipe firmly with an iron nail head, a common and useful
tool for the smoker, to ensure a thorough burning of the tobacco.
"I must admit that your study of hermeneutics is undoubtedly too
esoteric for my limited understanding of the subject. Yet, I will admit that
I am enchanted by the novelty of it. It certainly fits aptly with the notion
of "Hypotheses non fingo" in that, to my knowledge, there exists no
definitive "proof" that a Supreme Being exists. The hypothesis that such
an entity is the origin point and guardian of all existence seems
unsubstantiated by anything more than personal belief or faith", I said.
"Exactly so", Charles said as he rose from his chair and retrieved a sheet
of paper from the desk top.
"Here", he said, handing the paper to me, "is a summary of the
fundamentals of hermeneutics. One cannot escape noticing the decided
similarities between these, and portmanteau", he concluded.
I studied the paper, and was impressed that the resemblance between the
two subjects, as he had suggested, was inescapable. The document read
as follows:
"Hermeneutics: the study of Biblical texts, with special attention to
hidden interpretations which may be discovered through any or all of the
following methods:
a. grammar, and an explanation or critical interpretation of the
text
b. the interpretation of certain words and letters and apparently
superfluous and/or missing words or letters, and prefixes and
suffixes
c. the interpretation of those letters which, in certain words, are
provided with points
d. the interpretation of the letters in a word according to their
numerical value
e. the interpretation of a word by dividing it into two or more
words
f. the interpretation of a word according to its consonantal
form or according to its vocalization
g. the interpretation of a word by transposing its letters or by
changing its vowels."
"By George -- or by Newton -- I should say, I think you've hit upon
something quite extraordinary here, my good fellow. How marvelous it
must be to enjoy such a keen intellect and the ability to apply it skillfully",
I observed with genuine admiration. "I flatter myself by observing that
mediocrity knows nothing higher than itself; but talent instantly
recognizes genius", I commented to him.
"Your praise is appreciated, but unfounded to the extent you might
imagine. Personally, I am a novice when compared to so great a mind as
that of Isaac Newton. However, I endeavor to enjoy and apply a few of
his discoveries in my teaching".
He scribbled several more items on the notebook he had continued to
ponder during our discussion and passed it across to me for examination.
"Here, then, is the "key" to the Jabberwock poem. When you understand
the definitions, the meaning of the poem becomes clear. Thence, the
problem is solved and reality is revealed", said Dodgson.
This is the "key" to the Jabberwock poem, written upon the notebook:
"THE JABBERWOCK" KEY
Bandersnatch - A swift moving creature with snapping jaws, capable of
extending its neck.
Beamish - Radiantly beaming, happy, cheerful.
Borogove - A thin shabby-looking bird with its feathers sticking out all
round, "something like a live mop".
Brillig - Four o'clock in the afternoon: the time when you begin broiling
things for dinner.
Burbled - A mixture of "bleat", "murmur", and "warble". Burble is also
a pre-existing word, to form bubbles as in boiling water.
Chortled - Combination of chuckle and snort.
Frabjous - A blend of fair, fabulous, and joyous.
Frumious - Combination of "fuming" and "furious".
Galumphing - A blend of "gallop" and "triumphant". Used to describe a
way of "trotting" down hill, while keeping one foot further back than the
other. This enables the Galumpheri to stop quickly.
Gimble - To make holes as does a gimlet.
Gyre - To go round and round like a gyroscope, meant to mimic the motion
a dog makes while scratching.
Jubjub bird - A desperate bird that lives in perpetual passion.
Manxome - Fearsome. A portmanteau of "manly" and "buxom", the
latter relating to men for most of its history.
Mimsy - Combination of "miserable" and "flimsy".
Mome - Short for "from home," meaning that the raths had lost their way.
Outgrabe -- Something between bellowing and whistling, with a kind of
sneeze in the middle.
Rath - A sort of green pig.
Snicker-snack - An onomatopoeia referring to sharpness.
Slithy - Combination of "slimy" and "lithe."
Tove - A combination of a badger, a lizard, and a corkscrew. They are
very curious looking creatures which make their nests under sundials and eat
only cheese. "gyre and gimble," i.e. rotate and bore, is in reference to the toves
being partly corkscrew.
Tulgey - Thick, dense, dark.
Uffish - A state of mind when the voice is gruffish, the manner roughish,
and the temper huffish.
Wabe - The grass plot around a sundial. It is called a "wabe" because it
goes a long way before it, and a long way behind it, and a long way beyond it
on each side."
After half an hour of reviewing the "key" and comparing the words
defined therein to those in the poem, my amusement and appreciation
for the very clever literary device created by Charles soared to a new
level.
"Capital, my dear boy. Capital!", I said emphatically. "You have hit upon
a very clever observation and application of it. I am sure I will find this
method very useful in my own line of work as a criminal investigator
although I am uncertain how this may apply, as yet. However, I will
continue to study the device carefully."
"When do you find the time and energy to study so many diverse
matters? One would imagine that your duties a Christ Church would be
quite absorbing", I asked him.
"To be frank", he replied, "I have little else to occupy myself here during
the year. I am unmarried and without children. My duties as a lecturer are
discharged routinely and demand little of my time. Moreover, I am more
infatuated with the pursuit of knowledge as a subject in itself, than with
any other enterprise. I value wisdom and understanding above all things,
as I deem that these qualities closely emulate those of God. Therefore,
the study of wisdom, to me, is the study of The Almighty Creator".
I must admit that I had never conceived this point before, but upon
hearing it agreed readily that there could be no more fundamentally noble
activity for a man than to attempt to emulate god, whatever notion that
may conjure for the individual, assuming that the god in question was
benevolent in nature.
Personally, I had never before considered the subject of "The Almighty
Creator" for myself, and felt quite a strange sensation course throughout
my being at the suggestion of it! For that matter, I could not remember
having studied anything whatever of a philosophical or religious nature.
It seemed that those subjects had never existed for me.
Before departing, Charles was kind enough to give me a manuscript of
the story he had told to the Liddell children titled Alice's Golden Hour of
which copies had been made by a female student. His story was as later
renamed for publication Alice's Adventures in Wonderland.
I read the entire manuscript during my return to London. Having spent
many hours with the man, and learning of his esoteric scientific interests,
which bordered on the occult, I surmised that the apparent children's
story held many layers of subtle meaning disguised in myriad forms. I
later discovered that my intuition was correct, but I could not possibly
realize, at that time, how dynamic were the extent of these subtleties!
Upon the following day I spent several hours composing my own
versions of a portmanteau poem. I found the exercise quite intriguing
and challenging. I must admit that I am ordinarily disinterested in writing,
except for an occasional letter or telegram regarding matters concerning
my investigations.
Nonetheless, I felt strangely compelled, as by some unseen, external
force of nature, to apply myself to the task of writing a poem about the
state of affairs in England with which I maintained a daily familiarity
through reading the Times and various magazines. My poem was doubly
uncharacteristic as I am utterly disinclined, ordinarily, to expend any
attention whatever to matters of politics much less write about it!
Disinclinations notwithstanding, the following is my attempt at a
portmanteau poem. It is intended to express a general view of the
situation in the Queen's Realm: the incessantly greedy and arrogant global
empire, which during the past several hundred years had turned the once
"Great" Britain into a ruthless imperial power more to be distained than
admired.
It is my observation that the lingering tradition of feudal rule throughout
the British empire remains entrenched due to the long-standing
relationships between the royal family, the church, aristocratic
landowners, parliament, corrupt judges, military madmen, and greedy
bankers. This is compounded, and made possible, by the singular
credulity of the average citizen who languishes in the hope that their
personal responsibility for the inevitable hardship they share will be
diminished by the callous hands of their brutish overlords.
BEWARE THE CRIMPOLY CORLOBOR
"Beware the crimpoly corlobors plea,
ye worlassaxer econaves and stuvers!
Don't heed the wicked pompars, please,
that serve the slizerly killmill slores!
Beware the kiltracts who are in league
with the landcrat and famroy who intrigue
with coilstring murdatics and ponthypidiots!
They defraud humanots in their conspiracy.
Life in a luxsive private domain,
the stuvers are by the pompars duped,
'tis the aim of the crimpoly game:
to never, ever speak the truth.
And do not the banvil and prepervs trust,
nor corudgeons and their crimdany.
The murdatic kiltract they won't arrest,
but prosecute the humanot inovic!
Worlassaxers could make a society
for the Greater Good of All,
if we shun the slizerly crimpoly
that would make econaves of us all."
And here, like the one provided to me by Charles, is the "key" to my own
portmanteau poem, to better understand my less than subtle meaning.
The "Crimpoly Corlobor" Key:
"landcrat" = aristocratic land owner
"banvil" = banker + evil
"coilsting" = covert killing + stealing + venomous snake
"corudgeon" = corrupt + judge + taking bribes
"corlobor" corporate + lobbyist + whore (a "consultant" who is paid handsomely to
"legally" bribe law makers to give money or favors to the corporation who employs
them.
"crimpoly" = criminal + politician + the typical behavior of any senator,
parliamentarian, , dictator, etc..
"crimdany" = criminal + defense attorney
"econaves" = economic + slaves
" famroy " = King, Queen, and royal family
"goldfaker" = banker / money-mongering aristocrat
"humanots"= poor + homeless + humans + living in squalor + without basic
services + displaced by greed, corruption, war caused by criminal politicians
"inovic" = innocent + victim
"kiltract = military + contractor
killmill = military + industrial + political killing machine
"luxsive" = luxurious + expensive
"murdatic" = mass + murdering + lunatic
" plarth"= planet + Earth
"pompar" = pompous parliamentarian
"ponthypidiot"= priestly (Pontificus Maximus) + hypocritical + idiot
"preperv" = priest + sexual + pervert, e.g. a perish priest who will only have sex with
small boys
"slenxy" = slinky + sexy
slizerly = sleazy + slimy + slithery
"slore" = sleazy + whore
"stuver" = stupid + voter
"worlassaxer" = working + class + taxpayer
Charles graciously gave to me, as a gift, copies of two photographs from
the collection of those he had taken personally, as a remembrance of our
visit together. One was a portrait of the British poet laureate, Alfred
Tennyson, who wrote phrase with which I heartily conform the habits of
my own life: "I must lose myself in action, lest I wither in despair."
The second picture was a charming portrait of the young girl named
Alice Liddell for whom the adventure story of Alice's Golden Hour was
named. I admit that my thinking and investigative methods were
influenced, in a small extent, as a logical derivative learned during my
brief association with Mr. Dodgson.
CHAPTER 3: THE CALABASH CONUNDRUM
The evening of my return from my visit with Dr. Dodgson I was warmly
greeted by my companion, Dr. Watson, when he returned after his day
spent attending patients at his office. I was looking forward to his return,
as I wished to share my experiences and newly learned methodologies
with him.
While I related the events of my recent visit with Professor Dodgson, I
began searching for my favorite Calabash pipe so that I might enjoy
smoking it while visiting with Watson. My discourse gradually
deteriorated as my attention was more frantically drawn away from the
discussion by my search.
Eventually I paused my narrative altogether as it became evident that the
pipe was nowhere to be found in our apartments. I realized that I must
have inadvertently left the pipe at the home of Mr. Dodgson, as I had not
smoked it during my return trip, or since arriving in London. However, I
clearly recalled smoking it while visiting with him which had been only
one day hence.
I continued and eventually concluded my discourse upon the various
episodes of my visit while smoking a good old briar. Watson was
thoroughly interested to learn the outcome of my investigation into the
validity, or fallaciousness, of the incident so recently reports about
Dodgson in the Times.
I reported my findings to him, with which he seemed to be not the least
bit surprised, though understandably irritated at the irresponsibility
demonstrated by the press in reporting, as a matter as fact, events that
were based solely upon speculation - a habitual reoccurrence which
remains so popular with the masses. This sort of sensationalized spittle
had become, I regret to observe, a common method to sell newspapers.
The morning following Dr. Watson departed as was his routine, to attend
the various ailments of his medical constituency. As it was an unusually
bright day, clear for the season in London, I determined to walk to the
nearby telegraph office to send a message to Dodgson to inquire about
my misplaced Calabash.
My telegram read as follows:
"C. Dodgson, Christ Church, Oxford. Left my Calabash
pipe in your quarters on my visit. Please bring same
with you on Sunday next to share supper with myself and
Dr. Watson. RSVP. Yours, S. Holmes 221B Baker St.,
London Nw1"
The following day I received confirmation of his intention to dine with
us on Sunday:
"S. Holmes, 221B Baker Street, London Nw1. Your Calabash
I do possess, will dine with you on Sunday next. C.
Dodgson."
His poetic phrasing on his response was appropriate for a telegram, I
thought, delighted to know that my pipe would soon be recovered and
that I was to share an enjoyable meeting with my new friend once again.
This time, Watson would be in attendance.
In the afternoon of the Sunday following Mr. Dodgson arrived at our flat
more than three hours later than I had expected, although not specific
time had been set for his arrival. I opened the door myself when I heard
his foot upon the stair, anticipating his knock upon the door.
When I opened the door, Mr. Dodgson stood before me. However, he
looked at me as though I were a stranger. Then, without acknowledging
my cordial greeting and the hand I had extended to shake his, he peered
cautiously around the doorway, and with visible astonishment. He did
not cross the threshold, but rather vacantly extended a small paper
bundle toward me, which I presumed contained my pipe.
"Why, whatever is the matter Charles?", I said. "You look as though you
think someone may be going to attack you! Please, please, come in my
friend. I am most pleased to see you again."
Still hesitating, he looked at me at last and asked me a most peculiar
question, which took me quite by surprise.
"Who are you, sir?", he said.
"Why, you know perfectly well who I am Charles. I am Sherlock Holmes.
You have come all the way from Christ Church, at my invitation, to have
supper with us and to return the Calabash pipe I left at your quarters
when I visited you", I said with genuine concern for his mental
condition. I was sure that some ill had befallen him during his travel. Or,
perhaps a seizure, of which he had informed me that he had occasionally
suffered.
"Watson!", I turned and shouted into the apartment. "Come here. Our
guest has arrived, but something seems to be amiss with him.
"Don't worry my friend Dr. Watson is within. He is a medical doctor and
will give you any assistance you may need", I said with cautious concern.
"Holmes?", he said. "You cannot possible be Sherlock Holmes! You are
an obvious imposter, sir! I have just returned from a visit with the
creator of the Sherlock Holmes character, Mr. Arthur Doyle, who has a
medical practice at 1 Bush Villas in Elm Grove, Southsea.", he told me.
"Therefore, you cannot possibly be a living person and a fictitious
character simultaneously!"
I was singularly nonplused and stood back slightly from the threshold of
the door in astonishment as this bizarre accusation.
"My dear fellow", I said, with a growing certainly that the man was
suffering a delirium of some sort, "are you quite alright? Please come in.
Sit down and let the good doctor have a look at you".
"I assure you, sir, that I am quite alright. It is you whose behavior is in
question here, not mine", he asserted earnestly. "I ask you again -- who
are you?", he demanded to know more emphatically than before.
As he seemed to be quite resolute in this accusation and made no sign of
entering into the apartment I stepped forward on to the landing,
beckoning Watson to follow me.
"Mr. Doyle is an author of some considerable renown", continued Dr.
Dodgson, insistently. "He explained to me that he created the character
of the fictional detective, Sherlock Holmes, whom he modeled after a
one of his former university professors, a Mr. Joseph Bell. Therefore,
whoever you are, you are most certainly none other than a man who has
presumed to capitalize upon the fictional figure of Sherlock Holmes by
taking up residence at the very address in London attributed to be the
fictitious address of the protagonist of his stories!", he said with
discernable agitation.
Without allowing me to respond he continued with his deluded
accusations becoming increasing more agitated all the while.
"When you visited me at Christ Church, I was certain that you were
Author Doyle himself, playing a mischievous prank on me. I immediately
credited that he was acting out a characterization of the person of a
fictional character from one of his own stories as a method of bringing
greater authenticity to his writing. This I assumed, because no other
logical explanation could possibly present itself. However, when I
received your telegram, I responded, not to the fictional address on Baker
Street, but to Mr. Doyle's real address 1 Bush Villas in Elm Grove,
Southsea."
"Dr. Doyle immediately responded to me by telegram, explaining that I
had been duped by an imposter, and that he, in fact, although he was
aware of my writing, had never met me in person. Furthermore, he
explained, that to his knowledge, no one of his acquaintance resided at
Baker Street. Indeed, he did not realize that a residence existed at this
address.
After having received this rather alarming news, I determined to come
around myself to investigate.", he said. "Therefore, sir, I repeat my
question to you once again: who are you?", he concluded indignantly,
withdrawing a pace from the threshold. "If I do not receive a satisfactory
answer forthwith, I shall summon a constable to assist me in settling the
matter!"
I cannot recall an incident in my entire life that was so utterly
confounding as this! I was dumbfounded! By this time Dr. Watson was
standing beside me, just inside the door, having overheard the majority of
the bizarre accusation leveled against me, and indeed Watson as well.
Watson, likewise, remained speechless, neither of us knowing what to
make of this, or how to respond!
Watson and I glanced at each other, and then back on Mr. Dodgson,
who remained impatiently awaiting a response outside the door.
After a few moments of casting about in my mind for a reply that would
offer a reasonable resolution to the bizarre situation, I set upon a course
that I hoped to expose more light on this mystery.
"This is not an encouraging opening for a conversation.", I replied. "I
hardly know, sir, just at present - at least I know who I was when I got
up this morning, but I think I must have been changed several times
since then.", I said, hoping to entice further information from my visitor.
"What do you mean by that?", said the Mr. Dodgson sternly. "Explain
yourself!'
" I am afraid, sir, that I cannot explain myself", said I "because I am not
myself, you see."
"I do not see," said Mr. Dodgson.
"I'm afraid I can't put it to you more clearly," I replied politely, "for I
cannot understand it myself as yet; and being so many different people in
a single day is very confusing", I said stepping slowly away from the
entrance as I spoke, and motioning our visitor with my hand to enter.
"However, I am quite certain that in solving a problem of this sort, the
grand thing is to be able to reason backward. That is a very useful
accomplishment, and a very easy one, but people do not practice it much.
In the everyday affairs of life it is more useful to reason forward, and so
the other comes to be neglected. There are fifty who can reason
synthetically for one who can reason analytically.", I postulated, hoping
that my attempt at applying scientific method to the problem would
appeal to the rational sensibilities which Mr. Dodgson so famously
possessed.
As I had hoped, Mr. Dodgson become somewhat less agitated than
before at this remark. I therefore proceeded with my appeal to his
rationality.
"This is indeed a three pipe problem, to be certain.", I said. "I beg your
kind indulgence for a few moments. Can we not discuss the matter over
our supper, which our landlady has so sumptuously provided for us
within? Surely, there is nothing to be gained by allowing it to be wasted.
And we share a common predicament in that neither of us has a solution
to the enigma presented by the information you received from Mr.
Doyle, nor by his strange accusations, would you not agree?", I asked.
He looked somewhat less agitated by my logical posturing, but
nonetheless, remained unwilling to enter into the apartment.
"Therefore, would you be kind enough to indulge me with answers to a
few questions while we eat? We will leave the door standing open, so that
you may depart at your discretion, should you deem it necessary", I said,
bowing toward the interior of our apartment while backing away from
the door.
"During the interim, let us send to fetch a constable to be sent up who
can verify the identities of both myself and Dr. Watson", I said.
I rang for Mrs. Hudson to have my boy, Wiggins, of the Baker Street
Irregulars, sent up. I instructed Mr. Dodgson to dispatch the boy, in his
own words, to seek out a constable and request that he immediately be
brought to this address. He did so and the Wiggins sped off with a
copper in hand for his trouble.
This seemed to reassure Dr. Dodgson, and he advanced tentatively to the
door, peering in cautiously to inspect the interior. Seeing that the supper
dishes were indeed set upon the table, with bread and butter, he entered
cautiously.
"You can be assured that no harm will befall you here, as you and I have
already become acquainted during my visit to your home. Regardless of
my actual identity, please allow me to repay you for the kindness of
returning my pipe, by sitting down to supper with Dr. Watson and
myself."
This seemed to reassure him further. Dr. Watson took his coat and hat
from him, as well as the package containing the pipe, as we seated
ourselves at the table.
As Mr. Charles Dodgson, a.k.a Lewis Carroll, stepped cautiously into the
room, he observed that the trappings of the apartment were unusually
kept, even for two bachelors.
A considerable stack of letters were stuck to the center of the
mantelpiece by a jack knife, beside which were a line of reference books,
and a black and white ivory box. The letters "V.R." were spelled in bullet
holes on the wall opposite an arm chair. A table was used as an acid-
charred bench of chemicals and chemistry paraphernalia, as well as for
relics saved from various criminal investigations. Scientific charts were
pinioned on the wall. Bundles of manuscripts were stacked in every
corner which in no way appeared to be saved for burning in the fireplace,
beside which a chair stood on either side. A lamp stood next to one of
the chairs. There were also a side board and a shelf next to the another
chair containing the American Encyclopedia.
Two broad windows overlooked the street. There were two bedrooms --
one upstairs, and one downstairs. A large airy sitting room, contained the
sofa, or settee, an arm chair, and of course, the table which was set for
supper. A pipe rack stood within reach on the right of the sofa. The side
board was empty.
On the wall was a framed picture of General Gordon with a
corresponding bare space upon the opposite wall. An unframed picture
of Henry Ward Beecher hung above the Encyclopedias. My violin case
leaned in a corner next to a coal scuttle containing pipes and tobacco.
After several long moments of surveying his surroundings our wary guest
said, "Altogether these apartments do certainly look as though they could
be those of the eccentric London detective, Sherlock Holmes. Certainly
no one would contrive such a much lived-in and abused set of rooms as
these merely to perpetrate a hoax. Nonetheless, I will require
investigation into this queer situation before I am well satisfied that there
is sensible meaning in it!"
"I assure you, my friend", I replied, "we are of a single accord in that
sentiment, would you not agree Watson?".
"Most assuredly", he said, in a puzzled tone, "most assuredly".
"Life is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind of man could
invent", I observed aloud, both for the benefit of myself and my
companions.
I summoned Mrs. Hudson once again and requested that she bring up a
bottle of brandy while we awaited the arrival of a constable. No sooner
had the brandy been brought up and served the constable arrived with
the boy sent to fetch him. He trudged up the steps, somewhat tediously,
and propped himself against the door frame with his hand to catch his
breath.
"What's this all about Mr. Holmes?", he asked. "This young lad here
came running up the street to tell me you were in need of immediate
assistance. What appears to be the trouble?"
"Please come in. It is Constable Barrett, if my memory serves me
correctly, is it not?", I said, extending my arm to show the officer into the
room.
"Yes, indeed, Mr. Holmes. I am Constable Barrett. I met you some time
ago. I was with Inspector Lestrade when you were summoned to
examine that bloody carpet I was guarding at the murder scene. I am
sorry to say that I was foolish enough to let someone in, and leave them
alone while they moved things in the room, before you arrived. You was
the one that told Inspector Lestrade to take me into a the back room to
make me confess that I had done it, which he did, quite vigorously, I
might add."
"Yes, indeed, I remember the case well. The Prime Minister, and Mr.
Hope, the Secretary of State for European Affairs, came to me regarding
the matter of a document stolen from Mr. Hope's dispatch box", I
replied.
"Indeed. That was the very case. Well, as I was saying, when Inspector
Lestrade and I came back, I informed you that the unauthorized visitor
was a young woman. She had fainted at the sight of the blood, and I went
out to get some brandy to revive her, but she had left before I got back.
You showed me a photograph of her that you already had in your
possession. I recognize her in the photograph as the same person who
had been the visitor."
"Yes, yes, my good fellow", I said to the constable, as though to assure
him that his oversight in the case had been forgiven.
"The case at hand is a also a matter of identity which you may be able to
assist us in resolving. Our visitor here is Mr. Dodgson who has travelled
from Oxford to share supper with us this afternoon. Would you kindly
do us the courtesy of confirming the identity of myself and Dr. Watson
to him?"
Constable Barrett blinked, looked first at me, then at Watson, and finally
at Mr. Dodgson.
"Identity, sir? I fear that I do not understand your question", he said.
"Let me phrase the question more precisely, constable. Can you verify to
this gentleman that I am, indeed, Sherlock Holmes, the consulting
detective?".
"Oh, most certainly sir. You can be as certain of that as I am standing
here to tell you so, Mr. Dodgson. Mr. Holmes, here, is one of the finest
assets we have at Scotland Yard. As I have mentioned, I can attest to his
identity and integrity. That is for certain", he said bowing courteously to
Dodgson.
"Have you any further questions to ask of the constable Mr. Dodgson?",
I asked.
Charles Dodgson looked blankly about himself, then around the room,
and at the men awaiting his reply. He then arose to go into the bathroom
where he examined his own face in the shaving mirror which hung upon
the wall. Having satisfied himself as to the reality of his situation he
finally replied, unsteadily, "No further questions".
I thanked the constable for his prompt assistance. He doffed his hat and
departed happily. The three of us finally sat down to eat the meal which
Mrs. Hudson had so carefully prepared for us. I am quite certain that Mr.
Dodgson felt as though he had been invited to attend a tea party not
unlike the one at which Alice became tired of being bombarded with
riddles, with the exception that he played the part of the March Hare, I
was the Mad Hatter, and Mr. Watson was the Dormouse.
CHAPTER 4: A CHARMING CHESHIRE CHEESE
"Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?", asked
Mr. Dodgson.
"That depends a good deal on where you want to get to", I replied.
"I don't much care where...", said Mr. Dodgson.
'Then it doesn't matter which way you go", said Watson.
"I have solved many obscure and nefarious cases in my career to date.
However, the singular complexity of the matter which stands before us
now -- these accusations and alternative explanations, present features of
a most illogical and inexplicable nature", I said, passing the butter dish
across to Mr. Dodgson.
"Prey, do have some butter with your bread ", I suggested, "while I ring
for our landlady, Mrs. Hudson, to bring up the main course of our meal",
I said, stepping across to pull upon the bell chord to alert our mistress
that we were ready to be served.
Momentarily, Mrs. Hudson appeared at the door, huffing with exertion
of having carried a large tray of dishes up the stairs. She set the tray upon
the sideboard.
"Will there be anything else you require, gentlemen?", she asked. "If not,
then I will retire for the evening. I've had a long day of shopping and
preparations and cooking and cleaning already. Just leave the dishes
outside the door when you have finished, and I will fetch them in the
morning", she said bowing herself out the door.
"Please leave to door open, Mrs. Hudson, if you would be so kind", I
said as she started to close it behind her.
"That will not be necessary, Mr. Holmes", said Dodgson. "I feel quite
reassured that I am safe with you".
"Very well then. Good evening to you all then, gentlemen", she said. She
glanced back at me curiously and pushed the door closed, turned and
trudging back down the stairs.
The meal was hearty, yet bland, as is the traditional fair for the citizens of
London: boiled flesh of some unidentifiable creature, peeled and boiled
potatoes with a few carrots, bread, butter, and a pot of tea. Fortunately, I
had taken the trouble to supply ourselves with two bottles of red table
wine for the occasion, which enlivened the otherwise nondescript flavor
of the food.
As we finished eating our meal, and placing the dishes outside the door,
as instructed by Mrs. Hudson, I reviewed the peculiar features of our
situation with my companions.
"For the sake of securing the status of my identity, and to respond the
most singular accusations brought against us by Dr. Doyle, with whom
you visited early this morning, please let me summarize the possible
resolutions to this anomaly. Several possible answers may be postulated,
as follow:
1. That I am impersonating a fictional character created by Dr. Doyle in
his works of fiction, notwithstanding the testimony of Constable Barrett,
who one might argue, is himself a fictional character. That being the
case, all here present must also be fictional characters, including Dr.
Dodgson.
2. That I am a real person, from whom Dr. Doyle, as the author of works
of fiction, has copied my name, address, actions and characteristics as a
source of inspiration for his stories.
3. That I am a real person, and that the author is an imposter, or a
fictional character. Inasmuch as you visited the alleged gentleman
yourself upon this very morning, one would assume that he, like
ourselves, is not a fictional character.
4. That Dr. Watson and I are both fictional characters, including all of
our surroundings, environs, apartment, possessions, bodies, memories,
expertise and identities: a hypothesis which seems to have been
disproven thus far, unless further evidence presents itself to our
attention.
5. That Mr. Dodgson and Dr. Doyle are real characters, including all of
their surroundings, environs, apartments, possessions, bodies, memories,
expertise and identities, and Dr. Watson and I are both impersonating
fictional characters, as discussed.
6. An alternative solution may also be proffered: that each and all of what
is supposed to be "real", whether deemed fact or fiction by the observer,
are equally illusions. Therefore, neither comprises a definition of reality
or fantasy, accept by the subjective opinion of the observers, creators and
/ or characters", I concluded.
I paused momentarily to fill my pipe, and allowed sufficient time for the
gravity and details of my proposition to be absorbed by Dr. Watson and
our guest. Neither of them had anything further to offer in the argument
at the moment. No doubt they were confounded by the apparent
absurdity of my arguments. Nonetheless, taking silence as permission to
continue, I resumed my deductive analysis.
"I have observed that the lowest and vilest alleys in London do not
present a more dreadful record of sin than does the smiling and beautiful
countryside", gentlemen.
"I do not see what you are getting at, Holmes", said Watson. Mr.
Dodgson looked up with equal, but silent, agreement.
"On the contrary, Watson, you can see everything. You fail, however, to
reason from what you see. You are too timid in drawing your inferences",
I said, taking a seat in my armchair, and inviting our guest to take a cigar
from the box I offered.
"However, before we digress, let me allude to the discussion that Mr.
Dodgson and I had when I visited him in is quarters. He himself
mentioned several methods of investigation which he has studied in the
alchemical works of Sir Isaac Newton, and in his own mathematical
application of portmanteau poetry to the development of mathematical
thinking.
"Circumstantial evidence is a very tricky thing. It may seem to point very
straight to one thing, but if you shift your own point of view a little, you
may find it pointing in an equally uncompromising manner to something
entirely different", I said while crossing over to the sideboard.
I picked up the manuscript that Mr. Dodgson had given me when I
visited him entitled, Alice's Golden Hour. While flipping through the pages
to find a particular passage, I asked Mr. Dodgson a question about his
work.
"Might I inquire as to the origin of one of the fictional characters whom
Alice meets in Wonderland -- The Cheshire Cat?"
"Frankly, I believe the idea came to me from an old expression I learned
as a child", replied Mr. Dodgson after momentarily pondering the
question. "I believe it to be derived from a cheese which was sold in
Cheshire, near my home. The cheese was molded in the shape of a cat.
The cheese was cut from the tail end first, so that the last part eaten was
the head of the smiling cat".
"Very well", I said. "Let us then observe that you have extracted
something from the reality of your childhood, and with a liberal
application of your creative imagination have used it to conjure an
illusion...an alternative to reality, as it were. Is this not so, Mr.
Dodgson?"
"Well, yes, I suppose. However, I fail to see what relevance my fictional
tales have to our current situation. Certainly you do not suppose that I
am to believe that reality can be conjured from a work of fiction? The
notion is absurd!", he replied.
"I do not ask you, or anyone, to believe anything whatsoever. Belief is a
matter of personal opinion or conviction which cannot be shared by
anyone else, accept to the degree that they share a similar opinion. Some
men believe that the world was created by an omnipotent, invisible being
in seven days. People in some aboriginal tribes believe that the world is
supported on the back of an enormous elephant which stands upon the
shell of a colossal tortoise", I said, finally arriving at the pages I was
looking for in the manuscript.
"As for myself, I believe that what is true for you is true for you,
although no other person may agree upon your belief. Regardless, a truth
for you, may not be true for others. Is that not a fundamentally sound
assumption?", I asked.
"I suppose you are right Mr. Holmes. It is difficult, if not impossible, to
stay apace of your ability to remain logical in the face of a situation which
is so absurdly enigmatic. You are proposing that the philosophical
paradigm of reality should be considered of equal importance with
fiction. How can you ever solve a criminal case, your occupation, if every
piece of hard evidence could be a contrivance of imagination on the part
of the investigator or of the criminal?", said Mr. Dodgson.
"Quite the contrary", I said. "But rather than keeping to my methods
alone, let me ask you what meaning you attribute to the following
passage in your book", I said, turning to the page which described in the
encounter between Alice and the Cheshire Cat.
"Let me read your own words to you."
"...she was a little startled by seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on a bough of a tree a
few yards off.
The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked good-natured, she
thought: still it had VERY long claws and a great many teeth, so she
felt that it ought to be treated with respect.
'Cheshire Puss,' she began, rather timidly, as she did not at all know
whether it would like the name: however, it only grinned a little wider.
'Come, it's pleased so far,' thought Alice, and she went on. 'Would you
tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here?'
'That depends a good deal on where you want to get to,' said the Cat.
'I don't much care where--' said Alice.
'Then it doesn't matter which way you go,' said the Cat.
'--so long as I get SOMEWHERE,' Alice added as an explanation.
'Oh, you're sure to do that,' said the Cat, 'if you only walk long
enough.'
Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried another question.
'What sort of people live about here?'
'In THAT direction,' the Cat said, waving its right paw round, 'lives
a Hatter: and in THAT direction,' waving the other paw, 'lives a March
Hare. Visit either you like: they're both mad.'
'But I don't want to go among mad people,' Alice remarked.
'Oh, you can't help that,' said the Cat: 'we're all mad here. I'm mad.
You're mad.'
'How do you know I'm mad?' said Alice.
'You must be,' said the Cat, 'or you wouldn't have come here.'
Alice didn't think that proved it at all; however, she went on 'And how
do you know that you're mad?'"
"So, Mr. Dodgson, let me pose the same question to you that young
Alice asked of the chimerical cat in your own story: how do you know
whether you are mad or not mad? How would you satisfy yourself that I
am not mad? How do we know that everyone is mad or not mad?", I
said, rising from my chair to place the manuscript upon the sideboard.
I refilled my pipe once again, in anticipation of the protracted debate that
was sure to follow on the heels of these profoundly, absurd, yet
existential queries and arguments.
Mr. Dodgson did not seem the least bit nonplused by my insinuation
regarding his sanity, or the sanity of all. Rather, he thanked us very
cordially for our hospitality, rose from his chair and reached the door to
exit the apartment. As he reached the door he turned back to me.
"Mr. Holmes, I will leave the resolution of this mystery entirely in your
very capable hands. If anyone were able to solve the questions you pose
to me, I assure you that I am not that man. Neither are any of the
mentors whom I have studied, including Sir Isaac himself. I trust that you
will be kind enough to inform me of your eventual success, if such is
possible. Good day to you, gentlemen".
With that, he departed, clomped down the stairs. Through the window
we saw him walk briskly away through a light drizzle of rain in the
direction of the train station.
"What do you make of it Holmes?", asked Watson, who seemed to have
been disquieted by our visitor. "I must admit that our meeting with this
gentleman is the most perplexing I have ever had," he said, resuming his
seat in front of the fire.
"Yes. Most perplexing, indeed", I agreed, taking my own seat and refilling
my pipe. "Most perplexing."
"What do you know of this Dr. Doyle?", I asked Watson after an
interlude of silent contemplation.
"Well, I can't say that I know anything about the man", he said. "Have
you not heard anything of him?"
"No. I have not. However, our friend, Mr. Dodgson seems to know
quite a good deal about the fellow. So much so, that he was entirely
certain that it is I that perform the part of an imposter is an imaginary
play invented by this man!", I observed.
"Well, my dear fellow, in my professional opinion as a doctor, I am
certain that this gentleman is suffering from the residual effects of some
narcotic. His own fantastical story, from which you read to us this
evening, seems very peculiar indeed!", said Watson. "And, his behavior is
quite inappropriate for a professor of mathematics at Oxford, certainly.
Perhaps the allegations suggested in the newspaper, that the man is a
pedophile, or a kidnapper, should be investigated more thoroughly", he
suggested.
"Perhaps", I said. "Let us sleep upon the matter for the moment. In this
instance, however, the best way of successfully acting a part is to be it", I
conjectured. "
CHAPTER 5: THE MAD HATTER MATTER
The next morning, after a somewhat less than restful sleep, and a quick
breakfast of eggs, bread and tea that Mrs. Hudson brought up to us,
Watson and I set out upon a walk through the streets of London.
I felt that a freshening stroll in the morning after the rain might
invigorate and clear our minds. It also gave us an opportunity to discuss
the matters of the previous day, although our only resolve was that the
behavior of Mr. Dodgson must have been an exhibition of some
temporary depravity, illness or drug induced dementia.
After several hours we returned, somewhat more refreshed from the walk
and our discussion of the "mad hatter matter", as we referred to it,
sardonically.
Awaiting our return at the downstairs entrance of 221 Baker Street was
Wiggins, to whom I paid a schilling a day to act as my messenger boy and
leader of the band of street urchins from the neighborhood who called
themselves the Baker Street Irregulars. There services as spies, lookouts
and messengers had proved invaluable to my investigations upon several
occasions.
"Mr. Holmes, sir? ", he said holding out a small envelope to me.
"What have you here for me, lad?", I inquired.
"For your eyes only, sir. I was instructed that I shouldn't deliver this here
message to no other person excepting yourself personally, sir, he said. He
handed me a plain letter envelope. There was no return address of the
sender, which I assumed would be contained inside the message.
On the front of the envelope had been written in black ink with a quill
pen the following:
"I have not seen these mysterious characters before, have you Watson?",
I asked my friend.
"It is certainly rather a curious production," he remarked. "At first sight it
would appear to be some childish prank. It consists of a number of
crude, runic characters. Why should we attribute any importance to so
grotesque an object?"
"Perhaps it is an inquiry from a potential client in urgent need of our
professional assistance, but who wishes to remain anonymous", I
guessed. "I'm certain that the contents of the envelope will disclose the
purpose and identity of the sender."
I carried the letter upstairs, laid it upon the sideboard, removed my
overcoat and hat, and lit a fresh pipe, returning to inspect the envelope
before opening it.
I was satisfied that there was nothing suspicious about the envelope. I sat
down and carefully opened the seal with a pocket knife. Inside was a
single sheet of paper, folded twice. It was signed at the bottom of the
page in the same handwriting as the envelope. Indeed, it contained no
return address of the sender, nor did the message itself contain an
address or instructions for further communication.
As I read the full body of the message a creeping sense of astonishment
had, by the end, cart wheeled into complete incomprehension.
Even though I have made a meticulous study of ciphers as an adjunct to
my detective practice, I was challenged to decipher the text of the note
contained in the mysterious envelope I received in the morning. Watson
and I laid the paper out before us upon the table and puzzled over the
following message for several hours:
"The Allahakbarries are not all Scots
who play at games composed for tots.
Smiley Catchimmers we're not:
But sproults realinating plots.
Like shmookly puffs of free advice,
that tempt young girls with Shroomic bites,
Hadmats doth our ship command
And Tinkerdust flies in NeverWonderLand.
Set sail Two Bakster, where myths reside,
therein Homelockshire is ascribed.
Safe from the Sea of Blood and Tears,
where fantasy doth erase all fears.
Moreality commits the crime,
when Love and Hope are not sublime.
Dare you not, and do not go
where fools and cowards fear to know
any man who has the goal
to seek the truth inside men's souls!
Realination gives relief
to every traveler who seeks
The Whibbit Hole that leads to Peace:
Here within. Within your reach."
"Obviously, this is a portmanteau poem meant intentionally to hide a
cryptic message of some sort. On the surface it reveals the face of
innocence, but beneath its cosmetic appearance I fear there might be a
more sinister intent", I observed, pointing out the obvious from first
impressions.
After pondering over the poem I arose from the table to retrieve my
tobacco from the toe of a Persian slipper in which I stored it. I stretched
my limbs to relieve the stiffness which had accumulated from too much
sitting. As I refilled and lighted my pipe, I crossed over to the sideboard
whereupon I had laid aside the manuscript of Alice's Golden Hour. I
thumbed though it casually until I arrive at the page I sought.
"I am reminded of a passage from the story by Mr. Dodgson which
seems rather appropriate to the riddle laid before us by this anonymous
author", I remarked to Watson, and read the following passage to him:
"'Why is a raven like a writing-desk?'
'Have you guessed the riddle yet?' the Hatter said, turning to Alice again.
'No, I give it up,' Alice replied: 'what's the answer?'
'I haven't the slightest idea,' said the Hatter.
'Nor I,' said the March Hare.
Alice sighed wearily. 'I think you might do something better with the time,' she said,
'than waste it in asking riddles that have no answers.'"
"Inasmuch as the poetical composition of the piece seems to use
portmanteau words, it would be reasonable to assume that Mr. Dodgson
was the author of the piece, but for whatever obtuse purpose is as yet
unclear to me", I said.
"If indeed Mr. Dodgson is the author of this message, I do not
understand how he could have had time to write it, and post it from
Oxford. He only left us last evening, and yet the letter was delivered to
us this very morning", said Watson. "Is it possible for a letter to arrive
from Oxford so quickly?"
"You are quite right, Watson. However, inasmuch as the envelope does
not bear a post mark, the origin of the letter cannot be precisely
determined. However, as in the case of the Five Orange Pips, it is probable
that the origin point of the message was close enough to have been sent
and delivered within a few hours. Therefore, if indeed our Mr. Dodgson
is the author, he would have to have written it and posted it before he
returned to Oxford. In fact, it is only our presumption that he returned
to Oxford. It may well be that the gentleman never left London at all.", I
said, picking up the envelope and reexamining it.
"Let us give the letter and the envelope further study, Watson, over tea.
I'll summon Mrs. Hudson to bring it up straight away. This case is one
where we have been compelled to reason backwards from effects to
causes", I said as I walked to the door.
"As I remarked to Mr. Dodgson during his visit with us yesterday, this is
yet another exercise in solving a problem in which me must be able to
reason backward,", I said to Watson, as we poured over the curious
phases of the poem to discern the meaning of it.
"We must then begin from the beginning. It occurs to me that I did not
inquire with Wiggins as to how he came to deliver this letter me, rather
than the postman. Indeed, if the letter had been sent by the official post,
it would bear the stamp of the station at which it had been posted. As
there is no such stamp upon the envelope, it cannot have been posted
officially", I thought aloud.
"Since we have no clues as to the author of this cryptic missive, then let
us trace the steps backward from Baker Street to the place from which is
was sent", Watson suggested. "But where shall we begin? The
messenger who delivered it has gone, and surely the post master will
know nothing of it".
"Why then, let us send for young Wiggins. Perhaps he can provide us
with the missing information required to solve the puzzle. Let us ask
him from whom he received the message and what instruction he
received for delivering it to me", I said.
It was a simple matter to summon Wiggins. I merely through up the sash
of the window overlooking the street and whistled loudly. Within
moments one of the Baker Street Irregulars appeared beneath me in the
street. I shouted down my instruction to him that he was to find Wiggins
and bring him to me straight away. Within ten minutes both of the boys
appeared at the door of our apartment.
"Wiggins", I asked the boy, showing him the envelope to in order to
refresh is memory, "who was it that gave you this envelope to deliver to
me and what instruction did that person give to you regarding it?"
"The gentleman what give it to me was only as bit taller than I am
myself", he said, gesturing with his hand to show the height as being only
an inch more than his own. "He was dressed like a fine gentleman, all in
black, he was. And with a fine dark mustache. He asked me if I knowed
you, and when I says I did, he says I was to give you the letter to your
own hand, personal, and to none other. He says he would put a
twopence in my hand when I come back and he was sure I had done it.
He was good to his word, he was", said Wiggins producing the coin from
his pocket as proof of his story.
Wiggins was a lad of 10 or 11 years of age and stood little more than 5
feet in height! Surely the man in question must be a dwarf, or perhaps a
woman or boy dressed in a disguise.
"In what voice did this man address you, Wiggins? Could you judge
anything else about him from his speech or appearance?", I asked.
"He was a Scot. I'd lay my life to it, I would. He didn't speak much, just
that I was to deliver the envelope to you directly", said Wiggins
assertively.
I patted him on the head and gave him a twopence for his trouble.
Wiggins sped away with his companion and out of sight around the corner
at George Street. Although this information was of interest, it provided
neither Watson or I with any idea whatsoever as to the identity of the
mysterious person from whom Wiggins had received the envelope.
As we resumed our seats at the table to drink the tea Mrs. Hudson
provided for us, Watson carefully made a copy of the poem on two
separate sheets of paper, preserving the original, so that we could each
study it more thoroughly at our leisure. I also asked him to be kind
enough to make one addition copy, which I intended to send by dispatch
to my brother Mycroft, whom I was sure could lend invaluable assistance
in deciphering it.
"Breadth of view is one of the essentials of our profession. The interplay
of ideas and the oblique uses of knowledge are often of extraordinary
interest. That is precisely the reason that no single person is more ably
suited to assist us in our search than my dear brother Mycroft", I said to
Watson.
"Well Holmes", said Watson, pushing back his chair form the table at the
end of two hours spent making copies of the poem. "It was now
approaching the supper hour. Apart from the tea we had taken, we had
nothing to eat the whole day. I am famished!", he said.
"Quite so, my dear Watson, quite so. I beg your forgiveness for
absorbing your entire day in the pursuit of this trivial investigation. I fear
that I have nothing more pressing to investigate than the solution of an
enigmatic riddle, and have therefore, consumed time which might
ordinarily been applied in pursuit of solving a murder or an affair of state
worthy of our efforts", I said with disappointed resignation.
"Moreover, in spite of my grandiose self-assurances that reasoning
backward would lead to a logical resolution of the present mystery, we
are no closer to resolving this riddle than Alice at the table of the Mad
Hatter!", I said, rising from my chair to retrieve my coat and hat.
"Let us dine out this evening, Watson. It will be my pleasure to treat you
to your favorite meal, whatsoever you may choose", I said.
We descended the stair, hailed a passing hansom cab and set out into the
evening in search of epicurean sustenance.
CHAPTER 6: MY DEAR DIOGENES
We took our meal at Simpson's. It features a classic English menu and
white-vested formal waiters. It has been a part of the London scene since
1828, one of the few places that allows you to feel informally
comfortable in Victorian society, although reservations and a tie for
gentlemen are required. Rolling steamers of roast beef or lamb ready are
cut to one's specifications. Amid the gleaming crystal and old dark Adam
paneling, we were seated at a table looking down at the rushing stream of
life upon the Strand.
We exited the restaurant after a very fine meal with which we consumed
a bottle of French wine. We decided to take a short stroll before
returning to our quarters. Upon turning a corner of the street we were
accosted by a young boy who was selling papers. He held a small bundle
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