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PART 1
Being a reprint from the reminiscences

of John H. Watson, M.D.,
late of the Army Medical Department

Chapter I
MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES

In the year 1878 I took my degree of Doctor of
Medicine of the University of London, and proceeded to
Netley to go through the course prescribed for surgeons
in the army. Having completed my studies there, [ was
duly attached to the Fifth Northumberland Fusiliers as
Assistant Surgeon. The regiment was stationed in India
at the time, and before I could join it, the second Afghan
war had broken out. On landing at Bombay, I learned
that my corps had advanced through the passes, and was
already deep in the enemy’s country. I followed, however,
with many other officers who were in the same situation
as myself, and succeeded in reaching Candahar in safety,
where I found my regiment, and at once entered upon
my new duties.

The campaign brought honours and promotion to
many, but for me it had nothing but misfortune and
disaster. I was removed from my brigade and attached
to the Berkshires, with whom I served at the fatal battle
of Maiwand. There I was struck on the shoulder by
a Jezail bullet, which shattered the bone and grazed the
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subclavian artery. [ should have fallen into the hands of
the murderous Ghazis had it not been for the devotion
and courage shown by Murray, my orderly, who threw
me across a pack-horse, and succeeded in bringing me
safely to the British lines.

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

[ 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
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money as | had, considerably more freely than I ought.
So alarming did the state of my finances become, that
I soon realized that I must either leave the metropolis
and rusticate somewhere in the country, or that I must
make a complete alteration in my style of living. Choosing
the latter alternative, I began by making up my mind to
leave the hotel, and to take up my quarters in some less
pretentious and less expensive domicile.

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

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

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

“Poor devil!” he said, commiseratingly, after he had
listened to my misfortunes. “What are you up to now?”
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Chapter Il
THE SCIENCE OF DEDUCTION

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

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

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

The reader may set me down as a hopeless busybody,
when I confess how much this man stimulated my curiosity,
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PART II
The Country of the Saints

Chapter I
ON THE GREAT ALKALI PLAIN

I n the central portion of the great North American
Continent there lies an arid and repulsive desert, which
for many a long year served as a barrier against the
advance of civilisation. From the Sierra Nevada to Nebraska,
and from the Yellowstone River in the north to the
Colorado upon the south, is a region of desolation and
silence. Nor is Nature always in one mood throughout
this grim district. It comprises snow-capped and lofty
mountains, and dark and gloomy valleys. There are swift-
flowing rivers which dash through jagged canyons; and
there are enormous plains, which in winter are white
with snow, and in summer are grey with the saline
alkali dust. They all preserve, however, the common
characteristics of barrenness, inhospitality, and misery.

There are no inhabitants of this land of despair.
A band of Pawnees or of Blackfeet may occasionally
traverse it in order to reach other hunting grounds, but
the hardiest of the braves are glad to lose sight of those
awesome plains, and to find themselves once more upon
their prairies. The coyote skulks among the scrub, the
buzzard flaps heavily through the air, and the clumsy
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grizzly bear lumbers through the dark ravines, and picks
up such sustenance as it can amongst the rocks. These
are the sole dwellers in the wilderness.

In the whole world there can be no more dreary view
than that from the northern slope of the Sierra Blanco.
As far as the eye can reach stretches the great flat plain
land, all dusted over with patches of alkali, and intersected
by clumps of the dwarfish chaparral bushes. On the
extreme verge of the horizon lie a long chain of mountain
peaks, with their rugged summits flecked with snow. In
this great stretch of country there is no sign of life, nor
of anything appertaining to life. There is no bird in the
steel-blue heaven, no movement upon the dull, grey
earth—above all, there is absolute silence. Listen as one
may, there is no shadow of a sound in all that mighty
wilderness; nothing but silence—complete and heart-
subduing silence.

It has been said there is nothing appertaining to life
upon the broad plain. That is hardly true. Looking down
from the Sierra Blanco, one sees a pathway traced out
across the desert, which winds away and is lost in the
extreme distance. It is rutted with wheels and trodden
down by the feet of many adventurers. Here and there
there are scattered white objects which glisten in the
sun, and stand out against the dull deposit of alkali.
Approach, and examine them! They are bones: some
large and coarse, others smaller and more delicate. The
former have belonged to oxen, and the latter to men. For
fifteen hundred miles one may trace this ghastly caravan
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