Arthur Conan Doyle
His Last Bow

Kharkiv
«Folioy
2021



THE ADVENTURE OF WISTERIA LODGE:

1. The Singular Experience
I of Mr. John Scott Eccles

find it recorded in my notebook that it was a bleak
and windy day towards the end of March in the year 1892.
Holmes had received a telegram while we sat at our lunch,
and he had scribbled a reply. He made no remark, but the
matter remained in his thoughts, for he stood in front of
the fire afterwards with a thoughtful face, smoking his pipe,
and casting an occasional glance at the message. Suddenly
he turned upon me with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes.

“I suppose, Watson, we must look upon you as a man of
letters,” said he. “How do you define the word ‘grotesque’?”

“Strange—remarkable,” | suggested.

He shook his head at my definition.

“There is surely something more than that,” said he;
“some underlying suggestion of the tragic and the terrible.
If you cast your mind back to some of those narratives with
which you have afflicted a long-suffering public, you will
recognise how often the grotesque has deepened into the
criminal. Think of that little affair of the red-headed men.
That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it ended
in a desperate attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was that
most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which led
straight to a murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on
the alert.”



“Have you it there?” I asked.
He read the telegram aloud.

“Have just had most incredible and grotesque
experience. May I consult you?

“Scott Eccles,

“Post Office, Charing Cross.”

“Man or woman?” I asked.

“Oh, man, of course. No woman would ever send a reply-
paid telegram. She would have come.”

“Will you see him?”

“My dear Watson, you know how bored I have been
since we locked up Colonel Carruthers. My mind is like
a racing engine, tearing itself to pieces because it is not
connected up with the work for which it was built. Life is
commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and romance
seem to have passed forever from the criminal world. Can
you ask me, then, whether I am ready to look into any new
problem, however trivial it may prove? But here, unless
[ am mistaken, is our client.”

A measured step was heard upon the stairs, and a moment
later a stout, tall, grey-whiskered and solemnly respectable
person was ushered into the room. His life history was
written in his heavy features and pompous manner. From
his spats to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a Conservative,
a churchman, a good citizen, orthodox and conventional to
the last degree. But some amazing experience had disturbed
his native composure and left its traces in his bristling hair,
his flushed, angry cheeks, and his flurried, excited manner.
He plunged instantly into his business.

“I have had a most singular and unpleasant experience,
Mr. Holmes,” said he. “Never in my life have I been placed
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Holmes and I had taken things for the night, and found
comfortable quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in the
company of the detective on our visit to Wisteria Lodge. [t was
a cold, dark March evening, with a sharp wind and a fine rain
beating upon our faces, a fit setting for the wild common over
which our road passed and the tragic goal to which it led us.

g 2. The Tiger of San Pedro

cold and melancholy walk of a couple of miles
brought us to a high wooden gate, which opened into
a gloomy avenue of chestnuts. The curved and shadowed
drive led us to a low, dark house, pitch-black against a slate-
coloured sky. From the front window upon the left of the
door there peeped a glimmer of a feeble light.

“There’s a constable in possession,” said Baynes. “I'll
knock at the window.” He stepped across the grass plot and
tapped with his hand on the pane. Through the fogged glass
I dimly saw a man spring up from a chair beside the fire,
and heard a sharp cry from within the room. An instant
later a white-faced, hard-breathing policeman had opened
the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand.

“What’s the matter, Walters?” asked Baynes sharply.

The man mopped his forehead with his handkerchief
and gave a long sigh of relief.

“I am glad you have come, sir. It has been a long evening,
and I don’t think my nerve is as good as it was.”

“Your nerve, Walters? | should not have thought you
had a nerve in your body.”

“Well, sir, it’s this lonely, silent house and the queer
thing in the kitchen. Then when you tapped at the window
[ thought it had come again.”
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town, and I learned from a casual reference that he had
visited the British Museum. Save for this one excursion, he
spent his days in long and often solitary walks, or in
chatting with a number of village gossips whose acquaintance
he had cultivated.

“I'm sure, Watson, a week in the country will be
invaluable to you,” he remarked. “It is very pleasant to see
the first green shoots upon the hedges and the catkins on
the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin box, and an
elementary book on botany, there are instructive days to
be spent.” He prowled about with this equipment himself,
but it was a poor show of plants which he would bring back
of an evening.

Occasionally in our rambles we came across Inspector
Baynes. His fat, red face wreathed itself in smiles and his
small eyes glittered as he greeted my companion. He said
little about the case, but from that little we gathered that
he also was not dissatisfied at the course of events. | must
admit, however, that | was somewhat surprised when,
some five days after the crime, | opened my morning paper
to find in large letters:

THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY
A SOLUTION
ARREST OF SUPPOSED ASSASSIN

Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when
[ read the headlines.

“By Jove!” he cried. “You don’t mean that Baynes has
got him?”

“Apparently,” said I as I read the following report:

“Great excitement was caused in Esher and the
neighbouring district when it was learned late last night
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE BRUCE-
PARTINGTON PLANS

In the third week of November, in the year 1895,
a dense yellow fog settled down upon London. From the
Monday to the Thursday I doubt whether it was ever
possible from our windows in Baker Street to see the loom
of the opposite houses. The first day Holmes had spent in
cross-indexing his huge book of references. The second and
third had been patiently occupied upon a subject which
he had recently made his hobby—the music of the Middle
Ages. But when, for the fourth time, after pushing back
our chairs from breakfast we saw the greasy, heavy brown
swirl still drifting past us and condensing in oily drops
upon the window-panes, my comrade’s impatient and
active nature could endure this drab existence no longer.
He paced restlessly about our sitting room in a fever of
suppressed energy, biting his nails, tapping the furniture,
and chafing against inaction.

“Nothing of interest in the paper, Watson?” he said.

I was aware that by anything of interest, Holmes
meant anything of criminal interest. There was the news
of a revolution, of a possible war, and of an impending
change of government; but these did not come within the
horizon of my companion. I could see nothing recorded
in the shape of crime which was not commonplace and
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