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To Sherlock Holmes she is always
the woman. I have seldom heard
him mention her under any other
name. In his eyes she eclipses and
predominates the whole of her sex.
It was not that he felt any emotion
akin to love for Irene Adler. All
emotions, and that one particularly,
were abhorrent to his cold, precise
but admirably balanced mind. He
was, I take it, the most perfect rea‐
soning and observing machine that
the world has seen, but as a lover
he would have placed himself in a
false position. He never spoke of
the softer passions, save with a
gibe and a sneer. They were ad‐
mirable things for the observer—
excellent for drawing the veil from
men’s motives and actions. But for
the trained reasoner to admit such
intrusions into his own delicate and
finely adjusted temperament was to
introduce a distracting factor which
might throw a doubt upon all his
mental results. Grit in a sensitive
instrument, or a crack in one of his
own high-power lenses, would not
be more disturbing than a strong
emotion in a nature such as his.
And yet there was but one woman
to him, and that woman was the
late Irene Adler, of dubious and
questionable memory.

I had seen little of Holmes lately.
My marriage had drifted us away
from each other. My own complete
happiness, and the home-centred
interests which rise up around the
man who first finds himself master
of his own establishment, were suf‐
ficient to absorb all my attention,
while Holmes, who loathed every
form of society with his whole
Bohemian soul, remained in our
lodgings in Baker Street, buried
among his old books, and alternat‐
ing from week to week between
cocaine and ambition, the drowsi‐
ness of the drug, and the fierce en‐
ergy of his own keen nature. He
was still, as ever, deeply attracted
by the study of crime, and occu‐
pied his immense faculties and ex‐
traordinary powers of observation
in following out those clues, and
clearing up those mysteries which
had been abandoned as hopeless by
the official police. From time to
time I heard some vague account of
his doings: of his summons to
Odessa in the case of the Trepoff
murder, of his clearing up of the
singular tragedy of the Atkinson
brothers at Trincomalee, and fi‐
nally of the mission which he had
accomplished so delicately and
successfully for the reigning family
of Holland. Beyond these signs of
his activity, however, which I

merely shared with all the readers
of the daily press, I knew little of
my former friend and companion.

One night—it was on the twentieth
of March, 1888—I was returning
from a journey to a patient (for I
had now returned to civil practice),
when my way led me through
Baker Street. As I passed the well-
remembered door, which must al‐
ways be associated in my mind
with my wooing, and with the dark
incidents of the Study in Scarlet, I
was seized with a keen desire to
see Holmes again, and to know
how he was employing his extraor‐
dinary powers. His rooms were
brilliantly lit, and, even as I looked
up, I saw his tall, spare figure pass
twice in a dark silhouette against
the blind. He was pacing the room
swiftly, eagerly, with his head sunk
upon his chest and his hands
clasped behind him. To me, who
knew his every mood and habit, his
attitude and manner told their own
story. He was at work again. He
had risen out of his drug-created
dreams and was hot upon the scent
of some new problem. I rang the
bell and was shown up to the
chamber which had formerly been
in part my own.

— Continued tomorrow.
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WORD OF THE DAY

Epistolary – adj. of or told in letters. Keep it:
this sheet is one. Hand a copy to someone who
will use the word by supper.

ON THIS  DAY

Sept. 12, 1846 – poets Robert Browning and
Elizabeth Barrett marry in secret at St
Marylebone, London, then leave for Italy.
(Public record.)

HOUSEHOLD TIP

Before the morning post: wipe the lamp
chimney, then the table. Clean glass first;
crumbs after. Order is half the calm.

WEATHER BOX

Fine to foul. Carry a handkerchief. If the sky
sulks, so may you—briefly.

THE GOPHER

I am taken from a mine, and shut up in a
wooden case, from which I am never released,
and yet I am used by almost everybody. What
am I?

Answer prints in a later sheet.

LETTER TO THE EDITOR

Sir,—Your Day 1 arrived before the toast. I
read it standing. That is praise enough.

– A Constant Reader

EARLIER CIPHER

(Day 0 had none.) Later sheets: answers print
here.

CLASSIFIEDS

WANTED – One reliable cat to judge drafts.
Apply at the scullery; references optional;
whiskers required.

LOST – A sense of hurry, last seen near the
kettle. Finder may keep it.

FOR SALE – Opinions, lightly used. Buyer
collect; no returns.

Get tomorrow's sheet.

SCAN TO JOIN

Fine Print — oldfashionedprints.com
— Public-domain serial text; not
affiliated with the Doyle estate beyond
PD works.

"The only way to have a friend is to be one." — Emerson

THE CAT KNOWS.


