


























8o The Baker Strcet Journal

The only furnishings were a wooden table and two chairs which
stood near the wall to our right. We stopped short at this un-
expected turn of events, but only for a moment—Holmes’s voice
sounded through the wall on the left: “In here, Watson, in here!”

Crossing the room, we passed through a door into the front part
of the building, from where another doorway on our left opened
into a second room at the rear. It was here we found Holmes with
his revolver carefully trained on nine shabbily-dressed, sullen-
looking men who sat in two rows of chairs before him. “Good work,
Watson,” he said, and then to Baynes: “If you will be good enough
to take these gentlemen into custody, I believe you will put an
end to the remnants of organized German espionage in England.”

“Yes, I seem to recognize one or two of them,” the Inspector
replied, and added with a smile, “which is more than I can say
about you with that mustache and all. You are to be congratulated
on your accomplishment, Mr. Holmes.”

“To the contrary, Baynes. I have failed miserably. Due to my
bungling the biggest fish has escaped the net.”

“But you saw her come in here, Holmes,” I said. “Where did
she go?”

“She was here, Watson, but she made good her escape. How-
ever, it is not her to whom T refer.”

“Then there is a woman in this?” asked Baynes.

“There was,” my friend replied. “However, she is not of much
consequence.”

“Then who. . . .?” I began.

“The most sought-after man in Europe, I should say, Watson. I
had him . . . and he slipped through my fingers.”

“But you took the rest. How were he and the woman alone able
to get away?”

“Because of my own colossal stupidity, Watson. You see, the
rear part of this building was all one room when I arrived.” And
as we watched in astonishment Holmes pushed upon the wall which
separated us from the room into which we had originally entered,
and it swung rapidly upward to lie flat against the ceiling. “It has
been cleverly hinged and attached to a spring arrangement. They
were sitting at the table, apart from the rest of us; and when I was
called upon to properly identify myself and complied by drawing
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my revolver, one of them released a catch, the wall fell into place
between us, and they made off through the alley door.”

“Nonetheless, I should say you have done a magnificent piece of
work, Mr. Holmes,” Baynes said warmly. “My men will remove
your captives now; and I am sure Scotland Yard will remain for-
ever indebted to you.”

“It’s not good enough, Baynes. By rights our king-fish should
now be in your custody; instead, I am afraid he is beyond our
grasp.”

“He is still to be had, Sherlock,” said Mycroft Holmes from the
alley doorway.

My friend stood in shocked surprise for a moment and then,
swiftly crossing the room, he took his brother’s hand. “Where have
you been?” he asked, his voice clearly evidencing the immense
relief he felt.

“All in good time, Sherlock. If the chief decorator is to be ap-
prehended, we must hurry.” '

“You know where he is?”

“Precisely. On his way down the Thames on the freighter
Gladstone.”

“We can take a police boat at Westminster wharf,” suggested
Baynes.

“Capital!” Holmes exclaimed. “Let us be off]” -

As Baynes' car sped us to the wharf, Holmes related to his
brother his evening’s adventures, and then inquired of him with a
puzzled frown: “How did you pick up the trail after his escape?”

Mycroft smiled. “I drove him to the boat.”

“You drove him to the boat‘?” Holmes repeated incredulously.

“Exactly. You see, when the attentions of our German friends
forced my hasty retreat from the Diogenes Club and subsequent
disappearance, I decided that I might yet serve to advantage in
the role of cab-driver. You must agree, in view of my experience
in that vocation in connection with The Final Problem, that the
part was a natural one. It may also surprise you to learn that it was
I who drove the woman to the meeting place. That was how I hap-
pened to be waiting nearby when the two of them ran out of the
alley. She headed off in the opposite direction, but he jumped inte
my conveyance. I reached the docks just as the Gladstone was
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about to sail, and once I had scen him safely avoard I came back
after you. Ah! but here we are!”

We had arrived at our destination. The Inspector, Myecroft,
Sherlock, and myself boarded the police launch, the lines were
cast off, and we headed out into the current. We roared under the
long scries of bridges which span the Thames, past the West India
docks, and around the Isle of Dogs—just as 1lolmes and I, together
with Athelney Jones, had in 1887 pursued the launch Awrora,
bearing Jonathan Simall and the Agra treasure. My reminiscences
were cut short as Baynes announced that we had overtaken the
Gladstone, which hove to on our signal, and a few minutes later
the four of us, along with two stalwart constables, were climbing
over her rail.

“Where is the passenger you took on just before sailing?”
Baynes demanded of the Captain, who came forward to meet us.

“He just passed me heading for the stern,” was the reply.
“What’s he done?”

“Quite a good dcal,” Holmes tossed back over his shoulder as
he led the way to the after deck. There, struggling with the ropes
that secured a lifcboat, was a small man with his overcoat collar
turned up about his ears, who backed fearfully to the rail at our
approach.

“It’s he, all right!” cried Holmes triumphantly. “All together,
now! Take him!”

We closed quickly in on the cringing figure, and in the glare
of Baynes’ pocket torch I caught a fleeting glimpse of the ferocious
dark countenance of the man who, during the last decade, had
brought to the world misery and devastation without historical
precedent. The familiar mustache was gone, but there was no mis-
taking the face which had come to be so hated and feared by
countless millions. But as we were almost upon him he turned and,
climbing upon the rail, with a defiant laugh hurled hinself down
into the murky Thames.

IFor a moment a violent splashing reached our ears from below,

which gradually subsided until it was no longer discernible. At °

Baynes’ direction, the police launch conducted a thorough but
fruitless search of the surrounding waters, after which there could
be little doubt that a richly-deserved fate had at last been meted
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oul. “That, Watson,” said Sherlock Holmes, “marks an end to the
most terrible man in the world.”

Back at Baker Street somewhat later, Baynes and I were an
attentive audience as Iolmes and his brother discussed the fast-
moving events of the past several days.

“Evidently,” my friend said, “my arrival in London was noticed
—and was considered too opportune to be a coincidence.”

“So I should judge, Sherlock. Then, too, they couldn’t be sure
just how much you knew—or didn’t know. And I imagine it was
sending you the message here that occasioned my tribulations.”

“It was quite imperative,” Mycroft continued, “that nothing
interfere with their meeting. Not only was their late chief to be
assisted safely on his way to the Argentine, but, having shown his
fanatical associates that he still lived, he was to outline a compre-
hensive program of increased subversive activity.”

“You caught wind of their plans through the notice in the
Times?” Holmes inquired. '

“Word had reached me through several Continental channels,”
Mycroft answered, “so I had long known that something of the
sort was in the offing, but that told me the date. Luckily, after
working for months, Intelligence had just recently cracked the top
diplomatic code which was employed.”

“Really?” chuckled Holmes. “I solved it in a day.”

“But how did you learn of the message?” Mycroft asked.

“The ashes in your grate.” - .

“That was fortunate. I hadn’t counted on your finding them,
and I didn’t dare attempt to contact you. As it was, I knew when
I saw plumber Iiscott in the vicinity of the woman’s rooms this
afternoon that the two clues I left you had been sufficient and
that she would lead you to the rendezvous. And I felt certain that
the situation was safe in your hands from that point on.”

“You perhaps put too much faith in me, Mycroft. But for you,
the situation would be far from satisfactory at this moment. In
any case,” Holmes continued, “the course of action I adopted would
doubtless have had more favorable results than the best that
Scotland Yard could have done working from without. At times
a simple and bold procedure is the most effective.”

I could contain my patience no longer. “But how did Myecroft’s
clues bear on this matter?”’ I demanded. “Who is Phillip Phot?
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What did that sentence in the speech and the code message mean?
And who is the woman who escaped?”

“One at a time, Watson,” my friend laughed. “One at a time.”
And as Baynes and I listened cagerly, Holmes began his ex-
planation.

“A great deal of credit for the solution belongs to you, Watson.
It was your timely remark this morning that shed the first light
upon this dark business. You recall what it was?”

“Only ‘Phil Phot,” Holmes.”

“That was it, old fellow. Spelled differently, it held the key to
the entire mystery. You are familiar with the word f-y-l-f-o-t?”

I shook my head, but Baynes had the answer. “It means
swastika, Mr. Holmes!” he exclaimed. :

“Iixactly, Baynes. And with that knowledge, Myecroft’s worthy

sentiment, Our first thought must be perfect unity, became clear.
That was the woman, Watson—Unily, the perfect Nordic beauty.
Appropriately enough, in view of her past international connec-
tions, her second name is Valkyrie. She is still at large, but I think
there 1s little cause for concern. Our friend Langdale Pike supplied
her address, which my index lacked. And her interest in the Tumes
notice suggested a singular interpretation of its wording.”

“The interior dccorators you mean, Holmes?”

“Precisely, Watson. When I considered that an interior decora-
tor could well be a paper-hanger, I had little difficulty in guessing
the identity of the big game to which Myecroft had referred.

“And now,” said Holmes, reaching for the gasogene, “the second
east wind has about subsided. Ve nced hardly worry, but God grant
there may never be another.”
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The Greck Interpreters of East Lansing
Correspondénce: Donald A. Yates, Melas., 324 Morrill Hall,
Michigan State University, East Lansing, Mich.

The Greek Interpreters of East Lansing are. indeed. back
from Reichenbach. Originally formed in 194l by Page Hel-
denbrand as the first of the college Scions, the group
subsequently disbanded in the natural sequence of events.
Only within the past few months has the Scion been reformed
and restored to its place in the schems of thiness.

The Melas represented the group at the B. S. I. dinner
at Cavansgh's in Junuary - an occasionsl wemoruble for many
good and lastine reunsons, not the leust, of which was that
appropriate contacts led to the discovery of two members-
in-hidine within the limits of East Lansing. The Inter-
preters now include Salem, Selma, Lames and Melsa — a mem—
bership to which it would be agreeable to add should there
be qualified, unattached Sharlockians in the area.

Inauguration festivities are planned for spring.
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The Greck Interpreters of Fast lansing
Correspondence: Donald A. Yates, Melas,
324 Morrill Hall, Michigan State U., Fast lLansing, Mich.

On Deceember 14th the Greck Interpreters gathered for
the second time this year at BDrauer's 1861 louse to pay
respects to Buker Strect. The pleasures and erudition
of our April inauguration dinner were revived and re-
doubled during this memorable soirée. ‘The lnterpreters
were joined on this occasion by their wives who, far
from fading with awe at the show of wit and knowledge,
joined in and contributed to the cvening's discussion.
(Consequences: how to kecp them away next time?)

The evening'’s text was the lound, which virtually all
the membership had studied most diligently. Only one
challenge went unanswered: “what were the words leading
up to the expression 'the’ Baker Strect collection'?2"
While the Interpreters were not impaled in the manner of
Stapleton, they did pale a bit and were similarly stuck.

Salem George Hough, author of a valuable monograph on
“"The Journalistic Holmes", delivered at our April meet-
ing, startled the 1861 clicntele and dazzled the lnter-
preters by arriving crowned with a handsome fore-and-aft.
Thereafter the membership could not be restralned.
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and
Volume 17, Number 3 (New Series)
September, 1967

Yhe Beion Bocieties

THE GHEFK INTERPRETERS OF EAST LANSING
Correspondence: Donald A. Yates, Melas,
324 Morrill Hall, Michigan State U.,, East Lansing, Mich.

The Interpreters gathered together once more on a Wed-
nesday—February 21, this one—~in the Jeff Davis Room of
Brauer's 1861 House to pay homage to Baker Street. At-
tendance was cut down by a bad snowstorm, but the atmos-
phere was genial as cver and uncommonly cozy. Around our
prized holograph MS, of "221B" and an excellent photo-
graph of its author, Vincent Starrett, the Interpreters
chatted into the evening and eventually closed the place.
The next mecting, to he held in late May, should be well-
attended. We are planning to give it wide publicity in
the hopes of routing out the dozens of Sherlockians in -
hiding in the vicinity of central Michigan. Readers of"
this page are invited to join in the search.

THE GREEK INTEWRPRETER3 OF EAST LANS ING

Correapondence: James Stokeley, Selma,
Dept. of Journalism, Michigan State Univ., E. lansing.

On 24 May the Interpreters gathered for the second
time this year at the accustémed private room of Brauer’s
186 1 House in Lansing. Atterdance wam augmented by the
presence of the members' spouses and another female, Mim
Susan Ohlseon, graduate student at Michigan State Univer-
sity. Miass Ohlson presented a auccinct monograph enti-
tled "Who Was Sherlock Holmes?" which was well received
by her audience, despite certain recurring inaccuracies
centering on the person of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

The Melas, as usual, insulted the intelligence of the
membership with a quiz—this time entitled "The Adverhial
llolmes,” a Canonical caper inspired by the “Tom Swifties"
of a few seasons hack. Honours in this department went
to quick-witted Salem George Hough.



The Baker Street Journal
Volume 17, Number 2 (New Series)
June, 1967

TIE GREEK INTERPRETERS OF EAST LANSING

Correspondence: NDonald A. Yates, Melis,
154 Owen llall, Michigan State Univ., East lansing, Mich.

The Interpreters gathered auspiciously on Friday the
thirteenth of January at Brauer's 1861 House in Lansing.
A diahonlical quiz fashioned by the Melas frustrated and
angered all present (including the two new diataff visi-
tors to the group—a pair of MSU coeds) during the pre-
prandial period. An appropriate award for top perform-
ance on this test, "The Titular llolmes," went to Dr.
James Stokeley of the MSU Department of Journalism, who
harely nosed out Dr. George A. llough III of the same
department.

Miss Susan Ohlson rendered homage to llolmes by pre-
senting her own English translation of a Holmes pastiche
written in French by Paul Rebout and Charles Muller and
published in their hook, A la manibére de ....

The Melas led a discussion of the peculiar signifi-
cance of the number 13 in the Canon, especially in the
Return, which is, of course, the only volume which con-
tains thirteen storiea. Aspiring Interpreter Ohlson bas
promised a properly studious and documented report on
the suhject for the next meeting of the group.

Festivities ended when Interpreter Hough donned his
deerstalker and stalked home. At any rate, he drove off
with the two coeds.
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THE GREEK INTERPRETERS

of East Lansing

Correspondence: Dr. Donald A. Yates, Mclas
537 Wells Hali, Michigan State University
East Lansing, Michigan 48824

On 23 October the Interpreters hosted an unprecedented midwest regional meeting of
Sherlockian societies. The Melas carried the colours of the formerly most active Amateur
Mendicant Society of Detroit; four emissaries of Hugo's Companions and the Criterion Club
journeyed to East Lansing from Chicago: seven representatives of the newly formed group
tentatively called the Arcadia Mixture made the trip from Ann Arbor: and local Interpreters and
guests raised the total atiendance to a rccord of forty souls. The program cenfered on the
controversial account of the Musgrave Ritual. on which four after-dinner speakers based their
illuminating remarks. The promising future of the new Ann Arbor sociely was manifested to all
when both top prizes for performance on a Musgrave quiz went to Arcadians. The Greek
Interpreters will celebrate their thirtieth anniversary in April of next year.




Membership Cards for the
Greek Interpreters
designed by Donald A. Yates

- The Greek Interpreters
(s of East Lansing

E it known by these presents that

having demonstrated commendable pro-
ficiency in matters related to the Holmesian
Canon, has been elected and duly inscribed as
a member in good standing of the Sherlockian
academic scion — o« EAAqgrikor epunrecs.

Anno Holmesii Melas

af's The Greek Interpreters
/."' of East Lansing
P4

E it known by these presents that

is to be recognized, when in the environs
of East Lansing, as the Unidentified Correspondent
from Buda-Pesth, and, in consequence thereof,
is to enjoy all of the rights and privileges of the
noble fellowship of ot EX\yvikot epunres.

Anno Holmesii Meclas
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THE GREEK INTERPRETERS

of East Lansing, Michigan

Correspondence: Erik Beckman, Life Preszrver

School of Criminal Justice
560 Baker Hall

Michigan State University
East Lansing, MI 48824

With the aid more of brandy than of
ammonia, The Greek Interpreters were
resuscitated on 17 January 1984 from the
long period of quiescence occasioned by the

Michigan State University School of
Criminal Justice, discuss *Forensic Science
from Holmes to the Present.” He concluded
that the current practice of divorcing the
procedures of forensic science from on-the-
scene crime investigation has worked to the
detriment of detection. Hoimes, as scientist
and investigator rolled into one, possessed
some distinct advantages. Ralph Turner
reported succinctly on the B.S.I. dinner in
New York, and a fiendish crossword puzzle
on The Abbey Grange, concocted by
Thorneycroft Huxtable (for whose true

departure of their *“Melas,” Donald Yates, to
relocate in California. Twenty-seven
n...nbers gathered at the Village Market to
hear guest speaker Jay Siegel, of the

identity the world is not yet prepared), was
won by Etta Abrahams.

This meeting also saw the installment of
new officers. It was agreed that only Don
Yates could ever be “Melas,” and that the
title would have to be retired with his
departure. Erik Beckman, who took the
leading rdle in organising this rejuvenation
meeting, was dubbed the “‘Life Preserver,”
and Howard Brody, who had failed to
organise a meeting for over a year, was
appropriately named * Foulest Antecedent.”










