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Stanger’s Corner

This is the second issue of  the 
latest incarnation of  the Vermissa 

Herald. I do hope you have had a 
chance to enjoy our previous issue. 

2019 will mark the 75th anniversary 
of  the first meeting of  the Scowrers. 
Although that is another year away, in 
honor of  this anniversary each of  the 
next few issues will feature a look back 
at one or more events in our society’s 
history.  I would like to hear from any 
members who would care to share their 
memories of  Scowrers’ special events, 
particularly from the earlier years.

Just to jog a few memories, the 
Scowrers hosted three Sherlockian 
seminars at Stanford University; 
several “Silver Blaze” races at Bay 
Meadows Racetrack; “The Scowrers’ 
Inn and Gaming Parlor” as well as 
hosting many notable Sherlockians 
at our dinners. Those of  us that were 
lucky enough to participate will never 
forget the dinner with the Napa Valley 
Napoleons at the C.I.A. (That is the 
Culinary Institute of  America, not the 
firm in Washington D.C. that uses the 
same initials.)

There have also been events such as 
the staging of  the “filk opera” “Hatty,” 
written by Karen Anderson and based 
on “The Adventure of  the Noble 
Bachelor,” and the performances of  
several radio plays. Of  course, we 
would not be true to our calling if  we 
did not have the occasional murder 
mystery at the dinner. I remember 
well the “Murder of  Brother Alan 

Addlestone” and the corpse that 
wouldn’t stop talking. He wanted to 
solve his own murder and criticized 
the Pinkerton agent in charge of  the 
investigation.

It is unfortunate that we will have only 
a few issues to delve into the stories 
before our anniversary. The Scowrers 
have such a rich history that I regret 
I will only be able to select so few of  
these past events to report prior to 
the anniversary. Those events that do 
appear will not necessarily mean that 
others are less memorable or deserving. 
Nor, will there be any particular order 
to the publishing of  these stories, by 
date or importance. They will simply 
represent what is readily at hand. So, 
if  you have a memory to share, or a 
suggestion for an event to research in 
the archives, send it to:

Editor James Stanger
C/O Ron White
9289 Skyway, Space 64
Paradise, CA 95969

Or email it to:

rswhite221@sbcglobal.net

Now to the issue at hand. We begin 
this issue with Bruce Dettman’s article, 
“Return to the Fold,” which recalls his 
early years with the Scowrers. I do hope 
that other Sherlockians will share their 
introduction into the world of  Holmes 
and Watson.

Following Bruce’s article, we travel 
abroad with Marsha and David Pollak 
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as they travel through Australia and 
New Zealand, rediscovering Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle’s Tour from 1920. This 
paper was originally presented before 
the Scowrers’ at the August 2017, 
meeting. It has been adapted by the 
author to be presented here without the 
numerous illustrations that were seen at 
the meeting.

That is another incentive to attend the 
meetings. Although these articles do 
stand on their own, the accompanying 
illustrations and the chance to interact 
with the authors adds to the entire 
experience. 

In our next issue we plan to continue  
following Sir Arthur’s travels with a look 
at his visit to San Francisco in 1923.  
This article revisits a presentation that 
was given before the Scowrers in 1993, 
25 years ago.

The next article is a review by Bruce 
Dettman of  the recently released book 
From Holmes to Sherlock by Mattias 
Bostrom. It is my hope that reviews of  
films and books can become a regular 
feature of  the Herald.

Our first “Looking Back” involves the 
December 1986 issue of  Smithsonian 
magazine. In addition to a look 
at the article regarding the (then) 
upcoming 100th anniversary of  the 
first appearance of  Sherlock Holmes, 
and the various followings that have 
developed, the article features several 
prominent Sherlockians, the late John 
Bennett Shaw among them. 

We have reproduced a photo from that 
article. This photo involves a number 

of  Bay Area Sherlockians, twenty-
three to be precise. There is a version 
of  the photo that shows more people. 
However, I am unable to locate that 
version at this time, and this is the 
crop that appeared in the magazine. 
The question is, “how many of  these 
faces can you identify?”  Email your 
identifications to editor Stanger and the 
person with the most correct answers 
will be named in the next issue.

Finally, Cade has provided a unique 
quiz. As I look it over I realize it will 
take me a while to come up with the 
answers. How will you do? Email your 
answers to Cade and the winner with 
the most correct answers will be named 
in the next issue. her email address is 
listed at the end of  the quiz.

So, we come to the end of  another issue 
and begin work on the next. And here 
I will make my usual request. If  you 
have a paper that has been presented 
before the Scowrers, or have an article 
or review that you would like to see 
published here, please email it to:

rswhite221@sbcglobal.net

or snail mail:

Editor Stanger
C/O Ron White
9289 Skyway, Spc 64
Paradise, CA 95969

Until next time:

Confusion To The Pinkertons!

 ------  James Stanger 
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If  the old adage of  time flying by 
had never significantly resonated 

with me before, it certainly struck me 
with gale-force-like impact last year 
when I attended my first meeting in 
over forty years of  the San Francisco 
Sherlockian group, the Scowrers and 
Molly Maguires, 

Back in 1965 I was only in my mid teens 
when I first met with this august body 
of  Sherlock Holmes aficionados. There 
were no desk-top computers in those 
days much less laptops and cell phones, 
the Beatles owned pop music, Johnny 
Carson reigned supreme on late night 
TV, the Viet Nam War was ratcheting 
up and Lyndon Johnson was ensconced 
in the Oval Office testing the elasticity 
of  canine ears. On the personal ledger 
of  things, I was a sophomore in high 
school -- which I admittedly loathed for 
a myriad of  reasons -- and desperately 
in need of  something to latch onto 
unrelated to school or my generation. 
And this is precisely what I would 
ultimately find via my burgeoning 
interest in Sherlock Holmes.  Holmes 
had nothing to do with the real world. 
Holmes was gaslight-marinated 
cobblestone streets, danger lurking in 
fog drenched alleyways, ingenious and 
deadly criminals, challenging who and 
whydunits set against a long-lapsed 
Victorian universe and most of  all an 
absolutely fascinating lead character, 
the likes of  which I had never before 
encountered. 

I was first introduced to the existence 
of  the Scowrers thanks to a local radio 
show I tuned in one Saturday night. 
The host was conducting an interview 
with Dean Dickensheet, the Society’s 
Harroway at the time, regarding the 
group’s recent published anthology 
West by One and by One.  In the 
course of  the interview Dickensheet 
mentioned that there was no 
qualification for joining the Scowrers 
beyond a sincere interest in Holmes. 
Up to that point I had first read a 
large collection of  the stories titled A 
Treasury of Sherlock Holmes and 
subsequently graduated to the two-
volume standard Doubleday edition 
of  the complete stories. I was, as they 
say, hooked.   I therefore -- with a 
pronounced timidity combined with 
a certain naive resolve -- called Dean 
who after a lengthy discussion invited 
my friend Michael Bedford, also a 
nascent Sherlockinan, along with me 
to his apartment in San Francisco, 
the first of  many such visits where we 
discussed Holmes and viewed Dean’s 
extensive collection of  Sherlockian 
works. Shortly after this I attended my 
first Scowrers meeting.

The January venue for this was an 
upscale Italian restaurant in North 
Beach, Veneto’s, long defunct. There 
must have been a hundred attendees 
present, most  decked out in their 
impressive finery, a few topping off 
their business suits with deerstalkers, 
one or two ladies attired in starchy 

Returning to the Fold
by

Bruce Dettman
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Victorian garb.  The clinking of  wine 
classes, laughter and what sounded 
like pithy banter marinated the room. 
I couldn’t have felt more out of  place 
were I brown shoes with a tuxedo but 
I was impressed and intrigued as well.

My discomfort thankfully didn’t last 
long. The Sherlockian community, 
both those I had met that long ago 
evening and other notables who 
I corresponded with and met on 
subsequent occasions over the next 
few years when my interest in all 
things Holmes was so rabid, proved 
to be nearly always congenial, friendly 
and generous both with their time 
and profound willingness to help me 
with my growing collection of  books, 
magazines and motion picture material 
connected to the great detective. Some 
of  the most respected Sherlockians of  
that era, men like Julian Wolfe, the then 
editor of  the Baker Street Journal, 
Nathan Bengis, James Keddie, Peter 
Blau, John Bennett Shaw and Luther 
Norris lent me great support and 
assistance. One of  the thrills of  my 
life was being invited to lunch with Bill 
Baring-Gould just prior to his magnum 
opus, The Annotated Sherlock Holmes 
being released. Bill couldn’t have been 
nicer or more encouraging about my 
pastime. 

For nearly five years I immersed 
myself  in Holmes nearly to the 
exclusion of  everything else, my 
school studies included. How, after 
all, could studying for an algebra test 
or learning the dates of   the Magna 
Carta, naming Columbus’ Three ships 
or knowing who Ponce De Leon was 
seriously compete with a giant killer 

dog roaming the moors of  Dartmoor, 
a dart-firing pygmy or a stepfather 
with a poisonous snake for a pet. The 
answer was they couldn’t. My grades 
plummeted but quite honestly I didn’t 
care much. 

Mike Bedford and I even put together 
a booklet on the weapons in the Canon 
published by Luther Norris. Little 
did my high school English teacher 
imagine that while she was giving me 
sub-par marks on my compositions on 
Robert Frost or Carl Sandberg I was 
being reviewed in the New York Times 
Book section.  She was rather elderly 
though and I never revealed this to her. 
Might have given her a heart attack.

The Scowrers meetings, however, 
remained the high points of  the 
Sherlockian calendar, gala affairs, 
always well attended, sparkling with 
energy, rich in camaraderie and alive 
with good fellowship. 

There was always an extended pre-
meeting period where people could 
roam around the room and either 
make new acquaintances or resume old 
ones. Mike and I were -- particularly 
in the early days-- too cautious and 
gun shy to make the rounds but many 
people -- I remember in particular Bill 
Berner, Herbert Eaton, Bob Steele, 
Jim Angel, Ray DeGroat, Ted Shultz 
-- approaching us and making us feel 
very much welcome and at home. 
Sometimes Luther Norris would fly up 
from the Southland and regale Mike 
and I with his association with Dashiell 
Hammett during WWII. Meanwhile,  
from a safe and insulated distance I 
would watch Anthony Boucher and 
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Poul Anderson, who I knew from their 
books, particularly Boucher’s Case 
of the Baker Street Irregulars and 
Anderson’s science-fiction novel The 
High Crusade, both favorites of  mine. 
I wanted to meet them, of  course, 
but it took a few meetings to work up 
the required nerve and bravado to 
approach them, particularly Boucher 
who was, to say the very least, an 
intimidating presence. I can still see 
the well-known novelist, short story 
writer and book and music critic, 
standing at the head of  the long table, 
always in a bow tie, delivering his toast 
to Irene Adler just as I can hear Poul 
Anderson doing one of  his on the spot 
translations of  some recent Norwegian 
piece on Holmes.

There were particular events that 
I recall from that era as well.  These 
included several pre-release viewings 
of  films such as A Study in Terror 
and The Private Life of Sherlock 
Holmes at special downtown 
screening rooms as well as a large 
group gathering in Berkley to take in 
a recently uncovered Arthur Wontner 
print of  The Triumph of Sherlock 
Holmes, an event which allowed me 
the pleasure of  meeting the visiting 
Peter Blau.  Another occasion I 
vividly recall was a special luncheon 
attended by John Bennett Shaw as 

well as America’s then best known 
and respected editor and critic of  
the detective and mystery genre, 
Mr. Howard Haycraft. Mr. Haycraft 
generously presented all those in 
attendance with a beautiful hardbound 
edition of  some of  the Holmes stories 
that he had written an introduction for, 
autographed, of  course. At one point 
I somehow managed to corner him 
to discuss John Dickson Carr and his 
alter ego Carter Dickson. It was a bit 
thrill for me because at the time I was 
gradually attempting to read my way 
through his famous list of  the hundred 
most famous mystery novels of  all time.

Despite my schooling suffering I have 
never regretted the intense enjoyment 
and wonderful memories I have of  
this time in my life. While many of  my 
contemporaries were heading towards 
Haight Ashbury, I was infinitely more 
pleased to be residing in Baker Street. 

It was a detour in my life that I have 
never regretted or questioned.

It gave me wonderful friendships, 
marvelous camaraderie and terrific 
memories not to mention the intimate 
acquaintance of  the world’s greatest 
consulting detective. 

I must say, it’s nice to be back.
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In 1920 Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and 
family went to Australia and New   

Zealand where he lectured extensively 
on Spiritualism.

Almost 100 years later the Pollaks     
followed.  Although David and I didn’t 
quite follow in Doyle’s footsteps, there 
was some overlap.  As a result, what 
comes next are some stories and photos 
of  his journey and ours in Melbourne, 
Sydney, Auckland, and Wellington.

As a young man, Conan Doyle was 
fascinated by spiritualism, but after 
World War I and the death of  his son 
Kingsley, he became more attracted to 
spiritualism and pursued it.  He wrote 
and gave lectures across Britain, but 
he came to believe he needed to carry 
his message further.  And then the 
invitation to go to Australia arrived.

It was a long, 6-week voyage on the 
SS Naldera, a new P&O ship built 
specifically for the London to Sydney 
run.  P & O, by the way, stands for 
Peninsular and Oriental Steam 
Navigation Company. The entire 
family went:  his wife, Jean; their three 
children, Denis (11), Adrian (9) and 
Jean (7); a maid named Jakeman; and 
his friend and secretary, Major Wood.  
Doyle was over sixty, as were we.  Our 
voyage was a 13 + hour flight, still long 
enough.

Doyle began writing an account of  his 
journey on the Naldera which came to 
be The Wanderings of  a Spiritualist.  
In a letter to his mother written 
onboard on September 17, 1920, he 
said: “I want work.  I have begun a 
book upon our adventures which will 
at least be unlike any other book ever 
written, for no one has written a book 
of  travel from the Spiritual rather than 
the Material point of  view.  I am not 
interested in buildings & parks but in 
men’s minds and souls.”

After giving three successful lectures in 
Adelaide, his first stop, they left early in 
October for Melbourne.  We arrived 
there in late February. 

After an overnight train ride, Doyle 
arrived at the Southern Cross station 
and was greeted with flowers from 
a few stalwart people.  He and his 
family drove to The Menzies Hotel, 
140 William Street, described as one 
of  the world’s foremost and finest.  
Unfortunately, it was destroyed in 1969, 
and when we made our way to the site, 
we found a plaza, marked by public art. 
When we went inside the current office 
building, we found one company of  
interest listed on the directory: Doyles 
Construction Lawyers.

They stayed a few days at the Menzies 
before moving on to the near-by suburb 

Doyle Down Under
Paper presented for the Scowrers and Molly Maguires

August 19, 2017
Adapted for the Herald and without pictures

by 
Marsha Pollak
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of  St. Kilda for five weeks.  We took 
the tram out to St. Kilda’s and walked 
along the beach as Doyle must have 
done. The St. Kilda Pier and Pavilion 
were built in 1904.

Doyle and family explored Melbourne 
and likened it to Edinburgh, as both 
are near the sea and have beautiful 
hills. He did say the public statues 
were more solid than impressive, 
and cited the best one to be that of  
Burks and Wills, the first explorers to 
cross Australia from South to North.  
However, he noted there was no 
identification on the statue naming the 
explorers.  Before leaving Melbourne 
Doyle appealed in the press to have this 
rectified.  Ultimately, it was.

During their stay, the Doyles were 
entertained with lunches and attended 
several functions at Government 
House, including a dinner where he 
showed his fairy portraits and other 
psychic photographs.  Government 
House is only open to the public twice 
a year, and we weren’t there those 
days. We could see it though from the 
Botanic Gardens as we are peeking 
through the foliage. 

Doyle stated that he spent such spare 
time as he had in the Melbourne 
Botanic Gardens, and we spent an 
afternoon there as well.  Doyle said 
it was “absolutely the most beautiful 
place that I have ever seen… where 
flowers, shrubs, large trees and 
stretches of  water are combined in an 
extraordinary harmony.”

His last lecture in Melbourne was at 

the Town Hall on November 12, 1920. 
Doyle said it was a great meeting. He 
spoke for over two hours, and showed 
some of  his photographs.  The local 
media had been very antagonistic to his 
visit, and he addressed that too.  Even 
before he arrived, the newspaper, The 
Argus, had stated he was an emissary of  
the devil.  Doyle didn’t mind that, but 
he did mind that the paper would not 
publish a word of  what he said.  The 
audience however, was very supportive 
and sympathetic. 

We were able to take a tour of  the Town 
Hall and see the auditorium where 
Doyle spoke, and we found a photo of  
him standing on the same stage.

They left the next day, November 13, 
1920 for Sydney, New South Wales, 
an 18-hour train ride.  Ours was a 1½ 
hour flight. Doyle reported that they 
had a “wonderful reception at Sydney.”  
A local newspaper stated that “Men 
swung their hats high and cheered, 
women danced in their excitement, 
and many of  their number rushed the 
party with rare bouquets.”

Regarding Sydney’s harbor, Doyle said:  
“The splendid landlocked bay with its 
numerous side estuaries and its narrow 
entrance is a grand playground for a 
sea-loving race… busy little steamers 
may be seen casting off simultaneously 
for one or another of  the oversea 
suburbs.” A busy ferry system gets you 
to those same suburbs  today.

Doyle stayed in Petty’s Hotel, which he 
described as “an old-world hostel with 
a very quiet, soothing atmosphere.”  It 

Doyle Down Under
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was demolished in 1996, but we found 
the current building on the downtown 
site. 

Doyle relates that he had been 
unaware of  what a great place Sydney 
was.  Although he said that her 
Botanical Gardens were not as good as 
Melbourne’s, her zoo was “among the 
very best in the world.”  To this day 
you still reach the Taronga Zoo by one 
of  Sydney’s ferries.

Even though the picture we found of  
the Taronga Zoo opening in 1916 is 
four years before Doyle’s arrival, it is 
probably near to what he experienced 
as it still looks very similar in 2017. I’m 
sure he saw koala bears and kangaroos 
as we did.

Doyle had three successful lectures 
at the Sydney Town Hall, considered 
the largest and most ornate late 19th 
century civic building in Australia.  It 
opened in 1889.

Doyle encountered some protesters at 
his lectures, but in general, his audience 
was with him.  The Spiritualists gave 
him a reception at the Town Hall 
and 3,500 people attended-no vacant 
seats.  The audience sang “God hold 
you safely till we meet once more” and 
when Doyle finished his remarks, they 
all stood up and waved a handkerchief.

Unfortunately, though we were able 
to enter the building, because of  an 
upcoming event, we were not allowed 
to go past the hallway. We did see 
the entrance to the Centennial Hall 
Auditorium where Doyle spoke, but I 
had to give my camera to a worker there 

who took a shot of  the auditorium.

After Doyle finished his speaking 
engagements in Sydney, he was able to 
spend 10 days with his family in Manly, 
a beachfront suburb reached by an 
eight -mile ferry ride.

The Pollaks took the ferry to Manly 
too.

The Doyles stayed at the Hotel Pacific, 
on a corner of  the Promenade. It too is 
no longer there. In a letter to his father-
in-law, James Leckie, Doyle reported 
that “Everyone is well & happy.  They 
love the bathing here, and so did I.  It is 
romping with nature.  The waves knock 
you down & roll you over.  Good old 
playmates!” 

Doyle noted that there were surfboards 
on Manly Beach, another new sport 
that he took up.  He also found the 
beach covered with blue jelly-fish one 
morning, and after picking one up 
to admire, received a violent sting!  
Luckily there was a better ending than 
in the Lion’s Mane.

For the Pollaks, it was back to Sydney at 
sunset and then the next day, a luncheon 
with Bill Barnes, a member of  “The 
Sydney Passengers”, who actually is 
lucky enough to live in Manly.  Bill 
showed us the Sydney Writers Walk on 
the Circular Quay where a plaque that 
commemorates Conan Doyle’s visit to 
Australia is located.

Doyle went on to New Zealand, 
leaving his wife and children at Manly, 
believing the journey through New 
Zealand would be too difficult for 
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them.  He had scheduled 8 lectures in 
15 days there: Auckland, Christchurch, 
Wellington, and Dunedin.

Our New Zealand trip began in 
Auckland too.  In Auckland, Doyle 
again experienced negative press and 
disbelievers, but sympathetic audiences 
crowded the Town Hall on both 
nights of  his lectures.  Doyle said: “I 
could not possibly have had a better 
reception, or got my message across 
more successfully.”

The Pollaks journeyed to Town Hall, 
but were unable to enter, though we 
were able to peer through a window in 
one of  the doors to get a little sense of  
the décor. 

Doyle thought that Auckland was 
wonderfully situated. He said he had 
never seen a more magnificent view 
than that from Mount Eden, an extinct 
volcano, which is the highest natural 
point in Auckland. We hiked up to 
Mount Eden’s summit too and were 
rewarded with a similar beautiful view.

Doyle (and the Pollaks) went next to 
Wellington, capital of  New Zealand, 
and described accurately by Doyle as a 
city “plastered upon the side of  a very 
steep hill.”

Doyle gave two lectures at the 
Wellington Town Hall, on December 
11 and 13, 1920. According to the 
New Zealand Truth newspaper, “On 
Saturday night last the Wellington 
Town Hall was literally packed with 
people anxious to see and hear Sir 
Conan Doyle, the new apostle of  
Spiritualism.”  

While in Wellington, Doyle visited the 
Turnbull Library, housed in the home 
of  businessman Alexander Turnbull 
(1868-1918).  He was an avid collector 
of  books, maps and documents, which 
formed the basis of  the Alexander 
Turnbull Library, that was bequeathed 
to the nation upon his death in 1918.  
Doyle talked about several rare 
books that he saw and handled there, 
including the first edition of  Robinson 
Crusoe.  He described it as originally in 
three volumes with a “delightful map 
of  the island which would charm any 
boy.”  The library is now part of  the 
National Library of  New Zealand.

Doyle also mentioned finding one rare 
volume on the Maoris, the indigenous 
Polynesian people of  New Zealand, 
called “Old New Zealand.  This has a 
very early account of  a Maori séance.

Doyle felt his mission in both Australia 
and New Zealand was “extraordinarily 
successful.”  He estimated he had 
addressed about 50,000 people at 
25-well-attended meetings. 

A sad note:  Doyle’s mother died on 
December 30, 1920 as he was returning 
to Australia from New Zealand.  She 
was 83.

Doyle Down Under
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There seem to be two minds at work 
regarding the enormous amount 

of  material being churned out these 
days devoted to the careers of  Sherlock 
Holmes and Doctor Watson. One holds 
with “the more the merrier” philosophy 
and contends that only good can come 
out of  anything Holmes-related which 
further perpetuates the life and legend 
of  the renowned detective and his loyal 
companion and biographer.  However, 
another group -- one that this humble 
reviewer tends to support -- is of  the 
mind that quantity does not necessarily 
beget quality and that a great deal of  
this output is not really worthy of  being 
published and only serves to further 
dilute and compromise the purity of  
the original. For instance, a veritable 
cottage industry of  pastiches has been 
born where on a nearly weekly basis 
some new untold tale is published in 
which Holmes and Watson interact 
with everyone from Dracula to 
Abraham Lincoln and Rasputin. Gone 
are the days when only a select few 
writers, erudite scholars and highly 
versed students of  the Canon, weighed 
in on select issues of  importance to a 
small cadre of  Sherlockians usually 
in privately printed editions with only 
the rarest of  Baker Street tomes being 
published by major houses. 

For this reason -- not to mention the 
time involved in trying to keep up 
with this open floodgate of  scribbling 

-- it is prudent for today’s Sherlockian 
to be careful in their selection of  
what is truly worthwhile. With this in 
mind, I approached From Holmes 
to Sherlock, Swedish author Mattias 
Bostrom’s lengthy study of  all things 
Sherlockian, with some degree of  
caution and trepidation given the 
challenge of  such a daunting enterprise 
in scholarship. Happily, however, 
I was immediately impressed and 
extremely excited with the text which 
is remarkable not only for the author’s 
balanced presentation of  the huge and 
multi-faceted tapestry of  the Holmes/
Watson saga but for the amazing 
amount of  research that went into it.

If  a Sherlockian were to read one 
book this year on their favorite subject, 
From Holmes to Sherlock should 
definitely be in the running for the top 
pick. Bostrom examines from points A 
to Z the entire landscape and fabric 
of  the evolution of  the Sherlockian 
universe beginning with a biographical 
portrait of  Conan Doyle through the 
creation of  the character, the growing 
public fascination with the Baker Street 
sleuth and the later – and some might 
contend ruthless -- politics of  the Doyle 
offspring as they sought to corral what 
they interpreted as the unlawful use 
of  Sherlock’s image. But there is so 
much more to Bostrom’s tracing of  the 
Holmes phenomenon. From detailed 
background on many of  the illustrators 

From Holmes to Sherlock
By Mattias Bostrom

The Mysterious Press/2017
Reviewed by

Bruce Dettman
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-- most notable Frederic Dorr Steele 
and Sidney Paget -- to the theatrical, 
motion picture, radio and television 
interpreters of  the stories, the author 
lays out in an impressively measured 
manner the ascension in popularity of  
the Baker Street duo. Also integrated 
into the story is the history of  the Baker 
Street Irregulars chronicling those 
principal early players such as Vincent 
Starrett, Christopher Morley and 
others who helped forge and define the 
embryonic and whose early influential 

Writings Upon the Writings helped 
pave the way for later Sherlockian 
scholarship.

While there are undoubtedly those who 
might quibble with some of  the author’s 
opinions and observations, there is no 
refuting the fact that this is a must-have 
and quite indispensable addition to the 
collection of  any Sherlockian and Mr. 
Bostrom should be congratulated and 
saluted for this monumental and highly 
satisfying effort.

From Holmes to Sherlock
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Looking Back
Smithsonian Magazine

December 1986

With this article we begin our 
series of  looking back at past 

events involving the Scowrers. As I 
mentioned in “Stanger’s Corner” 
there will be no particular order to the 
articles. So, we begin with a look at an 
article in Smithsonian magazine and a 
little quiz.

1987 would mark the 100th 
anniversary of  the first appearance 
of  Sherlock Holmes in print. In 1986 
many societies and publishers were 
planning ways to commemorate this 
event. The Smithsonian magazine was 
no exception. They began a journey 
across the United States meeting 
with many Sherlockians and trying to 
ascertain the following that Sherlock 
Holmes has after a century of  never 
being out of  print. The result was a ten 
page article titled, “To his modern fans 
Sherlock is still worth a close look.” 

Although the words “cult” and 
“peculiar” are used in the article the 
article has an overall respect for its 
subject. Included are interviews and 
photos featuring such notables as John 
Bennett Shaw, Peter Blau, Anthony 
Howlett, Julian Wolff, among many 
others.

The Sherlock Holmes that was located 
at the Holiday Inn, Union Square, was 
illustrated with half  a dozen photos and 
called, “America’s best replica of  the 
sitting room used by Sherlock Holmes.

I think this article is still worth a read. 
After 130 years in print it is unlikely 
that Sherlock Holmes will be out of  
print any time soon. Thanks to the 
internet it is fairly easy to find copies of  
this publication available for purchase. 
Prices vary greatly and I found listings 
form $5.00, postage included, all the 
way to $20.00 for the magazine plus 
$9.95 for shipping.

Now for the quiz.

On a cold, overcast, morning (I believe 
it was early August) in 1986 a call was 
put out that Smithsonian magazine 
wanted a “sea of  Deerstalkers” at 
Union Square. The Scowrers answered 
with about 50 Sherlockians showing up 
in costume. The only place where the 
photographer could look down over the 
collected group had us standing in the 
driveway of  the underground parking 
garage. A number of  photos were shot.

One photo, with nearly all of  the 
assembled Sherlockians, was made 
available to the Scowrers after the 
publication of  the magazine. I am 
currently searching for my copy of  that 
photo. If  I locate it I may publish it in 
another issue of  the Herald. However, 
what I do have is a copy of  the photo as 
it was cropped for publication.  23 faces 
are shown in this final crop. How many 
can you identify? email your solution 
to: rswhite221@sbcglobal.net
A winner will be announced next issue.
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