Holmes in time for Christmas: bonus chapters
Chapter 1
Dr John Hamish Watson MD

January 3rd 1899
It was only as recently as the Christmas period of 1898 when I first learnt of this tale, and I am sure you do not have to think too far back to recall that it was a horrendously bitter and bleak winter. Snowflakes were in constant circulation in the crisp London air, as thick, round, and almost as hard as the peppermint humbugs sold in Oxford Street.
Such items were the reason why the festive revellers were braving the icy town, frantically purchasing fine toiletries, luxurious sweets, and tailored clothing as gifts for loved ones.

Now you do not need to be a medical man to know that exposing oneself to cold temperatures and being inadequately clothed is far from a smart idea (though my bank manager disagreed)  as all this resulted in is an almost constant running stream of patients (as well as noses) to my Kensington practise.


The majority were young women making croaky demands for instant fixtures and salves to enable them to be in good spirits for the many festivities and social gatherings of the season. And although they may have been women of fine statures, some of their behaviour became positively farcical when I informed them an overnight cure was quite out of the question. The reality was I could offer little more than the standard antibiotic prescription and a recommendation of good rest, mustard foot baths and cocoa.

One such aforementioned woman upon me informing her of medical options slid out of the patients chair flung her dainty hand to her clammy forehead and wept.

“But Reginald will be calling for me at seven this evening; if I am unable to attend the dance, he will surely become betrothed to another before the night is out and then I am doomed to become an unwed spinster! For surely it is too late for me to find another at the mature age of twenty and six.”

I gingerly patted her petite heaving shoulders as she sobbed and assured her that Reginald sounded a decent chap (what could be bad about someone called Reginald?). And if he had any sense he would surely forgo the evening's entertainment to look after her, or at the very least would not meet another and become married with four children and a country mansion in the space of a few hours in this party.

She looked at me through quizzical sapphire blue eyes and blinked back a few tears. “But he is only going with me because he wanted to go with Gwendolyn Chambers, who has also become ill! So, he asked Catherine Peters who has also been stricken down with this wretched cold, and, so he asked Rosemary Boone whom he has taken out twice before, but she was due to go visiting in Farnham! Therefore if I cannot attend the ball with him, he will ask Evelyn Harding surely!”

I was wrong….Reginald’s a cad.

Chapter 2
DR John Hamish Watson MD.
I may have been lucky enough to not contract a cold from my stuffier patients that day, but I had been on my feet and in my practice since seven in the morning with no chance to even stop for the Robinsons marmalade sandwiches Mrs. Hudson had kindly provided for me.

As a result, I was feeling as if I might as well of caught one going from the rusty hinge joint stiffness of my bones. Not to mention the overwhelming desire to lay my head upon the soft lavish couch in the waiting room until the bleak winter sun reared its head above the iced over Thames.

Although the thought of sleep in my warm room at 221b and Mrs. Hudson’s piping hot Kedgeree was most becoming, I could not down the stethoscope and depart from my post just then, for I had one more patient on my books that evening to see.
Bisto Mundoon. 

Groaning quietly inwards to myself, I asked my maid to fetch Mr. Mundoon’s bulky file from the cabinets. As I did, my head begun to pound as if in protest at the anticipation of the vigorous onslaught of the hypochondriac gripes of the boorish man who would soon be upon us.


While in most instances I am not one to openly name and speak ill of patients in such a fashion nor break my Hippocratic Oath and divulge sensitive or potentially embarrassing natures of ones complaints. Mr. Mundoon neither is an ill patient nor has any real embarrassing complaints to speak of, but I have yet to persuade him either of these are true.

My disgruntled musings were cut short with the dull thud of a bulky leather folder being placed upon my desk by the girl. I reached over and flung it open to the last entry, which was precisely six days prior and refreshed my memories of the matters he had recently insisted that he had developed.
Gout (he had stubbed his toe) 
Tapeworm (the man had merely not eaten that day) 
Rash (birthmark) 
Nose hair (I assured him this was not a medical complaint).

With a weary sigh I plunged my hand into my breast pocket and extracted the burnished copper pocket watch Mary had given me. I had less than two minutes before my patient’s imminent arrival.


However, just as I had begun to reminisce on the fond yuletide memories of the yesteryears with my dear sweet wife, the sudden opening of the practice door shattered the day dream. 

In strode the corpulent figure of Mr. Muldoon dripping thick snow upon the practise floor.

“A Brandy Doctor Watson! A Brandy! For that is all surely all we can do before I succumb to the pneumonia that has settled upon my chest in the arctic trek, I endured to your sanctuary” he proclaimed with enough enthusiasm and volume to put him top billing within the west end. 

The maid hurried over to him and took him gently by the arm of his thick-set duffel coat and guided him to a chair as he huffed and wheezed his gratitude “Thank you...…my dear...for your kindness to a man not long for this world.”
 
My maid was new to service in my practise so was unwise to Mr. Mundoon’s behaviour. The concerned look on her face suggested she sincerely believed the man’s swan song declaration to be the truth. In order to free her from being subjected to any more of his self-induced pity, I strode across the room and placed a hand upon the small of her back “It’s alright Miss Thompson; I can manage from here; you see yourself home now and remember there is no requirement for you come back till the twenty ninth of the month”.

She uttered a squeak of dithering protests about the locking up of the offices, and the filling of the ink well. I assured her I could manage these perfectly fine, and she should leave to enjoy the merriment of the seasons. She took a last look of frowned concern at the bent-over figure of Mr. Muldoon wheezing and spluttering but then turned on her feet and scurried from the room.

Returning my attentions once again to my patient, I noted he had since ceased from his coughing fit and appeared to have regained his composure. He was now thumbing through the copy of The Telegraph that was set out on the walnut oak circular table alongside other such magazines and pamphlets placed for early patients to while away time until their allotted appointments.


“Doctor Watson…have you seen this? Scarlett fever has got a region of Paris in its grasp. They, believe it be an epidemic…I fear I match the listed symptoms here…oooh woe is betide me” he moaned mopping at his brow with a silken handkerchief. 
One glance of the man was all I needed to see he no more had Scarlett fever than I was the King Of Prussia. “That is highly unlikely given this paper is more than two years old.  See here it is dated March 20th 1896, likely it is one of Sherlock Holmes that he left behind when he called upon me last week” I retorted. 

Mr. Muldoon turned the paper to the front cover and readjusted his Pince-Nez squinting at the date and screwing his ruddy face up in a bewildered manner “... two years old? But why would the man keep news from two years ago...?”

“He has an entrenched fear of losing any source of information from the destruction of any paper or document,” I said whilst making a mental note to remind Holmes I did not want my practice to become a secondary vault for his personal library. 
Mr. Muldoon nodded and looked to the paper again as if in a deep thought “Ahh yes...yes... I understand…for I too have that ailment…”

”
With a weary sigh, I snatched the paper away from his hands and hastily folded it returning it to the circular table's surface amongst some back issues of “The Strand”  and ushered Mr. Mundoon to my consulting room as I began to fear if he came across the obituaries he too would insist he was dead!

Dr John Hamish Watson MD
Chapter 3

After a long and tiresome consultation with Mr. Mundoon in which I am sure we discussed almost every illness and pain under the sun (including sun stroke).

I managed to convince him he was in fine health (save a clearly over anxious mind) and he should relax and enjoy the festivities.
He reluctantly finally relented and said that he would try to, but only after I had agreed to take a look at his arm, which he suspected was broken following a slip on a billiard's ball in the Tankerville Gentleman’s club. 
I enquired as to which one it was, and he promptly raised his left arm above his head and patted the forearm area with his right hand.
I responded by promptly bidding him a very Merry Christmas, inserting his tweed bowler hat into his hands and then gently ushering him out of the surgery door into the frosty London streets. 

It felt good to watch his rotund figure fade away into the murky shadows, but I knew my victory was short lived, for he was surely to emerge once again the minute my doors opened within the latter days of the very same month.
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