


The Games Afoot
by: Francis Edward Bork

The games afoot, yes Sherlock Holmes really did say that. 1In
many of his cases it was a release from the boredom when he had no
case to occupy his mind. Off they would go these two, who had
never lived, therefore will never die.

Since radioc was first conceived, Sherlock Holmes has been
solving mysteries via the medium and even now somewhere in the
world he is still saying "Come Watson, the game’s afoot", over the
air-waves.

Movies and now T.V. has also brought Holmes and Watson to
millions in the theaters and into our own homes. A new generation
of Sherlock Holmes fans has come forth to carry the "Holmes
Banner".

"Elementary my dear Watson" was never said by Holmes in any of
the Sir Arthur Conan Doyle stories be they one of the sixty-four
short stories or one of the four full length novels. That catch-
phrase is strictly Hollywood. I don’t know which movie it was
first used in, but then does it matter?

It’s not that important that little "catch-phrase" which has
identified Holmes and Watson more than any other group of words in
the English language. Score one for Hollywood.

Books. In my personal collection of books about Holmes and
his cases, I have listed forty-six authors other than Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle. I‘m sure there are a dozen more authors whose Holmes
books I do not have in my collection. These books, of course, are
all written in English. There are also hundreds of books written
in every language around the world. There must be dozens of actors
who played Holmes on stage and screen. Even in Japanese. Can you
imagine Holmes saying, "Ah-so most honorable Dr. Watson" or "Ja
volt mein herr Dr. Watson"?

Holmes had cases from the Boer War, World War I, World War II,
from Inner Space and Outer Space. Just recently he was found in a
frozen state, without Watson, by Dr. Mary Watson, the great
granddaughter of the late Dr. Watson who later became Holmes’
assistant. 1In still another story, frozen again, Holmes was found
by another lovely young lady and the granddaughter of Mrs. Hudson
in 1993 Baker Street. Alas, although Dr. Watson is not with him,
Sherlock Holmes lives on, well in these two cases anyway.

But for me, Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson live on and "it’s
always 1895".
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THE CROOKED MAN by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

To my astonishment it was
Sherloc& Holmes whom | found upon my doorstep when I
answerad the bell ot mldmght -
"Ah, Watson," ssid he, "'l hoped that | might not be too
late to catch you. Could you put me up fomgM?"
"With pleasure. Coma in, my deer fellow.”

" business of importence would bring Holmes around st such
. an hour.- When | had handed hm\ my fobacco pouch cnd he
- had filled his pipe, he said: -

X I knew fhei nothing oxcop!

"Could you go as fer as Aldonhot tomorrow? You rmgh!
be of considerable service to me. | am investigating the
supposed murder of Colonel Bcrclay of ﬁ\o Royal Munsters.”

"l shall be delighted to go. . -0 .

“The problem
prosonh featuras
S of interest,” he said. | may say even
oxcop ional features of interest. | have slready looked into
* the mater, and got quite & way toward a conclusion, .. ."
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suddmy the voil Tfted
) '?'..‘. . for aninstent from Sherlock
* -+ _Holmes' keen, intense na-

/A WA\ 5 . ture. His eyes Lindled, and

e, 1\ |, 7 aslight flush sprang into his
I % - .- . thin chacks. -

Pl ) { : "+ "l hold in this hand Wat.

¥ AT 7 sen,” he cried, “several
fhrudt of one of the strangest cases which ever perplexed
aman’s brain, yet | naed the one or two which are necessary
| to complate my theory. But I'll have them, Watsonl I'll have

1]
theml 8 1911 By Rir Artaer Conen Dorie

’ - . .
femy, e 8 ———— e




L.t ©T
c'c
e0=$
x c
dl".ll .
SERE
mr.ma.m
wum MM
o
<33 _
F.5.s
™ » a,=
- "010
v EL

tinguished itself on every possible cccasion. -

since that time has dis-

‘).

Barclay case are

in the
only two days old," Holmes told me.

"The facts i

some years at Aldershet, is, as you
. lnow, one of the most famous regi-

*The Royal Munsters, stationed for

ments in the British Army.

» o

het Monday night

. .Colonel James

Barcley, o

and so Fred to lead

to commissioned rask for

bravery at the time of the.

the regiment in which ke had once carried & musket. ..,

" When he was stll & ser

.- qallant vetersn, who started
. as & bl private, was raleed

ughter of a color sergeent in the,

geont Barcloy had ntarried Nary

------

Devoy, the hendsoms d

corpt...”
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"Colonel Barclay's family kfe appears to have been unk
formly heppy," Sherlock Holmes continued. "'Mrs. Barelay,
though married upwards of thirty years, Is still of striking
and queenly eppearance. They were regarded in the reqi-
ment as the very model of a middle-aged couple—though

some felt that Barclay's devotion to his wifs was greater .

than hers to him,

“‘elay seems to

1 Yy - " have had some
odd tra‘ts in his character. He was a dashing, jovial soldier
in his unial mood, but there were cccasions when he seemed
to show himseHf capable of considerable violence and vine
dictivenses. He nover exhibiled this side of his nature

3 “Colons! Bar-

“*There was a tings o
upserstition in Colonel Bar.-
:lay, which took the form of
. dislike to being left alons,
;specially after dark. This
itk in a nature conspicu- RS
susly manly had often . YA
:auted comment among .
sother officers, " eun Cooas Dy

/
% " expressed it, the smi

~—  mess table."

towatd Hig wife, it appears. ! '

U A KN
- T .+ . "But the thing which par’
i < fiedlarly struck officers with
whom | talked was the singuler depression that came
upon Colonel Barcler ot times. As Major

°

had often been struck from
‘ l\ the Colonel's mouth, as H by some invisible hend, -

" when he was j

joining in the gaieties and cheff of the
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"Now for the events at - . " =
Colonel Barclay's villa on the — Siatal a
evening of last Monday," " . . _ -
Holmes went on, coﬂ,.mply;,. On this evening Mrs. Barclay hur- -
ing the ceiling as he detailed ried through her dinner to attend a - Z
the story of the supposed murder. ""The house meeting of ‘a church society at sight.. 5-.m3:
stands on its own grounds, but the west side of She was overheard by one of the e N -4
it is near the highroad, and hera it a room which maids to make some c:m’dmonplaco = g e E
opens by a large glass folding door onfo the ?marHo her husband, and 1o assure | - E¥: =
lawn. The servants consisted. of a coachman him that she would be back bofor.' - Tirreh
«_and two maids. . very long. : 3
?
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"Mrs. Barclay then v _ T
\ca"od for Miss Morri- “Mrs.Barclay
son, a young lady who went into the room
\ lives in the next villa, ot the front of the

.and the two went off to-
gether to their meeting.
It lasted forty minutes,
“and at a quarter past
ning  Mrs. Barclay re-
turned home,after leav.
ing Miss Morrison at her
dopor,

house, [it the fight,

--asking the . house-

maid to bring her a cup of foa T}u: was contrary to.her.
utua! habit, Colonel Barclay was in the dining reom.” Hear-
ing his wife had returned, he joined her. Ths coachman saw:
him cross the hall and enter the room. Colonel Barclay wag

never saen alive again. ...

" and rang the bell, .

7
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"As the maid approached the door
with the tea Mrs. Barclay had or-
‘deced,” Shetlock Holmes recounted,
“she was surprised to hear her master
and mistress quare |
reling furiously.
Shbfnoc’hd wit
out getting an an-
swer, and on turn.
ing the handle,
found the door
locked . on the in-
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“These scraps of convarsation ended
with & sudden dreadful cry in the man's
voice. Then there was a crash, followed
by & piercing scream from the woman,
= Sure that some trag-
" edy hed occurred,
the coachman rushed
to the door and tried
L l1to force i, while
L ([ shriek after shriek is-

sued from within. . .«
T .

- :#‘?f’i .
Wasa. . Y
——ll N e

e o

~an

/

. wd hivuie!

| “The _maid ran
downstairs and told

“"‘:-‘\\, o
i

~the cook, and the
two women, with the coachman,
came up into the hall, where they
ﬁdonoj) to the dispute, They
“could not hear Barclay's subdued
. remarks, but Mrs. Barclay's were
_most bitter. 'You cowardl' she

repeated over and over. "What

. canbe done now? Give me back

my kfel | will never breathe the
same air with you againt’

“The ecoachman’ r;n through
the hall and out onto the lawn.
Through the wide glass doors he’

“saw a horrible sight. His mistress

had ceased to scroam, and was
stretched insensible upon & couch.
Colonel Barclay, with his fest titted
over the side of an armchair and
his head upon the floor near the
corner of fﬁj fireplace fonder, lay
stone dead...." :
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© "On finding his mas-
for dead,’ continued
Shetlock Holmes, “the
coachman hurried out
for a policeman and & doctor. The
lady, eqainst whom the strongest
suspicion naturally rested, was re-
moved to her room, still uncon-
scious. . . . ’
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“The injury from which
the unfortunate Colonel
~Barclay suffered was
found to be a jagged cut
some two inches long at
the back of his head,
which evidently had been

\ K caused by a violent blow from
"y © - some blunt weapon. Nor was it
~.., difficult to quess  what the
wespon may have been. . . .,

&1l

g

© 1333 By Sir ArUver Conan Deyle ’

"On the floor close to the body waes lying a singular club

of hard. carvad wood, with a bone handle. The Colorel had
a large collaction of weapons, and the police conjecture
" the club was among his trophies. The servants deny this,
though they may be mistaken, of course. .., .

“But the mott mterious end pu-
ding part of this whole affair,” Holmes
-¢oncluded, "is the fact of the locked
door and miss- :
ing key. Neither
uron Mrs. Ber
clay’s  person
nor upon that of
the victim, not
yst in any part
oftherooom,
was the key to

be found. .. .
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Sherlock Holmes °
went on relating
his discoveries and deductions in the singular death
of Colonel Barclay of the Royal Munstees regiment.
'l went to Aldershot," he said, "at the request of
Major Murphy, to supplement the efforts of the
police, who suspect Mrs, Barclay. She is ill and
delirous,

ﬂ BN
"l wat quickly
.*.impressed by one
' thing—it was qurde
. certain that Colo-
nel Barclay had
foresean his fate,
.and that he falt the
' utmost horror, His
face, in deeth, was
set in the most dreedful
' sxpression of fear, More
than one parson fainted at the mere sight of his countes
nance, so terribla was the aflact. . . . o

”~ .

tw

“From the police | lsarned that Miss Mor-
rison, who you remember went out with the
Colonel's wife on the fatal evening, denied
ary tnewledqge of what had happened to cause
the ill-humor In-which Mrs. Barclay evidently
returned home. . . .

@ 1111 By Mr Arliwe Corag Doy

"'l was convinced, - -
Wation, that ihs mort : :

distinctive point in the casn way the dissppearance of the
door-key. It was not in the room., Neither the Colonel nor
his wife could have taken'it. So the key must havs been
carried off. Therefore thete was a third person therel™




“You know my methods, Watson," Holmes went on. "I
found footmarks of a man upon the lawn. He had evidently.
run acress the grass toward the glass door, because the

toe-marks were much desper then the heels. . . " . .

A .

" Holmes produced a large sheet of fissus paper from his
- pocket, and carefully unfolded it upon his knes.
"But it was not the man who surprised me," he seid. "It
wai his companion.'” - - C .
*'His companipn|™

"What do you meke of that?" Holmes demanded, and
pointed to the paper, upon which appeared the tracings of
the foctmarks of some smafl animal. it had five well-marked
footpads, an indication.of long nails, and the whole print
might be nearly as large a3 a dessert spoon. ‘
“«"It's a dog," | said.

7 torted, 117

. "Did you ever hear
~‘of adogrunningupa - - A
curtein?” Holmes re- . {&
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discuss the curious animal whi
ured in the Barclay tragedy.
"It wes neither dog, nor cat
nor monkey nor any crea.
ture we are femiliar with,"
he said. " "It probably be.
longs to the weasel family,
yot it is larger than any of
the species | lizve ever
soen, If | could give it o
N8MBeeas

+ Shorlock Hoimes paced up end
down the room as he ccrtinued to .

ch fig-

iy

€ 121 35 BU Arat Josan (woly 9 ‘
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_ “Now when
. Mew Barclay ro-
turned home that eve.

ning she went to the room where

. the was least likely to see her
husband, and ashed for tes, as|’

an agitated woman will, Yet she
had chatted in {riendly fashion
with Colonel Barclay before
ast saven, . . . o

leaving fh; house ;} half-p

“"Well, we know that a man stood
In the roed looking et the quarral
between the Barclays,” Holmes resumaed
after a moment. “The blinds were up and
the room was lighted. He crossed the
~ lawn and entered the room, sccom.
panied by a strange animal,
.And we have the curicus

fact that the intruder car-

ried the key awey with

hirﬂ-.‘-. . . :

)]

_ "When Colonel Barclay joined her the

wifa broke into violent accusations. There-
fors something had occurred
betwaen seven.thirty and aine
~. o'clock which completely ek

* tered hoe {qekinas foward him.
What?, "~ L
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" went o callon Miss Mor-
. rison," Holmes explained fur-
* ther, “since the girl had been

H - when something had happened to
M arouse the Co?onel_'s wity against
I# © him. { corwinced Miss Morriton
that Mrs. Barclay faced a chargs of murder
unlass she spoke, and the girl made a ramar’s
able statement. Lo

*. with Mrs. Barclay during the fime |.

RN
-5 Sherlock 'Holmﬂ'_ﬂmi,_ detailed Miss Morrison's story.
_She saids 7 oI TR on's sto

" "Mrs. Barcley and | ware zrdum?r-a‘q from the Wat Streed | -
] Mission about a quarter of nine. On our way we had to psss
.through Hudson street, which is a very quist thoroughtare...

“*“Thers Is only one larnf:
coming toward us. His back
was bent, and he carried a

der. He appeared to be
deformad. PP" ST

en the street. As we op- |
proached i, | saw a man |

box slung over one shouk |’

S . RN
i "We were passing him, when he
e t. raized his face to look at us in the
7 . - - circle of light from the lamp. Then
W he stopped, and screamed out in &
dreadful voice: 'Naneyl'™ .~ ~

don ey ey Aoy
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http:happ.ned

" creature had not caught her. . , ,

g\ . " "Mrs. Barclay turned white as death," Miss
=g Morrison's story went on as Holmes quoted it.
" "'She would have fallen if the dreadful-locking

© 1011 07 Bir AMBus Coses Doy C ey

BN | tastto me in my decerea. | -

*{ wa1 going to,
: esll the police, but
: - _.. Mrs.Barclay, tomy
sarprite, spote quite civilly to the fellow.
® ' thought you had been desd this thirty years,
.’ the said in a thaking voice, : .

v 'S5 | bave!' waid he, and it was awldl to heer the tones
lwwhich he spoks. He had o dark, fearsome face thet comes

~

-

7700 Rl g\‘\‘s‘g\:v 3
///’//" \\\\\\\
" .

g

“de

®Just walk on'e fittle way, dear,’ said Mrs. Barclay,
want to have a word with this man. There is nothing to fear.’.

She tried to spesk boldly, but she could hardly gat her words
from her frembling Jips. . T

“l did as she
asked me, and they
talked. Thea she
camedown the
street with her eyes
blating, and | sew the
crippled wretch stands.
ing by the lamppost,
shaking his clenched
fists in the air as if med
with tage..+ o 4" :

//
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© Holmes eoncluded his account
of the encounter related by Miss
Morrison, "Mrs, Berclay begged
the girl to say nothing,” he said,
“and made no explanation except
that the crooked man was on old
acquaintance fallen on evil times.

':’Oé'
5 &4l

: Ii L
1'5'4

',J'i‘!
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- "Mist - Morrison's
story 3ave me & shadowy
idea of the whole e
quence of events and | set
:out fo find the cripple. By
. evening—this- very evening,
- 'Watson—I had run him down,

.. Hisnameis Henry Wood. He
" lodges in the street where the
ladies met him. . . .

*The landlady teld me about him. He is &
conjurer and performer, going around the
soldiers' canteens after nightfall and giving
a fiHle entertainment. He carries some crea-
ture about with him in that bos, using the
animal in some of his tricks., She had never

seen tuch a curious beast. . . .

“And one more impor!ant
circumstance is this,”" he said.
“The landlady showed me what
she thought was a bad coin
which the crooked man had
given her. It ‘wes an Indian -
rupsel Like Colonel Barcley,
Weatson, this human wreck had
beenin Indial® : S
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: "The crooked man, Watson,
Is the only person who can tell
_us what happened in that room
_whera Colonal Barcaly " died
after a violent quarrel with his
" wife,” concluded Sherlock Hol-
mes. 'l intend to question that
man, with you &5 a witness. We
" go to Aldershot in the morning,”

© onwatch. &

We were in Aldershot
at midday, and pro-
ceeded to Hudson Sireet,
where Mrs. Barclay had
talked with the cripple. A
ragged urchin came run-
ning up. o

, ""He's in, all right, Mr.
Holmes," cried the lad.
This was one of Holmes'

- craw of *Baker Street =

" boys," whom hg had quf

‘"Come along,
‘4 Walson, this is the
h_ouu.",Holmu said.

Crouched over a fire in a room that was ke an oven,
though it was summer, the man we sought sat twisted and
. buddled. His appearance gave him an indescribable ap-
_pearance of deformity. He looked suspiciously at us out of
yellow-shot, kilious eyes. . . . -

this little mattor of Colonel Barclay's death.,” "

old friend of yours, will be tried for mur

"Mr. Hen ‘Wood. late - - ‘
of India, | b:riovo," taid Holmes affably. "I've come over

"What should | know about it2" -~
“"Wall, unless the matter is Cleared t:f. Mrs. Barclay, an
erl”
The crocked man gave a violent start . . .~
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‘You can tale
my word that Mrs, Barclay is in-
nocent,” cried the cripple, glaring
at Sherlock Holmes.

"Then you are quiltyl” Holmes
shot back

"No, | am not.” .
"Who killed Colonel James Barclay, then?™

The cripple slumped bacl ma his chair."
“I'N felryou the story. | don't know wbgl
shouldn't. There's no cause for me to be
athamed of it." - -

Holmes and | sat down a3 the man begen _
his strange narrative. ’

"There was a time," the
crooked man said, spesk-
ing in & low, monotonous
voice, “when. Carporal
Hanry Wood was the
smartest manin the 117th
Regiment, though you see
me now with my back like
a camel and my ribs all
awry « . . We were in

India, at a place we'll call
Bhurtes . . .

“Barclay, wt
died the oth
day, was & sergeant in i
seme company as myse
and the belle of the re:
meat, aye, and the finest ¢
: that ever had the breaih
life betwean her fips was Nancy Devoy,
daughter of the color-sergeant. . , ."




“There were two men that loved Nancy
Devoy,” the crooked men went on with his
ndrrative, "and one that she loved, and you'll -
smile when you look at this poor -
thing huddled befors the fire
and hear me say thet it was for
my good looks she loved me , .y -
Lo T

XN T AT G R TPy i
{  "Well, though | had Nan. :
cy's heart, her father was set - -
on her marrying Barclay. |wes -
& harum-scarum, reckless lad. .
He had education and was al- - 7
ready marked for the sword-
belt. But the girl held true to
me, and it seemed that ! would

have had her . . .

\

“Then cama the Indian mu-
-tiny, and a million brown devils
turned against the English. Our
regiment was shut up in Bhurtes,
with a lot of civilians and panic-
stricken women-folk, There were
ten thousand rebels around
US o « o O 111 By 8ir Arthva Canas Dorla

“About the second week of it our
water gave out, and it was a question
A% whether we could communicate with
g General Neill's column, which “was

chance, for we could not hopa to fight
our way out with all the wemen and

o s General Neill of our denger,”

o QR AT L P

moving up-country, This was our enly |’

children, so | volunteered to go and |’
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"l falked over the route with
Sergeant Barclay,” related the
one-lime Corporal Wood. "He
knew the ground batter than any
othar man. We discussed the mat.
ter atlangth, and Barclay drew me
a rough map which showed a wa
by which 1 might get through the
.rebel lines . .".

“'Thers wate & thou.
sand lives to save, but
there was only one life
of yhich | was thinking
when | dropped over
the wall at 10 o'clock
thet night after kissing
Nancy Devoy good-
byo. Y

"My wayran
down & dried water-
course, which |
hoped would screen me from the
enemy sentries. But as | crept
along | walked right into six of the
rebels, who stunned me and bound me hand and foot. . . .

was to my heart s
te my head, fo
came to and liste
what | could unde
of their talk, 1
betrayed. . . .

"But the real blow

nd not
roas |
ned to

rstand
learned that | had been

o
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The crooked man's
-oice was thick with pas-
iion as he went on:
‘From the talk of those’
ebeis § found out that
ny comrade, the very
nan who had arranged
ne way that I was o take
— Sergeant Barclay —
rad betrayed me by means of a native servant into the

rands of the enemy. . . . © 1331 Ay Bir Arthur Canas Dorle

S T T e

" "Years of slavery followed dur.
2 ing which | was often tortured by
the natives, who had taken me far-

vvs. | heard that Bhurtee was

relieved next day and all were
uved. but it was 8 long time before | saw a white face sgain.
At last, | got back to the Punjab, and lived among the
natives, picking up a few conjuring tricks to make a living ...

"1 heard that Bar-
syhad marcied
sncy, but | had no
sh to return to Eng-
1d. Even my thint
- tevenge couldn't
ske me do that. |
d rather that Nen-
and my old pals
suld think of Harry Woed a3 having died :
h & straight back, than see him living, and crawling mih '
:k fike a chimpanzee. . , . But when you get old you |ong
home . . . at last] came back .

e « o Hollowed her when s

“Then | met Nancy on the
shreet that night, . . . ltold
her about Barcloy ' betrayal
Lo
went home, and from the
lawn | watched as Mrs. Bar.
clay charged her hulbu\d
with his freachery. . . .°
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The ¢rocked man was coming
{6 the end of his dramatic story. "Teddy, my mengoose, got loose
"l could stand it no longer,” he from the box and ran up the curtain.
said. "l rushed in upon Barclay | caught him, Then | was going to
and Nancy. | might have had his | | unlock the door and get help, but the -
blood upon my soul if his ewn thing looked black against me, and |
guilty conscience had not struck| [ thrust the key into my pockst snd -
him down. ... Nancy fainted ... | | fled. . .." ’

“Who killed Barclay?” demanded
Sherlock Holmes sterniy.

“It was just providence that killad
him. At the sight of me he looked as
[ have never seen a man look befor,
Over he went with his head hitting

-the fender. But he was dead before
he fell. Apoplexry, maybe. | read
death on his face as plain as day, The
bare sight of me was like a bullet
through his quilty heart!™

. - THE ENXD
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In 1975 The 0ld Time Radio Club of Buffalo published the first
edition of its semi-annual magazine MEMORIES. The first article
was written by our president Pete Bellanca and it dealt with the
show I Love a Mystery. Dom Parisi, Chuck Seeley, Bob Davis and Dan
Marafino all contributed articles to the initial copy of MEMORIES.
Later editions dealt with the Shadow (two separate magazines),
Fibber McGee and Molly, Tom Mix, The Lone Ranger and Sherlock
Holmes.

After much discussing and soul searching, it has been decided
that the upcoming issue of MEMORIES will be our last. The cost of
printing and postage have contributed to this decision. Our
primary reason though was the simple fact that we could not find an
editor for MEMORIES. Failing to do this, we feel our only
alternative was to cease publication of this magazine.

I wish to thank all those who contributed articles as well as
those who faithfully read MEMORIES from cover to cover. We have
also decided to lower membership dues by $2.50 to offset the loss
of this magazine.

Jerry Collins
President 0ld Time Radio Club

EDITORIAL

We’'re back again, but this is positively the last timell!! We

have filled in at the last moment with the Bobby Benson, Captain
Midnight and now Sherlock Holmes issue because other members did
not follow through on their obligations. Membership apathy more
than any other reason is bringing an end to MEMORIES magazine.
Nobody is willing to spend the time putting together an annual
magazine. Arlene and I did the I.P. for 10 years and we are
"burned out". We regret the demise of MEMORIES but not enough to
continue with minimal assistance from the membership. On the
bright side, annual dues will be reduced to $15. in 1994 and
hopefully we will receive enough material to continue the I.P. as
a monthly publication. If you want our club to remain in
existence, it‘s up to you!!! Send material to the editor of the

I.P. With your help, our club will remain viable for many years to
come.
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Basil Rathbone (1892-1967) The popular British stage and screen
actor, who is best known for the 15 films in which he appeared as
Sherlock Holmes between 1939 and 1946, also appeared as the radio
Sherlock Holmes during the same period, first on NBC-Blue and later
on Mutual. Rathbone was first heard as Holmes on Monday, October
3, 1939, in "The Case of the Sussex Vampire," sponsored by Grove
Bromo=-Quinine." Two years later VARIETY (October 8, 1941)
commented, "One of radio’s most satisfying acts is that of Basil
Rathbone as Sherlock Holmes." 1In addition, Rathbone was heard as
Inspector Burke on the 1947 SCOTLAND YARD series on Mutual.
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