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	A Foreword


Dear witches and wizards, dear Squibs and Muggles; it is my great pleasure to welcome you to the very first adventure of the legendary Sherlock Potter. A Study in Jade marks the beginning of the many glorious deeds of my friend, which I had the honour of recording in writing. I sincerely hope to offer you further adventures very soon.


During the investigations, I, Ron Watson, did not merely serve as a chronicler. Many times, I took an active part in solving the cases, just as I did in the following account. Throughout all these experiences, a deep friendship grew between Sherlock Potter and myself. How often did we stare death in the face together? How often did we escape danger only through each other’s help? And how often could Sherlock Potter solve his cases only with my modest support?


Yet not all the cases we solved led to a happy ending, and at times we even argued about which solution best served the cause of justice. Nevertheless, it is precisely these extraordinary experiences that wove a strong bond of friendship between Potter and myself. The very first case I wish to recount here, too, had a rather tragic nature. And although we were able to solve it together, it would be wrong to speak of a happy ending.


	

	
	The Flying Scotsman


The Flying Scotsman was a tavern beloved by witches and wizards, nestled in the eastern part of London and offering a splendid view of the River Thames. Named after the famous sailing vessel of the Ministry of Magic, its walls were adorned with countless paintings of the same. The interior paid full tribute to the world of the sea and seafaring. A gentle sound of waves could be heard throughout the rooms, soothing and rhythmic. The air was filled with the scent of saltwater mixed with the aroma of seaweed. Now and then, a foghorn sounded — distant, almost dreamlike. Old ship wheels, anchors, and thick ropes hung on the walls, whispering tales of high-seas adventures. 


Comfortable chairs stood around wooden tables where witches and wizards sat with their wands set aside. From the ceiling hung lanterns reminiscent of old seafarers’ lamps, casting a warm and welcoming glow that bathed the pub in golden light. Naturally, no such place would be complete without a large aquarium, in which pearl-guardians, coral dragons, sea unicorns, and other magical marine creatures swam and glimmered. 


I myself used to take breakfast at The Flying Scotsman on a regular basis. Such was the case on that particular morning in the autumn of 1859 — the very morning on which this story begins. It so happened that I had recently stepped down from my service at the Ministry of Magic. For more than ten years, I had worked as an Auror, fighting against followers of the Dark Arts. In fierce battles I had faced witches, wizards, trolls — even dragons and giants. But my career as an Auror came to an abrupt end when I was gravely injured in the battle against the Trolls of Kanthar. 


As a member of an Auror unit, I had been dispatched by the Ministry of Magic to Kanthar — a land in the Orient unknown to Muggles. It was suspected that followers of the Dark Arts had gathered there. Indeed, in the faded ruins of a long-abandoned oasis, we encountered witches and wizards who, through dark magic, were plotting an uprising against the wizarding community of Kanthar. But that was not all — using the Imperius Curse, our adversaries had taken control of several sand trolls. A fierce battle broke out.


As fate would have it, it was there that I suffered the injury which brought my career as an Auror to an end. In the midst of the fighting, a sand troll wounded me on my left arm with a poisoned axe.


 To this day, I recall with horror the dreadful sound of my forearm bones shattering and the sensation of the toxic substance seeping into my open wound. I barely survived the cruel effects of the poison, but it was of such a rare kind that a complete cure proved impossible. I still bear the ugly scar of that wound — visible as a patch of greenish shimmering tissue on my arm. Though the bones eventually healed, the poisoning left me unable to channel magic through a wand. 


With my magical abilities thus impaired, it was, of course, unthinkable to continue serving as an Auror. The Ministry of Magic did offer me a position in the Department of Magical Transportation upon my return from Kanthar, but I had no intention of spending the rest of my life pushing parchment across a desk. And so, I decided to resign, left the Ministry with a modest disability pension, and began looking for new work within the wizarding world. 


I also needed to find a place to live. During my time as an Auror, I had been constantly assigned to field missions and had therefore never settled in one place. But as I studied the housing listings in the Daily Prophet, I quickly realised how difficult it would be to find a place to live within London. The pension I received from the Ministry of Magic was modest, and, as I have mentioned, I was unemployed. Most lodgings were simply beyond my means. It was in precisely this situation that I found myself one rainy morning in September 1859, seated at The Flying Scotsman with a cup of Ocean Grey tea. 


Spread out before me lay the Daily Prophet. As so often before, I had already gone through every housing advert to no avail. Resigned, I stared at the large aquarium behind the bar and watched a particularly colourful pearl-guardian — a type of crab said to breed pearls with magical properties. It was snapping its large claws at a coral dragon. I was enjoying the pleasant scent of the sea that filled the tavern when suddenly it was overlaid with the sharp smell of something badly burnt. 


Startled, I turned my gaze from the aquarium. A tall, gaunt wizard had stepped up to the bar beside me. He was, quite clearly, the source of the smell, for his cloak was singed, as was his scruffy black stubble. His narrow face was smudged with soot and ash. The man heaved a large box onto the counter in front of him, filled with all manner of equipment used in potion-making. Glass flasks, petri dishes, and other vials clinked ominously inside. This thin figure — who stood half a head taller than me — sat down on the stool next to mine. The wizard gave a wave to the innkeeper, a large, round, bald man, who brought him a cup of tea. As my new neighbour reached for the cup with his long fingers, the tavern’s owner eyed him keenly and then asked, “My dear Sherlock Potter. Don’t tell me you’ve been thrown out of your lodgings again because of one of your experiments?”


The man addressed gave a small nod, eyes cast downward, and took a sip of his tea. After a brief pause, he said, “Yes, that’s exactly what happened. I ought to have known that adding Erumpent horn to Baruffio’s Brain Elixir would have explosive consequences.”


My interest in my neighbour was growing, and I listened curiously to his exchange with the innkeeper. The latter prodded further: “Not the first time you’ve been thrown out, is it? And knowing you, you’ve already found somewhere new?”


The wizard beside me smiled mischievously, his expression brightening. “Quite right. And this time, I shouldn't have any trouble continuing my experiments.”


“How so?” asked the innkeeper. “Wasn’t your lease always terminated the moment your experiments left half the house in ruins? Don’t tell me you plan to stop brewing potions?” He looked at his guest in disbelief.


“Not at all,” came the reply, as the wizard gestured with his long, blackened fingers. “I’ve found a place with a large rooftop terrace. It sits higher than the surrounding buildings, so I can brew in peace — no Muggles or nosy onlookers to worry about. And in the event of a minor, insignificant explosion, the furnishings won’t suffer. Any noise, I can easily suppress with a few well-placed Muffling Charms.”


I eyed the wizard next to me with envy. His name, it seemed, was Sherlock Potter. I reckoned he was a little younger than I was. Despite this, strands of grey already ran through his long black hair, and his stubble too showed the beginnings of silver. I couldn’t help but wonder how he managed to find a place to live so effortlessly — especially considering his slightly dishevelled appearance. The innkeeper seemed to think the same, as he raised both eyebrows and said, “You seem to have more luck than sense, Potter. I don’t know anyone who’s been thrown out of as many flats as you have and still manages to find new lodgings straight away.”


“There is a small catch,” my neighbour at the bar added, “because the lodgings I have in mind are actually too large for a single wizard. I won’t be able to afford it on my own, so I’ll likely have to look for a companion.”


I could hardly believe my ears. This might be a rare opportunity for me — perhaps I’d find a new home sooner than expected! I cleared my throat noticeably. The innkeeper and his guest turned toward me. They both looked at me as if I had just Apparated onto the stool from thin air. Awkwardly, I began to introduce myself and eagerly expressed my interest in the lodgings. At once, the look of surprise vanished from Potter’s face, and his expression brightened. 


He said, “I see you’ve served as an Auror. And your last deployment was quite clearly in Kanthar. But now you’re no longer working for the Ministry of Magic, correct?”


“How do you know—” I began, but Potter waved the question away with a mischievous smile.


“To begin with, your posture while seated is strikingly upright — almost military. And your moustache, like your hair — both of which are a strikingly beautiful shade of fiery red — are immaculately groomed. From that, I deduced that you are, or were, in the service of the Ministry of Magic. 


“So then, either an Auror or an inspector working within London. But there’s more. You have an unusually sun-kissed complexion — the sort that only develops after spending time in southern climates. It’s hardly a tan one acquires in London. This suggests that you’ve not recently been in England, but rather stationed abroad as an Auror. From reliable sources, I know of only two such foreign operations carried out by the Ministry of Magic in recent times: the aforementioned mission against the sand trolls in Kanthar, and the battles against the frost giants in Greenland. The latter, however, would hardly have left you with such a tan — and so, my conclusion naturally fell to Kanthar. 


“I also noticed that your left shoulder hangs ever so slightly — from which I deduce that you returned from the mission with an injury to the shoulder or arm. You are left-handed, as is clearly evident from the way you hold your teacup. The injury to the arm with which you wielded your wand likely means that your spellcasting is now limited or perhaps even impossible. Your magical abilities, therefore, are severely impaired — which, for an Auror, inevitably means the end of a career. Taken together with your interest in securing permanent housing in London, it becomes clear that you are no longer in the Ministry’s service as an Auror.”


Utterly dumbfounded, I stared at Potter, then glanced toward the innkeeper, who simply waved a hand and said, “He does this to my customers all the time. You wouldn’t believe how many clients Mr. Potter has scared off with that sort of thing.” Amused, he turned away and went to serve other guests.


“Well then,” Potter continued. “I’m pleased you’re interested in sharing the lodgings with me.


 One more thing I should mention — the house is located right in the middle of a Muggle area, in the district of Marylebone, more precisely in Baker Street. Which also explains the remarkably low rent.”


You must know, dear reader, that homes located in districts inhabited exclusively by witches and wizards were considerably more expensive than those situated in Muggle neighbourhoods. Only those with a high income could afford to live in such magical quarters.


“I had naturally expected as much and have no objection,” I replied.


Sherlock Potter said, “In that case, the rent is particularly attractive: only eleven Sickles a month — for each of us.”


“That’s remarkably affordable!” I said.


“Well, Mr Watson,” Sherlock Potter continued, “since that is settled, we should get to know one another better. It is most helpful to speak openly about our habits and characteristics in advance. Allow me to begin. What could I say about myself?”


He paused for a moment, then said, “To begin with, I am passionately devoted to potion-making — which you may have already gathered. I also enjoy working on new and unusual spells — nothing illegal, of course.”


At these words, I thought I saw a glimmer of something deep and hidden flash through his eyes — but I assumed I was imagining things and said nothing.


“From time to time,” he went on, “I fall into melancholy moods and may speak very little for days. During such phases, I usually take out my easel and paint to distract myself. It is best to simply leave me be during these times. Would that trouble you much?”


I replied, “No, that would not be a problem at all. I too am a character who values peace and quiet — especially after the events in Kanthar. And I have always admired witches and wizards who can create art using magical paints and enchanted brushes.”


“There is one more particularity I should mention,” continued Potter. “From time to time, I will be receiving clients at home and conducting confidential conversations with them. For those appointments, I would kindly ask that you leave the sitting room to me.”


I nodded, wondering how exactly Potter earned his daily bread. But I didn’t want to appear too intrusive — and after all, it was none of my business.


Sherlock Potter then asked me, “I believe those are the most important things you should know about me. Is there anything you would like to tell me about yourself? Any good or bad habits I ought to be aware of?”


“Well,” I began, “first, I should mention that I regularly smoke Talsker herb. Would the smell bother you?”


Potter shook his head and added that he himself was an avid pipe-smoker.


I went on, “Since the events in Kanthar, my nerves have been quite frayed, and I’ve developed poor sleeping habits. I tend to stay in bed until the early afternoon and am in a foul mood before my first cup of tea. Best not to speak to me until then.”


Potter smiled. “That should pose no problem.”


“Since leaving the Auror Corps, I’ve grown rather sluggish. I lack a fixed daily structure, but I am currently looking for new employment to restore some order to my life.”


“But your disability pension will cover your share of the rent, I assume?” Potter asked.


“Certainly,” I said, and added, “Other than those few traits, I’m a fairly agreeable fellow. And, come to think of it, I’m actually looking forward to sharing a home with someone.”


“Then nothing should stand in the way of our plans,” said Sherlock Potter. “Are you available tomorrow morning to view the apartments?”


I agreed, and so we arranged to meet the following day in Baker Street.


“Farewell, and until tomorrow, Mr Watson.” Potter left the pub with his box full of belongings.


I remained at the bar, reflecting on this most unusual encounter. What luck it was to find new lodgings in such a way. Just then, I caught the innkeeper’s eye, and he returned to my end of the counter. 


He said, “An extraordinary wizard, that Potter. A bit odd, certainly, but not with any ill intent.”


“Do you know how he earns his living?”


The innkeeper shook his head and said, “All I know is that Mr Potter experiments with a variety of potions and elixirs. As he’s mentioned himself, he also dedicates time to studying new spells. From what I’ve heard, he’s even fascinated by the creation of magical contraptions. But to my knowledge, all of these are private pursuits. Come to think of it, I haven’t the faintest idea what Sherlock Potter actually does for a living, or how he earns his money. But you can ask him yourself tomorrow.”


With that, he turned away to serve a group of newly arrived witches and wizards.


I finished my now-cold tea and fished five Knuts from my pocket, which I placed on the counter. Then I, too, left The Flying Scotsman.


	

	
	Baker Street 121B 


The next day, I met Sherlock Potter at the agreed time to view the apartments at 121B Baker Street. I was immediately taken with the place, especially as it offered ample space for the two of us. In addition to two large bedrooms, there was a very spacious sitting room with a fireplace. The rooftop terrace Potter had mentioned provided a splendid view of the surrounding buildings. The flat was already furnished with simple pieces — an immensely practical detail, as neither Potter nor I owned any furniture of our own. 


The house was overseen by Mrs Penny Pomfrey, who took care of our meals. Naturally, we were nowhere near wealthy enough to afford a house-elf. So we considered ourselves fortunate to be able to rely on the services of a magically skilled housekeeper. Mrs Pomfrey, a small, round witch, always wore her grey hair tied tightly in a bun. Over her plain yet well-kept clothing she wore an apron with numerous pockets, in which she kept a variety of small magical tools. She had a particularly keen sense of cleanliness, constantly directing self-cleaning brooms and magical dusters with her wand. Our housekeeper lived in the flat directly below ours. We did not meet the other tenants of 121B Baker Street on the day of the viewing. 


Mrs Pomfrey provided all residents with a delicious breakfast, a hot midday meal, and tea with pastries in the afternoon. In the evenings, she served a cold supper and made a point of looking after the well-being of everyone in the house. All this — and, not least, the comparatively low rent — led us to sign the lease on the spot. We moved into 121B Baker Street that very same day, bringing with us our few belongings. 


Before long, I began to appreciate the advantages of our shared living arrangement. Potter and I often took breakfast together, during which we would discuss the latest news from the Daily Prophet. In the evenings, we would sit by the fireplace — it was, after all, autumn, and an unusually cold and rainy one at that. We would end the day with a butterbeer and a pipe of Talsker herb. I had yet to overcome my sluggishness and was still occasionally plagued by unexplained pain in my arm. But I could already feel how much good the move to 121B Baker Street was doing me. 


As he had mentioned, Sherlock Potter received visitors from time to time in our sitting room, which I gladly left to him. I used those moments for strolls through autumnal London or to drop into one of the many taverns for witches and wizards. By then, the city was cloaked in the endless greyness of the season, and the fog was pierced only by the dim glow of the streetlamps, which cast me into a melancholic, almost romantic mood as I walked. 


One evening, however, I found myself alone in our quarters, as Sherlock Potter had gone out. A light drizzle tapped ceaselessly against the windows. Mrs Pomfrey had brought me tea with a plate of pastries.I turned my attention to a painting Sherlock Potter had completed the day before using enchanted brushes. Fascinated, I studied his work. With rough brushstrokes, he had captured the image of a weathered graveyard on canvas. Beneath a pale night sky streaked with dark clouds, tombstones rose from a fog-drenched earth. Magical paints caused the mist to swirl eerily across the cemetery, and the clouds above shifted restlessly. The piece radiated a sombre menace that made me feel uneasy. 


Eventually, I turned away from the painting and sat down to enjoy my tea. For quite some time, my thoughts lingered on why Potter would choose to create such a bleak and haunting image. Later that evening, I retreated to my own rooms. In a drawer of one of my cabinets, I kept a few items from my time as an Auror. From among them, I retrieved my wand — the same wand I had not used since leaving the Ministry of Magic. Returning to the sitting room, I sat down by the fire and ran my hand wistfully along the grain of the vine wood from which it was made. The wand felt pleasant in my left hand, and yet, at the same time, strangely unfamiliar. 


Just then, the door opened, and Potter’s slender figure appeared in the doorway.


“Good evening, Watson. At last, you’ve brought out your wand again! I had been wondering when you might use it. Ever since we met, you haven’t cast a single spell. You must feel like a Squib!”


That was true. The fear of casting a spell and failing paralyzed me. In truth, it had taken great effort just to retrieve my wand, for I associated it with so many glorious — but also painful — memories from my years of service.


“Come now,” urged Potter. “If you take it slowly, the spells will come back to you. Start with something simple.”


So I raised my wand and murmured, “Lumos.”


The tip of my wand lit up timidly, but nothing else happened. Instead, a tingling sensation began to spread unpleasantly across my scar.


“Again!” Potter prompted.


This time, I called out a little more forcefully, “Lumos!”


With a loud crack, sparks burst from the tip of my wand, flying wildly across the room. They scorched my armchair, the carpet, and the wallpaper. A burnt smell began to fill the air. To make matters worse, I felt a sharp pain in my left arm and dropped the wand. Dejected, I hung my head.


“Chin up, Watson,” said Potter. “It’s only a matter of time before your magic returns properly.”


We paused as hurried footsteps echoed from the stairwell. Moments later, Mrs Pomfrey entered our room.


“Gentlemen, really! What sort of peculiar spells are you performing that shake the entire house? I’ll have you know that I had every room in the house fitted with soundproofing charms by a professional magical contractor. But with this level of noise, the Muggles in our neighbourhood will catch on sooner or later!”


“I assure you,” Potter replied, “I’ve placed additional protective charms over our quarters. The original soundproofing, in my opinion, was rather amateurishly applied. But thanks to my magic, the neighbours will hear nothing of what goes on in this flat. That goes for the rooftop terrace as well.”


Mrs Pomfrey remained somewhat suspicious, but seemed at least moderately reassured. Just then, the doorbell rang. 


Potter turned to me. “Are you expecting anyone this evening?”


I shook my head. Mrs Pomfrey hurried down the stairs to answer the door.


Shortly thereafter, we once again heard hurried steps approaching from the stairwell. A moment later, a man appeared in the doorway of our sitting room. I recognized him at once. The tall, broad-shouldered figure belonged to Inspector Lestrange, whom I had met during my time at the Ministry of Magic.


“Good evening, Lestrange!” Potter greeted, and I followed suit.


The inspector looked exhausted. His beard — usually neatly curled beneath his long nose — now drooped unevenly to the left, giving his otherwise stern, egg-shaped face an almost comical look. Water dripped from the narrow fringe of hair that encircled his bald head, landing on his heavy raincoat. Beneath it, I could make out a cloak that clearly marked him as a Ministry official.


“What brings you to me?” asked Sherlock Potter, and to my surprise, I detected a note of eagerness in his voice. The inspector’s eyes turned to me with a questioning look.


“This is my flatmate, Mr Ron Watson,” said Potter. “Until recently, he was also in the service of the Ministry and is completely trustworthy. You may speak freely in front of him.”


Now Inspector Lestrange recognised me as well. He gave me a curt nod. “I remember you now, Mr Watson. I wasn’t aware you were no longer serving as an Auror.” Then he turned back to Potter.


“Well then, Mr Potter, I’m facing an extremely puzzling case. I urgently require your assistance.”


 He cleared his throat. “Preferably at once.”


“Is it truly that serious?” Potter asked.


“Well, the victim had a certain public standing. You even knew the deceased. It is your former Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher — Professor Daniel Deere.”


A sudden silence fell. I noticed how Potter’s eyes narrowed and his lips pressed into a thin line.


“I see,” he replied coolly. After a few moments of silence, he said, “Very well. Let’s go. Would you care to accompany us, Watson? You must remember the professor from your time at Hogwarts.”


That was true. I remembered Professor Deere all too well — he had taught me Defence Against the Dark Arts. He had been a strict but fair teacher, and I couldn’t understand why Sherlock Potter reacted so coldly to the mention of his name. Granted, I had always had a particularly good relationship with the professor, not least because, like me, he was a great fan of Quidditch. He had frequently refereed the house tournaments and was widely known as a promoter of the sport both at Hogwarts and beyond. 


Sherlock Potter asked the inspector, “Where was the professor’s body found?”


“In his apartments at 403 Brook Street.”


Potter stood and reached for the vase above the fireplace to retrieve some Floo Powder. The inspector stopped him. 


“You can’t use the Floo Network to travel to the professor’s residence. I’ll explain the reasons once we arrive at the crime scene. A carriage is waiting downstairs. Brook Street is only a few miles from here; you’ll be there in minutes.”


At this point, dear readers, I should mention that it is impossible to Apparate to or from a crime scene — unless one is a witch or wizard in the service of the Ministry of Magic.


Aurors cast protective enchantments over such places, allowing only themselves to travel there by magical means. Naturally, it is forbidden to Apparate openly on the streets of London in full view of Muggles. And you may well know that at the time, flying by broomstick was still an uncomfortable business — it wasn’t until 1879 that Elias Grimstone revolutionised broomstick flight with his newly developed ash handle. So when the Floo Network could not be used, witches and wizards of that era generally preferred to travel through London by carriage, much like the Muggles did.


Inspector Lestrange added, “I shall Apparate to the scene and instruct the officers there not to disturb any possible evidence.”


“Very commendable,” said Potter. With a loud crack, the inspector Disapparated and was gone. We dressed in haste and took the carriage to Brook Street .


In the coach, Potter seemed in a dreadful mood. He stared out the window, muttering darkly,


 “Professor Deere, then...”


At first, I refrained from conversation and likewise gazed out of the window. The fog had given way to rain, and fine droplets tapped against the glass in the darkness. After a while, I ventured to speak, hoping that a change of subject might improve his mood. “Tell me, Potter — how exactly do you earn your living? Today a high-ranking inspector from the Ministry of Magic turns up at our flat to ask for your help. Are you a covert Auror in the Ministry’s employ?”


Sherlock Potter turned away from the window. The bitterness in his expression gave way to a gentle smile.


“Well, I prefer a somewhat different title.” With these words, he pulled a business card from his cloak. It read:


Sherlock Potter – Investigator of Magical and Enchanted Crimes.


“I admit, the phrasing is a little clunky. I’m still working on something snappier.”


“But why would Inspector Lestrange consult you?” I asked. “There are highly trained witches and wizards working at the Ministry.”


“I possess sharper powers of observation than our colleagues at the Ministry,” replied Potter. “ Inspector Lestrange is, without question, a capable investigator — but he often lacks the attentiveness required to consider every angle of a case. Too frequently, he seizes upon the most obvious conclusion — running the risk of convicting the innocent while letting the real culprits slip away. And he certainly doesn’t share my knowledge of elixirs and enchantments — particularly when it comes to the possibilities within the Dark Arts.”


At this last remark, I thought I saw a glint of something ominous in Potter’s eyes. But I dismissed the thought as a trick of the light, or my imagination.


“Lestrange calls on me when his investigations reach a dead end. I’ve also developed a few magical tools and procedures — known only to myself — that have proven quite useful in such situations. No doubt I’ll soon have a chance to give you a demonstration.”


Impressed, I nodded. Just then, the question that had lingered in my mind earlier returned.


“Potter, why do you speak so coldly of Professor Deere?”


My companion’s expression darkened once more. Grimly, he replied, “That’s a long story. And besides — we’ve arrived.”


Indeed, the carriage came to a stop just moments later, at the scene of the crime.
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If you want to know how this story continues and don’t want to miss any news, visit 


www.sherlockpotter.com


There you’ll find everything about upcoming chapters and exclusive content!


I would be thrilled to receive your feedback!


Magical regards,


Daniel
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