Dear Ladies and Gentlemen, 
[image: image1.jpg]


Today I would like to share the story of my life with you, children of the 21st century! Who else if not you can understand me better? Who knows about intellectual property rights, freedom of action, choice and speech more than you do! A man of the 19th century, I could only dream of it. At the time of Victorian values I had to obey the public will and to sacrifice my talent and my preferences for the sake of the crowd’s amusement. I made myself trapped…Today standing in front of you and looking into your eyes I can be just myself and nobody else. My story has been veiled in mystery for many years. It’s about my major achievement and my total failure. Who am I? I’m just the master who came to hate his best-known creation… I AM SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE! I am a Scottish-born son of an artist, a medical doctor, more famous as a  detective story writer. If my name still doesn’t say anything to you, my dear friends, it is doubtless that you are familiar with the crowning glory of my literary career – SHERLOCK HOLMES. The interesting thing is that, although the  character is based on my friend and mentor Dr. Joseph Bell, I ended up being quite alienated from the character I’d created. 
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As a solution to my own problem I have made up my mind to kill Sherlock Holmes, the burden that made my life unbearable. Of course you can blame me for being ruthless and pitiless with someone who has made me famous and rich. But I had my own reasons to do it. First of all, Sherlock Holmes, this elementary form of fiction, managed to take so much time that I couldn’t concentrate on more serious writings. Although the Sherlock Holmes stories were highly successful, they were keeping me from more worthwhile work – my historical novels. But it wasn’t the only reason I had to commit this ‘literary murder’ of Sherlock Holmes. At that time I was unlucky to face the problems of my tempestuous private life.  After my father’s death I learned that my first wife Louise was dying from tuberculosis. It was too late to do something to cure her disease and I will always feel guilty that I was so devoted to my work that I didn’t diagnose it in time! How could a qualified doctor and an affectionate husband make such a stupid and inexcusable mistake! It was the last drop and I decided that Holmes had to die!
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Consequently, in 1893 after 6 long years I “killed” Sherlock Holmes with the help of the infamous Professor Moriarty by reporting his apparent death in "The Final Problem", the last story of The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes. I even found the perfect spot for his death – Reichenbach Falls. After seeing the magnificent falls in 1893, I decided the place would make a worthy tomb for my “dear Sherlock Holmes”. It was a great tragedy for many people and soon it became a nightmare for me too.  I started to get blackmail messages and see threatening banners in front of my window saying: ‘Conan Doyle is a murderer!’ Even Queen Victoria didn’t want to believe that one of her favorite detectives was no longer alive. She strongly denied the fact that Professor Moriarty, the infamous criminal, had managed to do his dirty deed. She was sure that it was one of Sherlock Holmes’s new tricks. ‘Doesn’t Sir Conan Doyle think the same?’, she claimed. I had no choice after all this…I felt obliged to write more Sherlock Holmes stories so I wrote The Hound of the Baskervilles but I set it as a prequel to the story where I had killed Holmes off. The result was shocking: the circulation of the magazine that published this story rose by thirty thousand copies overnight. I was defeated by my own creation!
I was doomed both to failure and to success.  
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