


Introduction & Contents
Welcome to issue 3 of Brain Scrapings, my personal zine. It’s been a year 
since my last issue. As usual I was hoping to bring out issues more often 
than that, but hey, life got in the way. I was covering a vacant post at work 
from September to February, which meant doing a full time job on part-time 
hours. This meant a slight relapse in my depression and being too tired to do 
much of anything else. Happily, my new colleague is lovely and now I just get 
to worry about my own workload.

We also re-launched The Girly Comic and Violent! online, as  the credit 
card just couldn’t bend any further to keep the print versions coming out. 
Unfortunately, our website got badly hacked and took several months, and 
lots of help from friends to sort out.  I’ve been busy posting up comics and 
blog posts this summer, which you can read at www.factorfictionpress.co.uk/
webcomic

Along with the bad there is always the good, including several trips to 
conventions and to visit friends. Being interviewed by the North East Geek 
Feast (twice!) for their podcast and organising another smashing Caption 
Comics event.

Talking to Lizz Lunney, webcomic creator and one of the organisers of the 
Birmingham Zine fest inspired me to get my zine hat back on again. Plus 
some lovely feedback on Brain Scrapings 2 when I made it freely available 
online at http://www.factorfictionpress.co.uk/othertitles.html

This issue I give a little health update, dust off my sketchbook after twenty 
years, look at a couple of books that have inspired me,  write a little flash fiction 
and get completely obsessed with Sherlock Holmes in his many incarnations!
 

Luv & jellybabies

Selina
 

Communications and trades welcome via selina.lock@googlemail.com
Cover design and formatting assistance by Jay Eales.

 



ACCeptAnCe - A dAIly struggle

In previous issue I’ve written about my experiences with depression and ME/Chronic 
Fatigue Syndrome, so I thought I’d do a little health update.

I’m generally much better overall, but it’s often difficult to remember that when I’m 
having a low energy day or feeling down. It’s good to remind myself that a few years 
ago I wouldn’t have been able to:

- Cope without anti-depressants.
- Walk over two miles around a sculpture trail.
- Attend a one day conference for work.
- Mow the lawn.
- Bounce back from things a little bit quicker each time.

I still get tired a lot, but I’ve been keeping a short diary every night listing what I’ve 
managed to achieve each day. It will sound mundane to many people to say I managed 
to go to work (mornings only), take the dog for two walks, wash-up, cook dinner, write 
or draw something and get through the day without falling asleep. However, that’s a 
really productive day for me and much, much more than many fellow ME/CFS sufferers 
can manage.

The major epiphany I’ve had this year is about accepting I have limitations. It feels like 
it’s just something that should just happen, achieving a state of acceptance. That once 
you’ve got there you will remain in stasis, knowing what you’re capable of and not 
pushing yourself. Utter tosh though. Some days I accept I need to rest, or ignore my 
perfectionist tendencies. Other days I want to shout at the world, or cry, or try to clean 
the house from top to bottom, or something else exceedingly stupid.

With an illness such as ME/CFS, where there is no accepted cause or cure it can feel like 
it’s your fault you got ill. There is a great temptation to believe that if I just try harder, 
and push myself more then I’ll get well. That would be a sure path to a relapse though. 
So every day I wake up and try to accept what I can or cannot manage on that particular 
day, or morning, or moment.





starting to draw again...
I loved drawing as a kid, especially animals. As a young teen I spent ages drawing birds 
at Peakirk Waterfowl Gardens, dreaming of being the next Sir Peter Scott. Being a 
pioneer conservationist, while making beautiful paintings. 

As with most people my dreams faded as reality kicked in. Discouragement at GSCE 
level, and knowing that science was the sensible course at University, I no longer found 
the time for enjoying art. Perhaps that’s why I was “drawn” to the comics scene, being 
part of creating art without taking the risks?

Anyway, I’ve not suddenly become an artistic conservationist but I have decided to give 
drawing another try. Mainly due to discovering the work of Danny Gregory and Michael 
Nobbs. During a visit to Tate Modern several years ago I picked up Danny Gregory’s The 
Creative License: Giving Yourself Permission to be the Artist You Truly Are. After a feeble 
attempt to work through the first few drawing exercises, I gave up. My inner critic was 
screaming that I knew too many excellent artists, who could do so much better than I 
ever would, so why bother trying.

Last year, I discovered the blog of Michael Nobbs, a fellow ME/CFS sufferer who had 
used his illness as a chance to review his life, and to (carefully and sustainably) pursue 
his passion for art. Inspired by Michael’s blog and his recommendation of Danny 
Gregory’s work, I took a sketchbook and The Creative License on my canal boat holiday. 
Apparently being trapped (in the nicest possible way) on a boat in the rain was just the 
incentive I needed to try drawing again!

Michael and Danny both advocate drawing your everyday life, as an illustrated journal. 
Also sharing your work, (if you feel like it) to encourage other people to also let their 
inner artist loose. So here’s a few of the pages from my illustrated journal so far.

I still struggle to quench the critic in my head, and sit down to draw, but hopefully I’ll do 
more from now on.









brain
scrapings

An ongoing
series of

p e r s o n a l 
zines by

selina lock





BeAny MAn
I can’t remember how I came across Michael Nobb’s blog, but it spoke to me 
immediately and soon became a firm favourite. As I enjoyed his posts and artwork 
I investigated what other works he had on offer, and bought the latest issue of his 
illustrated journal The Beany.

Here’s the review I wrote for The Girly Comic blog:

The Beany Issue #4 by Michael Nobbs

What’s it all about?

It’s an illustrated journal, which deals with the period after the death of Michael’s 
mother, and his growing appreciation of the small pleasures life has to offer.

What do I like about it?

I discovered Michael’s blog a few months ago and have been loving his posts on 
creativity and simplicity. This led me to pick up The Beany #4 in order to get even more 
insight into his life and philosophy. The thing that appeals to me most about Michael’s 
work is that it speaks to me and makes me feel a connection. I’m lucky enough not to 
have lost any close family members in recent years, but I think Michael’s struggles and 
the way he learns to find joy again will resonate with anyone that’s had dark periods in 
their life. Even if you haven’t experienced grief or depression, then you can still identify 
with Michael’s pleasure at rediscovering the delight in Angel Delight, or the realisation 
that drawing something cheering everyday is a wonderful form of therapy.
 

What about the artwork?

There is an endearing quality to Michael’s simplistic, yet observationally accurate, 
line drawings of favourite foods, and memory-laden toiletries. I like the fact that the 
illustrations hold your interest despite, or perhaps because of the fact that they are 
everyday items. Things that people don’t take the time to study, notice and appreciate.



This is a full colour issue, which makes it a little pricey, but the contrasting colours and 
design make it a lovely little book overall.

I’m also biased by the projects on Michael’s blog, such as 75 Ways to Draw More, which 
dovetails with the DIY ethos we like to promote at Caption events.

Why might Girly Comic readers like it?

It has an emotional honesty similar to that found in the autobiographical strips of Lee 
Kennedy and Jeremy Day.

Having enjoyed issue 4 so much I jumped on the chance to buy the previous issues when 
they were on special offer. Michael is a fan of a nice cuppa so it seemed appropriate to 
curl up on the sofa with The Beany #1-3 with a hot chocolate. 

It was interesting to go back to the beginning and follow Michael’s journey from 2004, 
and his desicion to publish something, through to what he’s now doing online. Through 
the four issues of The Beany you can see his drawing style and philosophy evolve, and it 
made me feel honoured and inspired by that glimpse into someone’s else’s life.

Check out Michael’s work for yourself at http://blog.michaelnobbs.com/



What I've been digging lately...

- Jonathan Creek DVD Boxset Jay & I have had an Amazon gift voucher 
burning a hole in our pockets since Xmas, but couldn't agree what to spend 
it on. Finally we pounced on the chance to buy the Jonathan Creek Series 
1-5 boxset. I've been busy watching series one featuring the sublime Alan 
Davies and Caroline Quentin. A guy who designs illusions for a living, solving 
locked room murder mysteries, with a bolshy female journalist. I sense a 
little Holmes & Watson inspiration in there. I had forgotten that Anthony 
Stewart Head plays the magician Adam Claus in the early series!

- Morganville Vampires series of novels by Rachel Caine: I jumped on the 
paranormal romance bandwagon before many people in the UK had even 
heard of the term, and picked up the first three Morganville Vampire novels 
on various trips to FP London. Then, I didn't get a chance to read the rest of 
the series until Jay picked up numbers 5-8 in The Works a couple of months 
back. I devoured them. Caine provides a compelling and sympathetic main 
character in teenager Claire, alongside a very strong cast of intriguing, and 
varied humans and supernaturals. The world-building has depth, as more of 
the history and mysteries of Morganville are revealed over the course of the 
series. Looking forward to the next book!

- Curse of the Wolf Girl by Martin Millar. I'm a big Martin Millar fan anyway, 
so Millar doing paranormal romance with a Brixton sensibility is a must buy. 
I mean, who can resist reading about the struggles of an illiterate teenage 
werewolf, who's addicted to laudanum, taken in by a couple of London 
students, and whose best friend is a fire elemental. Throw in clan wars, 
power struggles centred around fashion, werewolf hunters and hopeless 
romances, and it's like nothing else in the genre.

- BBC 6 Music The default radio station in our house is usually BBC Radio 2 
(or BBC Radio 4 when we're out, for the dog... he's very educated!). On a 
recent visit to Newcastle to stay with comic creator friend Terry Wiley, we 
listened to lots of 6 Music and have been converted. Glad the BBC aren't 
axing it after all.

- Peanut Butter I've never been a massive peanut butter fan, as I'm more 



likely to grab the Nutella. But for the last few months I just can't get enough 
of it! (and no, I'm not pregnant). Peanut butter on toast or bagels... the food 
of the Gods!

- Tenovertwelve CDs A compilation CD swapping project I'm involved with 
on Livejournal, run by the fabulous Cleanskies. Hopefully, much more on that 
next issue...

- Having a working shower!  About a month ago, I noticed a water stain on 
our kitchen ceiling below the bathroom. This started off a minor panic in our 
household, as our previous kitchen ceiling fell down a couple of years ago. 
Luckily, this turned out to be loose tiles in the shower, which Jay replaced. 
Typically, our electric shower then immediately developed a fault and we 
needed to fit a new one. Jay tried, but in the end we had to wait a fortnight 
for my Dad to get home from hols to help. In the meantime, we had to 
concoct a temporary shower with a rubber extension on the sink taps and 
much backache. Oh, it was pure joy to get in the new electric shower last 
week. I love my showers.

- Being Erica Season 2 I have a tendency to OD on police procedurals, so I’ve 
been enjoying watching something a bit different. Erica’s in therapy with a 
difference. This therapist sends her into the past to relive/change her regrets. 
Season 2 has introduced some fab new characters and ideas, and explored 
more of the world of the therapists.

- True Blood Season 3 Loving True Blood, as it’s taken a great book series and 
turned it into an enthralling and complex TV series with it’s own mythology.  
This series departs even more from the plot of the books in an interesting way.

- Skeletons Directed by Nick Whitfield, and starring Ed Gaughan and 
Andrew Buckley, with Lucius Malfoy himself, Jason Isaacs, this was an arty 
independent film we saw at the new Phoenix Square arthouse cinema in 
Leicester.  Quirky but throughly engaging character piece.

- Scott Pilgrim Versus the World A fun film based on one of our favourite 
graphic novel series, and directed by one of our favourite directors.

- Being shortlisted for the British Fantasy Award for Best Comic 2009





Consuming sherlock Holmes

Inspired by watching the recent BBC TV updating of Sherlock Holmes, I 
decided to see what other Holmes inspired creations I had to hand. You 
know when you start looking for things, they tend to turn up? Well, I soon 
found lots of Holmes related books, films and comics to consume. Here’s 
what I thought of them...

Sherlock
Three part TV series broadcast in July/August 2010 on BBC1. Co-created by 
Stephen Moffat and Mark Gatiss. Starring Benedict Cumberbatch as Sherlock 
Holmes and Martin Freeman as Dr Watson. The series is set in the present 
day, with Watson being a veteran of the war in Afghanistan, and Holmes 
being a Consulting Detective for Scotland Yard.

Study in Pink (Sherlock, Episode 1) by Stephen Moffat.
The Police have three apparent suicides that have died in the same manner, 
without leaving notes. When a fourth suicide is found (a lady dressed all 
in pink), who has scratched the word Rache into the floor before she died, 
Detective Lestrade turns to Sherlock for help. This is set against a backdrop 
of Holmes and Watson being introduced by a mutual friend as possible 
flatmates, them getting to know each other and moving into 221b Baker 
Street. 
 Good introduction to where Watson’s character is at the start 
of his relationship with Holmes, by showing his stark apartment and war 
flashbacks. A rapid, but clue filled introduction to the apparent suicides the 
case revolves around. Our first glimpses of  Sherlock are in the forms of texts 
he sends to all the journalists in a press conference to point out how wrong 
Lestrade is about the suicides. I like the conceit of having the texts appear on 
screen as subtitles, as it gives us insight into Holmes’s thought processes in a 
fairly unobtrusive manner. Of course, the first time we actually see Sherlock, 
he is whipping a corpse to find out about post-mortem bruising, definetely 
straight out of the Conan-Doyle characterisation. Lovely first meeting 
between Holmes and Watson, as Sherlock analyses Watson within a few 
seconds, and offers to share a flat with him. This leaves Watson thoroughly 
bemused, yet intrigued.
 Una Stubbs as Mrs Hudson is lovely, with her plaintive cries of “I’m 



your landlady, not your housekeeper!” every time she ends up making them 
a cuppa or bringing them food. It’s also fitting that the pair of investigators 
go dashing around London in black cabs instead of the horse drawn cabs of 
Victorian times.
 The flashback scene which explains how Sherlock deduced Watson’s 
background works extremely well, with the camera moving around the 
room and zooming in on the various clues as Sherlock explains. Intercut 
with Watson’s reaction in the cab. Sherlock also suddenly seems much more 
likable and human when the following dialogue takes place:
 Watson “That’s amazing!”
 Holmes “That’s not what people normally say.”
 Watson “What do they normally say?”
 Holmes “Piss off.”
 The camera tricks, and words appearing on screen continue 
throughout the episode to flag up important clues.
 Having Watson picked up by an unknown, obviously powerful foe was 
intriguing, but I was a little worried when it turned out to be a character being 
played by Mark Gatiss. Just kept thinking please let this not be Moriarty! Surely 
one of the writers wouldn’t have written themselves in as Holmes’ greatest 
enemy? Despite the dialogue suggesting this - a deliberate red herring.
 I did get a little tired of the continuing joke about Sherlock and Watson 
being mistaken for a couple, but the rest of the humour worked well.
 The scene with them chasing a cab around London was very silly, but 
also effective. You can easily imagine Sherlock carrying around in his head 
the huge amount of of geographical data needed to keep up with a cab on 
foot by using short cuts and pedestrian only routes.
 The plot plays cleverly with Sherlock’s belief that he’s the smartest 
man in the room, making it easy for the killer to lure Sherlock away from the 
police by promising to explain how he got people to commit suicide. Watson 
soon realises something is wrong and comes to Holmes’ rescue. Showing 
that their friendship grows because Sherlock needs Watson, just as much as 
Watson needs the excitement of being around Holmes.
 It’s a nice little reveal at the end that Gatiss is playing Sherlock’s 
brother Mycroft, which is much more appropriate than him playing Moriarty. 
Plus they obviously decided to cover all the bases with regards to Watson’s 
wound by giving him a psychosomatic limp and also stating that he actually 
got shot in the shoulder! All taken from the original stories, naturally.



Study in Pink (Sherlock, unaired pilot) by Stephen Moffat.
Quite a lot of script overlaps with the aired episode in terms of the Holmes 
and Watson introduction and interaction. As it’s two thirds of the length of 
the final episode it does miss out a large amount of the actual crime plot, 
and the touches with Mycroft. I think this would have appealed to me, but 
not as much as the the newer version did. Somehow, despite being longer, 
the aired version seemed more dynamic and tense.

The Blind Banker (Sherlock, Episode 2) by Stephen Thompson
Sherlock is hired by an old friend to look into what seems to be an impossible 
break-in at a bank. Sherlock then connects this with the death of a bank 
employee, the death of a journalist and the disapperance of a museum 
worker.
 I was amused, as well as bemused, by the early scenes juxtaposing 
Watson losing it with a self-service supermarket checkout, and Sherlock 
battling a robed assailant. In this episode, Watson seems pretty angry at the 
world, as well as with Sherlock, who to be fair is being fairly annoying! 
 The story starts off promisingly, with strange graffiti messages, and 
wondering what links a trading floor banker, a journalist and a expert from 
an Antiquities Musuem. Once we get that it’s all down to a smuggling gang 
from China it starts seeming like it would have worked better in Victorian 
times rather than the present day. Especially with the denoument set in a 
dark railway tunnel, mistaken identity and threatening people with theatrical 
crossbow contraptions. I enjoyed it on the first viewing but on the second go-
around, it didn’t hold up as well.
 This was rumoured to be based on The Adventure of the Dancing 
Men short story, but there is only a very broad simililarity. The use of a kind 
of code, and old gang connections come back to haunt people. I thought that 
using graffiti was a clever updating of the coded messages, but using ancient 
Chinese script as a cipher paired with a London A-Z just wasn’t as much fun 
as little dancing men figures as the code.
 Apart from the chemistry between the two leads, this almost seems 
like it’s from a different series to the first episode. We don’t get any of the 
nice camera touches or texts appearing on screen, no Lestrade and very little 
mention of Mycroft.

The Great Game (Sherlock, episode 3) by Mark Gatiss
This is an explosive episode, literally, as an unknown villain kidnaps people, 



rigs them with explosives and then gets them to ring Holmes. During the 
phone calls, the victims have to challenge Holmes to solve certain crimes 
within a time limit to stop them getting blown up. The cases he is asked 
to look at seem to have little connection, one being the death of a boy in 
a swimming pool that Sherlock was aware of when he was a teenager and 
another being the death of a TV host. Each time Holmes solves the cases 
quicker than his deadline, he is given less time to solve the next one. The 
adrenaline runs high at the start of the episode with the gang racing against 
time to save the possible bomb victims, while not being able to tell anything 
about the identity of the protaganist. Meanwhile, Mycroft has asked 
Sherlock to look into the theft of some defence plans, which Sherlock has 
refused, leaving Watson to investigate, and fend off Mycroft’s enquiries. 
Finally, the two cases merge into one and Holmes and Watson finally meet 
the mastermind behind all the incidents: Moriarty.
 This is where the whole thing went off the rails for me, as Moriarty 
turns out to be a skinny, 30-something, camp-as-a-badger and completely 
doolally Irishman. I had no idea what this version of Moriarty would be like, 
but I certainly wasn’t expecting that! Bits of the scene worked, but I was just 
too distracted by my reaction to Moriarty to take much in. The series does, 
however, end on a fabulous cliff hanger, with a big question over who will 
survive, or rather how they’ll survive. Roll on series two!
 Apparently, there were plenty of homages to Conan Doyle’s stories 
for Holmes afficionados, such as phone pips, references to The Bruce 
Partington’s Plans and the final scene taking place near a swimming pool 
being a corollary to the confrontation with Moriarty at the Reichenbach Falls.

A Study in Scarlet by Arthur Conan Doyle
I had hoped to read the original story to compare it to the adaptations, but 
haven’t managed to finish it. If I keep putting off this article until I’ve read/
seen the next Holmes thing then it will never get finished. From what I’ve 
read, the comic and TV show have certainly used a lot of things from the 
original story. I was bemused to find in the novel that Watson was shot in the 
shoulder, rather than the leg wound he sports in many TV versions. However, 
the power of the internet tell me this is one of the conitinuity problems that 
Conan Doyle had, as Watson’s wound moves around in the stories. I think 
the main difference with reading the novel is that it’s in Watson’s voice, so 
you get a bit more of a feel for his character than you do onscreen, where 
Holmes dominates.



A Study in Scarlet graphic novel adapted by Ian Edginton/ illustrated by I.N.J. 
Culbard
 I am biased here as I’m friends with the artist, but even so, I think 
this is a great adaptation. A faithful adaptation of the Study in Scarlet novel 
by Arthur Conan Doyle. It’s a wonderfully condensed version of the novel, 
with the creative team picking out what will work well as illustration but 
retaining Watson’s narrative voice in text boxes, as needed. Considering 
that much of the story involves talking heads we get a wide range of panel 
arrangements, and expressive facial shots, meaning the pages never feel 
static. The colouring also conveys the atmosphere, with browns being used 
for exterior scenes, blues and greens for serious detective work, and oranges 
for the warm interior of 221b Baker Street. If you’re not sure about reading 
the novels then try the graphic novels instead. I’ve still got Edginton and 
Culbard’s adaptations of The Hound of the Baskervilles and The Sign of The 
Four to read too, and The Valley of Fear is published soon.

The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes
20th Century Fox film from 1939, starring Basil Rathbone as Holmes and 
Nigel Bruce as Watson.
 Can’t actually say much about this one as I fell alseep for most of it. 
Ooops. I do remember thinking that Basil Rathbone and Jeremy Brett look 
quite similar, and that the Rathbone Holmes was even more patronising to 
Watson than in other versions.

Sherlock Holmes & the Secret Weapon
Universal Studios film from 1943, starring Basil Rathbone as Holmes and 
Nigel Bruce as Watson.
 This was on the same DVD as the film above, starring the same actors but 
having moved Holmes and Watson into the Second World War era. So Holmes’s 
new hairdo bemused me somewhat until I realised what was going on! One of 
the reasons for seeking out the Rathbone films was that Stephen Moffat and 
Mark Gatiss the co-creators of the new BBC Series Sherlock cited them as a 
huge influence, especially the ones where Holmes is fighting Nazis. Sherlock 
Holmes and the Secret Weapon is a prime example of wartime propaganda.
 It sees Holmes helping smuggle the scientist Dr. Franz Tobel and 
his new bomb guidance system out of Switzerland. Once in England, Tobel 
divides his gadget into four parts and gives them to four different people for 
safe-keeping. He also leaves a coded note with his girlfriend in case anything 



happens to him, and his precautions are needed. No sooner has he done 
these things, than he’s kidnapped. Cue a race against time for Holmes to 
decode the note and find the pieces of the invention before the enemy. 
Again, this story is partly inspired by The Adventure of the Dancing Men 
short story, and the note uses those cute little dancing men symbols.
 I really enjoyed this story, as Rathbone is superb and doesn’t seem 
as condescending as in the previous story. Plus, you know, secret weapons, 
coded letters, Nazis, what’s not to enjoy? I can understand why Moffat and 
Gatiss enjoyed these and wanted to do their own updating of Holmes.

Faction Paradox: Erasing Sherlock by Kelly Hale
The Faction Paradox novels are a spin-off from the universe of Doctor Who, 
but you don’t need to know anything about them to enjoy this novel. Here 
Sherlock Holmes is real, rather than fictional. Ambitious young academic 
Gillian is sent back in time, to study him for her doctoral thesis on the early 
development of forensic science. Posing as domestic help Rose Donnelly, 
Gillian gets rather closer to the twenty five year old Holmes than she 
planned, and things rapidly go downhill from there. Hale writes an exciting, 
visceral and dark novel. Possibly not for the Holmes pedant or faint hearted. 
I thought it was fabulous, as Rose/Gillian is a strong, resourceful woman who 
soon realises she was much too naive to trust the people who sent her back 
in time. She fights not to lose herself, despite the horrors she goes through. It 
also gives us a whole new perspective on Holmes, while retaining the familiar 
aspects of his character.

The Rivals of Sherlock Holmes (Episode 1 - A Message from the Deep Sea)
TV series broadcast by ITV in 1971.
 A somewhat odd idea for a series, sees stories about other fictional 
detectives that would have been the contemporaries of Sherlock Holmes. 
Only watched the first episode so far, which features Dr John Thorndyke, 
created by author R. Austin Freeman. Watching it, I mainly kept thinking how 
similar it was to Holmes, as Thorndyke specialises in early forensics and even 
has a sidekick. However, having consulted Wikipedia, I see that Freeman was 
believed to have drawn on his experiences as a colonial surgeon and to have 
tested himself any experiments that he wrote into his stories. Certainly it 
was an interesting episode to watch, once I stopped comparing it to Sherlock 
Holmes, and being distracted by a young Paul Darrow (Avon from Blake’s 7).



The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes
Granada Television TV series, 1984 created by Michael Cox. Starring Jeremy 
Brett as Holmes and David Burke as Watson. Famed for being pretty faithful 
adaptations of Conan Doyle’s short stories.

The Dancing Men (The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, episode 2)
We watched this prior to the new Sherlock series, as we’d heard one of 
the episodes would be based on The Adventure of the Dancing Men short 
story, which this also adapts. I’m assuming this episode is fairly close to the 
original story as the Brett series is renowned for being faithful to the source 
material. Holmes is asked to investigate when little dancing men figures are 
found drawn on garden chairs and doors at the home of Mr. Hilton Cubit.  
We immediately know the mystery revolves around his wife Elsie, as she 
made her husband promise not to look into her previous life in America. 
An enjoyable episode where Holmes takes great pleasure in deciphering the 
code, and unravelling Elsie’s past.

A Scandal in Bohemia, The Naval Treaty & The Solitary Cyclist (The 
Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, episodes 1, 3 & 4)
The Jeremy Brett version of Holmes seems to be considered a milestone 
interpretation, and the yard stick which other performances are compared 
to. I can see why, as Brett makes Holmes fascinating. Treading a fine line 
between showing Holmes’ superior intelligence, while still making him a 
sympathetic character. I also like David Burke’s Watson, who is sweet but 
capable. I haven’t watched any of the episodes with Edward Hardwicke as 
Watson yet.
 Of these three episodes, A Scandal in Bohemia is my favourite, as we 
get royalty, romance, intrigue, Holmes in disguise and to see the wonderful 
Irene Adler (the only woman to best Sherlock Holmes). The Solitary Cyclist 
seemed the most familiar to me - perhaps I’d caught it recently on a cable 
channel? Anyway, I like Miss Violet Smith, the capable young woman the 
story revolves around, and the shenanigans with mysterious, disappearing 
cyclists. The Naval Treaty is a solid, enjpoyable episode, though I did guess 
the villain. Mainly I was distracted by the sight of a young moustachioed 
Gareth Thomas (better known as Blake from Blake’s 7).

Young Sherlock Holmes and the Pyramid of Fear
A Stephen Spielberg produced film from 1985, written by Chris Columbus, 



starring Nicholas Rowe as Holmes and Alan Cox as Watson.
 Probably the most absurd beginning to any of the Holmes stories I’ve 
read or watched so far, with a gentleman hallucinating that his roast pheasant 
dinner was coming back to life and attacking him! I like the way that Holmes 
deducts Watson’s background in a similar way to A Study in Scarlet, though 
in a more jovial way than most retellings. Definitely an air of madcap fun and 
adventure to this family film. I also wasn’t sure about the Holmes teenage 
romance. I don’t have an issue with Holmes being romantically entangled, but 
wistful gazing out of the schoolroom window at the female lead just seems 
more Watson-like to me. The romance and plot did take a rather darker turn 
than predicted. I expect the young me would have loved this, but seeing 
it as an adult alongside other adaptations, it comes across as a bit twee.

Sherlock Holmes
Guy Ritchie directed film from 2009. Starring Robert Downey Jnr as Holmes 
and Jude Law as Watson.
 The most attractive actors to play Holmes and Watson out of those 
I’ve watched. Definite Hollywood blockbuster feel to it, with action from the 
outset. I liked the early conceit of showing Holmes’s quick wits by playing 
through a fight verbally and visually, before showing it in real-time. This 
Holmes seems pretty keen on bare knuckle boxing, and I’ve no idea whether 
this is in keeping with his character but certainly gives the filmakers a chance 
to have Downey Jnr wander around half-naked and sweaty!
 As my partner Jay mentioned, this is basically a buddy cop flick. We 
get much more equality in the banter between Holmes and Watson. Holmes 
is portrayed as the jealous friend who is trying to stop Watson from marrying 
his new love Emma. Supernatural overtones and Victorian sensationalism 
are rife. We also get a good femme fatale in the portrayal of Irene Adler, who 
holds her own against Holmes well, including leaving him handcuffed, naked 
to a bed. The film ends on a Moriarty cliff hanger, for the inevitable sequel. 
I remember the original trailers made this look like Holmes was an arrogant 
womaniser, but that’s not the case at all and his relationship with Adler is 
quite complex. Overall, a really good, fun romp, but not Sherlock Holmes as 
we know him from other stories.
 Almost all modern detective creations are influenced by Conan Doyle 
and his contemporaries. I have barely scratched the surface of the Sherlock 
Holmes canon! It would be very easy to become immersed in this shared 
universe of Victorian intrigue.



Friends like these
“Oi!” I shout, as hands grab the front of the canoe and tip it over. I
hit the water with a splash. Arms flail. The paddle slips from my
hands. I go under. Cold water swamps my clothes. I grasp the sides of
the canoe and push. My hips catch. Heart hammering, I fight the urge
to breathe. Panicked wriggling sets me free. I surge forward. Hands
scrape along the river bed. The sparks of pain are nothing compared
with my burning lungs. I break the surface, gasping for air.
 Breathing heavily, I find my footing and stand up. Panic turns to
anger. Dave stands upstream in the brackish water, whooping and
laughing.
 “Fucker!” I yell, and slog my way to the bank.
 “Come on Chloe, just a joke.” Dave replies.
 “I don’t have a change of clothes. You promised I wouldn’t get wet.”
 “Sorry.”
 I scramble out of the river. Walk towards the gateway into Dave’s garden.
 “Where ya going?” Dave asks.
 “Home.”
 I couldn’t cycle home soaking wet. I’d bloody freeze. Have to get
someone to pick me up. Not Dad though, he’d go barmy at me coming out
here alone.
 I enter Dave’s house. Go straight to the bathroom. Glad his parents
aren’t home to see my transparent t-shirt. Shivering, I grab a towel
and dry my hair. I hear footsteps approach.
 “Chloe? You in there?”
 “Yes.”
 “Pass us your clothes. I’ll put them in the dryer.”
 “Fuck off! I’m not wandering around naked.”
 “Me Mum’s dressing gown should be there.”
 “Eww, no.”
 “Suit yourself. I’ll make a cuppa.”
 My jeans scrape against clammy skin and my teeth chatter.
 I wander into the kitchen. No Dave, but there’s a drink on the work
surface. Tastes a little too sweet. I don’t take sugar. I start
feeling a little dizzy. Must be the shock. Steadying myself, I pick up



the phone. A few seconds and I realise it’s not ringing. There isn’t
even a dialling tone.
 “Dave. Phone’s not working.” I shout.
 “I know.” he says.
 His voice sounds odd, slightly breathless. I shake my head, trying to
shift the fuzziness. Turn towards him. He’s still in his trunks. Beads
of water trickle down his arms.
 “Put some clothes on.”
 His cheeks are flushed, His skin mottled red. He grins at me, which
normally looks cute, but now looks off, odd. His eyes look wild, like
a feral cat we once found. I notice how tall he’s got lately. Tall and
wiry. I’m shaking as he moves towards me.
 This isn’t the Dave I know.
 I back into a cupboard. Pain jolts me into action. I rush for the back 
door.
 He laughs.
 I grab the door handle, but it doesn’t move. He’s beside me, hot
breath on my hair. He grabs my waist. I gulp back tears, choking on
them. I try to hit him, but my muscles spasm. My knees buckle. He
lowers me to the floor.
 “I thought you were my friend.”



the Creative license: giving yourself 
permission to Be the Artist you truly Are

By danny gregory, 2006, Hyperion

Part of the reason I picked up The Creative License were these quotes on the 
back:
 “For years, author Danny Gregory told himself he wasn’t, couldn’t be 
an artist. But when a crisis made him re-examine his priorities, he saw he’d 
been speeding through life and missing the view. So, in his late thirties, he 
picked up a ballpoint and taught himself to draw.”
 Great, I though, someone not much older than me who taught 
himself to draw. Who had the guts to just give it a go.
 “The Creative License, a wild celebration of amateurism, full of 
humour, passion and encouragement.”
 Amateurism? So I don’t have to produce an amazing drawing the first 
time I pick up a pencil again? I knew these things really, but it’s nice to see 
someone else admitting it and suggesting that it’s about the process and the 
joy rather than just the results.
 I mean, Caption, the comics convention we’ve helped organise for 
the past five years is all about celebrating creativity in many forms. About 
everyone being able to have a go at creating comics, but I was, and still am, 
slightly intimidated by all the wonderfully talented artists I know.
 Flicking through The Creative License shows it’s full of bad drawings 
as well as good ones.Or as Gregory says “there are no bad drawings, drawings 
are experiences... and we learn from experience”. Plus, produced in a lovely 
handwritten type font, and full of colour, notes and pages from illustrated 
journals.
 I struggled to get through some of the early exercises, as I got 
discouraged with my results, but the following chapter on journalling re-
invigorated me. Then I couldn’t put it down.
 Although aimed at beginners there are stacks of ideas and suggestions 
for creating interesting journals and projects in here. There are also chapters 
on areas such as identity. judgement and resistance, which will be applicable 
at various points on the creative journey. A book I’ll keep going back to, I’m 
sure.






