
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Sherlock Holmes

A TALE LESS TOLD

John Pirillo

Copyright 2017, 2022



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue

[image: ]




“Iam enim incipit,” he commanded.

And it did!
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Dark Matter Matters
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Holmes appraised the chances of securing a safe distance from the man who had been haunting the good couple he was helping that night.

He knew he was going to be late for the Christmas Eve dinner, but two lives could be at stake.

He dropped back into the shadows of the alley, his hands clutching his cape tight about his shoulders against the building cold wind blowing off the Thames.

He looked up at the sound of SixBells from Big Ben, then at Good Queen Mary of Scots offices high above in the Tower of London, or the Dark Tower to those who were held in its deepest, darkest dungeons. He could swear she was looking out, but the distance was too great to be sure it was her.

He glanced again at the run down home that bordered the boardwalk along the Thames, and the gathering shadows created as the Tes streetlights lit up one by one down the walkway, giving it an air of fairy tale like beauty, like luminescent fairy balls of light wafting in the breeze along corridors of trees, but in this case wooden and concrete buildings.

The light of the Tes streetlights diffused through the misting fog curling and twirling above the piers and boardwalk.

“Mmmm!” 

A cough.

He dropped back further.

He should have warned Watson of his intention this evening, but once the couple had contacted him, he had gone with them immediately to check for clues.

He hadn’t been sure they were in danger, but once he found the pools of odd gelatin like material gathered in the least likely of places beside their bedroom window, he soon thought otherwise.

And by then it was getting too late to return home before dark. He dare not leave them alone in the house without protection. By the markings he had found, he had deduced that they were recent. Within the last hour. So whatever was haunting them would return again. 

Soon.

There was no time to go home or to the Yard to analyze the substance, but he was pretty sure he knew what it was from.

It had been a long time since he had run into one of the demons from that other parallel world, since he and his friends had closed that portal, barely fighting them to a standstill and shutting it forever.

But forever in a world of magic wasn’t so long anymore. It seemed to him that magic was growing stronger. Not only on this earth, which was not his home world before, but was now, but on other parallel worlds as well.

His visit to the Mother Earth, the one that all the other parallel worlds had spun off from due to some kind of dark energy....something that Einstein called Dark Matter...had given him the clues he had been seeking.

When he brought them to the attention of the brilliant minds of Einstein and Tesla, even they had a hard time explaining the confluence of so many parallel worlds like Mother Earth, yet unlike in sometimes large, but other times smaller ways.

The parallel worlds, including the one he dwelled on now; they had all taken some of the good from the original Earth, but also a lot of the underside of that world...magic...and quite a bit of dark magic as well.

Considering the barbarity of their history, he could not imagine so much evil possible, unless magic were somehow underpinning it. But his experience with Professor Moriarity had cured him of that conceit. Men could be as evil as the magic they wielded. Even more so, as magic didn’t kill people, people used it to kill people.

“Mmmmm!” 

Another cough.

He stiffened, loosening his jacket to get at his holstered weapon. He felt its grip and tightened his fingers about it, slowly pulling it out to have it ready. In case.

The sound had come from the back of the home he was watching. He was certain of that.

And that’s where the bedroom windows were.

Then he threw caution to the wind. 

There was nothing but an empty warehouse behind the home, but evidently his search of it had been misled somehow. For that was the only other place an invader could have come from.

He dashed across the street for the home’s front door, the same time as a scream erupted from inside it.

***
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MRS. CHAMPION AND HER husband were backed up against their closet door. Mr. Champion held out a chair between himself and some kind of being that should not have existed.

He couldn’t even get a clear vision of it, because its shape kept shifting from humanoid to something short and squat with claws, then something tall and leering and then to some other shape, equally as disturbing.

The demon, for it had to be that, he thought, rushed him.

His wife screamed.

He screamed as well, but though as afraid as her, it was to push himself to do the stupid, but very brave thing he did next

Charge the beast!

The bedroom door slammed open and Holmes burst inside.

The demon twisted about to look at him, surprised at the arrival.

Mr. Champion used the distraction to smash the chair over the top of the demon’s head, since it had now shrunk down to a reasonable height again.

It shrieked, not in pain, but in anger that a mortal thought it could be hurt in that way.

It shattered the chair in the same movement that broke it free from Mr. Champion’s hands, sending him flying to the other side of the room, across his bed and into the wall there.

Holmes held up his weapon at the creature.

“You’ve done enough harm!”

The creature let out another cough. “Mmmmm.”

Holmes could have sworn it was laughter. He didn’t wait for it to rush him but shot it three times where its heart should be.

The creature let out another “Mmmmm,” sound and rushed Holmes.

This demon was not the same as the one he had killed before. Either that or it had mutated somehow. Then he thought of someone he hadn’t in quite some time. Lovecraft!

Its mouth began widening further and further, its intention to swallow Holmes whole.

Holmes fired the rest of his bullets. 

None stopped the creature. But it did pause long enough for him to see something he might use.

A vanity to his left.

On the vanity next to him were several bottles of some kind of perfume. Tall bottles. 

He hurriedly plucked two of them, uncorked them and immediately tossed them into the thing’s mouth.

The creature froze midstride, its vague eyes enlarging and then shrinking.

“Mmmm?”

A new cough, but questioning this time.

Holmes threw the next thing. Facial powder. 

It flew through the air at the creature.

Holmes then swiftly struck a match he always kept in his pocket across the vanity’s top and hurled it.

The creature made another chuckling sound as the match struck the powder that was all over it now.

The creature burst into flames.

Holmes rushed to Mr. Champion and helped him to his feet. “Mrs. Champion!” He cried out.

Holmes steered him to his wife, who had been watching the whole thing unfold. 

The creature began screaming as the flames burned brighter, but then the powder burned mostly off. It began to reassemble, as if it could heal itself, right before their eyes.

Yet another clue to Holmes that Lovelight had his hand in this new abomination. The Cthulhu universe of demons was in a constant flux of mutation and evolution. One horror after another, fed by fear and mutilation of innocents, by death and dying.

Mrs. Champion threw open the top drawer of her vanity and lugged out a thick metal box. She flung it open, and then heaved it at the creature.

More facial powder flew out.

When it struck the still burning portion of the creature its entire body burst into a fireball. The fire was so intense it caused the bed clothing to burst into flames, which crawled onto the bed posts, burned brightly up those onto the wall and spread like a living creature from left to right.

The creature fell back onto the bed, and the canopy overhead, now burning intensely, broke free from the bedposts and tumbled over the creature, burying it entirely in a new conflagration of fire.

Its death screams were horrible to listen to. Mr. and Mrs. Champion threw hands over their ears to shut out the sound.

In moments that portion of the bedroom burst into flames. Holmes looked at the inferno, realizing that it now blocked their way out. So he did the only reasonable thing a man could at that moment. He rushed the windows of the room, and then dove through them, shattering them apart.

He struck the ground outside and rolled roughly several turns, then stumbled to his feet.

“Quickly!” He shouted to the Champions.

They needed no further encouragement. Mr. Champion leaped out, then looked back to give Mrs. Champion a lift out in his arms.

Triumphantly, he rushed from the burning home. And not a moment too soon, as the bedroom flames burst outside and began eating up the walls, and then the roof like some kind of living creature.

The abomination inside had quit screaming, but the new terror was enough to force them all to scatter before the thrusting flames and inferno like heat.

They turned to watch as the home’s bedroom wall burst into flames, which quickly scattered to the roof.

In moments their home and everything in it were turning into flames.

Mrs. Champion began to sob.

Mr. Champion put his arm about her shoulders.

“We’re alive. That’s all that matters, dear.”

She turned about in his arms. “I love you.”

“And I...you,” he told her in return.

They held each other a long time, then turned about to watch their burning home.

They didn’t bother to thank Holmes, he had already gone.

The sound of alarms grew.

Help was on its way.

Holmes had made sure of that.
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Wistful
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In ribbons of gold

With bows of red

So bright I’m told.

With carpets of plush

Roses and pansies

Soft to the touch

And oh so handy.

Eve stood on her toes

Face pressed to window

Watching for the man

With gifts and laughs

And sweet cherry jam.

Her sisters lay comfy

In visions of candy and ice

Sleeping their slumbers

So soft and contrite.
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221B Baker Street
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Baker Street seemed forlorn and lonely as Constable Reynolds patrolled the street, twirling his nightstick without even thinking of it. Not even whistling a small tune as he was most likely to do on such beats. 

After all he was on the most prized beat: Baker Street.

It wasn’t often he or the others got a chance to do this beat and every constable who did so, knew that that wonderful woman who lived her at 221B might pop out with a nice gift of warm scones to warm up their bodies, and heal their weary souls. Being a constable was not the most prized of jobs. It got little praise from those they helped, less from Inspector Bloodstone, who was notoriously loud and picky as could be about what he expected from his men.

None would say he was a bad commander. He wasn’t. He was the best. He just didn’t know how to control his temper very well.

Constable Reynolds began whistling. A bit loudly. Hoping to get attention from the famous owners of this building.

Nothing.

He sighed.

His stomach growled.

He had skipped his meal in anticipation of getting the usual four scones that Mrs.Hudson always had at the ready of the time their beat took them by.

He stopped whistling, and then began walking to finish his beat.

“Constable Reynolds!” Mrs. Hudson called out.

He smiled and turned about. Saved! He thought, causing his stomach to complain again, but this time in anticipation.

He doffed his cap to her and half bowed. “My dear, Mrs. Hudson, how surprising to see you up at this hour.”

She smiled, knowing full well he expected her to be so. She had hurried to leave Watson in order to catch the constable before he passed by, knowing full well he would be both hungry and downcast if she did not. He was such a kind man and she couldn’t imagine doing anything else for the man that would please him more than by acknowledging him with a few sweets when she could.
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