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First thing I wish to mention is that my book is based on the original Sherlock Holmes, but does not duplicate or deal with those particular cannon as created by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

No, instead I have used that wonderful canon of Holmes to construct my own universe, which I call the Baker Street Universe.

In that universe I have created a Sherlock Holmes who is younger, mystical, as brilliant as Doyle’s, but situated in a world where magic and Steampunk science exist.

I have populated my world and universe with every author, and book character ever created and all are alive and interacting with each other.

This has allowed my imagination to paint upon a much larger canvas, while still keeping my focus on the wonderful Holmes, who I have also granted more heart and insight into human nature from training in India. He is a strong character and a well thought out one, which I feel you will enjoy taking the mystery with, as he journeys from one case to the next...maybe one time dealing with vampires, another an arch fiend like Moriarty, or someone more mundane like a serial killer, who, granted, is certainly the biggest monster of all.

Have a wonderful journey into my worlds.

Most Sincerely,

John Pirillo,

Author
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No Love Lost
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"Chalmers, hurry up!" His boss told him.

He hurried up.

But every time he got a table cleaned, a new customer would come in and dirty it again. In the hoary dive of McGillahans Pub in the Soho district of London, clients expected everything to be tip top perfect. Even though the place was not the high class pub one would expect, still the gentlemen who patronized the pub acted as if it were.

So there he was scrubbing, rubbing, mopping, wiping up, sweeping, picking up, carrying away, and dumping constantly. Not a moment's rest. And that's the way he liked it. No time to dwell on other things. Like the fact that every time a new patron entered the pub and saw him they cringed. They always cringed. But the call of liquor was always stronger and they put that behind them. At least in the open.

But he could feel them talking about him at times. Not making fun of him so much, as just pitying him. He didn't want pity. He hated it.

He also didn't want to be seen as different. But some things you cannot change and his appearance was one of them.

So to make up for his shortfalls, which in his short, but miserable existence seemed to be many, he made sure there was not a smudge, not a smear, not a spot anywhere on tables, chairs, counters, glasses, plates and silverware.

The pub had a reputation for being the cleanest and the fastest of any. So it had attracted a crowd of well to do who had little attraction to the common man, since they lived on a financial level most Londoners could only dream of. And despite its somewhat cheap appearance...no marble tables, no molded metal walls with sparkly glass and highly polished mirrors and orchestras playing softly from a stage...it was popular.

Perhaps because of its simplicity; its test of the higher crust's sensibilities. Who knew? He certainly did not.

Chalmers got the table clean he was working on and no sooner did he walk away, when three gentlemen sat down immediately at the table, not one giving him a word of thanks. Mostly, they looked away so they couldn't see him. Why? Was he some kind of monster that he deserved not the least of kindness from them?

But when he would pass a glass surface and saw himself, he knew. He could hide from his feelings for a time; but he could not hide from himself. He was not a handsome man. His head. His eyes. His back. Not any of it normal as those about him.

He sighed. Such was the burden he carried; but it would have been lighter with a friendly smile once in awhile; perhaps even a kind word. But that treasure seemed denied to him; even as his normality was.

He didn't understand how so many could need him and yet ignore him, refuse to acknowledge his existence except when they needed something.

Was he such an abomination then? Such a monster that he could find no smile, no warmth anywhere he chose to go?

Even when he shopped in the local food market, he was shunned. Women sometimes would give him a look of uttermost pity, or put a hand to their mouth as if they weren't stifling a scream of fright, but they were. Sometimes they would faint. 

He would always hurry away when that happened. He knew what would happen if he stayed. They'd blame him; taunt him; perhaps even hurt him. It wouldn't be the first, or the last time such had happened to him. 

Men would look at him as if he were a specimen in a zoo or a museum, measuring him in ways they thought he couldn't understand. But even though his body was deformed; his mind was not. He was bright, caring and kind. At least he thought so.

Despite all the horrors of the treatment he would get from others, he was always the first one to help, to have a kind word, to offer to console or help. People would give him a frightened look, but say nothing, as if their souls were stricken by the thought of honoring one such as him.

So he had come to expect nothing from his fellow humans, except work. And work. Then more work.

Only one man in his memory had done none of those things. He was a tall man with brown hair and stark eyes that seemed to look right through a person. He had a way, purposefulness about him that every movement he made, every word he chose to speak seemed to be calculated to have the greatest impact.

A detective he remembered as he scrambled into the kitchen for fresh towels, to hurriedly toss another garbage can's contents into the dumpster in the rear, to snatch dishes off a counter and slip them into a hot bath of fresh soapy water for him to clean later on.

The man had never returned. That had been years ago now. He doubted the man even remembered seeing him now. But he remembered. One man had seen him and not reacted negatively, hidden or shunned him. He vaguely remembered the man even giving him a tip and a smile as he left. Surely that man had something wrong with him, for he was like none of the others. Not at all.

His mind fled back to his work again. It demanded is attention. He couldn't afford to make even one mistake. His boss tolerated him; he knew that. But even toleration can turn to animosity if one went too far. He did not want to lose the one thing that helped him maintain his sanity.

One good thing about the success of the shop was that the owner didn't require fresh dishes every minute. He had a large store of them, which, of course, Chalmers had to retrieve and set upon the tables.

He was not allowed to touch food, however, or to serve it.

"Customers wouldn't understand, Chalmers." He had been told.

"Why?" He had asked, perplexed by that answer.

"Because." The boss had told him, his face as hard as granite. "Now, get back to work."

And he did. He always did.

Sometimes as he worked he felt as if he were being watched, but whenever he would carefully glance about him he spotted no one looking directly at him. Even had they been, if they had seen him looking, they would have pretended to be doing something else. He was used to the lies and pretensions by now. 

Finally, the pub closed. Closing sign was put up. Lights were doused. Tables were clean. Counters were freshened. Floors were swept and mopped clean. Trash was carried out. 

He was in the back as usual finishing up the mounds of silverware and dishes that had accumulated, despite his occasional efforts to stay ahead, he never could. It was always after work he would finish. Late after work.

He sighed as he picked up the hundredth dish to wipe it with a fresh towel.

A shadow fell across him.

The boss.

"Lock up as usual, Chalmers."

"Boss?"

The man turned around, his square jaw working impatiently as he paused for Chalmers.

"Why does everyone treat me as less than human?"

His boss pondered the question a moment and then said bluntly, "Some of us are born to be gods in appearance, others...not so much. They are abominations."

"Abominations?"

"Those unloved. Unwanted. Whose appearance makes others uncomfortable," his boss, Mister Peters said, as if that explained everything. But it didn't. 

Mister Peters didn't say more. He didn't have to.

Chalmers felt like his heart was being shattered into small pieces and heaved into the dark, cruel night. He had felt this coming for some time now. He had avoided facing it, even after repeated whispers and insinuations from customers. He had dismissed those, because they didn't know him. But his boss had been his savior and now he realized what he had felt in his heart all these years that not even Mister Peters saw Chalmers as a human being. Probably never would.

Mister Peters suddenly gave him a scowl

"Chalmers, whatever in the world are you doing?"

Chalmers suddenly realized that he had a long knife in his right hand and the fingers of his hand were clasping it so tightly that his knuckles were turned white.

"Sorry, sir."

He dropped the knife into the soapy waters to wash it after his boss had left.

He looked down, several tears coursing down his cheeks. 

Mister Peters did an unusual thing. He put a hand on Chalmers shoulder. He had never done that before.

"I know it's hard, Chalmers, but sometimes we just have to face the facts. Sometimes, no matter what we do or say, we will never be accepted. Never be loved. Be sure to go out the back as usual, Chalmers, there's talk of muggers being on the prowl and they might try to break in if you leave by the front."

"Good night, Mister Peters. Thank you, I will."

"Good night, Chalmers." His boss had said. Never a word of thanks, a word of praise, a kind word. Just good morning get to work and good evening lock up. Always the same. But this time he had unlocked a door in Chalmers; one that he had been forcing to stay closed. Reality. In this world he was an abomination.

After locking the front door he had returned to the kitchen and looked at his reflection in a long mirror left from a past repair in the main pub. 

He stood there measuring himself. Trying to see him as others might. He was a short man. About five six. His forehead was high with three massive bumps  in it that thrust outwards like horns.

His shoulders were too narrow, his waist too broad. His legs so short and twisted that he had to hobble in order to walk. Some said he looked like one of those arctic birds...a penguin. He doubted that. They were beautiful animals. He was not.

His hair hung on his head like a wet mop. It never had any shape to it. A rat's nest; a bird's nest maybe. It always hung there like wet leaves or straws, dangling into his eyes and ears. 

He had so much hair on his body that some might have even called him an ape and gotten away with it. But none had been quite that callous. Yet. Least not in front of him.

His eyes were crooked. One higher than the other and perpetually crossed.

He had trouble reading, because everything was in reverse. It made it nearly impossible for him to read properly.

His palms had hair growing from them, which he had to shave every day to make them somewhat normal, so he didn't frighten anyone.

His back was raised at the neckline, like a huge watermelon grew there. It was quite normal to him, but it seemed to attract a lot of attention from others. He had heard whispers of the Hunchback of Notre Dame, though he didn't know what that referred to.

Chalmers was a simple man, but he had a good mind. He knew when things weren't right. He just didn't always know why.
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