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Huffing and puffing the young woman scurried up the small hill that rose to the old field of stones. Her once healthy blossom of youth was lost to her face now as she sought to escape certain death coming behind her. 

Her eyes were bloodshot from the stress of her terror. Her hands trembled, even when she tumbled to the ground yet again and moved to get back to her weary and now torn feet.

She had lost her shoes a long time ago. But the fear that fueled her terror kept her insulated from the growing pain of blood loss, torn skin and muscles.

Her face was a battlefield of tears, blood, sweat and tears.

Like a man or woman in a war zone she had combated the terrors of her pursuit, the constant falls and tears to her body and clothing. She drove on, regardless now. 

She had no option to do otherwise.

At least she was familiar with the current terrain.

She was as familiar with it, as she was with the back of her hand. But being familiar with geography was not the same as being safe within it. And right that moment she needed the safety more than the geography itself.

How she wished she were above the storm clouds gathering above.

She paused to catch her breath a moment, knowing at this point she was only delaying the inevitable, but still determined to stretch out every last moment of her life as she could.

At that moment distant thunder and humming came from overhead.

She looked skywards. One of the new Storm Blazers, a super blimp with multiple balloons tied together, with huge fins on the sides, top, rear and front that were weighed down by the new Tesla engines powered by a combination of steam and electricity.

The massive blimps could traverse at any angle or direction thanks to the huge propellers that strutted forth boldly from the front and back of each engine on the fins of the blimp. Backwards, forwards, sideways and at any angle imaginable.

The night sky was no stranger to this vehicle. But at this moment to her, it seemed like the only sane part of civilization left. Its huge spotlights, powered by Tesla engines, speared the moor behind her and lanced across the huge monolithic stones above her, but none touched her, warmed her, made her safe from what pursued her, followed her relentlessly.

In a world with such advancing science, the fact that there still existed feral, dark, secrets of horror that could terrorize and destroy you...that fact was agonizingly clear to her at that moment. As it had never been before.

She risked looking back and saw the same maddening yellow eyes following her, steady pace, steady distance. No hurry. Why should it hurry? She knew in the end she wouldn't be able to outrun it, but she had to try, had to flee for whatever last moments of precious life remained to her.

Millie Molly Labrine was a tavern maid. One of the best. Every day from sunup to sundown and then some, she poured the mead that the locals enjoyed with their ham and rye sandwich meals at the Days Goat Inn, or Goat Inn, as some called it because of the devil's horns that rose above its sign.

No one knew why it was called goat, but it had been assumed to have been because of the arrogance of the owner, who was well known to lack any sense of humility!

But right now as she ran up the moss covered, grassy shore of rocks, pebbles and small brush to the old stones where the Druids used to dance and offer their madness and sacrifices, she would have given her soul itself to be in front of that blaggart of an owner, rather than here counting down the seconds to her own blasted death!

She tumbled to the ground, split her lower lip and rolled several yards back down, cutting both knees and her elbows on the sharp rocks beneath her.

"Bollocks!" She cursed, and streams of other notable swear words we won't mention here for fear of offending your ears, but she said many as she tumbled and then sat there stunned. 

"I'm done for!" She admitted. She couldn't move another inch.

Her heart was palpitating from the effort. So hard it felt like it was going to explode. She was bleeding from numerous places, her clothing, and once fresh smelling, bright and cheerful was now bloody, stained with grass and mud streaks. Frayed so badly now she would never be able to serve in it.

She smirked to herself. Not that anyone would be served by her ever again!

So she did what was the only thing she could do then, she grabbed several rocks and stood slowly up, watching the advancing shape with the golden yellow eyes that stared so fiercely and hungrily at her.

The moon was hidden by thick storm clouds and it chose that moment to increase her misery by dumping its miserable load of moisture upon her, thrusting her into a cold, harsh reality that was devoid of even the slightest touch of warmth as she was drenched to the bones. Now even what remained of her clothing offered no protection from the cold that overwhelmed her now.

But nothing stopped the advance of the thing that was stalking her. She didn’t want to. All her senses screamed at her not to but she did anyway.

She tensed. It was almost within reach. She could have sworn at that moment she saw a smile crease its horrid face.

For one thing she was certain of. It had licked its lips. It tasted victory and soon it would taste her!

She had only seconds, she knew, to make some kind of response to the brutal hunting she had been the victim of. 

She felt for the large, sharp rock that she had tripped on, grasped it. It tugged free, already partially loose from her fall over it. She pulled it in front of her and rose slowly to her feet in defiance.

She actually felt stirring of hope when the creature stopped, its eyes widened. It looked at the rock in her hands.

"Take this, you bloody..." She began, but never finished as something shot from the thing before her, and struck her neck.

She dropped her rock.

No further words left her lips.

Then blood spurt from all around her neck and her head, severed free, tumbled to the ground at her feet, her eyes gazing upwards in the final realization of her death.

Her body collapsed to the mossy ground.

Her head rolled down to stop at the feet of the creature that had been stalking her. Her eyes were wide open in shock and horror!

Blood began pouring like a fountain from the severed neck, mixing with the fresh rain, which washed it swiftly down in a current of red blood and mud that slid past the creature's cruel feet and body, down and down and down, until it slowed into a puddle, where it gathered, becoming a deep pool of crimson death.

A great howling shattered the night, followed by strokes of lightning, and then thunder so loud it shook the very earth.

And then the storm broke.

The moon came out, casting silvery beams to dance upon the pool of blood.

Death became pretty for a time. 

For a time. 

For a time, but lost on Millie forever.
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Sherlock was not your average kid. He was way taller than most his same age and he had a mind like a razor that could cut through any problem with the coldest and most precise of logic.

Many said he took after his father, though none would say who that was.

He grew up on the outskirts of Stonehenge in Wiltshire, about two miles west of Amesbury and 8 miles north of Salisbury. Two thirds of Wiltshire, a mostly rural county, lies on a kind of soft, white, porous limestone that is used by teachers and school children everywhere...chalk.

The Salisbury Plain which is near Wiltshire has been the training grounds of Greater Britain's troops as well as an experimental area for the various magical societies that dominated England during the late eighteen hundreds. The armed forces during the Great Wars and the magical societies during the early nineteen twenties after magic was learned to be a part of normal science and implemented in most school taught curriculum by the likes of Tesla, Edison, Einstein and Harry Houdini, the grandfather of all present day magic and a relative of Sherlock, though a quite distant one.

So it's no wonder that Sherlock's earliest memories were of troops and of magicians as his father would transport him there with the assist of his mother for brief forays of adventure and to sharpen his nascent detective skills at the time.

"Father." He greeted happily as he and his Uncle sat down at the table with him.

A waiter stopped.

“A plate of scones,” the Uncle requested.

The waiter eyed Sherlock’s father, who shook his head.

The waiter left, then came back quickly with a plate topped with steaming scones.

“I kept them warm for you,” the waiter told Sherlock’s Uncle.

Sherlock and his family talked a few moments, but as they were talking, Sherlock noticed a man doing his best to not stand out as he exited an alley across the street.

His hair was tousled and he had red stains on worn looking pants. The man glanced over at Sherlock, who immediately looked down, so as not to frighten the fellow.

“This batch of scones is by far the best I’ve had for some time now,” his Uncle declared.

Sherlock’s father smiled benignly on the Uncle. “I rather think every plate of scones suits you in that way.”

His Uncle laughed immediately and reached for his third scone. Raspberry. Juices flowing from its middle. He didn’t’ care, he just licked it off, sporting a pleased smile as he did so.

When Sherlock looked up again, he saw the stranger with the red stains making his way down the street, his right shoe missing and a tear on the right side of his pants. White stains ran a streak down the length of the pants.

Sherlock exclaimed, "Father! That man has just returned from the Salisbury Plains!"

His father turned to see who he was looking at. His eyes narrowed, his face turning stone.

"What else did you see?" His father urged him, supporting his investigations vigorously as his good companion helped himself to the remaining raspberry scone.

Sherlock had scrunched up his nose, which he did when calculating or investigating and then his eyebrows had knit together as well, giving him an almost comical appearance. "He has just returned from Stonehenge!"

"Oh blimey!" Sherlock blurted out a bit loudly, jumping up from his chair. “The red stains on his shirt!” He exclaimed.

His father brushed his cuffs. Looked over and eyed Sherlock thoughtfully, then smiled and got up to walk off.

"That's peculiar!" Sherlock exclaimed a bit too loudly.

The man walking away, whose clothing had the earmarks of mud and chalk about it; hands a bit brown against the paleness of his skin and a hat a bit torn on the left side, hurried away even faster.

His father had stood up and looked at his companion. "I have something to do."

"But of course you do." His companion had replied, continuing to eat.

His father took a plate from the table and walked quickly after the other man.

A Bobby had just exited the Blue Boar Tavern, a popular place in Wiltshire, for both the impoverished and the thirsty. He looked across the street at the hurrying man, just as Sherlock's father flung the plate. It flew through the air and struck the man in the back of his right knee. The man cried out and crumpled to the sidewalk, where he lay there crying out in pain.

Sherlock's father reached the man the same time as the Bobby.

"Sir!" The Bobby turned to his father. "I think you owe this man..."

"Oh!" He exclaimed.

"Indeed." His father had answered, and then pointed to the man's shirt. "I think if you examine his fingernails and his shirt, you will find traces of blood. The body is most likely to be found at the right corner of Stonehenge where fresh chalk stone has been exposed. You should find the stone he used there as well."

"For what?" The Bobby demanded.

"Murder most foul!" His father had decreed, then turned on his heels and headed back towards his son and best friend.

Sherlock remembered the Bobby helping the man to his feet at the same time as he blew upon his whistle. Within moments several more Bobbies exited the Blue Boar Tavern and were helping him to restrain the man who suddenly became quite agitated and unwilling to stay where he was.

"Father!" Sherlock cried out as his father returned and reseated himself. "That was bloody marvelous."

"Mind your tongue, young man." His father had warned sharply.

Sherlock looked into his lap contritely, and then looked up. "Brilliant!"

"But I would not have noted the blood if not for your words. A man with guilt weighing on his soul never walks a straight path.” He smiled. “And often makes mistakes that he has not seen." His father had replied, smiling proudly at his son.

“His clothing was soiled from the struggle he must have made during the murder,” Sherlock pointed out.

They both examined the man as he was led off. His head was bowed. As if in shame.

“And even more so than his clothing, the man's soul was soiled more so than his clothing."

With that he rose and gave a hand out to Sherlock, who gladly took it and the two walked off.

His companion stood up and sighed. "Ah, Sherlock, like father, like son."

“Come, come Watson. I hardly think you’re that much different when it comes to your child.”

Watson nodded, dropped a ten pound note on the table, smiled and hurried after them, grabbing a scone from the waiter’s plate as he came out again for another customer.

The waiter gave Watson a wink and Watson hurried off.

The waiter, without even looking, pocketed the cash Watson had left for him and went back inside for another scone for the customer who was now one short.

Watson hurried to catch up with Sherlock, munching on his scone as he did, his eyes sparkling with pleasure.
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"I say." Emily Watson, a cute, button nosed lass of barely sixteen, said to a handsome, tall young man standing next to her as they walked into Sherwood Forest.

"Huh?" He asked in a distracted voice. He turned around. Sherlock.

"Are you going to sit in that stodgy old brain of yours for the entire time we're here, or am I going to have to batten down your hatches for you?"

He stopped, caught off guard by her rakish manner.

"Emily! That would be very unbecoming of you. And improper! Not to mention crazy."

"Crazy! How so?" She demanded, as he stopped to turn and look her fully in the face. 

They stood almost the same height.

She was very pretty in a cute kind of way and resembled her father more than her mother, which sometimes caused Sherlock to shudder, as it was at such times it was hard to envision her as a young lady and not the grouchy old father he knew so well as his father's best friend and his Uncle, however distant on the biological side of things. But Uncle nonetheless in an affectionate way.

He admired her button nose, her deep brown eyes, her pouty lips and her rosy cheeks. Her hair was long as most young lady's hair was in those days and it was held up by two beautiful pearl pins given to her by her mother.

Her clothing was manlier. She wore riding breeches, and a short sleeved shirt that exposed her pale skin to the harsh winter sun.

Her boots were caked with mud, as were his own. They had left their horses at the inn nearby, so they could take some time for a more casual walk and enjoy the blossoming flowers that were beginning to sprout as winter sank its weary head into the bosom of spring.

She grinned good naturedly. She eyed his out of control hair that tossed like ocean waves across his forehead and ears. He was not so well kempt as his father, who wore his hair short and trims now, though she had seen some earlier photos, when he was very much a ragamuffin like his son, Sherlock.

Her father, Doctor John Watson, would bring down photos from the attic to share with her from time to time, partly out of nostalgia and partly to remind him of just how much life changes us.

Sherlock’s magnetic eyes held her enthralled. She wasn't sure what she felt when she looked into them. He had such a fantastic mind that she felt sometimes she could swim in it forever and even with that great mind, he had a sense of humor that was well beyond his father's. His shoulders were wide and his muscles taunt from exercise. He worked out with a new kind of Oriental art that a family friend, named Chittles had taught him.

He wore green walking pants, a brown leather belt, and a pouch of green filled with sandwiches and bottles of water for their lunch, if they could ever manage to find the brook they had been told was in this direction.

He also wore a very peculiar ring that had a strange symbol upon it.

"Uncle Challenger gave it to me." Sherlock had once told her as her curiosity burned holes in her patience. 

The Brotherhood of Baker Street, as her father and Uncle Holmes friends were called, were all Uncles to her, even as her father and the others were to Sherlock. The family was wonderful and filled with fantastic yarns that kept her head reeling with dreams of one day finding such adventures herself.

Another time when she pried for more information from Challenger, about where the ring had come from, he'd told her. "You'll have to ask Uncle Conan, he's the one that gave it to me."

She said nothing, but on the third time she inquired he had turned upon her and said. "Why in all of bloody heaven do you want to know about Uncle Houdini's ring for?"

She had struck him hard on his right arm, causing him to fall back in shock. "Will you please get your story straight, Mister Sherlock Holmes? I am quite filled up to..." She gestured to her neck. "Here with all your fiddle faddle, and annoying little lies and perambulations."
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