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Watson groaned.

The weight upon his chest was cumbersome.

Extremely cumbersome.

He might have multiple fractures and broken ribs.

He wasn’t sure.

He groaned again.

As if that would help any, he thought.

Scones.

He saw a plate of warm scones, their fragrance wafting towards him in a light smoke drifting from the plate. Heaven was coming.

Then why was it so dark if it was heaven?

And getting darker.

Darkness.

Deep darkness.

Then nothing.
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Ingenious
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Holmes eyed the noose that dangled from the ceiling and then the body that lay crumpled on the floor beneath the noose. The poor man’s neck was purplish where the noose had restricted blood flow and swollen with almost instantaneous bruises as the blood vessels burst from the restraining rope.

The noose was at the end of about three feet of very stiff cord. The new wire that such as Edison and Tesla used for their new devices and to wire the cars that ran on electricity. He sniffed it.

A slight burnt tang, as if it had been close to a burning fire somewhere at some time. He barely touched the cord with his swab and looked at its tip. A slight corrosive effect was causing the normally white cotton to fizzle and burn inwards. It continued for a moment and stopped.

“The fellow appears to have died from poisoning,” Watson declared as he pried open the jaw of the man and examined his tongue, the back of his throat, and then his nostrils. He peered closely through Holmes spyglass, though he had his own in his black medical bag which never left his side.

“And strangulation,” Watson added.

“And...” He sniffed at the inside of the man’s mouth. “...And it would seem he also consumed some kind of toxic liquid.”

“Undoubtedly from the cord that strangled him, Watson,” Holmes pointed out as he climbed down from the stepladder back onto the factory floor.

He bent down and took a vial from Watson’s black bag, unstoppered it with one hand and his teeth, then placed his swab into it and reclosed the vial. He placed the vial into a smaller bag that Watson kept to protect samples, then reclosed it.

“We’re done here, Watson,” Holmes declared and then headed for the factory entrance.

As he passed Constable Evans who had been watching the two of them, he said, “221B in about two hours, Constable, if you please.”

“Why two hours?”

“Watson is starving,” Holmes replied with an amused smile.

Watson’s stomach chose that moment to bellow out its hunger pains.

“Oh dear me, oh my,” Watson cried out, alarmed by the sound of his own body.

Holmes smiled at the Constable. “I rest my case.”

Then he proceeded to the huge sliding door of the factory warehouse, nodded to two other constables and vanished into the night.

Watson drew a tarp back over the fallen body, noting that the man was about five foot five, balding, had a broken nose and once very blue eyes. Now staring into heaven. At least Watson hoped that was the case, though the eyes appeared to be more that of a man terrified to death, rather than beatified!

“Night, Constable Evans.”

“See you in two, Doctor,” Constable Evans said as the doctor passed him.

He turned back to look at the fallen body under the tarp, then the noose again. There was no way a man could have reached that high to weld the cord to the stanchion that was overhead on a solid steel beam. No way at all.
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Loathing Across Baker Street
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He stood at the window overlooking Baker Street and scowled as Watson and Holmes exited the building, heading, no doubt for his latest triumph of will and determination.

He closed the curtains gently, so as not to bring undue notice to the motion and then proceeded to sit down near his fireplace, which he always kept roaring. The temperature in the sitting room was near freezing, which it had to be for the experiments he did, but he preferred the warmth of the fire when he was reading as now.

He slid the ancient tome from the table next to his chair onto his lap and adjusted his posture somewhat to compensate for the weight of it. It was not just heavy because it was made of ancient leather with embedded lettering, but because it was bound with heavy iron metal that had been embossed with arcane and occult symbols.

The power that radiated from the book was so enormous, even to him, that its weight was completely out of proportion to the nature of its substance.

He snickered slightly as he considered the leather its pages had been pressed from: human skin from the bodies of virgins.

Babies.

He never stopped to think about what that meant, because if he did he would have to face all the innocent deaths he had been the perpetrator of. Men like him didn’t look back; they only looked forward. To more and more conquests.

He shut his eyes and began chanting a phrase he had learned from the Agony of Cthulhu, the massive, ancient book in his lap. It was a language lost to the world, but not to those who inhabited the forbidden dimensions, the monsters who waited for the foolish man or woman to venture upon them so they could suck the marrow from their bones and eat their eyes.

It was a nasty job, but they loved to do it.

He finished the phrase and the Agony of Cthulhu lifted slowly from his lap. The moment he felt the pressure lighten he opened his eyes. Looking at him from between two open pages from the book that was now tilted towards him was a face straight from hell. It had been human once upon a time, so long ago that man’s memorie of that time and place were lost in myth and legends, but it had been as human as he, but now it was something more, something darker, more foul.

“Yes, Master?” It asked.

He leaned forward in anticipation and told it what he wanted.
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Elegant Prose in a Dying Man’s Breath
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The Father Myron Corby was a humble man. He had taught Sunday school to the children of his church since his mid twenties. He was no longer that young man, but now a man with white hair scorched across his temples and drooping down in wavy locks from the sides of his hair.

Unlike many like he, he was not a man of the cloth who believed in celibacy, nor would that God want such in a man who served Him. No, he believed each day was a blessing and should be treated as if it might be the last. For it might.

He had seen many strange things going on within his parish of late; and it worried him deeply.

He had sought the hand of Madame Dupar, a widow of some twenty years, who was getting on her years, even as he, but still had a magnificent and sharp mind that could cut through the clutter of politics and false beliefs as easily as a hot knife through butter.

They would stay up late nights talking until the cock crowed at dawn, or considering they were in London now, when the dogs and cats began barking and spitting at each other as the one attempted to creep back home unseen, and the other sniffed them out and gave chase. An age old game the two species played over and over each and every morning.

Even as the brown sparrows that lit upon the rooftops each morning would call out to each other, urging each other to get up and get about, the bugs they were searching for, the bits and crumbs that careless and sometimes just plain stupid or wasteful Londoners cast to the ground weren’t going to be there forever. Eat and be merry or the worms, rats and mice will eat them first.

He stretched on is simple bed. It was handmade of oak wood with a solid spring mattress that was of the newer kind imported from Germany. He had had it presented to him as a gift by Madam Dupar, and consequently she had secondarily given him the assent to begin courting her.

Not one to waste or be wonton, he scurried to her calling, whilst also enjoying the pleasure now of peaceful nights of rest.

His day was rigorous. He got up early in the morning, dropped onto his knees and prayed to Jesus, whom he had a handmade cross with his from on it hanging on the front wall of his single room apartment. Beside Jesus was also a portrait of Madame Dupar. His elder Bishop Mayberry might have frowned seeing the woman and Jesus side by side, but he didn’t feel it was any kind of intrusion and that Jesus loved everyone, and would have given his benediction on such an innocent and caring display of affection for both of them.

“Hail Father in Heaven!” He said forty two times. He began the weeks on Sunday, wherein he said that phrase seven times. He repeated seven more times as each day passed until he reached the end of the week, which was Saturday and counted to forty nine.

Finished with his prayers, he rose from his knees, slipped in to his robes and collar and then placed his Holy Crucifix about his neck and headed for the stairs to the street, where he would walk to the church as part of his penance for the luxury of living away from its simplicity and a life of luxury.

It was ten miles, but well spent. It kept his body lean and strong and at fifty he was still youthful in appearance and in strength.

He suspected Madame Dupar was hopeful one day he would prove to her just how youthful he was, the way she kept touching him on his right arm when they spoke, but not lifting her hand afterwards for a long time, her fingers working up and down, as if softening dough for baking in the oven.

He didn’t mind the simple play of affection. It stirred his body in ways it hadn’t for years and he loved the feeling of joyfulness and hope it gave him.

After he had lost his first wife, Gertrude, he had felt as if God had abandoned him. His contriteness came in surrendering his personal wealth to become a minister of God and thus also pay penance for being overly fond of another human being so much that he had even felt close to taking his own life.
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