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Watson raced along the narrow alleyway, pursing the tong members who had just murdered his Captain. He had no thought of personal safety, only of striking back against the rouges who had struck him down so foully during his sleep.

As he ran he was joined by a fellow soldier, Whittaker Brimley, who had been exiting a tea shop and spotted him.

A good lad and fearless.

“What’s up, Watson?”

“They murdered the Captain!”

“They what?”

Watson didn’t answer; instead he fired his service revolver.

One of the tong members fell to the pavement.

The other tong members vanished into a building.

“Halt!” Watson ordered uselessly, and then stopped at the fallen body.

He nudged it with a foot.

Nothing.

“Good shot, Watson.”

Whittaker leaned over the body to turn it over. Suddenly, the so-called dead man whipped out with a blade and slit Whittaker’s chest.

Whittaker fell away, blood pouring.

Watson shot the tong member in the forehead.

He turned to his friend.

The man was shaking violently.

“God no!” Watson cried out.

Whittaker’s body froze in position and even as he stood there tiny raking cuts arose all over his exposed skin, tearing his clothing as well.

In moments the man was a living statue of flayed flesh and bone, yellow icicles of flesh and blood dripping from him.
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Black and White

[image: ]




It was simple. Black and white. Wrapped up as neatly as a doily on a dining table, and yet none of it made quite the sense to Watson as he laid his tools of investigation carefully back into the black bag, which he carried with him when he and Holmes had a crime to investigate, or a crime scene to analyze. They had a ritual. He brought his brains and a gun, sometimes, and Watson always brought his service revolver and his black bag, and usually a growling stomach and a headache because he hadn't eaten for hours.

"I say, Holmes, this is just poking at me like a chimney sweep cleaning up the chimney." Watson blurted out finally, wiping at his bloodshot eyes.

They'd been up since dawn at the Garret House of Manners. It was a boarding school for young women, sponsored by Queen Mary of Scots herself. Only the poor could attend, and if a rich girl had the manners and the connections, which they rarely did, then they too would be allowed to attend, but never allowed to have the benefits of their patronage or parentage. They had to do dishes, scrub the floors, clean the bathrooms, and wipe the finery, just like the poor girls. If anything, they had to do it more often at first, to prove they had the mettle and the willingness to learn and adapt, which many of the more wealthily endowed children did not.

Holmes was bent in a corner of the two bed room that two of the girls had shared. The small beds were upended to make room for their investigation. Inspector Bloodstone stood outside the door, guarding it and interviewing young ladies along with Constable Evans, his newly discovered son, to help in the flow of information. So far not much of anything was a help. Either in the room, or out.

"Holmes, anything?" Inspector Bloodstone ventured, while shaking the hand of probably the fortieth young lady, who looked both mournful and appropriately contrite as she waited to be interviewed by him.

"Watson." 

Watson stepped outside, noted that the line of girls had thinned down. Only another two hours at most. Mrs. Hudson would be wringing her hands by now. It was two hours past supper time, which Holmes and Watson, usually observed.

"It would seem that whoever perpetrated this crime was quite thorough in removing all clues." Watson finally said as the Inspector looked into his eyes, waiting for an answer.

"Tosh!" Inspector Bloodstone swore.

The girls in line all looked startled and blushed, putting hands to their mouths to hide their giggles.

He gave them an apologetic look, and then nodded to Constable Evans. "Carry on, will you. I need to speak with Holmes and Watson."

"Yes, Inspector."

Inspector Bloodstone eyed his son a long moment, his eyes pleasured by his appearance, which was as immaculate as always, and undisturbed by time and loss of meal. "Very good, son."

A rare moment of compliment, and a touch to the heart of Constable Evans, whose heart skipped a beat for a moment, noting the pride in his father's voice. He nodded, to keep his voice from cracking with emotion, and then turned to the girl his father had been about to interview. "Now then, your name is Maple, is it not?"

She nodded and he began asking her questions, jotting down answers in his notebook, as his father, Inspector Bloodstone, entered the small room of the two girls.

Inspector Bloodstone eyed Holmes, who was still inspecting the corner. "Something perhaps?"

"Not really." Holmes stood up and held up a stone. "A rare stone, it seems. Found only in the India Isles, perhaps one of its outlying territories, who have lately been smuggling them into London via the merchant ships from France."

"I see. Contraband."

"No. Just a simple stone. But rare."

Holmes pocketed it, but both Inspector Bloodstone and Watson saw the look on his face as he did so. He was being close mouthed about the evidence. They both knew now was not the time to bother him over details. Holmes was well known to play the facts close to vest. He never revealed more than he had to at certain time and then only.

Watson’s stomach chose that moment to rumble loudly.

Watson blushed.

Holmes gave him a warm smile, knowing full well what that meant.

"Come, dear Watson. Mrs. Hudson must be wringing her hands with worry by now over our missing dinner."

Watson smiled. "I was thinking that very same thing but a moment ago."

"I know." Holmes replied with the hint of a smile. "Your stomach spoke her name."

Watson rubbed his stomach. "That beast always gives me away."

"Indeed it does, dear Watson. Indeed it does."

He nodded to the Inspector. "Please do stop by if anything valuable turns up, Inspector."

"Count on it. Our forensics team will be here shortly and do a very detailed search of the entire area. Including the rest of the building and grounds.”

Holmes eyed the Inspector thoughtfully a moment, as if about to reveal or say something, then just nods and walks away.

Watson nods to the Inspector and his son, who smiles back at him, then Watson and Holmes pass the remaining girls, who all watch them nervously as they pass, then sigh with relief when they are gone. But not from fear.

No, they’ve just been privileged to see two of the most famous detectives of all time: Holmes and Watson. Several of the girls have a crush on Holmes and immediately start whispering to each other, gossiping how handsome he is.

“Next!” Inspector Bloodstone roars.

The girls all shut up; their faces worried and filled with fear once more.
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Evil Love the Dark
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Holmes and Watson descended the three stories of stairs that had brought them to the room, and then crossed through the large dining room, which was empty now, except of servants, who were clearing the tables.  Long, well maintained, with beautiful white cloths bordered by delicately sewn red and yellow flowers.

Atop the tables were vases of fresh flowers, changed every day. The Good Queen Mary of Scots felt that the children would learn better and feel more at home if the dining area, as all areas of the school, was maintained in both a sanitary and uplifting manner.

The students usually did the work, but because of the tragedy this night, most had been excused of their normal duties. So now, because of that, freshly brought in helpers were adjusting the tables, mopping the floor, and setting out fresh vases of flowers for the meal, soon to be happily dined upon.

As they went through the room one of the servants, a particularly dark man with very blue eyes watched them pass with his eyes, while his hands remained busy.

As soon as they exited the room, he hurriedly exited as well, but into the kitchen, where he placed his load of finery, and promptly washed his hands, wiped them meticulously, then swept outside where a horse and buggy waited. He stepped up to it and slipped a note inside, which a dainty hand reached out and took. He smiled nervously, and then went back inside.

The horse and buggy drove off.

As it entered the main street a parked Tes car...one of the new electric cars manufactured by Henry Ford and Nikola Tesla... sat in the shadow of the tall library that faced the Garret House of Manners. Two men seated inside, reading a paper, suddenly lowered their newspapers.

“I’m starving,” Watson complained.

“Want me to drive?”

Watson shook his head and tossed his newspaper aside.

“That won’t be necessary.”

Watson put the Tesla into gear and the car swung smoothly from the curb. It didn’t take Watson long to close the distance between them and the buggy they were now following. 

“Keep back a bit more, Watson.”

Watson powered the Tes down a bit and its drive train slowed down. They dropped back several buggies and two other Tes cars.

Traffic was light, but not tremendously so for the early evening.

Watson glanced over at Holmes. “We should buy one of these.”

“Tesla was kind enough to allow us to borrow it. Waste not, want not, Watson.”

Watson growled. “If you say so.”

Holmes laughed.

Then Watson got to what was really on his mind. He didn’t want a car that badly. It would just be one more thing to have to worry about working and keeping up.

"But how did you know someone was waiting in the alley?"

Holmes, finished lighting his pipe, then blew a smoke ring before answering. "The stone is from the India Isles. The man in the dining area was from the India Isles."

"But how could you know he would do anything?"

Holmes blew some more smoke into the air, and then turned to Watson. "These kinds of criminals always believe they are safe, as long as they do their work in the darkness."

"Evil loves the dark." Watson quoted.

"Yes." Holmes agreed. "The Golden Buddha's quote, if I believe."

"Spot on."

Holmes settled back. The horse and buggy seemed to be in no hurry, and neither would they be. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


LaGuerre and Mrs. Cross
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LaGuerre and Mrs. Cross stepped from the horse and buggy and across the cobble stoned street, which was filling with a dense mist that lapped about their elegant clothing and shoes.

They didn't hesitate, or look back, nor did they look left or right, as they stepped onto a porch, then pressed a hammer tong on the door twice, then once, then twice. There was a brief pause, then a return rap of twice, once, twice. LaGuerre returned the pattern and the door swept open, revealing no one. They both stepped inside. But before the door closed, a face, hidden in the deep shadows of a monk's hood, looked out. The eyes inside the hood were preternaturally yellow, with irises that went vertical, instead of round, and then the door was shut, gently, but firmly.

LaGuerre was a scarecrow tall man, with lanky black hair that drooped over his eyes and ears in an I-could-care-less attitude, which matched his voice, which was squeaky one moment, then deep and profound the next, ranging from clownish to dead pan serious. His eyes were narrow and filled with blue that seemed flecked with droplets of blood, perhaps from doing an illicit drug. His fingers were long and spiderlike, as were his ears when revealed. His pants were tight, revealing too, too skinny legs. He wore mismatched stockings in his polished shoes, which were of the very expensive kind, with silver buckles.

He opened a second door for Mrs. Cross, indicating a degree of civility that opposed his inner nature. She gave him a venomous smile, not because she disliked or hated him in particular, she just didn't like men. Or women. 

But that didn’t mean she disliked displaying her finer aspects like any vain woman might, for that she was in full measure.
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