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She lay on the bier, hands folded across her waist, flowers woven into her long brown hair. She was more beautiful in death than she had been in life. Her fingernails had been cut evenly, her teeth whitened. Her cheeks were rosy as if she had just taken a run and the blood had rushed to her cheeks.

His father stood to his left and his brother to his right.

“She’s with God now,” his father uttered, barely audible, his grief overwhelming him so deeply.

“She’s not dead,” he insisted.

He refused to believe it. The proof was before him. She looked more alive than before. She was just pretending to be asleep. Waiting to surprise them later with a fresh batch of stewed tomatoes and baked potatoes, her favorite dinner preparation.

“Come William, come Blake,” his father whispered, unable to raise his voice at this sacred moment.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” the Priest said as they passed him.

His father nodded, but said nothing.

He looked up at the Priest. “I’ll be back later to bring her home.”

The Priest smiled and brushed his hair gently. “Be safe, my son.”

“Don’t lock her up; I will be back!” He insisted.

No one believed him. But he didn’t care. He knew they were wrong. She wasn’t dead. No one really died. He had overheard his father and the Priest talking about that very fact.

He believed them, even though he didn’t have any proof yet. But tonight he would. 

He smiled.

Tonight was special.

Very.

Very.

Special.

As his father led him out, William looked across at him. He gave him a smirk. “She’s not dead.”

William looked quickly away, a frightened look on his face.

He didn’t care.

The proof would come. She would come.

Back.

Again!
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“What have we here?” Watson asked, peering in both directions up and down the street. The paper had come earlier than usual, waking him up. 

He had been tossing and turning most of the night anyway, so it was a welcome relief to find the paper bright and early so he could have some tea and read it.

He picked it up.

Then he made a face. He eyed his hand that held the paper. It was painted red.

“What the...?”

He slowly opened the folded paper.

As he did, pieces of paper came free and fluttered to t he porch and then blew down the steps, as if they had come alive and waltzed onto the sidewalk and fled down the street, urged anxiously on by the morning breeze cooling off from the Thames.

He hesitated a moment, fearing the worst, but took a deep breath and unfolded the paper all the way and held it towards the light of the new sun, which was just t hen peeking over the rooftops, making its warm presence known and felt.

The front headlines had a photo, except that it didn’t match that of the headline: Watson a hero!

He remembered that headline.

He glanced at the date. 

Today.

Then he gasped.

The picture below the headline. It looked familiar. Even draped in still wet, sticky blood it was obvious who the photo was made of.

Him!

Blood all over his face.

His body.

“Bloody hell even!” He cursed. “What kind of prank is this?”

He felt more anger than he had in a long time. Maybe he was tired. Maybe he was bothered by the picture and his appearance of death. Or maybe both.

But he was a doctor. Doctor’s don’t fear death. They deal with it almost every day. It is as natural in their lives as feathers are on a bird’s body. So why now? Why did it bother him so much now?

He grumbled angrily, ready to toss the bloody paper way, but then he thought better.

He went inside, shutting the door behind him.

Some days just don’t start that well.

Didn’t matter; neither had the night before.

And perhaps that....that was the real reason behind his unreasonable anger.

Maybe.
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221B Baker Street
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“I’m bored. I always lose, so what’s the point?”

“Success is built upon a foundation of boredom. With boredom also comes patience.”

“I’m quite patient, thank you.”

Holmes smiled. “There’s well off, and then there’s rich.

“Why are we playing this to build patience? I’d rather help Mrs. Hudson cook.”

“You already do that and we both need to break away from our routine.”

“You mean yours.”

“Same thing.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Watson, don’t let that newspaper throw you off center.”

“It wasn’t’ your face on the cover.”

“It could have been. It has been. Many times.”

“Past does not count. Present does. And at this moment it’s my bloody face, not yours!”

“Did you eat yet this morning?”

“You know perfectly well I have.”

“It’s just a photo.”

“Well, it bloody well wasn’t. It was mine!”

“Grumbly Bear!”

“Whoops!” Watson whispered to Holmes. “She’s been there the whole time, hasn’t she?”

Holmes smiled. “I wouldn’t know. I’ve been too distracted to notice.”

“Liar.”

“Prove it!”

Watson hissed angrily, and then when a dainty hand caught his shoulder and pressed, he sighed unhappily. “I can never win sometimes.”

Mrs. Hudson bent over and kissed the top of his head. “You’re too busy counting the times you’ve lost to appreciate the things you’ve won.”

He looked up at her.

Her face was radiant. Her eyes dancing with mirth.

“Walk. Now.”

“I...”

Holmes rattled the fireplace screen with the poker. “Oh, so sorry.”

“You did that on purpose.”

“Now why would I do that, Watson?”

“You two are ganging up on me!”

Mrs. Hudson snorted angrily. “Very well then, be a grumbly bear. I shall take the walk by myself then and if by chance some handsome stranger comes up and mugs me, I shall think only of you with my dying breath.”

Holmes laughed.

Watson didn’t.
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The Game’s Afoot
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Holmes felt bad on one level to leave before Watson returned. He truly hoped his friend would feel better after his walk with dear Mrs. Hudson. He hadn’t wanted to go behind his friend’s back, but with such a fine resource as Mrs. Hudson at hand, he would have squandered a fine opportunity to do otherwise. And one thing he was not wont to do, was squander an opportunity.

Watson had blossomed in many ways since he had been with her. For that, Holmes was eternally grateful. At least one of them deserved a happy life, even if it was troubled at times by their field of work.

Himself, he was resolved to end up like his friend in India. Not celibate. He didn’t believe in that. But, of course, if you stayed purely platonic in a relationship, celibacy was the norm. That he couldn’t guarantee, but it seemed to be the pattern of his life to this point in time.

For the most part.

But he couldn’t dance back to those moments when his youthfulness had plunged heartily into a healthy and blossoming relationship. He shrugged the thoughts away, for they just brought grief. His relationships hadn’t ended well. Though they had ended, not by his hand, but by that of another.

He sighed, and then thought of India again. It was such a vast place and so much to explore. He still wanted to see if there was a path to Agharta, the place called Shamballa, where all the wise men of the world lived in peace and harmony.

He knew it must exist. He just wasn’t certain it was as perfect as described. Humanity had a tendency to make gods of men who were far less than and heaven of spots that were equally as remote from being heaven as a man an ape.

Still, perhaps, he would retire there and tend to flowers, or feed the poor. Maybe he would tour the world, searching for mystical points of interest. So many things to be done that needed being done and so little time to accomplish them in.

He wasn’t angry or dismayed at the prospect of leaving this world with his life unfulfilled in that way. He had done much good with it thus far, and if he were to be called by the Creator to leave tomorrow, he would not go sadly from this world, except in that he would miss his friends and loved ones here.

Still, it seemed, as is path stretched before him that he might retire to the grave, much as his father had.

He smiled.

He could think of worse things to accomplish.

His father had been a good teacher, statesman and leader of men. He was the one who sparked Holmes interest in forensics. A matter of fact, though he would never, at the time at least, have admitted it... he was in many ways the father of forensics.

“Son, maybe I am, but you, my son, you will be the crowning glory of it. Now get back to your room and study your chemistry. College does not allow entrance of dull headed students. Not yet, anyhow.”

Holmes had given his father a blank look.

His father had ruffled Holmes bushy hair, and then laughed. “You’ll understand one day. Now...shoo!”

He had given Holmes a kiss on his forehead and ushered him back to study.

What his father didn’t know was that Holmes was not studying chemistry at the time. His father hadn’t realized yet that his son could memorize everything he saw with a brief glance. It was this ability and his father’s genetics for organization that had given Holmes a computer like brain, well in advance of the things that Jules and Wells spoke of so glowingly when they returned from their brief time journeys.

They had told him about a journey they made once with the old Holmes to a world much like this one, but more in t he future to visit with an author who would write about them some day. He had laughed at what they told. Imagine how confused Conan would be and perhaps a bit jealous to know that his creation had been taken further and modernized by a man not even British by birth, though perhaps a Londoner in his heart.

His friend Jules had explained, “Someday, Holmes, every man and woman shall have a computer they can carry in their pockets. They will have access to all the knowledge of the world.”

Holmes had given them a suspicious look.

Jules had laughed. “Holmes, it’s true. We’ve seen it.”

Holmes had shrugged it off at the time, but now as he was gaining in years, he had seen so many things in this world and others, that the idea of a pocket computer...whatever that ultimately was named...was not such a far off concept for him, though he felt the human mind would always be better than a mechanical one for interpreting facts and figures.

But who knows. Man is clever. Perhaps someday he shall become a creator like God and bring a new consciousness to life that would surpass him in time.

He had laughed one day after he learned of the devices, because he had read a new book by Edgar Rice Burroughs, wherein the author wrote in excruciating detail about a clocklike machine that you could pull the handle of, after you asked a question, and it would answer it...precisely.

Computer?

Perhaps. But amusing at the very least.

Ah! 

He paused in his brisk walk. Time had fled before his footsteps and memories to bring him before the humble building that housed the London Times. He craned his neck to survey its length and breadth. It had grown quite a bit in the few years he had been on this world and as he spotted recent construction cranes at work, he realized their spurt of growth was not abating.
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