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“That which is inside.

The Light is never hidden.

We hide as if it were a monster

Looking to reveal and devour us.

But in truth, it is not.

Is not our inner Light

That we run from in fear and dismay.

That we refuse to acknowledge

As what we truly are in the light of day.

It is what we do

In our little circle of life.

That is what we deny.

And from which we hide.

In our darkest of nights.”

—Doctor John Watson
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“When I was a child I danced with angels

I heard the voice of God

Laughing in my ear.

But when I became a man,

I forgot my God

And I laughed at myself.”

—Doctor John Watson
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"Blast it, Holmes!" Watson shouted, striving to drown out the pounding rain smashing against the carriage's roof like an invisible giant, angrily striving to break into the carriage and smash him and Holmes to pieces.

And if the pounding, restless raindrops were not enough, they were worsened by thunderous blasts after searing bolts of lightning struck down from the heavens, as if the very gods themselves were on the warpath.

The third round of thunder and lightning quickly followed the first two. Shocking blasts of thunder angrily shook the ground, right after the skies were scarred by piercing shafts of Jovian lightning bolts hurtled by the gods above.

The horses of their carriage faltered a moment, crying in alarm. Watson heard the man begin singing to them a children’s tune. One Watson recognized from his childhood. His father would sing that tune to him when he was frightened.

It made Watson feel kindly towards the man as he calmed his children, the horses, with the sweet tune. A lullaby, for which, Watson still had a great 

fondness. 

Soon, the carriage fell back into its normal rhythms of hooves clip clapping on the cobblestone streets and Watson felt a drowsy, comfortable feeling begin to lull him into a gentle resting state. He felt his heart ache as he remembered his father singing to him. A man long gone now but never forgotten. 

But each burst of lightning only added to the poor things’ fear and each thunder blast after, even made his hairs stand up.

All the singing in the world wouldn’t calm the poor things now, or him.

“For God’s sake, Holmes, have even the gods turned on us this night?” He asked, voice trembling. The warm comfortable feeling had surrendered to the dark strokes of a storm-tossed night which insisted on pounding on his nerves, making them increasingly irritated.

And making the hairs on his body stand up! Drat it all!

Holmes smoothed his hair back to his forehead and his arm hairs to the flesh and grinned. “It’s actually quite stimulating once you get used to it.”

“You would think that!” Watson accused. “It feels like the devil trying to get into me.”

Holmes shook his pipe at Watson. “Dear Watson, you know, and I know, that the only true devil that exists are the ones made of human flesh.”

Watson felt like a small schoolchild for a moment, being lectured by his school master, then let out a long sigh. “Like Moriarty. Devil of a man if ever there was one.”

“Agreed. But as to the hairs standing up on our bodies. On both of us, might I remind you? Edison and Tesla both claim it is the work of electricity.”

“I thought electricity could kill you.”

Holmes shook his head. “Not this kind. They call it static electricity because it is only noise, causing little harm and lots of fun once you get used to it. Didn’t you ever play with paper in school and rub it across your arm hair to make it rise?”

Watson grinned. “Scared the dickens out of Sally, my girlfriend at the time when I did it with her hair.”

Holmes chuckled.

“And how did that relationship work out?”

“After school, she kicked me in the knee and told me I was a horrid person.”

“And what did you do?”

“I used my allowance to purchase a dozen roses for her.”

“Did it work?

“No. I found out later she had a boyfriend she hadn’t told me about.”

Holmes and Watson chuckled at that.

But Watson lost his amusement, when a blast of light, followed by thunder so loud he had to clamp hands over his ears. He let go and grimaced. "Why do we always seem to be in the very last place any sane man would ever desire to be?"

Holmes’s pipe emitted smoke that swam about its bowl then were drawn out the carriage window by gusts of wind that fisted through the interior then out the other side. 

“Holmes, must you have that window open? I’m freezing to death!”

Holmes blew three curls of smoke into the air, poked them with his pipe, then watched them uncurl and slip out the window. Finished, he rolled the carriage window back up.

Holmes smiled and turned to his stout doctor friend, Doctor John Watson. "Surely, we do not take cases that any constable in his right mind could solve 

with a few quick questions?"

"Most assuredly not!" Watson responded, pride touching his voice. "What would be the point of that? Men of our intellect need to be challenged to exist."

"Indeed, Watson. Indeed." Holmes said with a slight smile and then turned back to browsing the landscape as their carriage continued along with the rain-beaten road.

Watson was about to comment again when he suddenly realized that Holmes had quite neatly turned his question around on him. No further insight into his first question was possible since he had answered it himself.

He smiled.

No one else he knew could manage with such little effort, to answer quite so much.
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I woke up fearing the day.

I went to bed fearing the night.

Fear became my companion.

Steering my left and right.

—Doctor John Watson
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The home looked like some drear mansion taken from one of the Frankenstein books written by Mary Shelley. A splendid authoress that Watson had met on an outing with Holmes after a wonderful rendition of her play in the old Globe Theater. 

He still remembered the play, but more importantly, her. She was both sweet and kind and remarkably young to have created such a masterpiece of fiction.

Willie, William Shakespeare, a dear friend of his and Holmes, and especially of Harry Houdini, their magician friend, had thrown the play as a favor to the Queen. She had sat with them watching the story unfold. As delighted as a child with a freshly baked apple topped with maple syrup and grapes.

The mansion, which had been built for Willie’s theatrical presentation, had been dark and crooked, with gargoyles hiding in the nooks and crannies, peaks, and valleys of its gables, overlooking the grounds below, waiting for their next victim to pounce upon.

The gargoyles were live people in costumes.

Watson knew that because he had gone backstage with Holmes and the Queen to see the props before the show began.

One of the gargoyles, which looked quite real had dropped to the floor before them and scared the wits out of them all.

While in the book, “Frankenstein,” no such things had existed. In the play, titled “The Tragic Romance of Frankenstein” they did. And the dreadful things threw rotten apples at the audience from time to time to remind them of the horrors that awaited anyone who 

trespassed upon their grounds.

Disgusting, yes. But the drunken sailors, who always took the pit seats, found it a riot and laughed so hard, Watson could have cracked a nut with their laughter.

It had given Watson nightmares for nights afterward, remembering those ghastly creatures that clung to that stage prop, and yet it had also introduced a kind of excitement into his somewhat mundane life at times. Being a doctor and a man of investigation was becoming increasingly trying as he and Holmes neared their middle years, which in this period of history, was in the middle twenties to middle thirties. 

Many of their friends and comrades had been removed by God’s Grace or more nefarious means to another world, leaving them with fewer and fewer good minds to engage their humor, experiences, and intellects with.

On some levels, Watson, as he watched the play, had imagined it as a kind of metaphor for aging, where the youthful man or woman, becomes a hideous monster as they age, losing the elasticity of their skin, bright complexions, sparkling eyes, and keen minds with crevices, hollow and black shadowed eyes that appear haunted by the years. Hair that was receding like the outgoing tides on the seashores.

But despite that aspect of the play eating at Watson’s imagination and somewhat his good humor, the Frankenstein play had still enervated Watson once more. Leaving him with a sense of disturbing purpose. Which when he took the time to think about it, meant he was not just a doctor. He was, in addition, a voyeur of sorts, when it came to the macabre and the wicked. And that thought made him somewhat moody and bellicose when he considered its implications.

For it reminded Watson, once more, in-depth of many of the cases that he and Holmes dealt with day after day. The macabre, the wicked, and the lost souls of this world.
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It wasn’t what I expected to do.

It was what I did that was unexpected.

—Doctor John Watson
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Their carriage driver tapped the door outside Watson’s side. “O’Brian residence, gentlemen.”

Watson opened his eyes in surprise. He hadn’t realized he had fallen asleep just after they arrived. He stuck his head out and was rewarded for the effort with huge sheets of pounding rain slapping his face and threatening to fill his nostrils.

Barely able to keep hold of his tightly fit hat, he jerked quickly back inside. Then hollered.

“Wait for us!”

Their driver, used to the rather nasty weather of this time of year, merely shrugged, and huddled down into his slicker, overcoat, and hat, as both Watson and Holmes climbed from the carriage and scampered as quickly as dignity would allow for the rather dark entrance to the home before them.

Navigating past a gate of pointy metal, and a fence of equally pointy, black metal that clasped the huge home like the tentacle of a Kraken, they found themselves on a long walkway of wet, slippery cobblestones. Unable to hurry across the slick surfaces, they did manage to reach a limited shelter of an overhang that brooded above the front door. Ugly gargoyles clung to the edges of the old wooden overhang, looking down at them with fierce eyes and mouths open wide. Jaws filled with mangled-looking teeth.

Watson and Holmes stomped their feet to shake off what wet they could.

“Dratted weather,” Watson complained. “It always seems to know when we’re on one of these cases.”

Holmes responded. “But that is what keeps it all so interesting, my dear Watson. Without risk, there is no glory.”

“Drat your glory, Holmes! I don’t care a penny for it, and I know you don’t either, you keep all your Royal medals and awards under your bed.”

Before Holmes could reply, the front door opened slowly, making a sound like a guillotine rising, just before its chains were unlocked and it crashed to a fall, severing the head from the body.

A somber-faced, long-jawed, dark-faced, older man stood there. His hair-sprayed, rather than hung from his skull, making it look as if he had been introduced to a heavy charge of electricity. The man stood there. Silent. Eyes brooding on whatever was going through his mind that moment. He just stood there, poised like a vulture, patiently waiting for its next victim to expire.

Watson found the wet rain to be warm, compared to the frigidity of this man’s energies. The man continued to say nothing. Just poised there, like one of the gargoyles above their heads, waiting for them to expire so he could consume the remains.

Watson felt the wet hair on his neck begin to rise. The man was poised such that he seemed to be beckoning them into a shadowy, dark hell to join with all the other cursed beings who writhed in agony and despair there. He reminded Watson of one of the nosferatu from one of the Bram Stoker novels. A creature of the night held captive by the moon and prisoner of dark desires

Count Dracula’s tale supposedly, but Watson and Holmes were quite close friends with the Count. He was nothing at all like the books depicted...a blood-thirsty vampire!

“Well then,” Holmes spoke up. “Don’t mind if we do.”

Without as much as a nod or word of agreement or denial, the man stood aside. Watson and Holmes stepped into a long, dark, and shadowy hallway. Its length was lit by gaslight scones that flickered gently but cast garish shadows on the bare walls.

Further chilling Watson’s neck as he entered. This place is as ghastly on the inside, as it is disturbing on the outside, he thought. 

The man, equally as quiet now as when he opened 

the door, took their soaked overcoats and dripping 

umbrellas to store them in the caverns of a deep, and equally forbidding-looking closet.

Hints of unknowable objects glistened and flickered in the depths of the massive closet. The gas lamps catch odd angles and magnify them in distorted ways.

The man shut the door.

That same moment, a searing slash of light bifurcated the skies above and brilliantly illuminated the hallway below through several overhead skylights, blasting everyone’s vision for a moment. Rain pounded the overhead skylights, threatening to break in and torment whoever was beneath the glass.

The violence of the sound was not a welcome thing for Watson. He was already spooked by the man who had let them into this ghastly, dark place. The pounding sound only amplified his discomfort. 

The rain pounded the rooftop like demons striving 

to break in. The night was dark and dreary. How even one person in this house could sleep with so much disruption outside was any man’s guess. Judging by this man’s actions and muteness, he didn’t think his intuition would be off by much. If at all!

Watson sensed not a single soul in the house slept. There was wakefulness unlike any other before as the storm outside intensified in its explosiveness, as if all the ancient gods of mythology had gathered. Here, in this section of London, to hold judgment over humanity. To deliver the worth of their lives which had been safe until now from everyone’s view, but now would be revealed.

And punished!

The ceaseless violence of nature continued to sweep across the gables and turrets of the home, seeking admittance and residence to the darkness inside.

Flashes of light struck through the heavily curtained windows inside the mansion, giving chairs and lamps grotesque, fearsome shapes as Holmes and Watson were led by the man who had opened the front door for them.

A match was struck, and a lamp held forth. Once more Watson peered into that haunted-looking face, with its shadowy pits of black beneath the eyes. 

“I don’t suppose you could bring us to Mister Warner,” Watson suggested. “He is the man who requested us.”

The man gave Watson a smile that froze his guts.

“Actually, it was my mistress. And I...am the man you look for. Mister Warner.”

Mister Warner said no more and struck forward once more. Holmes and Watson made their way cautiously from one room to the next. The light of the lamp was dim at best guiding their way, and go at times, hidden by the bulk of the man before them. 

Mister Warner paused once. “Wait!” He ordered.

He vanished, leaving the two men in ghastly darkness filled with bursts of light from overhead skylights as the lightning continued to slice, dice, and smash the skies above.

“Holmes!” Watson nervously whispered.

“Patience, dear Watson, is always rewarded,” Holmes reminded his friend.

A light grew in the distance and came to them, once more revealing the dark face of Mister Warner. He tried 

to smile, which only made his face even more hideous to 

look at.

Watson shuddered.

“I’m sorry for the lack of light and warmth. I don't know whatever happened to the electricity." Mister Warner complained, clasping a weak candle with a dancing flame in his right fist.

As the man turned to guide them once more, the candlelight illuminated an antique cabinet as dark as the home. It too had tiny gargoyles clinging to its sides.

Watson shook his head. What was up with this obsession with gargoyles? Furthermore, where did the gas lamp vanish that Mister Warner had been holding? Watson could only venture a guess. And this moment, his shivering body drew more of his attention than his desire to know further.

“Come, this way,” Mister Warner urged. “We’re almost there.”

He continued to lead the two men through the black tunnel of a hallway into the depths of a home that appeared to be far larger on the inside than it had on the outside.

"Stairs to the second floor are this way," Mister Warner cautioned as the two men took a turn to follow 

in a new direction. "I'm sure my mistress shall be more 

than happy to know you two are coming to protect her." 

Mister Warner glanced back. Not at Holmes, but Watson, as if sensing the man’s fear of him. He smiled at Watson, filled with teeth that needed serious attention. The man nodded to Watson as if approving. Though God only knew of what, then he continued his walk, leading them deeper and deeper into the dark throat of the monstrous mansion. 

Mister Warner seemed oblivious to the storm outside. Once, a thunderclap came so strong that the entire home rang like a bell from it and the walls rattled and the ceiling shook. But not even that stirred his attention. 

Even when the mansion shook as if struck by a huge hammer. Causing dust and small flakes of debris to fall from above. Not even that caused Mister Warner to falter for a moment in his ascension of the winding staircase they now began. Which, carpeted step by step, was leading to the landing above. Which was becoming revealed in the ghastly glow of a candelabra laid on a high, narrow table made of exquisite antique wood that had been recently polished and cleaned.

Holmes briefly touched the wood, arching an 

eyebrow as he did so.

“You do all the cleaning?” Holmes asked.

Mister Warner didn’t miss a beat in his walk. He replied, “I and several maids. The ones you saw scampering about in the darkness searching for more candles.” Mister Warner replied. 

Holmes glanced at Watson.

Neither he nor Watson had seen any such thing.

Mister Warner made a soft moaning sigh. “I’m not sure why the power has gone out, the mistress hired the best that Edison could supply to wire this home.”

“Accidents happen,” Holmes assured Mister Warner cheerily.

Mister Warner turned with his candle to investigate Holmes’s face. “If you say so, sir.”

“You think not then?” Holmes inquired almost a bit too casually.

Mister Warner stopped and stared at Holmes. His 

mouth opened wide to reveal his sharp, mangled teeth. He grinned in a way that only made him look less friendly, not more.

“I think not.”

Holmes nodded.

Mister Warner ignored him and continued to walk 

along the second floor to a distant door. "She's been nothing but worrisome since the first incident."

He paused once more and gave Watson a smile that made him shudder. Mister Warner smiled. “Quite sure that something is not right in our world. Here.”

Of that, Watson could agree, sighing with relief once Mister Warner turned his attention from him and crossed to a certain door, then took its knob to open it.

Much to both Watson’s and Holmes’s surprise, the door opened to expose yet another staircase. This one, narrower and rising to a third landing, even less well-lit than the one they stood upon now.

Holmes wasn’t letting Mister Warner off the hook with his earlier comment. “And at exactly what time did all this discomfort begin, Mister Warner? The one you say your mistress began to feel was for certain 

something she had to fear?”

Holmes paused only a moment to adjust his shirt collar then continued, "And when was that exactly, Mister Warner." 

For some reason, the home was like a furnace, even though it was cold outside. Holmes’s eyes didn’t miss a single detail as they continued their ascent. “And more importantly...what was it?”

"I'm sorry about the temperature, but it’s part of 

the problem, you see." Mister Warner replied, ignoring Holmes’s questions. He held his candlelight so close to Watson’s face that Watson was forced to block the light with his black bag or be blinded.

“Very good reasons,” Mister Warner answered now. 

"How so, my good man?" Holmes asked.

"Because we have no heating in this house, not even fireplaces. The Madam is deeply afraid of fireplaces. "

"What of the kitchen. Surely you have fire in there?" Watson declared.

"Oh, not at all," Mister Warner replied. "The kitchen is merely a nice presentation for visitors. The real food is prepared off the grounds and delivered each breakfast, lunch, and dinner hour by a hired cook, who lives nearby in Westwick."

"I see," Watson said. 

"Ah, here we are. The third landing.” Mister Warner turned to smile at them. “Not much further now.”

They finished climbing the stairway from the second landing and stepped onto the third, which Watson had been inspecting as they climbed into view of it. 

New searing flashes of lightning filled the spaces, 

causing objects to leap out in grotesque, horrific shadows that appeared to be attacking them.

“Dear!” Watson uttered as something separated from the wall and turned to look at him.

Then it fell towards him.

Holmes grabbed Watson out of the way as an ancient suit of armor with an outreaching hand clutching an ancient battle-ax struck the space he had just inhabited.

It struck the floor with hardly a sound.

“I could have been killed,” Watson uttered in shock.

“Not likely, Watson,” Holmes replied.

He nudged the battle-ax and it fell apart, revealing it to be made of cloth and a light wood frame. “Perhaps your dignity is shaken, but not your body.” Holmes finished.

Watson cleared his throat. “There’s the rub of it, my soul and body are intimately intertwined.”

Holmes laughed.

Mister Warner did not. “I apologize for the...error. The suit of armor was meant to be moved before you arrived. I shall have to reprimand the maids for not moving it sooner.”

“What kind of suit of armor is made of straw and 

cloth?” Watson snapped irritably.

Mister Warner merely shrugged.

Irritating Watson still further.

Holmes glanced at his friend. Watson knew the look. He bit his tongue and said no more.

Holmes examined the fallen knight, stirred the broken ax with the toe of his right shoe. “Wonder why it all fell apart so fast.”

Mister Warner nodded as if he had replied, then pointed towards yet another flight of stairs. “This way.”

“I trust there will be no more surprises, Mister Warner?” Watson asked in a chilling tone.

Mister Warner didn’t reply. He only laughed.

And his laughter was even worse than his looks!
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The greatest of mysteries we avoid

The simplest, we ignore.

But the mystery of our self,

Is a look in the mirror.

—Doctor John Watson
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Mister Warner reached the top of the stairs and stopped. There was a door. Shut. A single portrait of a flower was nailed to its front. 

“The lady’s office and...bedroom.” 

Mister Warner opened the door. It was quite old and heavy. It squeaked horribly as it opened. 

Even the dead would awake from this sound, mused Watson.

As soon as the door opened Watson began to cough and make a face.

"It smells like death!" Watson complained.

Seated at an ancient antique maritime desk taken from what must have been an old merchant ship, long retired from service, was an older woman with long gray hair that spilled down her back. She was turned away from them.

“I pray we are not interrupting anything,” Holmes began.

The woman remained seated.

Said nothing.

Watson cleared his throat. The woman was suffering from loss of hearing. “Madam, if you please, we have arrived. I am Doctor Watson, and my companion is Detective Sherlock Holmes.”

The woman suddenly slumped right and tumbled to the floor.
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The clues led me to a conclusion.

But it was the truth that set me free.

—Doctor John Watson
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Watson grabbed Holmes’s arm. “She is dead.”

“Death beckons and we must enter,” Holmes uttered poetically.

“Not yet.” Watson disagreed.

"My dear Watson, it is not death we must fear, but our ignorance of it," Holmes explained, stepping into the room.

Watson gave his friend and partner a glaring look of disapproval. "This is not the time to wax lyrical, Holmes."

"Oh, but it is," Holmes replied.

Mister Warner remained at the doorway, mute. Just staring. Watching as Watson followed Holmes into the room.

Holmes gently turned the woman’s head to reveal  open eyes looking out into the darkroom, open wide in horror and fear. “Watson, I believe this woman might appreciate a warm, touch of poetry this moment.”

Holmes rose, then began to move about the desk as Mister Warner remained at the doorway, a giant statue of a man, whose face showed not one whit of grief or despair. 

Watson turned to see why the giant was so quiet, and the look on the man’s face told Watson that Mister Warner was in a state of shock. Being a doctor, he knew the symptoms well...and now, when the man should have been the most emotive, he stood there, as if frozen with fear. From the sight of his dead Mistress.

Holmes examined the floor where the blood still dripped, then the desktop, gently tracing a course of blood until it stopped at the woman’s right breast. There, something dark was protruding, still quivering.

He straightened up and examined Mister Warner’s frightened face a moment. “You did not know of this?”

“She was right as rain just before I came downstairs to bring you two gentlemen up to visit with her, Detective Holmes.” He replied, his body beginning to shake.

Watson’s eyes narrowed. Something was not right about the man...still.

“At least her death was quick.” Mister Warner finally managed to mutter.

Holmes examined Mister Warner closely as he walked towards him. “Oh, I concede that would be a happier thought to think than my current deduction, Mister Warner.”

Holmes paused in his steps; his eyes fixed like daggers on the face of Mister Warner. “But I do not agree at all. This woman did not die so easily, nor so quietly as the storm outside shall in time."

Holmes pointed to the window near the desk. A slight drizzle of wetness pooled at its base. “That window has been recently opened and closed.”

“Likely the Mistress was urgent to catch sight of you and looked out.”

“The water is not from the outside, Mister Warner, but the inside. That window has not been opened at all; the wind outside would have blasted the floor with moisture.”

“And this...” Holmes pointed to the line of blood on the floor. “It comes not down, but up. Notice how even now, it does not spread further but instead collects upon the desktop.”

“Holmes, you’re frightening me!” Watson declared.

“Indeed. But fear not Watson, the solution is at hand.”

Holmes turned to point at the quivering object in the breast of Mrs. O’Brian. “And that...it still quivers. Even now.”

“But that’s impossible.”

Then Holmes did the unthinkable. He dipped his right index finger into the blood on the tabletop, then sucked it clean from his finger.

He gave them both a smile. “Lovely taste. One of my favorite. Cranberry.”

“Have you gone mad, Holmes?” Watson demanded.

“Not at all, dear Watson. I might be considered so if this was a corpse laying on the floor. But I see no such thing. I’m sure Willie would be delighted at the excellent make-up and effects that Mrs. Morgan has created for us.”
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