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is a small seaside town that abuts the East Lindsey district of Lincolnshire in the Greater Britains. Officially, it is a town filled with fishermen and the common folk, not noted for the fame of its thinkers, but rather the skills of its netters and its shipbuilders. 

During the India Isles Wars, it had become a quick port for the Greater Britain armies. 

There, the heavily masted ships, built on the docks of the Thames of London, embark with exports and passengers, return and voyagers debark for home again, and sailors to taste a night or morning’s freedom again before their next long voyage. 

And even these days, during so-called peace, the rugged, powerful warships with their steam-driven propellors graze the ocean waves as they speed across the waters for foreign missions and battles to fight for the Church of England and the Crown, when necessary. 

At other times to guard and protect the lives and goods of merchant ships. 

In those days the heathen lands...as the darker portions of Europe, Asia, and the still distant Americas were known...festered with tribes of non-humans who fed off the blood, sweat, and tears of the Empire. As well as that of its hard-working people.

There were fleets of roving zombie pirate ships. 

Leviathans rose from the darkest depths of the seas and oceans to swallow entire ships in one gulp. 

There were man-eating mermaids and powerful Jinn from the East who would alter the currents of the waters to confuse sailors and lure them to their deaths.

The worst of the threats to humanity though never were known to stand clearly in the open. Of those, there were only hints and rumors. And so, it’s to be expected that the townsfolk of Mablethorpe might tend to keep their noses away and hands clean of the business of other folks. 

Perhaps a good, healthy dose of clever pride in their uniqueness fueled that action.

Or as some who visited that lonely town thought, it might be for darker reasons and purposes. To veil and harbor secrets and purposes so dark and fearsome that even to talk of them could bring misfortune...or even death!

So, a lonely outpost of humans, such as 

Mablethorpe, while a bit on the eccentric side,  was 

much less dangerous and frightening than the open waters the town served as a port for in those times.

Being the middle of January, the seacoast was littered with sea debris washed in by the larger than usual tides of that time of the year.  No sane sea-faring man would, in his right mind, dare to launch a ship across the troubled waters during that time of year.

For these were dangerous times to brave the uncertain weather...when storms thrust from the bottom of the deepest waters and tore ships apart and sucked them down

Or the ancient gods decided to barrage sailing ships with bolts of lightning, sending them to Davy Jones’s locker, sails aflame and frames smoking from the furious fires of heaven.

And worse yet, the sea unleashed, in its whimsical nature, sometimes fearful creatures that rose to question puny humans over their desire to sail past and then devoured or took them down into the depths to drown them.

But when the weather was relatively peaceful and calm, the sailing ships from Mablethorpe could fill their nets with fish of all sizes, from the tasty wild tuna and its white flesh. And for those brave enough, or foolish enough, to look for the darker and more spongy flesh of the baby Kraken to bring home.

For those who loved dirt beneath their feet, the sea waters swept ashore mussels, crabs, starfish, and pieces of waterlogged wood from sunken ships swept under by the Might Neptune’s Trident. As well as the occasional bottle with a note from a loved one lost at sea. Or even a note from someone separated from a loved one, hoping to reconnect somehow with a lost lover or friend...a relative. 
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Such a time and place, day, and location were where Holmes found himself with Watson, his best friend, and working partner. Holmes stood briskly pacing near the water’s receding and ebbing flows, deep in thought. He barely noticed the fact that his expensive Oxfords were slowly being coated with sand and salt brine, or that the sand was wet beneath his feet, making squelching sounds as he paced.

But Watson stood still, his mind back home on Baker Street and the wonderful cooking of dear Ms. Hudson, who always fed him too much and always what he wanted...sweet scones dripping with fresh fruit juices, hot out of the oven.

“I rather like this place,” Watson commented as he took in a deep lungful of fresh, salt-tanged air, moist and vibrant with the purity of the sea. “It reminds me of my father’s home near Hampton.”

Watson glanced at Holmes, who continued to pace back and forth. Remained quiet.

“My mother baked the fish my father caught and sweetened them with honey and crushed apples. It was quite delicious.

Holmes said nothing. Watson expected no less.

They were on an unusual case of a missing fisherman. The man had been seen in this area a few hours before his disappearance. Yet, he had vanished without a trace of any kind, leaving no clue as to where he had gone, or why.  

No one seemed to know how he could be missing, as he hadn’t shipped out this day, and he wasn’t at home or in the market. Where else could he have possibly gone in this small, but humble village off the coast?

It was a very remarkable case in that the sea usually didn’t sweep something out without rolling it back in again later. If he had fallen into the waters, perhaps inebriated, or fainted and drowned, still there would have been a trace of him.

A shoe.

Piece of his pants.

Shirt maybe.

The fisherman had left behind a family of four and a large certificate of insurance. This is also why Watson and Holmes had come to Mablethorpe. To check to see if the claim was legitimate that his wife had made.

They seldom took on cases like this, but when the overt crime side of their business waned, which is seldom did, they would take on an insurance case for the practice it gave them.

And since the cases sometimes were in places both would like to visit, they would accept it and do their best to bring justice...to both the claimant and the insurer.

Watson shrugged his jacket on closer to his neck, wishing he had brought his muffler as he had planned, instead of braving the chilly morning airs without it.

The small inn they were staying in wasn’t far away, but he didn’t want to leave Holmes alone. Even though the case was unlikely to be dangerous, there were always the cases that you thought safe, which turned out to be quite deadly.
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