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Fate Calls, But Few Listen
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A man's fate is of many things

of which few he can choose.

But of those he can

He must choose wisely

or the howling wind

that destroys the night

will pound and pummel

him with all its might.

And all that will remain

will be a spark

of what might have been

and what was right.

-—From the Secret Diary of Ms. Hudson
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The Portal
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The Portal opened and closed without a whisper or a snarl. It had no feelings one way or the other about anyone who crossed through from Fairie into Switzerland or crossed back into Fairie. It was not alive. It was incapable of doing anything less than transporting from one realm to another, or anything more. But if such a creature had feelings, then surely it might have felt something for the bedraggled being that pulled itself feebly across the threshold between realms to lay sprawled on the freezing heights of Lake Zurich.

It was not winter, not the coldest time of the year, but the howling wind that tore through the peaks was no friend to man or beast that time of year. Named the Howling Wind because that is exactly what it did. It howled ceaselessly. 

The Swiss sometimes called it the Suicide Wind, because so many took their lives during the season of that wind. A horrible sentiment, but told, nonetheless.

Many who dwelled upon the slopes of the peaks surrounding Zurich believed it to be an omen of death, or even a specter of death, surging into our world to claim the old and feeble, or worse...the luckless.

And luckless, this being was. His long fingers, which surely must have been both powerful and graceful, curled inwards like the taloned claws of a deadly predator bird, clutching at the ice and rock for purchase, struggling to keep from being loosed from the horrid perch it had been placed upon to a safer abode barely two feet away, where the craggy 

rocks held back the blasting wind.

Inch by horrible inch, the soul pulled itself across the frozen terrain, leaving a trail behind it, like a monstrous slug or snake. A trail of blood, which froze within moments of touching the frozen snow.

Fumes of smoke curled above its face, which never left the flat of the terrain, it is only other sign of life, twisting and turning in the blasting air that pulled at the torn body, striving to overwhelm and pluck it over the edge into the deadly chasm below that led to the extremely cold and unfriendly depths of Lake Zurich.

After what must have been hours, or felt like days to the being, it finally collapsed into the shelter of the rocks, where it ceased to move.

Before it stopped entirely, one clawed hand reached out a stiff finger and stroked the rock before it, slowly scraping away, leaving skin and bones in the scar it made, which were a series of meaningless lines. Then the poor being's finger twitched once and slowly curled into itself and moved no more. Death had merged into the body and spirit of the man who lay there, slowly, but surely sucking away all resemblance to the life it had once led. It could bleed no more. Hurt no more. What memories flit behind the eyes of the man who lay there, forever lost to our world, but to that lonely, dying creature, it was its only comfort in those last moments before God lifted its poor soul into his warm and comforting arms. 

The lonely heights might have mourned the loss of this soul, had it known its name. Might have. But it did not. Where it came from only the mystery of its disappearance would remain and a profound sense of loss that no one in this world could ever know or fathom.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​221B Baker Street
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James stood at the window looking out over Baker Street his eyes filled with a kind of melancholy. He sighed, his large brown eyes moving from left to right as if surveying the length and breadth of the street, taking in every detail, and categorizing it, then placing it into his memory for future reference. Such was the nature of his morning reveries, searching for the truth in even the smallest of items, cataloguing it for future reference. 

Even the familiar could have slight alterations that could make a difference.

"You seem distracted this morning, James?" Watson said from behind him.

James did not budge at the sound. He kept watching, as if waiting for something to occur. Finally, a couple Chimney Sweep boys ran into view, clutching their buckets and mops, skipping like the kids they were.

Their clothing was dirty with soot, their faces black with its soft blurring, but smiles won through despite all that. They stopped below and tipped their hats to him. He did not budge at first, and then he took a hand from his pocket and dusted them with some coins.

They caught them, then gave him a thanks signal and ran off again.

Watson came up and looked at the backs of the fleeing Chimney Sweeps. "You know them?"

James grunted, and then looked at Watson. "How long have we known each other, Watson?"

Watson stutters for a moment, thrown off by the unexpected question. "Ah..."

"Precisely." James said. "You don't know."

Watson frowned. "Should I?"

James gave Watson a deep, searching look, then swept the curtains across the street view and went to his favorite chair to sit. He gazed into the blazing fire there and said nothing.

Watson came over and sat on the divan. He crossed his left leg over the right and leaned on its cap with an elbow to watch James. "Melancholia?"

"I'm sorry, Watson. I didn't mean to be so probing."

"You're right to question me. I should know. It is just..."

"I understand." James said soothingly, waving his hand in the air. "It's just what I've been thinking. We've been after the criminal element for most of our adult life, and what do we have to show for it, but failing memories, and broken bones, and more cuts, scrapes and bruises than any man should ever have claim to."

Watson straightened up. "It is bad this morning."

James glanced over. "It's time we had some fun."

Watson gave James a look like he had just gone mad.

"Fun?"

"Fun."

As if that settled it James rose and went into his room. 

He came out a moment later with a huge fur lined coat and muffins. "You'll be needing the same."

"What place in the world could possibly be fun where we were more than likely to freeze to death as have...fun?" Watson demanded in that voice he always used when he was being obstinate or stubborn.
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​Train Station
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Watson stepped out of the Tesla taxi and stared at the Train Station gate they had stopped in front of. James grabbed two hand bags, and then joined him.

"Switzerland?" Watson was trembling with so much anger and futility that he had a challenging time executing his thoughts. Finally, he managed to get out. "Are you out of your mind, James?"

"Quite!" James agreed. "Come along. I've saved us the lead coach; we should have a great view of the trestles and railways as we traverse them."

Watson took his handbag, and followed the taller James, grumbling like an old man, even though he was only in his early thirties. "I should have known he had something up his sleeve."

Excited. "I've even convinced the conductor to give us a tour of his compartment and perhaps a toot or two on the train's horn."

"You're like a small child sometimes." Watson accused.

"Did you remember to bring your handgun?" James asked as they stepped up into passenger compartment 229.

Watson stepped up and set his bag down inside an exceptionally large and luxurious space. Two large divans set on either way, which could open into beds. A large table sat between them, with a very nicely folded red table cloth set in its center, a flask of fresh daisies, and a tray of scones and a fresh pot of steaming tea.

Watson's nose perked up. "Those aren't raspberry scones, are 

they?"

He sat down and took one up and took a cautious bite. "Why this tastes exactly the way Ms. Hudson made them."

"And well it should." Ms. Hudson said from the doorway behind them.

Watson gave her a surprised look. "Ms. Hudson!"

"Well, don't just stand there like a frog about to swallow a fly. Give the lady a hand with her luggage, won't you?" She asked.

Watson stepped out and saw a line of three large suitcases seated on the platform. A porter gave Watson a relieved look as he stepped down to begin bringing them inside.

As he produced the first one, he gave James a look, which James returned with a grin.

Watson shook his head, and then descended to retrieve the other two pieces of luggage. A Conductor swept by. "Final call in two minutes, sir."

"Thank you!" Watson said, then hefted two of the large suitcases and climbed back inside. Grunting and cursing beneath his breath. "Why must they bring everything on a trip, except for their..."

Ms. Hudson danced out in a hurry. "Oh Porter."

"Shoes." He said, turning to see the same Porter walking up with an armful of small boxes clearly marked as shoes. The boxes tied together with very pretty pieces of string and cloth.

He hefted the last luggage into an overhead and then confronted James, who pretended to be examining his fingernails.

"Isn't this a bit unseemly, for two men and a..."

James smiled broader. "This is not our sleeping compartment, dear Watson, only our meeting place."

"Meeting place?" Watson asked, stunned.

"Why, of course. The others should be arriving, right about..."

He heard a honking outside and a Tesla Taxi scooted in close to park, then Challenger and Conan climbed out, followed by Houdini, who was all enclosed in a wrap of pure white fur.

Houdini gave Watson thumbs up, and then climbed aboard. 

Challenger eyed the last luggage of shoes, and then grabbed it, swinging his own over his massive right shoulder as he and Conan climbed aboard as well.

When Challenger entered the compartment, he nodded to James, then smiled at Ms. Hudson, who had sat next to James, then to Watson, who was still frowning from Challenger's look at Ms. Hudson. 

Challenger set down his luggage, then eyed Ms. Hudson again. Like a true Captain, she gestured over her head, and he stashed her shoes there.

He placed his own thick luggage container next to her shoes, then sat on the other side of her, creating another look of anger from Watson.

Challenger noted it. "Do lighten up, Watson, it's only for a few days after all. Let us enjoy it."

Watson took a deep breath and sat down at the table opposite Ms. Hudson, who pretended not to notice the glow of his angry cheeks.

"I don't know what I would do without the kindness of good gentlemen." She said, her eyes on Challenger.

James coughed into a hand when Watson looked ready to explode. Watson settled down, but his anger barely held back. 

James gave everyone a big smile. He looked much happier than he had the previous day. "Well." He said, leaving a long pause. "One big happy family."

Watson snorted just as a loud train whistle blew and the doors slammed shut behind him. No one heard him, but they knew what he was thinking and discretely averted their attention.

"All aboard!" Came the Conductor's voice from outside.

Another loud blast of the train whistle, then the train began to gently pull away from the station.

They heard a yelling and looked out.

Nicolas Tesla was running to keep up with the closed door to their compartment.

Watson hurried out and pried the door open. He gave Nick a hand up and the man caught onto his arm to keep his balance and 

from falling back out as the train picked up even more speed.

"Good of you to help a troubled soul." Nick said with a grin.

"Always the late one as usual." Watson commented.

"For my death as well, I hope." Nick replied with a grin, revealing his gold front teeth.

They went into the meeting room and Nick slung his luggage next to James, then sat down with a grunt.

"So." He spoke.

Harry was the first to break the growing ice between Challenger, Ms. Hudson, and Watson. He pulled a deck of Tarot Cards from his pocket and placed them on the table. "Anyone like to know their future?"

Watson suddenly began sneezing violently. He got up, making choking sounds and exited the compartment.

Nick followed him with his eyes, then noticed Ms. Hudson looking worried. 

"So." He began again.
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​Watson’s Upset
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James stepped out of the meeting room and found Watson sulking near the sleeping compartments.

"Oh, I'm just thinking about our sleeping arrangements." Watson said too quickly.

"Watson, are you going to stand there for the entire journey, or join us?" James demanded.

Watson shook his head. "My allergy is acting up."

"I think Ms. Hudson has a surprise for you." James teased.

Watson's eyes lit up. "Oh! Why didn't you say so in the first place?" 

He shoved past James and entered the meeting room, leaving James behind him with an amused expression on his face.

Ms. Hudson pulled out a large hanky and spread it open on the table, revealing a new treasure of scones. "I made this batch especially for you dear Watson. Fresh apricots from Spain."

Watson forgot his dismay and sense of discomfort and sat down to join in the levity of the moment, spreading small dabs of lemon butter on his scone, while the others spread around napkins, silverware, and small tea cups which James began filling for them from a silver tea pot a Porter brought in right after Watson sat down.

Even though the train was the most modern of the Orient Express trains that blasted a whopping fifty miles an hour across the length and breadth of Europe, it was still going to be at least several days before they reached Lake Zurich. There were a number of smaller vessels, ferries, that they would have to attend to, and the inevitable trolley up the mountain to the chateau they had rented there. From what Watson could remember it was complete with ten rooms, one of which was a training room, and a large buffet room and sitting room, with an overly large fireplace where gentlemen such as they could sit comfortably, play cards, read their books, do their research, and smoke whatever they wished to their heart's content.

No women to muddy the waters for them on this trip. He smiled. Well, Ms. Hudson does not count he thought. She is more than just a woman.

One thing Watson could depend on was James being the soul of integrity when it came to the female sex. He loved women, and Lady Shareen was one of his favorites, along with Mina Harker and Lady Bates, the late Wolfman's daughter. But he was a celebrated bachelor and his one love in this world and the last had perished in his horrible battle at the waterfall with that dastardly criminal mind that had very nearly ended it all for England at the time. 

No, not Hyde, though a close second. Watson was thinking of 

that gray detective who had slipped into their time and space from another alternate reality. Jack the Ripper. He looked a lot like a famous detective from another realm, which from time to time would pass through theirs enroute to Fairie, a favorite stop-off for all the various worlds that were connected to it.

"I say, James, however, did you convince the Lady Doyle to refrain from this trip. I know what a protective woman she can be when it comes to our little friend here."

Conan blushed and rubbed his big tummy warmly. "She worries way too much over my condition. I have a weak heart, not a cowardly one."

Tesla nodded. "But as long as Madam Curie has anything to say about it, your heart will be safe and sound as long as you continue your exercise and take her..."

Conan made a face. "And chews those nasty pills she confected for me."

Tesla hid a grin from Conan and winked at Watson. "So, Wat
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