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Holmes opened his eyes to the smiling face of Doctor DuMont and the Queen. He smiled. “I assume this technique you have used has its drawbacks, Doctor Dumont.”

“It has, but never worry, Detective Holmes, you are well cared for and doing quite well for your age. And...and uh, condition.”

Holmes smiled. Noticed that his head was no longer restrained. He turned his face to look at the Queen once more. “So, our good country no longer has a King?”

The older woman smiled. “It would seem so, wouldn’t it?”

She and the doctor exchanged worried looks.

Not lost on Holmes.

“I assure you I am quite right in my mind, Your Majesty. I have an excellent memory. At least of now. I cannot say for certain of the past, however. And I can only conjecture as to why an ancient man, as you claim I am, and I do not remember being, is of such importance to you.”

Her Majesty returned her attention to Holmes. She watched his face a long time, then nodded. “Doctor DuMont assures me that you will fully recover your memory.”

Holmes switched his attention to Doctor DuMont. 

Doctor DuMont sighed. “For some reason, you are taking longer than...”

Doctor DuMont felt pressure on his arm and stopped. “But it will return; I am sure of that.”

Her Majesty nodded. “And I as well. What do you remember of our Covenant, Mister Holmes?”

Holmes gave her a puzzled look.

The Queen turned to Doctor DuMont. “I shall need some time alone with Detective Holmes, please.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Doctor DuMont felt Holmes’s forehead a moment, then took his pulse, gave the Queen a nod, and exited the room.

“Mind if I sit down?”

Holmes smiled. “As if I could stop you.”

The Queen laughed. “I like that in you, Holmes. You have the uncanny ability to weigh a person’s thoughts and motives, which even they, sometimes, do not know they have.”

She took the chair next to his bed, then pressed his left arm warmly. “May I just call you Holmes? Detective Holmes seems far too formal, and I suspect we shall become quite close friends soon. So, even Mister Holmes seems rather gray and drab, if you know what I mean”

Holmes smiled. “I do. Rather like this hospital room.”

“Rather,” she agreed with a bright smile.

She tugged her plastic chair closer and leaned forward, dropping her voice to just above a whisper. “Do you remember anything at all about your prior work in life before your...” She walked delicately through her next choice of words. “Before your choice at the falls?” She seemed to weigh something more was about to say. Carefully.

Holmes waited for her to speak further, sensing the burden she was expressing at the moment. “Do you remember the Dark Covenant?”
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The Dark Covenant
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Holmes and Watson followed Lord Ashbury as he led them deep into Westminster Abbey. High above the clock began to ring, tolling it was now MidBells. Midnight.

“I’m sure you recognize the delicacy of this moment, the two of you,” Lord Ashbury commented, not turning to look at either Holmes or Watson as he did so. “The King has the uttermost faith in you. He also has the belief that you can now be allowed the further step.”

“Further step?” Holmes inquired.

Watson rolled his eyes. 

Holmes shook his head and Watson caught the words he had been about to utter. “Rubbish!”

Lord Ashbury stopped this time and pressed a palm into the face of Mordred showing the traitorous son raising his sword to strike down King Arthur. “Did you say something, Doctor?”

Watson’s face drained of color.

Lord Ashbury laughed. “I can read lips.”

“Can you also see behind your back?” Watson demanded after finding his voice again.

Lord Ashbury pointed to the shiny armor before him of a tall knight and the ones along the corridor they walked.

“Oh!” Watson sighed.

Lord Ashbury laughed. “Don’t worry, I won’t discuss your untimely remark, Doctor. I felt so myself when first introduced.”

Lord Ashbury continued down the corridor to a blank stone wall, marking the end of the corridor.

“Ah! Here we are.”

He turned to glance at Holmes and Watson. “Not everything is as it seems.”

Holmes smiled. “Quite the opposite, if you don’t mind my saying so, Lord Ashbury.”

Holmes passed the Lord and pressed a palm to a second painting that hug over the back wall. It was a portrait of Merlin the Magician with an arm raised in triumph as King Arthur pulled the Sword in the Stone free of its rock holding it.

When Holmes let go, the face of Merlin moved towards him as did the entire back wall, opening to reveal a flight of stairs descending into darkness.
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Holmes’s Hospital Room
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“Only that I was a detective, as you and the good doctor have told me, but little else so far, I’m afraid.”

“When your consulting abilities rose to my grandmother’s awareness, you were hired to discover a scheme to overthrow her and destroy our country.”

“And did I succeed?” Holmes replied with a grin.

The Queen laughed. “Evidently, you have not lost your sense of humor, Mister Holmes.”

“Holmes, please.”

“Holmes,” she said. “Yes, you did. Otherwise, the Germans might have had something to say about you. And I dare say you would not be in a comfortable hospital bed as now.”

“I suppose not,” Holmes replied with a twinkle in his eye. “Suppose that’s a tale for another author to write.”

She laughed. Got up. As if by magic, two aides hurried into the room to help her out. She turned to give Holmes one last parting remark. “I pray you can be of service to me in this point of the history of our country as you once were before, Holmes.”

Holmes frowned a moment.

“God knows we need it!”

Her Majesty put a hand on Holmes’s shoulder. “You need more rest, dear Holmes. We will have much more time to discuss all of this later.”

Holmes yawned. “But I’m not in the least bit tired.”

“I know,” she said soothingly. “But England depends on you now, more than ever. So, rest while you can. For soon, you shall not have so much free time, I fear.”

Doctor DuMont entered, took one look at Holmes’s face, then added a sedative through the intravenous tube in Holmes’s left arm.

He stepped out of the way and nodded to the Queen. She smiled, then leaned forward and did a surprising thing. She kissed Holmes on his cheek.

“Good night, Holmes, we’ll speak more another time.”

Holmes did not reply.

He was already asleep.
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Call to Arms
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Holmes slid effortlessly back from his memories, which were as vivid as if happening right now, then in the back of Holmes’s mind came a familiar sound, then a pounding on the door below.

Holmes glanced at John. “I see our guest has arrived.”

“Guest?” John gave Holmes a look. 

“I’m not expecting company. But judging by the intensity of the knock, and the footsteps I heard on the front porch through the windows, I suspect someone needs my services.”

John brightened. “I hope I can be involved.”

Holmes laughed. “Your grandfather had every reason to be proud of you, John.” Holmes rose to go downstairs. Holmes smiled. “Constable Green needs to fix the steel tip od his right shoe. It’s quite noisy at night.”

John frowned. Why hadn’t he heard that?  No wonder people thought Holmes was preternaturally smart. A genius. He was aware of the most minute details.

John sighed. Grandfather loved me, but I suspect he 

left the journals for me to help me accommodate an over-eagerness and lack of humility I carried well-hidden at the time, I thought. But now I see was not so well disguised after all, which I suspect Holmes is now cultivating a plan to deal with as well.

In his way.

John brightened again at that thought. I am so blessed to be with Holmes!

And humbled.
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Arrival
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401 Constance Street and Doyle

Brighton

South Coast in Sussex

Early Morning

John wiped at the sleep in his eyes, stretched, and examined the long silent stretch of wet, brown beach and the turbulent waters of the English Channel as they pushed and pulled at the shoreline. When Holmes opened the door to climb out, a sweeping sea breeze, cut inside like the icy claws of freezing winter, intent on catching him in its icy grip. 

No!

The first blast shook him, as it might anyone, not expecting such intensity. But the second, and fiercer gust shook the car and caused him to stagger. He felt the air in his lungs rush out, as if a frost giant with icicle hands had just grabbed his lungs and squashed them between his freezing, hard fingers, then a moment of extreme terror consumed Holmes.

He screamed.
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Brighton was gone.

The sea was gone.

The car.

John.

All he saw and felt was the long tumble over Reichenbach Falls into the freezing icy waters of the basin below.

He tried to breathe, but no air came. 

Instead, his mouth filled with freezing water!

For a moment Holmes froze, his whole body reacting as if he had been struck by an iceberg of coldness, his breath pushing back against the flood of icy water thrusting into his throat.

His lungs straining for air, muscles tightening. 

Then he was back again in Brighton. Overlooking the sea.

He fell back against the car to steady himself as vertigo kicked in, threatening to loosen his stomach in a violent gush of this morning’s breakfast, then black spots began to spin around in the air before him and fill his vision.

He found himself struggling to reach air again, even though he was not underwater or in water. 

Then once more he found himself being rolled over and over by the fierce, freezing waters of Reichenbach Falls. He fought to right himself, to recover. There was still hope he might survive the fall. Nothing was impossible.

Nothing!

Despite numbing pain in his lungs, his bruised and battered body, broken bones from his fall against boulders, and sharp out-thrusts of granite, he still clung to the hope of reaching air to breathe again.

He kicked but was too weak to make a difference and he sank further into the basin waters.

He pulled with his arms, but lightning sparks of intense pain flooded through his nerves and into his chest, causing him to lose what little air he had left, then the water flushed into his mouth, down his throat, and air passage into his lungs.

He had to live. 

An image of Watson filled his vision a moment and a sudden sense of warmth filled his senses. Then, as suddenly as it had come, it was gone and he continued to fight against the cold that was shutting down his senses, hurtling him into a pit of ever swirling darkness.

He began to go limp. He could not fight against the stiffening of his limbs any longer.

“Holmes!” Screamed into his brain as if Watson were shouting into his ear.

Holmes’s name lit the darkness he was falling into for a moment. A hope. He felt renewed urgency and desire to live once more. A bright spark. A memory of a friend’s face. One, whom he loved dearly. Fiercely. A spark reignited his push to survive, but it was hopeless, the water was too cold, freezing and he felt himself losing control of every part of his body and then...
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401 Constance Street and Doyle

Brighton

South Coast in Sussex

Early Morning

“Holmes? You all, right?” John hollered at him.

Holmes found himself hard against the car now, his tall lanky frame knotted up as if he had been wrestling with someone for hours. His face was cold, and he was sweating.

“Holmes,” John said. Nearer this time.

Holmes felt the constriction of his lungs loosen, his breathing return, and the bitter cold that was seeping into his soul, easing. 

He looked up, saw John reaching to steady him. Holmes straightened up and shook off John’s hands. “I’m fine.”

He gave John a quick nod, not for a moment letting his face register what he had felt internally. Or John would discover what he was feeling. It was imperative that he not lose control!

But he knew one thing for certain. He had 

screamed. But for some reason, John had not heard him. Why?

An image of Doctor DuMont formed in his mind. “You may from time to time have flashbacks and there will be other times when you hear voices, or think you are talking and are not.”

Holmes had thought he was over this odd phenomenon that Watson had called the Soldier’s Curse...but he was not. It was still quite real for him.  Yet, even so, something about the recurring experiences felt...wrong to him.

He glanced at John; his face was filled with conflicting emotions. Holmes wanted to reassure him in some way, but he was still recovering from the incident and still felt shaken to the very core of his being.

He was not a stranger to emotions, but he was also not someone prone to expressing them easily.

He remembered Watson talking about the soldier’s curse. “You will scream sometimes, and no one will hear you, though that’s not possible. Because it is not real, Holmes. None of it is. It’s just the memories that seem to have been inscribed upon our nerves, our brain, our soul!”

Watson’s words worried him for all of five seconds 

further, then he also remembered that Watson had told him the memories faded over time. Though the intensity of the fear, the anxiety, and the overwhelming sense of loss of control could snap back at the oddest of times. Usually during moments of intense emotion, or what Watson said Freud and Spinelli called trigger points, memories that were painfully embedded. But each time they returned, if you worked on it, they did eventually lessen if you let go of the past. Watson had also said that it was not an overnight fix. Some soldiers dealt with the problems for years!

“Years!” Holmes hissed. “I don’t have that long.”

“What did you say, Holmes?”

Holmes shook his head. “Sorry, just remembering something.”

Holmes did not need years. Surely not. For there was one thing Holmes was exceptionally good at...it was letting go of the past.

For Holmes, this was an unusual experience, and one he felt extremely uncomfortable with. Bullets. Bombs. Knives. Swords. Even spears and spikes had caused moments of pain and anxiety for him in the past, but those experiences never clung so much as this suffocating feeling he had just experienced.

The intense cold was unlike anything he had ever experienced before. 

He looked up again.

John was studying him. He could tell John was not sure if he should go for help or let it go.

“Let it go, John.”

John gave him a startled look.

“I am fine. It was the sight of the chilly waters that triggered this. Or...”

His eyebrows knotted together. “Of course, the wind!”

“What?” John asked. “The wind. How could...” John’s face lit up. “Of course, it bites and it’s quite cold. I’m sorry, Holmes, I should have said something to the Inspector about this.”

Holmes smiled. “He has enough on his mind, and he needs whatever help he can get now.”

Was it the sight of the sea?

The sharp snap of the chilly air?

Holmes vowed to meditate upon all of it later when his time freed up. He would overcome this sensation, this fear, this paranoia that something was wrong with him, and he should be dead...not alive as now.

And for some odd reason, his fear lessened when he had that last thought. He was not one to fear death. Yet, the icy cold had triggered just that.

There had to be something more to this, he thought, then shook it off.

John nodded, then reached back into the car for his coat, then put it on, turned about to lean against the car next to Holmes. He held Holmes’s coat as well.

“Beautiful view here.”

“I agree,” Holmes said, taking the coat from John.

The heated car and the long drive had caused him to take his coat off to feel comfortable. Holmes enjoyed a brisk walk and a cool night’s air as much as the next soul, but this was different. Much!

There had been no heated cars before when he....

His memory stopped that moment. He struggled to recover what exactly he was about to remember, but it was too late.

He sighed.

John shrugged his coat back on as well, giving 

Holmes a reassuring look. A warmth that again, brought 

back memories of Watson.

But not clear ones. More like what one sees when one is first waking, clear, then fading quickly, leaving you struggling to cling to even a portion of the memories.

It bothered Holmes because normally he remembered everything. Holmes had a perfect memory. That’s what he had been told of his history.

He had read about his condition in the hospital; it was called Eidetic memory.

He shrugged off the thoughts flooding into him that moment, as an intense sadness touched His heart. Sad for the loss of so much of his past. Sadness for the loss of memories of a man he had been told was quite close to him.

He glanced at John, who was still absorbing the view of the waters below. 

John was a good man. And if the journals John had read him were accurate. And he had no reason to believe they were not, then John was much like Watson had been. This bothered him on some levels, while at the same time he warmed further to this young man who seemed so eager to follow in Holmes’s footsteps.

“Drat, it’s cold!” John said, but the intensity of his words put a lie to the look he fixed on Holmes.

Holmes nodded. “Indeed.”

“If it’s all right with you two, I think I’ll sit this one out,” Constable Green said from the driver’s side of the vehicle.

Holmes had forgotten about the good man. What must he have thought seeing Holmes as he had been?

He looked into the constable’s eyes. He had seen but had chosen to say nothing. Do nothing. He could tell by the set of the young man’s jaw it had been a strain for him to do so. He was not the sort to let someone suffer needlessly.

The Inspector must have warned him to give Holmes some leeway. And he had.

Holmes felt another tug of warmth in his heart. This young constable and John were much alike in many ways. It gave him hope for this time in history, even though the news of it was dismal much of the time and saddening.

John flashed the constable a quick smile and nod and Constable Green rolled up his window and turned on the car heater too high.

John shivered as a fresh gust of sea air rolled over 

him and the car. He glanced at Holmes again. Worried. John had made it a point to discover what he could about the man’s past. Suspected that the good detective was hiding something he did not want to talk about. This next thought worried him because it would put a lie to all he had believed and worshipped about this legendary soul. Or that Holmes was ashamed of?

John did not like that second answer. He had always envisioned Holmes as a soul who was like a god, immovable and without emotion. But so far, he had proven to be a deeply, feeling man, with parts of him shrouded in mystery, and other parts in something else that John had not figured out yet.

Maybe, this great adventure had its price, for him and Holmes. He remembered his grandfather telling him that the cost of wisdom always included hardship. Well, he joked to himself, if shivering like a polar bear qualifies as a hardship, then he was in for it!
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