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“The Mouse Ran up the Clock. Now, come on Charlie, surely that's a contradiction of gravity as well as very bad elocution." 

“But we are not talking reality, Holmes. We are talking about a mouse who can run up a clock. The fact that he defies gravity is inclusive of the element fantasy, which most, if not all children’s stories are built upon,” Charlie said, after laughing a long time.

Holmes switched his position on the swatch of grass he lay to look into Charlie’s eyes. “I pose a question for you then.”

“Listening.”

“If a story has no basis in actual physics, won’t the audience be put off by it; distanced as it were, enough so that, like a good play, the story just stops in the audience’s mind?”

Holmes smiled. “And will it not also promote disbelief in science and cause the common man to believe that science is just fake news. The noise made by a bunch of old men with no idea of what the common man thinks or does?”

Charlie laughed. “Holmes, you worry too much about what everyone else thinks.”

“I most certainly do not,” Holmes replied, putting his head on his hand, raised on his elbow. “I worry about what will happen to future generations who have no true sense of science, and learn to deduce the truth from fiction, rather than facts!” Holmes replied amiably to his friend, and partner in crime, Charlie Dickens, an up-and-coming author with no qualms about bragging about his writing prowess or insight into humanity.

Though his notion of science, at least to Holmes, was quite offing.

Charlie, who lay on the crest of grass beside Holmes, sat up, ignoring Holmes now. He lifted a pair of binoculars and focused the lens on the second-story window of the home they were going to break into. "I find it neither restrictive nor worrisome, dear Holmes. A man may interpret the world as he likes if he compromises no souls, nor enslaves or murders any."

"I admire your generosity of spirit towards our fellow man. Though I seriously doubt the owner of this home would find your philosophy a redeeming value on your behalf.”

Charlie chuckled. “Well, I wouldn’t either if I were him or knew two young rascals were planning on breaking into his home to steal that lovely apple pie his wife just made.”

“Let me see if it’s still there,” Holmes said.

Charlie handed over the binoculars. “They are.”

Holmes focused the binoculars. “They?”

Holmes licked his lips. “Drat it all, Dickens, you’ve seen what should have been obvious from the first, was I not lost in our argument.”

“Which is?”
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“That there are three pies, not two!

Charlie grabbed the binoculars back and looked. “Hey!”

He lowered them. Licked his lips. “Then even more reason to liberate one. We don’t want that poor man to grow fat and die.”

Holmes shook his head. “Your reasoning is filled with excuses, not logic.”

“My God, Holmes. Sometimes you sound like one of those machines that Verne writes about.”

“That’s speculative fiction. What I said is not,” Holmes replied, taking the binoculars back from his friend, and sighting it on the first-floor window. "But truly it is madness to allow just anyone to interpret the world as they like. Three pies are far too many for just one man. Why criminals like that might come to think they could rule the world!"

Charlie turned to admire his friend, who was on the adventure with him. "Perhaps, but then we would have to find a way to stop them, wouldn't we? Imagine this, Charles Dickens, and Sherlock Holmes, C.S.E.!

“Crime Stoppers Extraordinaire!"

Holmes laughed. "I'd rather smoke a bloody pipe, 

than partner with my worst enemy."

Charlie barked with laughter. "I beat you once at chess, and now I'm your worst enemy?"

"You are until you write an apology," Holmes replied tersely.

"So, what's the strategy, my good man?" Charlie asked, flipping his reddish hair aside, to reveal a freckled face with wide eyes, a thick nose, and a grin that would scare a lion.

Holmes laid down the binoculars, then steepled his hands in what was fast becoming a signature gesture for him over the years as he developed into full manhood. "I suspect the midnight approach would be best. These manners of peoples tend to go to sleep early."

"How can you tell they are that type? We've only been observing their home for ten minutes?"

Holmes took the challenge. He pointed to the yard. "First, the laundry hanging on the lines to the right."

"Do not most laundry lie that way? Up and down?"

Holmes snorted. “Charlie, clearly you are missing my point. There are no feminine items out to dry. Therefore, we must deduce that only a man lives here.”

“But what if his wife is off somewhere?”

“I’ll give you that, Charlie. But why would any sensible woman bake three pies, instead of one?”

“That’s not logical.”

“You’re saying that women are logical?”

“No, I’m saying that he’s a night watchman. He usually brings them inside before dark. The fact that they are still wet, tells me that he allows them to dry overnight, while at work."

"Then you are assuming there is no lady of the house?"

"Not at all." Again, Holmes pointed to the laundry line. "You will observe the thick trousers, the heavy suspenders, the woolen shirts and underwear with the boots drying beside them."

"Yes. That is all I see."

"Precisely." Holmes agreed. "Were there a woman of the house, she would never let him put the shorts next to the shoes on the line, for fear of them becoming discolored."

"Remarkable. What else do you see?"

"The man stands at least six feet tall. Weighs about two hundred pounds, is barrel-chested, and carries quite a large belly."

Charlie laughed. “From eating too much pie.”

“Exactly!” Holmes replied with a smile.

Charlie shook the binoculars free of the grass and took another look. "I see clothing, not sizes and heights."

"The clothesline is hung at approximately seven feet off the ground. A shorter person could not reach it comfortably, and certainly not to place the clothespins on the clothing to hold them there."

"I'll give you that. But what about the size?"

"See the waist of the pants and the shirt next to it?"

"Yes."

"The shirt is almost three times as wide as the waist, telling me that he has a large chest."

"But the belly?"

"Observe the bottom of the shirt."

"It's stained."

"Yes, by the extra fat in the folds of his flesh when he's working."

"Quite remarkable, Holmes. My hat is off to you."

"Your hat is nowhere near you."

"Matter of speaking."

Holmes gave Charlie an amused glance. "Now as to our method of attack. You shall fetch the ladder we built from the spare lumber below and place it to the rear of the cottage. I shall enter via the lower window in the kitchen."

"Why that way? If he's as big as you say, he probably lives in the kitchen."

“And Holmes,” Charlie lowers his voice. Then even lower in a whisper, “What if he can hear us planning?”

“Nonsense. No one has ears that good!” Holmes protests.

Charlie shakes his head. “Werewolves do.”

“Say what, Charlie?”

“Werewolf. You say he stays up all night and sleeps all day.”

“Vampires do as well.”

Charlie shakes his head. “If he were a vampire, he’d never get the blood spots off his clean white shirts.”

“Point taken. Werewolf then.”

Charlie shivers. “Oh, I have to wonder next if a werewolf eats pies, what if there are no apples in those pies, but instead...”

Holmes laughed. “Body parts.”

Then Holmes frowns. “Your imagination is starting to get me edgy, Charlie.”

“Then you should meet my sister. She makes you feel like a bucket of worms was poured on your head.”

They both break into laughter, the momentary fear 

over with.

Charlie stopped suddenly and stuck a hand in his mouth. “What if?”

Holmes gave his friend a look that could kill but said nothing. “What if...what?”

“What if he were...?”

“A werewolf...they stay up all night and sleep all day. A good werewolf would hang its clothing out to dry in the night and sleep all day, just like this man does.”
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