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This book


A mysterious hidden chamber.

After an encounter with an acquaintance and colleague from the past, Doctor Watson is led upon a dangerous and life threatening path towards a mysterious hidden chamber and an uncertain future. Sherlock Holmes is propelled upon a similar route, guided by the testimony of a devotee of an ancient and religious cult. Only Holmes is capable of unravelling the secrets of the chamber, but will he arrive there in time?
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	The year ‘87 furnished us with a long series of cases of greater or less interest, of which I retain the records Among my headings under this one twelve months, I find an account of the adventure of the Paradol Chamber, of the Amateur Mendicant Society, who held a luxurious club in the lower vault of a furniture warehouse…ù

	From The Five Orange Pips by Arthur Conan Doyle



During the course of a quiet and unusually warm early October evening,

I had been pleasantly surprised by my good friend, Sherlock Holmes’

agreeable disposition.

His practise had been unusually quiet of late, a state of affairs that would have normally left him in a most impatient and irritable mood. On this occasion however, the opposite had been the case, and once he had returned from a ‘leisurely and refreshing’ walk around the neighbouring streets, I was astonished to observe that he had been positively beaming from ear to ear. However, Holmes’ inexplicable behaviour did not end there.

“You know Watson, there is much to be said for your tried and trusted adage that I could use a good holiday. The constant barrage of cases that we have been engulfed with, these past few weeks, have certainly taken their toll upon both my mental and physical faculties and I find myself grateful for the respite with which we have been recently presented. For once might I thank you for some sound medical advice!” Holmes smiled.

I had been so astonished by my friend’s admission, that I had not even considered the notion of having been insulted by his final statement. His conclusion had been at such variance to his usual state of mind, that I even pondered upon the notion that he was being sarcastic. After all, was his mind not dissimilar to a machine that might wreck itself for not being used to its full potential? Nevertheless, there was certainly no hint of sarcasm when he continued.

“As you know only too well, my mind is like a finely tuned violin and I am now leaning towards the hypothesis that were I to turn the key by even the slightest degree tighter, one of the strings would undoubtedly snap.”

Holmes moved towards the table whereon I had accumulated the notes and files that pertained to our more recent cases. He began to pick them up randomly and toss them back down again in a most haphazard fashion, thereby creating a state of disarray that almost drove me to despair.

“Really Holmes!” I protested. “Those notes did not attain their chronological order by mere chance you know!”

I rushed over to the table and attempted to salvage at least some of the logical sequence that I had previously arranged, and before too much further damage could be done. My friend, however, was oblivious to my efforts and remonstrations and without even a single word of apology, he continued with his discourse.

“I see, from within yours notes, a patchy account of our encounter with the devilish Count Dubois and his devious machinations, the affair of the candid architect and of course the reclamation of Charlemagne’s armour, an effort that nearly cost us both our lives!

All of these matters reached a successful and triumphal conclusion, of course, however each one assuredly took its toll upon your old friend. Therefore, Doctor, I have decided to embrace this vacation from work and reacquaint myself with my violin and a study of Neolithic tools and art!” Holmes proclaimed.

“Well, I for one am awfully glad to hear you say that. I must admit to being consumed with more than a little sense of dread and trepidation at the thought of a long period of inactivity and its inevitable effects upon your nerves. Consequently, I will now devote my time to the recalibration of my notes!”

Holmes laughed heartily at my thinly veiled complaint and he was also not unaware of my suspicious and cursory glance towards the bureau drawer wherein lay his lamentable Moroccan leather case and its lethal device.

“Oh Watson, you may be assured that I have come to my epiphany by virtue of my own fatigue and contemplations and unaided by the intake of any narcotics.”

I muttered an apology under my breath and began to rummage amongst my papers without casting my friend another glance. While I worked I noticed my friend begin to rifle through a pile of musty old books, doubtless each one upon the subject of his latest field of interest. However, Neolithic artefacts did not seem to hold his interest for very long and he began to discard each book in turn, all the while emitting loud grunts of disapproval as each tome fell to the floor.

It now fell upon his violin to aid his distraction. Each of Holmes’ discordant scratchings caused me to grimace and I soon realised that any hope that I might have had of finishing my work uninterrupted were slowly becoming dissipated by my friend’s torturous musical efforts. Fortunately, Holmes abandoned his beleaguered instrument before I had been forced to remonstrate with him still further and he took to his chair with his pipe.

Once he had exhausted his tobacco, Holmes began to strum his fingers impatiently upon the arms of his chair and I now realised that his illuminating realisation was to be short lived. Finally, when he began to pace the room and glance anxiously out of the window every so often, I knew that all hope was lost!

I began to gather up my papers and then took to my chair with the latest newspapers to hand.

“Would you like me to scan these for any noteworthy items of interest?” I asked with a pronounced air of resignation.

“Hah Watson, you know me so well!” He exclaimed with a brief half smile, while encouraging me with an impatient wave of his hand.
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