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Reichenbach Falls

Twilight

Moriarty glanced at the depths before him, then to the man approaching him, dressed in cape and cap. In freezing winter. He shook his head. That man infuriated him more than dying did.

He lowered his smoking weapon, and sneered at Holmes, his face contorted with anger and satisfaction. His grotesque looks twist further into the semblance of one of the many gothic gargoyles that adorn the churches in so many places in Europe.

“You are like a foul smell that won’t go away, Holmes.”

“And you have finally reached the end of your long and wearisome road,” Holmes returned, pipe in his right fist, a weak smile on his lips.

“That remains to be seen. I have escaped you before. Why not once more?”

“Dear chap, you have led me on a marvelous series of escapades. Dark and dangerous. Cruel and bitter to our fellow man in the outcome. Forthwith, I shall bring that to an end, along with you.”

Moriarty blew across the nozzle of his weapon and gave Holmes an appraising look. “The first shot was merely a warning.”

“Come now, Moriarty, we both know that murder, as is a crime, are merely props for your larger game.”

“Which is?”

“Domination of the Empire.”

Moriarty grins. “You give me too much credit.”

“I did at one time. But no more,” Holmes replied, edging closer to Moriarty.

“Ah-ah!” Moriarty warned, lowering his weapon to aim at Holmes’s chest. “The game is not over yet.”

“All games have a closure.”

“Not mine!”

“There you are wrong.”

Moriarty laughed. “Ah, ever the fool. I am a genius. I always have a way out.”

“Not this time.”

Holmes cast his pipe aside and dashed for Moriarty.

Moriarty smiled as he looked into Holmes’s eyes, then closed in on him, and fired his weapon.

“Say good night, Holmes!”

Holmes jolted, and as he did a thick book, he had put inside his jacket earlier at the hostel he and Watson had stayed earlier, fell out.

The book had a Yin-Yang symbol on its face.

“Clever!” Moriarty admitted, as Holmes struck him 

and without slowing, wrapped his arms about Moriarty and took him and himself over the edge.

Moriarty never screamed once as they fell.

Not even once.

But Holmes, did, inside himself. For the good friend, he would never see again.

For dear, dear John.

I pray I have not failed you, was his last thought before both men struck the roaring waters and vanished from view into the freezing spumes of the icy, glacier water.
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Backyard,

Row Street Alley

Penny Williams was the cutest young girl you might ever see. Always dragging her huge, overstuffed Teddy Bear everywhere she went. Her blonde hair, blue eyes made her pop in the glance of anyone seeing her. She was outstandingly lovely in every sense of the word.

Her only flaw, if you could call it one, was her Teddy Bear and adults can be forgiven for having forgotten how important a pet or stuffed animal is to them when they are a child.

Adults become bruised and abused as they grow from childhood and lose many of the virtues that make us love angels but forget that once we were as well. Angels.

A bright-faced older woman of thirty peeked around a hanging flowerpot, and between two pots of hanging vines, and smiled at her daughter. “Breakfast is almost ready.”

“Teddy and I are taking a walk, Mama.”

“Oh. Okay. But do not go far.”

“Penny!”

Penny hugged her big Teddy against her, almost falling over from the awkwardness of it, but that did not stop her. A bear is a bear and you never let them down, except when you are walking of course. You must let them drag on the ground. Bears love the ground, and you cannot deprive them of the touch.

“Yes, Mother!”

Ms. Williams blew a kiss to her cute daughter. “Love you.”

“Teddy loves you too!” Penny hollered back, giggling.

Ms. Williams went back inside to tend to the sausage she was frying up in the kitchen over an old Decker and Howell stove. One of the originals. It still had the old enamel clinging to its metal sides.

Not much else in the basement flat was new either.

Old pots and pans hung from over the counter where she pounded meat to soften a rare chicken or to separate the poor thing’s head from its shoulders. But more often, she used the counter to butter fresh bread that she had made herself in the oven of the stove.

This morning it was sausage from Kern’s Grocery and flour from the Pastry Shop. She did not have a lot of money from her sewing job, but it was enough to keep rent and food on the table.

Teddy had been a gift from her last boyfriend. And her daughter as well.

And she loved them both.

Him.

Not. He was gone before he could leave more bruises on her body. More aches and pains in her bones. And more importantly, on her daughter. 

Fortunately, she had caught him whipping her daughter after a drinking binge had brought him home early one morning from a job he hated.

She frowned. What was it about men anyway? Just because they had to work for a living, they were angry at the world all the time. 

Sure, her job did not pay much. It was in a hot back room, and she did not get many breaks, but it paid what was necessary. She thanked God every night and morning for her abundance, while he cursed God for his.

It did not make any sense to her, and when he began taking his martyrium out on her and then Penny. That was too much. God is patient. She knows that. But even God must have his limits because one morning hers broke like a summer storm.

Came out of nowhere, just like the bobbies did. Dragged that bastard away, never to be seen again.

She hoped! But she had more than hope to back her 

up because when he had hurt her child, it had been in 

the backyard. So, she had neighbors to rally behind 

her when she later turned him into the police.

And later in court, where the judge threw the book at him. It was a female judge. And she had children. God

hath no fury greater than a mother whose child is abused.

He screamed bloody murder at her as he was hauled away. But Penny, even though he was her father, said nothing. No tears. No sobbing for Daddy. And that worried Ms. Williams even more than the possibility that that sluggard might return.

She eyed the row of kitchen cleavers she had hanging over the oven. Just let him try!

She began humming a popular Beatles song to herself, Yellow Submarine and got to finishing breakfast.

Looking at the eggs, the sausage and bread nicely distributed on old white plates she had picked up at the local thrift store, she went to the back door to holler out.

“Penny! Breakfast!”

She went back into the kitchen and to the refrigerator, also an older Deck and Howell model, and opened it to take out some milk.

She heard a loud sound.

Smiled. 

Penny must have banged Teddy into one of my potted plants on the patio.

“Penny!” She laughed.

She went to the back door and poked her head out to see which pot had been tumbled.

But not one.

All of them.

And Penny was nowhere to be seen!

“Penny!” She shouted.

Fear began to grow in her stomach, making her want to throw up, but she was not ready to admit what was obvious yet.

Some might call it a state of shock, but at the time for her, it was hope. Hope that Penny had somehow managed to climb out of the backyard into the alley they were against.

She ran to the edge of the backyard and looked over it into the alley.

“Penny!” She cried out.

Her voice echoed back to her.

The alley was dark at its left end. It always was because of the tall buildings it intersected there. She looked that way and with one last cry of hope, called for her daughter again. 
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Basement Flat

Row Street Alley

Morning

Holmes knocked once at the basement door and waited. He surveyed the dark interior of the basement the flat opened from and frowned. Not much has changed since I was last in London.

Almost a hundred years ago in fact and yet, not much had changed. Poverty still existed. Extreme poverty.

And this.

The sound of a latch being drawn, then the door was partially cracked. “Yes?”

“Missus Williams, I am here to discuss your case.”

He slipped a card through the crack, and it pulled from his hand. Several moments later, the door became unlatched yet again and opened fully to reveal Ms. Williams.

She stood about five feet, with dark hair that in its healthier days was more than likely blonde and had dull blue eyes. No doubt from the loss of her child.

“Please come in Detective Holmes.”

He entered.

After some pleasantries, she invited him to sit down at her old table. He did and she brought him a cup of tea, 

which he gladly accepted. 

Finally, he broached the delicate topic which he wished he did not have to but must. “Your child, Penny, when did you first notice her gone?”

Ms. Williams broke down at once, tears running down her face, bloodshot eyes staring into his. “You must find her, Detective Holmes! You must!”

Holmes took her hands in his and squeezed them warmly. “Please, Ms. Williams, I need you to answer the question. I know this is difficult for you.”

Ms. Williams jumped to her feet, knocking over her teacup, but ignored it and went to the back door. “From here, Detective Holmes. From here!”

Holmes stood to follow her to the door and look out. It was a tiny yard. No more than ten by ten space of concrete and brick wall, with just a foot of it separating the alley above and its pavement. Bricks. He had checked that before knocking on her door.

Traveled the length of it and back, looking for clues. He had found one. He hoped.

She unlatched the back door and went outside. She swept her arms in the air. “As you can see there is no way she could have gotten out of this yard on her...on her...”

She froze up, grief rising to wet her cheeks again.

Holmes took his handkerchief out and gave it to her. She wiped her cheeks, blew into it, and gave it back.

“You’re too kind.”

Holmes nodded. “Would you mind giving me a few minutes out here alone?”

“Not at all. Would you like breakfast? I usually go to work this day, but the owner of the Thread Store has kindly given me the week off.”

He smiled warmly. “Please. I would like to ask you some more questions after I’ve finished her.”

She nodded and shut the door behind her.

Holmes began his survey of the basement backyard. It yet again reminded him of the squalor that so many Londoners still lived in. Hidden from public view, but there, nonetheless. 

Usually, it was the immigrants, from the Indies, Africa, who fared the worst, but that did not mean that the white population of London...the poor.... did not share in the misery of want that seemed to pervade this technologically advanced, new world he had survived decades to be reborn into. A world at war with itself it would seem, he mused.

Holmes took out a brand-new spyglass. A gift from John Watson Junior and began inspecting the floor of the backyard, the potted plants, and pots, then the walls themselves.

It was on the one leading to the alley above that he found his second clue.
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London, England

Late morning

Inspector Brown looked up from his paperwork as Holmes entered his tiny office. He at once stood up and offered a chair. “Please, Detective Holmes.”

Holmes sat down, crossed his left leg over his right, and waited for the inevitable.

Inspector Brown tidied up his desktop a moment, then leaned forward to examine Holmes. “Same?”

“Exactly.”

Inspector Brown glowered at the note he had to write on the blank sheet on his desktop. It was a summation of the case. He wrote quite simply. “Same.”

“Parents are not going to be fond of us for this.”

Holmes sighed. “Inspector Brown, modern news is not much different than the period into which I was born. It still focuses on that which is darkest in our natures.”

“Yes. Which is also why some men are rich and some not so much.”

Holmes gave the Inspector a nod. “Like Scotland Yard. That also has not changed much.”

“Very well,” Inspector Brown said, rising from his chair. “Constable Green,” he hollered out his office door.

Several long moments and the young constable entered, carrying a brown metal tray with a pot of tea and several porcelain cups.

He set them on the Inspector’s desk. “Anything else, sir?”

“Yes. Please notify our Press Department to release a statement on this new abduction case.”

“New, sir?”

Inspector Brown pretended not to hear and began pouring tea for himself and Holmes.

Constable Green glanced at Holmes, who smiled. Constable Green noticed that the man looked worn and more tired than usual. “Sir?”

“The same as the last poor child, I fear, Constable Green.”

“Poor parents.”

“Mother, in this case, constable, the father is in jail for child abuse and neglect.”

“And he damn well betters stay there too,” Inspector Brown cut in, handing Holmes a cup of tea. “Any blighter that harms a child under my watch, I will throw the book at them! And I did!”

Holmes almost laughed. The Inspector might look like a bulldog about to bite, but he was kind beneath his rough exterior. 

“Mother,” Holmes continued, as if uninterrupted.

“Oh, that must be rough for her,” Constable Green replied. “I know my Mother would kill if something had happened to me.”

The Inspector looked up from his tea. 

“You know what I mean, Inspector!”

Inspector Brown nodded. “Yes. Of course, I do. Now tell me, Holmes. You say it is the same?”

“Yes. Precisely. Down to the same circumstances. Parents are not paying attention to the child. Supposedly the neglected child is safe. Then...”

“Then...” The Inspector agreed, his face darkening as he spoke the single word. Almost as if it had happened to him instead of poor Ms. Williams.

“And the decisive factor of your investigation?”

“Ice.”

Both Constable Green and Inspector Brown froze a moment at the sound of that word.

“Constable, attend to the press release. Try to play down the Ice factor if possible.”

Constable Green hurried from the office.

Holmes shook his head. “Your press will not accept that.”

“I know. But it will give you and me more time to find the underlying cause of it all!”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Embassy Hotel

[image: ]


Street

Night

Holmes stepped forth from a taxi and onto the sidewalk below the steps to the flats. He paid the driver and then ascended to the landing of the front door. Laid upon the landing was the Evening London Times.

John must be busy. Usually, he picks the paper up before I return home, Holmes mused.

The headline on the front page was plain to see even before he picked it up: THE ICE MAN STRIKES AGAIN!

Holmes frowned. The Inspector would be sleeping tonight no better than he. 

Especially knowing what Holmes had confirmed.
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London

Inspector Brown’s Office

Day

“Ice?”

“Holmes, you’re telling me that the only clue you found was ice?”  A long pause. “Again?”

Holmes nodded. Then frowned. “What is worrisome is that the ice is local.”

The Inspector lost his scowl and frowned. “I thought all ice was local.”

“It is. Normally.”

The Inspector hunched over his desk, looking more like a bulldog about to attack. “How so?”

“Forensics took my samples and put them to the test. Confirmed what I already knew. But I trust your modern technology can detect details my training cannot.”

“Usually.”

“Yes, but this time they could not. All the samples. Of this abduction, and the last remaining the same. Only plain ice.”

“Buy why ice?”

“Inspector, I do not know. Yet. But for some reason, ice plays a significant role in the abductions. Let us just pray it’s not because the children are murdered at once and put on ice to contain any elements of odor and decay.”

Inspector Brown’s eye clouded over as the image of a young child put in ice to stop their decay came fully home to him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

221B Baker Street

[image: ]


Sitting Room

Evening

Holmes sat at the table across from John Watson Junior. A game of chess was at play. John moved a white pawn to a position in front of a gap before his King.

He smiled at Holmes.

Holmes nodded. “Good move.”

Holmes moved his Queen to a diagonal position. Checkmate!”

John eyed the move. “Drats! I did not see that coming!”

John shook his head. “So, how did your day go, Holmes?”

“As well as could be expected.”

John stopped moving the chess players back into position for a new game. “In what way?”

Holmes nodded to the London Times laying on the table.

“Ah. That.”

John frowned. “Nasty.”

“Quite so. And I will not rest until I find the underlying cause of it all,” Holmes affirmed.

John smiled. “Now, you sound like the man that I heard so much about as I was growing up.”

Holmes rose, yawning. “John, please don’t take it personally, but rather than another game, I feel sleep would be best for me now.”

John quickly hid his disappointment. Nodded. “Of course. Have a good night, Holmes.”

A knock on the door below.

Both Holmes and John looked towards the stairwell.

“Now, who could that be?”

John hurried to the stairs and descended from view, then the sound of a door opening.

A loud man’s voice greeted John. “Thanks, John, I seem to have misplaced my key.”

“Professor, I’d like you to meet a new friend of mine.”

“John, I am tired. And you know most men bore me to death.”

John laughed.

Holmes smiled. John was laughing more these days. That was good. He decided to remain for a time longer. His curiosity was piqued by the mental image he got of the loud man downstairs. 

He saw a bear of a man in his mind. Standing at least as tall as himself, with long hair, a rough beard, and eyes that danced with amusement. 

At his jokes.

A moment later John entered the sitting room with the stranger.

“Holmes, I’d like you to meet a dear friend of mine. And a tenant.”

Holmes rose and turned to survey the new man. He smiled. The man looked exactly as he had pictured him, except that he was dressed like a college professor.

The man gave one look at Holmes, then his somber face and reluctance vanished as a snow squall by fierce winds. He rushed forward, right hand outstretched. “Detective, I am honored to meet you.”

He began pumping Holmes’s hand as if it were the pump of an oil well, then realizing what he was doing let go.

“I’m Professor Challenger.”

John laughed “Please pardon his brusqueness, Holmes. He’s a lot like his father and grandfather.”

“And great grandfather,” Professor Challenger admitted. He sighed. “Now, that was a man to tell stories about.”

John laughed. “And still do, I might add!”

Challenger saw the chess set on the table and his eyes lit up. “Holmes, I’ve heard you’re a man of chess.”

Holmes smiled. He didn’t know this man, but he found that the honesty of the man, despite the rough edges of him, was very enticing. “I enjoy the occasional game.”
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Holmes’s Room

221B Baker Street

Morning

Holmes woke up on his full-size bed. Covers wrapped around him like a cocoon. Shoulders aching as if he had been struggling against powerful forces trying to restrain him. His mop of hair was soggy wet and hanging into his eyes like wet noodles. 

He gently untangled himself from the wrap he had become, then reached for his nightstand where he kept the usual clean, white towel with the Embassy trademark ribbon on its right corner. He patiently sat up, then began drying his face, his bare chest, his arms, and his neck.

Finished with his usual morning wipe-down, he sighed deeply, then slipped his feet over the edge of his bed, and straight into a pair of warm slippers. He smiled at their pleasant touch. John Watson Junior had purchased them for him from the same place he now had his personal towels. 

The Embassy Hotel.

Several blocks down the straight, the Embassy Hotel had sprouted where once a farmer’s market had eagerly greeted each day with fresh vegetables and fruit, baked loaves of bread, and milk straight from the country.

But now, instead of a quaint, almost warehouse structure strutting along Baker Street at its furthest corner, stood something Holmes never would have expected to find so close to home. Poking its superstructure agonizingly into the morning skies, a rippling series of red and green lights topped its cone shaped roof so no flying devices would accidentally fly into it.

There it was, the Embassy Hotel.

Their slogan: Famous People Have Slept Here.

He smiled thinly. Indeed. And once he might have been one of them, he vaguely remembered living there after his hospital stay. Vaguely, because he was still on painkillers at the time from the various injuries still healing on his body.

He frowned in thought. Received when he had fallen...or? As one Conan Doyle had implied, been thrown off the top of Reichenbach Falls to his death. 

This time, he smiled earnestly. Rather, in one book he had written, though later he brought Holmes back. Never quite explaining as well as he had imagined him dying, how he had returned from death.

No matter. Life and fiction are so closely entwined in people’s minds these days, it wouldn’t have mattered if Holmes had been claimed to have been projected to the moon and miraculously brought back by good-natured aliens from Mars.

These days truth and facts seemed to have less relevance than anger and division. 

He frowned again.

You would think a man who had been frozen for as many decades as he. A Rip Van Winkle in the flesh. You’d think he might awaken to a wondrous world where miracles occurred, and the world was united at peace.

He touched the remote on his nightstand and one of the devices called a flat-screen TV lit up above his dresser. Immediately, he gained a view of young children being blown up by terrorists in a hospital. He flicked it to a different channel.

“In this morning’s news, the President of the United States claims that he never lost the election.”

He flicked that off and went to another station. “Margaret Cummings will be the first woman to fly to Mars on the brand-new starship built by Elon Musk.”

“Mars, indeed,” commented Holmes then turned off the flat screen. He sighed. So much to catch up on and so much of it surprisingly wonderful but amidst a sea of debris that was unnerving to a man of his age and times.

A sargasso sea comprised of plastic waste.

Global climate change.

Rivers running dry.

The poles melting.

He slipped into the shower of his bathroom and began his morning rituals. Clean the face and eyes. Brush the hair, shave, put on cologne and underarm deodorant and then return to the bedroom to put on his suit and tie.

He looked at his appearance on the mirror of the bedroom door and nodded. Good enough then.

The blasting horn of a frustrated motorist caught his attention, and he went to his window. A London Cabby was pumping his horn at an older man who was walking slowly across the street.

Road rage it was called. That’s what John explained such acts as.

Holmes shook his head. People got angry at just about anything these days, and they had so much more to get angry about. 

He shook his head again. And you might think they’d instead be happy to have so much. For from what he’d seen in the papers and news over TV, billions had little to be joyful of. Just the fact that there were so many news channels, and they were constantly focused on horrible things was unsettling to him.

Yes, the Victorian days were tough. Dark. Traumatic at times, but the darkness was not spewed at you twenty-four-seven like now. But then again, he couldn’t be certain of that, could he? After all, most of his memories were shadows, and even those faints at best. 

The old man finished crossing the street, then turned and gave cabby a universal gesture of where to put it.

Holmes smiled.

Yes, some things never changed. Of that he was certain. He laughed, then turned away from his window.

Modern London was amazingly adroit with marvelous devices, but sadly missing the quainter horse and carriage, the occasional horse riders, the tri-wheel bicyclists, and of course, the hurrying pedestrians. Off to the Thames warehouses for physical labor, shoveling coal from huge cargo ships that had docked. Coal to fuel the seemingly endless factories that casually spewed forth fouled air with thick, soup-like grayness that the Americans often mistook as fog, which it was not.

Holmes pressed the electric switch at the base of the lamp on his nightstand, revealing a diary he was keeping of his thoughts, and occasional memories, striving to piece them together to make better sense of his nightmares, which were as consistent for him as waking up, with his sheets or covers wet and twisted about him each morning after what seemed to be endless nightmares...of him dying.

He remembered two-gun shots.

A man with eyes he felt he could never forget.

A fall.

The sound of thunder...or was it water? It had to have been water, though his memories now played the sound out as if cannon fire were rumbling nearby.

He opened the diary to look at his last entry. 

“I stood on a high precipice looking down into a rich valley of snow, ice, and trees. A river roared at the base of the height, drawn from an angry, roaring, fall of rushing water at my feet.”

He shut the dairy. 

Reichenbach Falls, he was told by Doctor DuMont.

His frozen body had been discovered deep inside the ice caves at the base of the falls.

Holmes sat down, then took up an ink pen. A marvelous contraption. You just tapped its top and a projectile shot forth with ink at its tip. He had spent almost an hour playing with it, taking it apart and marveling at its simplicity, yet also its complexity. It was far beyond anything he had used during his first life.

He was coming to think of himself as reborn as the ancient mystics said happened to humans once they died. They came back in a new body, memories faded. But here he was, reborn, memories faded. But with the same body.

He clicked the ink pen and smiled when the tiny tip shot out once more. Marvelous device. You only had to push its end and a point came out loaded with ink. He pressed the end, and the black ink point sprang out.

He chuckled with amusement. Repeating the process several times like a child with a new toy. He wondered if he was becoming senile in his apparent enjoyment of this simple toy. But finally, he tired of the sport and opened his diary once more and on a new page applied the tip of the device to the page before him and wrote this morning’s date. He didn’t know it by heart. It was on this device called an electric radio clock. Also, on his nightstand, which drummed out the minutes, hours, and days of the week without fail. 

All that while allowing one to listen to dozens of radio stations from around the world.

Radio. What a wonderful invention it was. He even found a station that broadcast “The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes,” starring Basil Rathbone as himself.

That had truly amused him more than anything he could think of these days.

John Watson Junior called it an internet clock and radio because it used this oddly named form of energy called Wi-Fi to retrieve the information it displayed and played.

One day, when he had more time, he would like to take a course or two on modern technology to update himself. But he still had much to learn of the new sciences modern forensics were based upon, as he fully intended to stop being a patient of this world and become a fully functioning citizen once more.

He had flirted with taking the courses sooner until he had been given a catalog by John Watson Junior and had seen just how many courses there were. It tired him. His magnificent brain wanted to rest more. Leave the learning for a later time.

In the past, it would have been a slight detour for him. He could absorb information and facts quite rapidly. Doctor DuMont and John had called it eidetic memory. Perfect memory. He smiled. No memory is perfect!

For Holmes, this was a surprising acceptance of the weak state he was still in. He didn’t remember much. But he did remember that he had a brain, unlike most others. But for now, it was not as sharp. Which, having been frozen for decades, should come as no major surprise. The bigger surprise was he was alive at all!

Today, he wrote on the middle page of his dairy. I woke once more with an impending sense of doom, after endless repetitive dreams of myself being sucked down into turquoise depths, water flooding not my mouth and nostrils. Drowning. Striving to breathe once more but being mercilessly pounded deeper and deeper into a gray-blue depth of water which seemed to have no bottom.

“I saw the skinny man again. Skinny, with wiry muscles, dressed like a teacher, with rat’s eyes. I say rats because they were small and beady like the critters’ eyes are, and exceedingly piercing. A dark face. Pockmarked. He had eyes that radiate intelligence, but of a malignant sort that would make one wonder if a human’s face could indeed be the mask of a devil, on Earth to work his mischief.

I also remember the fellow smiling, also darkly, as if he knew a joke that no one else did and it was not a happy one. Not for me. He shot me.

But oddly, the bullet did not pierce my heart, even though it struck me hard enough to cause me to recoil from the shock of it.

Holmes stopped writing.

Here is where his memories became spotty and failed him entirely.

He remembered falling. But not why he was falling.

Or where. 

He only remembered the ghastly experience of water rushing into his lungs and the cold of his body as it plunged deeper and deeper into a blue nirvana.

Yet, his body had been found beneath Reichenbach Falls in the ice caverns deep below it. Which he only knew now because of the official reports the gendarmerie of Switzerland kept of where they had found him.

In an Ice Cave of all things.

A young couple had discovered a frozen body which led to the finding of Holmes’s frozen corpse, standing erect within a huge block of ice. A statue to the past and a forgotten struggle high above the Falls!

Holmes shut his diary. This was going nowhere for him. The amount of data he was remembering was not enough to produce a plausible theory of why he had fought with that man. Why he had fallen.

He knew he was Sherlock Holmes. Now. But not for a time. And how he had learned was both rewarding and deeply disturbing for what was revealed to him.
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University of Cambridge

Holmes’s Room

Morning

Holmes set down his London Times. He had finished it. It only took him about ten minutes to scan all the pages for relevant information. 

He dropped it onto a tall pile on the left side of his bed, which mingled National Geographic, Time Magazine, Rolling Stone, Popular Science, and several treatises on Forensics Science which his now, good friend Doctor DuMont, gave him, complements of the Law Department.

“I’m sure you will find these...uh...fascinating, Holmes,” he had been told by the doctor.

And they were.

The modern science of forensics still had a lot of catching up to do. It was still stuck in the physical mode of forensics and was completely ignoring the three aspects of man...mind, body, and soul.

Science bowed to mind and body. It always had. But the soul was still a tenuous thing to most scientists. Maybe because they feared facing the Great Unknown, as he now knew he had...at least his fragmented memories told him so...that he had indeed faced it. But even those memories were vague and distorted as if he were watching himself in a mirror, instead of seeing the world from his own eyes.

Doctor DuMont entered the room rather dramatically, his heart rate elevated, breathing fast and smiling as broadly as a Cheshire cat.

Holmes looked up from his bed. “Doctor, you seem out of sorts.”

“I have every reason to be.”

“Oh?”

“I can’t tell you more now, but tomorrow morning you will have a very special guest.”

Holmes nodded. His eyes felt heavy, and he closed them. “That will be nice.”

And that’s all he said before he was consumed once more by a much-needed sleep.
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