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Prologue One: Dead is Dead
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Constable Evans lay on his bed, face pale as a ghost, the electronics about him humming along peacefully, the drip in his arm supplying nutrition to his unconscious body.

His mouth hung open and a touch of drool wet its corners, when Nurse Higgins, a lovely young woman, with a worried face entered. She spotted the drool immediately and then took a cloth from the counter near him where a stack was the ready and gently began pressing it to his mouth to clear the drool.

She then took another cloth wet it, then began wiping his forehead and face. When she was through her face had a sad look to it. A tear came to her eyes. She had known him for some time now. His father had brought him in once for a broken arm.

She would never forget that anxious day when the father was wringing his hands ceaselessly, blaming himself for the accident, which had happened when Constable Evans pursued a criminal across the rooftops and missed a jump.

Luckily, he had caught the edge of a fire escape on the way down, but it had broken his arm as well as his fall.

“We can’t have your father all upset about your appearance now, can we?” She asked, knowing he wouldn’t answer.

No one knew this, but she came in off duty and sat with him through the night, holding his hand and telling him stories about her child hood and pretty much anything she could think of.

When the Inspector came to do the same, she would always shrug his concern off with her being there as just making sure the boy was fine until his father could be there for him.

She suspected the older man knew what she was doing, but he was the sort that found it hard to speak what was in his heart. But she could feel the gratitude in his curt smiles when she would let him take over.

And the night before she had dozed off, not realizing it, and found a vase of roses by her with a thank you note. But no name.

She smiled at the memory.

She shook her head as she gently shaped his hair so that is sweating didn’t leave it in his eyes. “Such a handsome lad. Such a pity.”

She went reached out, drew his sheet higher, making sure it snuggled to his chin. “Don’t want to be catching a cold now, do we?” She scolded him. 

But her words were lost to the air. He didn’t budge, didn’t’ stir. No movement.

She glanced at the units monitoring his health. Nothing had changed.

She picked up his chart and scribbled the information and sighed. It was the same every day. Nothing changed.

It was like the young man had just checked out of his body and gone away.

She had to repress a sob at that thought. She hadn’t realized how attached to him she was becoming until that moment. The thought of this sweet, lovely soul being lost to a world that so desperately needed him, was worse than death to her. It caused her heart to ache so hard she felt for a moment she might be having a heart attack, but then it passed.

She drew his blanket up to his chin as well and prepared to leave.

“I’m sorry you have to go through this,” she told Constable Evans as she finished the tidying up. 

She knew his father. He came to see the man she worked for at his office from time to time. His son usually trailed along. Kind, thoughtful and quite handsome. The two were both like candles in the night with their bright colored hair and startling eyes.

When the doctor, her boss, had rushed to the hospital to make sure the Inspector’s son was stable and well. He had brought her along to watch over the constable until he recovered.

She had thanked him.

“Whatever for?” He had asked with a wink. “It’s not like either one of us wouldn’t have done the same for him.”

Then she had asked the inevitable question, not trusting herself to make the assessment.

“Will he?” She had asked, uncertain that the doctor would.

He glanced at Constable Evans. His face said no, but his mouth said, “He’s a strong young man.” Then he had left the room, leaving her to her job. She had never seen him that distraught. Something about this patient bothered him more than usual. 

She checked Constable Evans vitals once more. Satisfied, she turned to leave.

She bumped into a tall man with an enigmatic smile. “You’re quite the nurse,” he said kindly.

She blushed.

“May I help you?” She asked.

“Yes, you may. I’ve come. Well, we...actually.”

He gestured to another equally tall man, but not as tall, and fierce looking. He looked familiar. She was trying to place him in her mind when the other touched her lightly on her wrist. She felt a slight burning sensation.

“Oh, I’m sorry; you must have caught on my family ring. Please accept my apologies.”

He held up his ring finger and she saw the huge jewel placed there in a gold and silver mount with odd shaped arcane symbols about its base.

“No, quite alright. Just a sting,” she assured him.

He gave her a relieved look. Then smiled warmly.

“Please, would you be so kind as to fetch the doctor. We have some news for him.”

“He’s sleeping downstairs.”

“That’s fine. He won’t mind,” the man told her in a polite, but firm voice.

She gave him a doubtful look, but something about him brooked no action but compliance. She hadn’t noticed at the time, but would later, that she felt compelled to do his bidding. Almost as if she was a puppet being dangled on a string.

She nodded and hurried from the room, leaving the two men behind.

“Very well done, Lovecraft,” Moriarity congratulated his partner in crime.

Lovecraft nodded. “Weak minds are easy to manipulate. Especially with a bit of help,” he added, holding up his ring finger.

He turned to look Moriarity in the face. “You, of all people, should recognize that.”

Moriarity smiled.

“I’m sorry, gentlemen, but you’re not allowed in this room.”

They both turned to see two constables standing in the doorway, hands on their night sticks.

“The nurse...” Lovecraft began.

“Should have told you the same,” the taller of the two spoke up.

Lovecraft smiled. “Of course, be glad to leave. We are distant relatives of the lad and thought to bring our respects.”

The constables glanced at each other and backed up, reaching for their nightsticks.

“I’m sorry, but we’ll be needing to see your identification.”

Lovecraft, unmoved by his failure to overcome this obstacle, smiled. “But of course...”

He raised his left hand and mattered in Latin, “Melt!”

The two constables cried out in horror as their bodies began to boil, the skin pop and squirm then helplessly they began to dissolve to the floor, turning into steaming pools of dissolved blood, bones, flesh and bones.

Lovecraft eyed the two steaming pools a moment thoughtfully. “Pity that.”

Moriarity shook his head. “I am disgusted by this method of death. Surely you have less vicious ways to pursue the same outcome?”

“What, the great Moriarity flinching at the sight of death?”

“I am not the one who was original to this world, anymore than you the man whose name you have chosen and assumed.”

Lovecraft shrugged. “Dead is dead, Professor.”
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Prologue Two: 221B Baker Street
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Inspector Bloodstone came up the stairs with Mrs. Hudson, absolutely as meek as a mouse. 

Not like him. Not like him at all, thought Mrs. Hudson, who had opened the front door for him.

She was so startled by his appearance she hadn’t recognized him at first. She had never seen the man so distraught and speechless. Usually he was a volcano of foul language and angry comments, but tonight he was a lamb, and quiet.

“Come in, Inspector,” she had finally said, when he gave her a pleading look with his eyes, but made no move to enter on his own.

“I...,” he had stammered, and then shut up. His eyes were bloodshot and he looked so frightful, she feared for his sanity, if not his life.

Finally, he squeezed past her, as if afraid to say a word, and waited for her to join him.

She hurriedly stepped up beside him. He seemed ready to collapse of his own weight. Usually, he was very abrupt, and firm in his stance and wording. But when she had opened the door to let him in, he had merely whispered at her, as if to speak even one word were at the edge of his possibilities at that moment and would break him into a thousand shattered pieces of broken glass, smoke and mirrors.

They entered the sitting room where everyone, no doubt, waited with baited breath. Someone to come at this hour was not unheard of, but usually didn
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