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“This way!”

“Holmes!”

“Seriously, Watson.”

“Not at all.”

“Come, or be left behind. Time is of the essence.”

“Very well!”
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“I knew I shouldn’t have followed you.”

“Always follow your heart, John.”

“Now you tell me.”

“Ow!”

“Sorry, John, but I warned you to follow me closely.”

“I did, drat it all!”

“But not that closely.”

Sigh. Sometimes a day just doesn’t go the way you want, Watson thought as he looked at his right ankle, which was turning a dark purple.

“Well, at least we caught the confounded criminal.”

Holmes looked over as Constable Evans put an arm around a man and they walked up laughing.

“Perhaps not.”

Watson looked too.

“What!”

“Not all games are a win, Watson.”
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The first thing I noticed when I got up that morning was the London Times was on our porch.

The second thing I noticed was the splotches of blood on the paper.

The third thing I noticed was when I opened the paper up. It had an extraordinary photograph damning its white paper front. An image that should never have been there. Some bloke; probably an arrogant young photographer had sold them an image of me at least ten years old and then ruined it.

On purpose.

Maybe it was supposed to be a joke.

“Watson murdered horribly!” Read the headline.

What made the headline both maddening and frightful was that it was of me. 

Of me.

My face was above the lead lines: Watson Murdered Most Foully.

My face was slashed in two and blood splattered.

Now that’s just not a proper way to wake up in the morning, is it?
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March by number.

March by fault.

March your feet.

Forget the dross.

Watch the hours

Slide slowly by.

March to the rhythm

Of your song.

And cry.

—Ancient soldier’s marching song

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue Three

[image: ]


Mrs. Hudson bandaged his right ankle as he looked on, gritting his teeth in frustration.

“Now “She said sweetly. “That didn’t hurt at all, did it?”

“Not one bit,” he replied, looking at the fireplace and not into her eyes, gritting his teeth to stop from screaming.

“Watson, do be grown up about it.”

“I am blast it!”
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Watson sighed with relief as he sat on the bench by the Thames. He and Mrs. Watson had to walk about a quarter o the day to find a private spot, there were so many lovers out and about, holding hands, sneaking kisses when their chaperons weren’t looking, and some, the sailors mostly, grabbing what they could get away with and ducking the usual swinging fists, elbows, purses and devices the fair maidens held to fling t them in defense.

But despite all that chaos, it all felt warm and snuggly to him as he nuzzled Mrs. Hudson with his cheek.

“You’re hot!”

“Please, let’s not discuss that.”

“Not that, you silly old fool. Your cheek!”

“Who are you calling old fool?”

“You, you grouch and growl like a premature bulldog who’s been aged twenty years inside the mother’s body and suddenly thrown out into the world.

He snapped his head away and gave her a surprised look.

She pinched his cheek.

“That woke you up, didn’t it?”

“Not very nice of you.”

“Oh, I can be quite nice, thank you, or have you forgotten...”

A constable strolled by, twirling his night stick.

She clammed up and whispered into Watson’s right ear.

Watson’s face turned as bright as a red light.
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“Holmes, this is just disgusting.”

“Truly it is, Watson.”

“Then why are we playing it?

“Because we need to break away from our routine.”

“You mean yours.”

“Same thing.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Watson, don’t let that newspaper throw you off center.”

“It wasn’t’ your face on the cover.”

“It could have been. It has been. Many times.”

“Past does not count. Present does. And at this moment it’s my bloody face, not yours!”

“Did you eat yet this morning?”

“You know perfectly well I have.”

“It’s just a photo.”

“Well, it bloody well wasn’t. It was mine!”

“Grumbly Bear!”

“Whoops!” Watson whispered to Holmes. “She’s been there the whole time, hasn’t she?”

Holmes smiled. “I wouldn’t know. I’ve been too distracted to notice.”

“Liar.”

“Prove it!”

Watson hissed angrily, and then when a dainty hand caught his shoulder and pressed, he sighed unhappily. “I can never win sometimes.”

Mrs. Hudson bent over and kissed the top of his head. “You’re too busy counting the times you’ve lost to appreciate the things you’ve won.”

He looked up at her.

Her face was radiant. Her eyes dancing with mirth.

“Walk. Now.”

“I...”

Holmes rattled the fireplace screen with the poker. “Oh, so sorry.”

“You did that on purpose.”

“Now why would I do that, Watson?”

“You two are ganging up on me!”

Mrs. Hudson snorted angrily. “Very well then, be a grumbly bear. I shall take the walk by myself then and if by chance some handsome stranger comes up and mugs me, I shall think only of you with my dying breath.”

Holmes laughed.

Watson didn’t.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





