	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Matter of Grave Perception

[image: ]


John Pirillo

Copyright 2019

Table of Contents

Matter of Grave Perception

Diabolical Insulation

Manor Home

The Moors of Avalon

Morbid Song

221B Street

Parliamentary Hall

The Moors of Avalon

Queens Port

The Moors of Avalon

Buckingham Palace

The Moors of Avalon

The Moors of Avalon

Queens Port

Moors of Avalon

Buckingham Palace, Ball Room

The Moors of Avalon

Buckingham Palace Ball Room

Queens Port

Mina Harker, Daughter of Dracula

Some Time Later

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

Diabolical Insulation

[image: ]


James eyed the corpse crushed between the outer wall and the inner. It was desiccated quite thoroughly of course, and would never have been found if not for a remodeling of the older home by a reliable construction company, who had immediately sent for him to discover the root cause of this unusual and bizarre burial.

Watson eyed the corpse closely with a spyglass that James handed over to him. He squinted at the knuckles that were embedded partially in the outer wall.

“You agree that he was buried alive.”

Watson turned to James, taking in his large frame, rounded face and congenial smile, even in the midst of this horrid uncovering.

“Most definitely. And screaming as the insulation was poured between the walls and eventually breathed into his mouth and nostrils, imploding his lungs.”

Inspector Bloodstone turned away in disgust.

“Must you be so literal, Watson. I hardly can look at that body now without seeing the poor man gasping for air, like a fish out of water.”

“But in this case, the fish was gasping for air out of water.”

“James, I find that analogy no less comforting.”

“Sorry, Inspector.”

Constable Evans came from the garden in back, holding a shovel. “Found this in the cellar.”

“May I?”

Constable Evans handed it over to James, who borrowed the spy glass back from Watson and peered closely at the head of the shovel.

He pointed to a nick. “I think Watson has done the autopsy, we shall find a piece of this metal in the poor man’s skull.”

Watson looked at the nick, then at the skull of the man compressed between the walls.

He touched the right front of the man’s forehead, which, while leathery and dry like paper, had a slight crease in it. “I believe the culprit is right here.”

He gently pulled at the crease and a sliver of metal fell into his open palm.

He revealed it to those gathered.

“I’ll leave you two to finish up. Come son.”

Constable Evans waited for his father to leave, then tossing his mop of red hair aside; he rubbed his freckled face and said. “Forensics will be here to extract the body by Two Bells.”

He left.

James eyed the body and then the space it was confined in. “I don’t believe this was murder, Watson, but an accident.”

“How so? The nick is obvious. One doesn’t usually hit oneself in the skull with a shovel head.”

“Indeed. True. But if one was standing beneath a tall ladder, or perhaps someone was using a shovel to spread the insulation above and happened to fall.”

Watson’s eyes lit up. “Remarkable deduction. Then we need only...”

“Find the original crew and the man who was working on the insulation,” James finished for Watson.

“I believe the poor man must be haunted by his error. Fearing he would be tried for murder.”

James nodded. “But fortunately for him, we shall have no problem piecing the remaining clues together to the satisfaction of the Inspector, thus relieving a tortured soul of many years of grief.”
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A servant opened the door upon Watson’s first strike upon the huge brass knocker that hung like a ripe nose in the center of the door.

“Bizarre place,” Watson noted.

James was eyeing the gargoyles upon the roof.

“Interesting choice of design.”

“Depressing, if you ask me.”

The door swung open to reveal a long faced servant in severe black with long fingers that were trimmed to so far back they looked close to bleeding.

“Sir?”

“We are looking for the owner of this manor.”

The servant arched an eyebrow. “The miss is occupied at the moment.”

“Miss? Not Mister?”

“Sir, Mister Owens has been dead the past ten years now.”

This time the servant gave Watson a sad look and he didn’t look so prim and proper and severe, but like a child who had lost their parent. 

James offered a hand to the servant.

“Sir?”

“We offer our condolences for your loss and that of your mistress. Come, Watson, we are through here.”

They left, leaving a very puzzled servant.

“Why did you have us leave?”

“John, the man obviously took his own life; hence the servant seeming so troubled and angry.”

“The black.”

“Yes. I am sure the mistress is no less touched by the experience. We can do nothing here but further harm.”

“Dear.”

“Yes.”

To prove how finely attended they were to each other now after so many cases; James put a hand on Watson’s shoulder. “I think the Inspector will be pleased with your and my observations.”

“Even discovering that the murderer had taken his own life?”

“Yes. It will save him some paperwork.”

They both chuckled, but it was grim and filled with a touch of sadness.

“Well, on to finish our case then, at least we can bring a spot of happiness to the Inspector,” James said.

“I suspect that nothing will please the Inspector this day.”

“Why so?”

“He handed me this new case he has been fretting over the last month or so.”

“What is it?”

“You must read the paperwork. I wish to eat something soon, I’m starving. And I fear the reading of it again will do nothing for my appetite.”

James read it.
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"Of horrid mists and dark, dark shadows

came the call of flaxid hate.

Drawing upon the inner emotions

to close the heart's gentle gate.

Neither the dusk nor the dawn,

nor heaven's eyes could ply the state

Blinds the sight of the one legged man

Who hops to destiny for that he sees.

Fear not the hour of late,

nor the stroke so straight

For not the eye of man

nor the hearing

Shall see this one coming

Only the soul that is straight and true

who is pure like the morning dew

Shall survive the invasion of this darkness

and live to tell its tale."
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"I say Professor that is rather a morbid song you sing." Watson told his traveling companion and best friend, James. Also called Professor at times by those unfamiliar with him. Though not known as the nefarious criminal who was killed by James when he crossed into the Baker Street Universe.

“MidBells is a likely time for morbidity,” James explained as they continued their seeking.

“And perhaps our case?”

“Perhaps.”

Watson glanced at his tall friend. James was so often upbeat and filled with humor. Or at least not quite so dark and serious.

"Have you been partaking of the vine once more? This kind of darkness in your spirit finds me wanting to find a more sunny space."

“It’s nothing, Watson.”

“Says the man who believes there is no such thing as nothing.”

James actually managed a slight smile, but it looked painful upon his lips, as if forced.

A loud splashing sound came from their right.

Watson spun his head to look that way. "What was that?"

James glanced across at Watson, who held a thirty gauge shotgun in his lap, which was well covered with a blanket across his legs to keep him warm against the night's chills and the dampness of the water they rode so quietly upon.

Their small boat bobbed up and down lightly. More caused by the wind that was picking up and blowin across the waters, then by any actual current.

"Just what do you expect to learn, Watson? When this is all over?"

Watson frowned. His question had been avoided as usual. Both of them as a matter of fact. What was the blasted detective hiding from him this time? Most of the time he wrote this off to the James’ penchant for appearing mysterious and unreachable, but he knew him far better than most. And far from remote, James was quite capable of great intimacy. Even sometimes, a bit far more than prudence would dictate.

Watson's thick eyebrows knit together in thought, weighing whether to attack or to ignore his substantial misgivings of the moment. This had more to do with the damp and lack of sleep, than with the ignorance of his question. And of couse, that monster that prowled ever watchful in his stomach was waking up to complain once more. He sighed and gazed at the empty hamper. Long gone were the provisions that Mrs. Hudson had given them.

"I'd say a warm bed and a hot bath would be number one in my expectations, my good man." Watson finally replied, shaking off the clutches of the monster before it could drive him into a painful need for food once more.

Another splash came from their right. Larger, as if something were surfacing, launching into the air, then landing again.

"That sound again!" Watson cried out in alarm, clutching more tightly to his shotgun. The monster was back again, but this time it was shaking to its core. To hell with food it shouted at him. Run



















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





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





