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High Wire Act of Doom
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Harry stood balanced precariously on a high wire over the stage at the Globe Theater, where William Shakespeare watched eagerly from his balcony box, with Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and Professor Challenger seated on his left and right. Lord Dunsany, a writer friend sat behind them, scribbling away madly.

“What makes this act so unique,” Will told his friends, “Is that Harry is not only performing his act on the high wire, which is always a risk, but on an egg.”

“Egg? For God’s sake, an egg?” Challenger roared.

Conan laughed. “Challenger, not a real one.”

Will touched Conan’s arm. “No, it is real. And he has to use the egg to cross the wire without breaking it.”

“That’s impossible!” Challenger and Conan both protested at the same time.

“Not if it’s a fake egg,” Lord Dunsany joked.

“And...” William said, the hint of gloating in his voice. “Harry has agreed to up the ante by not having his usual safety net below.”

Both Challenger and Conan jumped up at the same time in horror as Harry looked about to spill off the egg. The Land Beyond
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The Land Beyond
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He didn’t hear the sound on his window pane.

Tip.

Tap.

Tip.

Tap.

Edgar was so deep into his writing, frantically fighting to get every single word perfect, that in his concentration he ignored everything but the next word he would carefully create. Painfully construct to perfection.

He dipped his quill into the inkwell, and then touched it to the tip of his tongue to make sure it was wet, and then dipped it again.

He pressed his quill to the manuscript paper on his narrow desk, squinting through narrow glasses, which were wired together on the rims to keep the lens from falling apart. 

They were all he could afford, poorly made, and gave his eyes an owlish appearance. He was poor. A struggling artist on the verge of fame. And like any such artist, he determined to not let up an inch in his climb to fame and...hopefully...escape from poverty.

He scribbled a line, then scratched it out, tossed the paper aside into a growing heap on the right of his desk, next to a single bed with unkempt covers and pillow slopped halfway over the side.

A bottle of wine, half empty, with the cork missing, sat on his desk.

He took a quick swig, then set the bottle down, swiped at his mouth to clean the clinging wetness there, then jabbed his quill once more into the inkwell, like a whaler harpooning a whale, but for words instead.

He began to write, speaking the words aloud as he did so:

“Once upon a midnight bleary,

Whilst I pondered drunk and weary,

Came a tipping and a tapping

Upon my window pane...”

Tip.

Tap.

Tip.

Tap.

Edgar’s eyes shut for a moment.

He groaned, and then opened them again.

He put quill to paper and wrote:

“Dear God have mercy on my soul

For I have trespassed on the forbidden

And pray I that one better blessed

Will find the clues that are hidden.”

Tip.

Tap.

Tip.

Tap.

This time he didn’t shut his eyes. He turned slightly to look at his window.

He shouldn’t have.

Nightmares are not always on paper.

And he was about to pay for the mistake he had made. 

With his life!
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How Now Death, My Friend?

[image: ]


Holmes watched as Watson set his black medical bag on the bed of Mister Edgar Allen Poe, then take out several vials. 

Inspector Bloodstone shook his head.

“The Queen loved his works.”

“And I,” Holmes replied, also shaking his head. It always hurt his heart a bit when a treasure of the Realms was lost forever.

Even though he didn’t believe for a minute that one ever truly died; he did know that death to this world was final to that soul as they were.

His long sojourn into the Indias had taught him much about himself, and about humanity as well as life and death.

“Holmes, I’ll need you to pry open the chest a bit further.”

Holmes put on his surgical gloves, and then went to the bed where Edgar’s body lay sprawled, his chest torn open, throat half gone and skull crushed.

He gently pried the chest cavity wider, while Watson dabbed a swab into it, put it into a vial, then repeated the process, taking samples from about the tear, the neck and then the skull.

Holmes was about to close the tear in the chest, when Watson stopped him with a wave. “Not yet, Holmes. I think I just saw something as I was working on the skull.”

Watson looked to the Inspector. “A light please?”

“I don’t smoke.”

Constable Evans put a hand to his mouth to hide his smile, and then said, “What about those emergency matches you put in your right coat pocket, father?”

Inspector Bloodstone eyed his son sternly, but with relief because of his discretion. He almost smiled, but he didn’t want to get the boy too riled up with self pride. The young man was almost the spitting image of him when he was that age. Smooth skin, thick mop of red hair that refused to obey the law of gravity, large ears, sharp eyes and chin and a well proportioned body...little of which the Inspector had these days.

He nodded, took out the matches and handed them over, his hand reaching across the desk, where Edgar’s manuscript paperwork still laid, blood splotched.

Holmes eyed that for a moment, then he turned away to watch as Watson went to the unlit lamp that sat atop the only dresser in the room. A worn, battered cabinet of drawers that barely fit anymore into slots that were splintered and broken from too much handling.  They, like poor Poe, had seen much happier times. 

Poe’s fame was growing, but evidently his fortune not. He squandered it on wine. Some said opium, but that had never been proven and now probably never would. And Holmes saw no point in seeking out that truth. What good did it do a man to soil his name when he had no chance to defend himself?

Watson’s eyes glanced at Holmes, who was watching him alertly, his steel eyes catching everything that was going on. Watson had the feeling...not that he didn’t always, he mused...that the man was only waiting politely for him to finish, so he could make a pronouncement of what had truly happened.

No doctor himself, Holmes, was as well educated and more so than most Watson knew and he would even go so far as to say he would trust his friend to operate upon him before any other doctor, with Conan being the only exception to that rule.

Holmes edged closer, his hand reaching to pick up the manuscript paper. Once Watson lit the lamp, he slid the paperwork into his jacket pocket, then pried open the chest cavity far enough again for Watson to light the interior better. He, like Watson, was also curious as to what had been seen.

Watson held the lamp closer, then closer, then closer still.

“Ah-ha!” Watson declared.

He reached inside the cavity with his right gloved hand and wrenched at something only he could see. “Buggers, this won’t come free!’ He exclaimed.

Then he put more muscle into it.

He almost fell to the floor when what he grasped came free.

He held it up unsteadily and it wiggled there a moment.

“A worm?” He asked in surprise.

Then the body of the slimy thing nearest his face sprouted a pair of feral eyes, which flung open like evil beacons to gaze at him, then the slimy thing he held let out a hiss, revealing sharp teeth in a hidden mouth that suddenly opened, revealing tiny jagged fangs.

“God!” Watson cried out, ready to let go, when the creature launched itself from his hand towards his throat.
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Full Moon Monk
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“Sherlock.”

The moon was full.

A pilgrim’s moon.

Huge as a small planet and bright as a star, but a pale yellow, almost orange.

Holmes cranked his neck to eye his friend, the Monk, who stood on the stones below, his feet being washed over by the swift waters of the Ganges.

“Doesn’t that hurt?”

The Monk laughed. “Hurts good. Come down and try it for yourself.”

Holmes grinned. He untied his shoes, slid them off and to the side, then made his way down the rocky side beside the giant boulder he and the Monk often sat on to discuss things, and then reached the waters. 

“Come on, come on!” The Monk urged, a big grin on his face.

Holmes didn’t like the way the man was smiling. He was up to something. So he did an experiment. He just dipped his right big toe into the streaming water.

He immediately jerked it back.

The Monk said nothing, just watched and waited.

“The water is just slightly above freezing,” Holmes noted.

“Anything else?” The Monk asked, his eyes narrowing as if trying to help Holmes focus better.

Holmes tried his big toe again with the same result. He shook his head.

“Again!” The Monk insisted.

Holmes did, but he noticed a difference this time. He barely felt the cold. His face brightened. “I see.”

“What do you see?”

“That it’s not about being right the first time, or even the next.”

“And?”

“Truth is rarely
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