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Every beginning has an end.

Every end a beginning.

What happens in the middle

Determines not only what happens

In the end,

But what kind of person we are.

In a sane world

What more could you ask for?

In an insane one

It’s just one more door.

And that’s the door

We are forced to open

Again and again

In the name of  kindness

And in helping our fellow men.

—Doctor John Watson
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Prologue: Hints of Madness
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LIKE A FILM CLIP OF an old silent film noir scene, the room was both grotesque, distorted and shadowy. Nothing was sharply defined, but its very nature defined it. 

Strange.

Unearthly.

Frightening.

A match struck.

The light briefly illuminated a clenched jaw.

The light went out.

Another match struck.

It flew outwards.

Went out.

Another match struck, lighting the still clenched jaw, a tight fist holding the match and then it also sailed through the air.

As it sailed, it transformed, becoming like some kind of insect with wings of fire and smoke.

It grew.

It made sounds that would cause any normal person clutch at their ears and scream in pain.

And as it darted forward, it also grew brighter, but towards its head.

To the forefront of the match creature was an image on a blank wall. 

Of Sherlock Holmes.

The match creature struck the image.

The wall exploded into flames.

“Master, we can’t stay here now.” A voice announced in the darkness.

Silence.

Long pause.

“Your time is near!” A man’s voice uttered. 

Then a shadowy figure rose from its chair and followed another shadowy figure towards an open door, through which no light streamed, but was illuminated by weak lights from the hallway outside.

As they exited and shut the door the flames on the wall spread and then ignited the roof of the room and exploded to the side walls, reaching out with fiery red fingers of fire and destruction, like a hungry demon claiming its victim or meal.
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Chapter One: Darkness Stalks
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JEFFREY’S PUB

London, England

Night

Swirls of gathering fog curl and flow like vanishing snakes about each other as a lone vehicle, its electric motor humming softly, drove past.

The driver peered out at the pub and slowed, but then shook his head and kept on driving.

Shadows are deep and in rich puddles of black where the streetlights, using the latest very bright Langston lamps, shine.

The bright lights create tiny fog swirled moons where their light is caught by the rising fog.

The sidewalk in front of the pub glistened dully with moisture gathering from the fog.

A bat shrieked by overhead.

A few birds perched on the roof the pub, which arched upwards towards the damp skies.

The moon barely peeked through a thick cloud cover, which threatened a pouring downfall soon to come.

To the right of the pub something moved. It is too deep in the shadows of the alley to be seen clearly, but it could be looking at the front door of the pub as a man entered.

The fog swirled about the shadowed form.

The fog lifted briefly, revealing a humanoid shape, but one that is quite large, a giant in proportions. What are most striking are the eyes. They have no pupils. They’re pure white. But when they move, the color changes to pure, bloodthirsty red.

“Soon,” a man’s voice whispered to the shape. 

They fell back deeper into the fog as a tall man, wearing a cloak and deerstalker cap exited the pub with several friends. They were all chatting happily.

For a brief moment the tall man stopped and peered into the fog thick alley. 

“What’s wrong, Holmes?” Watson asked.

Holmes shook his head and continued walking. “I can’t explain it, but I just felt as if death had walked over my grave.”

Harry Houdini, almost as tall as Watson, dark skinned with dark hair and radiant eyes laughed. “Holmes that could be said of almost every day of your life.”

Holmes smiled. “Right you are, dear Harry.”

Challenger clapped Harry on his shoulder. “I can’t wait to get home.”

Watson glared at him. “First, it’s not your home. But you’re welcome there...most of the time. And second, you are not going to hog all the scones again tonight.”

Challenger laughed and winked at Conan who looked tiny next to the large man, but was in fact himself a good sized man. “Let us not be liars, my dear Watson, but good friends.”

Watson made a snort sound. “Sure and that’ll be the day.”

Then he broke into laughter. “Very well then...”

And Watson burst into a run.

Challenger and the others froze still for a moment.

Challenger turned to Conan. “Did that just happen?”

Conan giggled. “Oh and I suspect if you don’t run as well, he will have eaten all the scones by the time you reach Baker Street.”

Challenger let out a roar in challenge and stormed off after Watson.
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Chapter Two: Broken Magic
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EARTH PRIME

(Our world)

Exercise Room

Gold’s Gym

Las Vegas, Nevada

United States of America

Night

Jimbo pumped the iron over his head, took a deep breath and slowly lowered them, letting out his breath a little at a time. A big man, he didn’t find the irons bothering to use, more boring than bothering.  He set the weights back on their rings then glanced over at Samuel, his tall friend with sandy brown hair and sparkling eyes that matched his usual good natured smile that his lips seemed to always wear, even at the worst of times.

“Don’t move!”

Jimbo glanced around. “Something wrong?”

“Nope!”

Before Jimbo could remove his hands from the weights, he felt their weight increase a good fifty pounds.

He grunted, then saw what had happened. “Sammie, I said add one more weight, not two!”

“It is one more. Theoretically speaking of course. Since you’re the size of two men it seemed like the right thing to do to give you the equivalent of one more weight,” Samuel said with a grin, watching his partner grunt under the effort of sustaining the extra weight.

“I’m already bench pressing four hundred pounds. I didn’t want another hundred!” Jimbo groaned.

Finally, he was able to push them up over his head. When he did, he almost dropped them.

Samuel caught the weights with both hands, protecting Jimbo from them crushing his chest.

Jimbo slowly rolled the weights onto the bar behind him, and then sat up. He grabbed the towel Samuel handed over, swiped the sweat from his forehead, and then eyed the new weights.

Each one said one pound.

“Damn!” He cursed.

Samuel grinned. 

Jimbo glared at him. “You knew I was at my limit, you bastard!”

Samuel shrugged. “Since when have you ever listened to me, Jimbo? If I had put on what you asked me to before, the weights would’ve crushed you.”

Jimbo stood up. As tall as he was, just shy of six foot one, Samuel was taller, six seven. While he was thick and muscular, Samuel was lean and wiry, but not weak. He had a six pack and thick muscled arms, just lean looking. 

If he hadn’t been, he couldn’t have stopped the weights from crushing Jimbo. He eyed his friend sternly. “Next time let’s just go to a movie, okay?”

Samuel laughed, then headed for the waiting room while Jimbo cut across the gym, winking at the beautiful women who  took in his corded muscles and tight stomach and grinning at the jealous men who still had a long way to go to get their stomach pears flattened out.

Samuel laughed again as he sat down.

“How do you manage to work out and never break a sweat?” Jimbo demanded as he swiped at the sweat on his forehead again.

Samuel handed Jimbo his gym bag and he opened it to take out his wallet, shove it into his pocket, then his phone.

“It’s all in how you approach it,” Samuel answered.

Jimbo grunted. “I suppose angels help you do it.”

Samuel didn’t answer.

Jimbo grunted again.

His friend and partner were so different in so many ways, not only in how they thought, but in what they did day to day, and yet they were as bonded together as any man and wife.

He already knew the answer to his questions, but refused to act like he understood, even when he did. He liked to poke at Samuel for the fun of it. Samuel was a great sounding board and a wonderful way for him to release stress to.

Samuel recognized it and cut him the slack he needed. He supposed that was why the two of them were still friends, despite all the differences.

Jimbo also knew Samuel could walk through the gym blindfolded and see where everything was. He was gifted. His third eye was opened. He could see everything around him, sometimes even when he didn’t want to. 

But his gift was a double edged sword. 

Sometimes when he saw things they were not just a clear view of what was going on, but a staggering view into the past, or the future, or something happening anywhere else, but where he was.

For most people that would freeze and immobilize them in terror.

For Samuel it was a daily occurrence and something he had learned to cope with over the years.

Samuel sat down on a plastic chair with a tall stiff back and nodded to a gorgeous blonde who was lacing up her tennis...gold star ones, top of the notch brand, likely a thousand dollars.

She gave him a quick smile, and then looked away.

He shrugged.

Jimbo smiled. The guy didn’t have the slightest idea how to strike up a conversation with the opposite sex.

Samuel wasn’t an eye catcher, except for his size. Most women thought him a bit too skinny or a bit too tall, or just not interesting enough. Jimbo was the colorful one with his huge galloon cowboy hat, bronco buster silver belt buckle belt, cowboy boots and deep red or bright red shirts and scarf.

He was the real thing too. Not a phony like most Americans who pretended to be cowboys, but hadn’t a clue what went into being one.

Jimbo had been born and raised in Texas on the prairie where his family had built an empire raising dogs and cattle.

The dogs became scouts and gatherers for the stray cattle. The cattle became. Well, most people know what becomes of them.

Jimbo, even knowing how Samuel felt about eating animals, ignored it and ate his burgers piled high with onions and sauce, fries and dip. He didn’t care. 

But he wasn’t a callous man; just didn’t believe the same way, although he had been mellowing out over the years they’d been together.

Jimbo was just about to bust twenty two and Samuel was nearing that magical transition between the teen years and adulthood.

But he still looked mature for his age. Always had. Maybe another reason the women avoided him. Jail bait in their minds.

He grinned.

If they only knew.

Then he sighed.

Samuel eyed Jimbo thoughtfully. He had never told Jimbo that his thoughts were as obvious as a fly on window to him. It would offend his friend to know that he had no secrets from Samuel. And one thing Samuel never did and never would...is betray the trust of his friend, even if it meant being a liar as big as Texas.

He smiles at that thought. At least that’s one thing he and Jimbo had in common. The big thing. Even if not in all the same places.

He wasn’t one to dwell on impossibilities, so he began thinking about what their next case might be. A private detective needs to have something to do or else he goes nuts.

Even as young as he was, he looked more forward to solving a crime, than to going out to eat, a concert or the movies; though Jimbo could entice him out on a slow night easily enough, he didn’t go out of his way to seek such things.

He suddenly felt very, very drowsy. So much so that he could barely keep his eyes open.

Instantly, he became alert.

Something was about to happen.

A hand clasped his arm.

It was Jimbo.

WHAM!
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Chapter Three: Prophecy or...

[image: ]


“HELP ME!”

Samuel’s eyes popped open. They had been closed without him even realizing it.

Jimbo was nowhere to be seen.

It was still dark.

He was outside in the parking lot of the gym. 

The blonde was standing in front of him now; her blouse was torn open, her forehead bleeding and her hair bloody.

“Help me, she pleaded!”

Then she looked outside into the parking lot and vanished.
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Chapter Four: To the Rescue
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WHAM!

Samuel’s eyes opened for real this time.

He pinched himself to make sure.

“Ow!”

Jimbo, standing next to him, gave him a puzzled look. “Sammie?”

“No time to explain!” Samuel exclaimed and dashed for the door.

Jimbo sighed.

“That man is always a mystery.”

He chased after him.
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Chapter Five: Assaulting 
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ACROSS THE PARKING lot he could see the blonde being slammed hard against the hood of the car by two hoods.

She screamed once.

The first hood, tall and brown skinned, no hair on his head clamped a hand over her mouth, while the other one, a white youth with a clean cut look grabbed her blouse to pull it open.

Samuel raced across the empty parking lot. “Hey!” He cried out.

The two young men both turned around to look at him running towards them.

The first hood grinned and pulled out a wicked looking switchblade knife, while the other kept his hands over the mouth of the blonde and held her against him, one hand on her right breast, the other over her mouth.

“Get lost, bro!” The first hood called out to him.

Samuel slowed when he saw the knife.

Then he grinned. “Is that all you got?”

The first hood glanced at his pal and laughed. “We got a dish and a dope. Which first?”

“Smoke the dope, then we’ll squeeze the blonde,” his friend suggested.

“My thoughts exactly,” the first hood said.

He rushed Samuel with the knife.

Samuel kept smiling.

The first hood reached about three feet from him and then collided into something unseen. He rebounded and landed on his butt.

“What the...?” He snapped as he got back up.

Samuel wagged a finger at him. “I suggest you get while getting is good, pal.”

“I don’t take suggestions well, bro
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