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Holmes shifted uneasily on the large boulder he favored to meditate upon during the night after classes and assigned duties were accomplished. He had already kicked his shoes off in anticipation of wetting his feet after he had lain for a time to review his day.

He felt a presence settle next to him.

The thunder of the Ganges below was soothing.

The person next to him was silent.

He didn’t need to speak.

Holmes respected him like a father. 

The man respected him.

Which is why all his students were so devoted to him. He was a deeply spiritual man who did not merely exhort others to acts of kindness and courage, but actually pursued them on a daily basis through every word, thought and action.

“I can feel the Ganges roaring through the stone.”

“It roars through the very heart of our planet, nourishing its dry body and wetting its mouth.

Holmes chuckled.

“I know some scientists who might pick a bone over that one.”

“Science is knowledge of the intellect and important, but there is science and then there is truth.”

Holmes rolled over, cupping his hands beneath his cheek to look at the Monk, who was settled in a half lotus position next to him.

“How did you come to be so wise?”

The Monk burst into laughter and shifted his attention from the village of Pahalgam across the Ganges on the other side to Holmes smiling face.

“What if I were to tell you there is another you somewhere. Close. Maybe even closer than you can imagine?”

“And what if my scientist friends were to have a feast on the bones of that argument.”

They both laughed.

“But seriously, Sherlock.”

Holmes shut his eyes and considered the Monk’s words. 

He sat up, knees against his chest, chin on them. “I suppose I would tell you that he better not smoke cigars.”

The Monk laughed. “Why not? You smoke a pipe.”

“Yes, but pipes are ever so much better for one’s health than a cigar, which allows all that noisome detritus within the tobacco to go into your lungs and throat.”

The Monk smiled. “You think none does with a pipe?”

Holmes sat up. “No, I think it still does. It just doesn’t do so at an alarming rate.”

“Logical enough.”

Holmes waited for the inevitable lesson of all this.

It came.

“When we assume a fact, what happens next?”

“Why we settle for its logical conclusion.”

“But what if our fact is wrong?”

“Then we shall have to come to a different conclusion.”

“But what if what we find is improbable?”

“Then if the facts seem improbable, we must then seek the impossible, must we not?”

The Ganges continued roaring through the night.

Student and teacher said no more. They just meditated on the droning sound of the water passing below.
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Descent into the Volcano
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The grotto was hidden deep in the jungle, which itself was hidden well within the crater that had been made and over the thousands of years etched and carved with crevices, deep tears and water swept grottos with huge crystals of mineral and rock. It had taken him y ears to discover it.

Methodically and over the years, he had sought every book, every reference, every legend, and every rumor of this place.

It had paid off.

He shrugged a jacket on.

It would soon be dark outside.

He didn’t care.

If what he thought.

What he had researched.

What he needed so desperately.

If it was truly here, it wouldn’t matter how dark or light it was outside. He would have solved the mystery of his life and be able to finally merge into the Divine he had sought with all his heart and soul over the years of his priesthood.

When he finally found this area, and told the natives what he sought, they had abandoned him, their eyes round with fear. He couldn’t understand it. Why would God cause such fear in his creatures?

Writing it off as ignorance of the Divine, he took his crude map that he had pieced together over the years and had brought him this far and made his way into the well hidden crater. 

The exotic smells and sounds of the jungle about him diminished. The calls of monkeys. The shrieks of predators with sharp teeth seeking a kill. Sharp shrills of parrots in flight. 

He sighed happily as he worked his way, hand over hand, down the thickly stranded rope he knew in advance he would need for this expedition.

Sweat profusely dotted his forehead and his hair began to stream with moisture from the humidity he was exposed to.

If it were possible, and it seemed so. The crater was at least a quarter much warmer than the jungle above. Perhaps subterranean warm springs. Maybe even deep underground streams of molten lava.

This had been a volcano at one time.

Least that’s what some documents claimed.

But he didn’t believe them.

Older documents called this crater Home of the Worm God.

He chuckled briefly as he stopped to rest on his way down. He had carefully fixed a blocking unit on the rope so he could rest momentarily as needed on a crude seat beneath his bottom.

He pulled his canteen to his mouth, drank deeply and then began his descent again.

As he did so the sweat on his palms increased. He found it harder to lower himself without quickly grasping the sides of the crater to stabilize his descent. He rested a moment, and then cast outwards to drop a bit faster. He couldn’t be more than a hundred feet from the rocks below now.

Then his hands slipped from the sweat that had accumulated.

He plunged rapidly.

He tried to brake his seat. The wood block cut him a moment, then with a horrendous screaming and breaking sound, it snapped away and he continued plunging.
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Fatal Plunge
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He let out a frightened yell, as if that might somehow stop the crazy plunge, but it didn’t.

Instead of striking the rocks which would have happened, at the last possible moment he kicked at the crater side and flew outwards. He prayed it was enough.

It was.

He landed in a thicket of plush ferns and rolled over them into a large pool of warm water and plunged face first into it.

He tried to surface, but somehow the rope he had descended with had wrapped about his arms and legs. He was frantic for a moment. Upside down in a deep pool of warm water and running out of air fast.

Then he saw a vision.

Radiance before him.

Somehow he felt soothed by it.

He relaxed.

Almost immediately, the rope loosened and he was freed.

But instead of sweeping upwards to air and freedom, he forced himself to stay below the water a bit longer. He arrowed towards the radiance. 

After all these years his belief in the Divine was becoming concrete.

He shot into the radiance and vanished.
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Dreadful Occurrence
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"This way, Watson," Holmes called.

Watson struggled his way through a thicket of densely populated brush, waving it from his face and away from his chest as he waded through after Holmes, who seemed somehow to avoid the worst of it.  Watson finally reached the edge of the thicket and came out at the edge a huge gorge.

Inspector Bloodstone and Constable Evans were there already. A team of constables were spread out, searching the immediate area for clues.

"Anything, Inspector?"

The Inspector, who had been examining the water rushing below in the gorge, turned his attention to Holmes.

"Holmes."

"Inspector."

Holmes nodded to him and then his son, Constable Evans, who smiled broadly. "Constable Evans."

"Holmes."

"Blasted woods!" Watson complained as one last piece of thicket caught on his pants and tore the hem of his right leg.

"Blast it all!" Watson cursed.

Constable Evans hid a smile as Watson, red faced and angry strode up, trying to preserve his dignity as best he could now that the tear had gone all the way up the inside of his right leg seam, showing his hairy leg.

"Watson," Constable Evans greeted.

"Constable," Watson responded in an irritated voice.

Watson turned to Holmes. "I hope you have enjoyed our little tryst with nature?"

Holmes didn't reply. He merely smiled and turned to the Inspector once more. "Who discovered the body?"

The Inspector nodded to his left. "His wife. Mrs. Stride."

Holmes and Watson turned to examine a young woman, who wore window's clothing. She had a handkerchief to her face and was wiping away tears. 

Holmes eyes glanced up and down her body, noting the length of her dress, the cut of her blouse, the length of her sleeves and the smeared rouge on her face. "What is a widow doing all the way out here this time of day?"

"Ask her yourself, Holmes," the Inspector shot back, his irritation barely restrained. "She refuses to talk to me."

"This is no surprise as you immediately accused her of murdering her husband!" Constable Evans accused. "Your teeth are larger than the ones that undoubtedly tore at that poor man's," Constable Evans spit out.

"Constable!" Reminded the Inspector.

Constable Evans blushed, "Sorry father...I mean, Inspector."

Constable Evans dropped back, his father glaring at him as he did so and satisfied his son was going to behave, the turned his attention back to Holmes.

"Well?" The Inspector asked a bit gruffly. "Someone has to speak to her, blast it all!"

Holmes frowned. "Perhaps I will then," he said. "Come Watson, you may be needed in this matter."

Watson glanced at his torn pant leg. Holmes shrugged and walked off, leaving Watson behind. Watson set his black bag down, and then sat beside it. He opened it up and took out a needle and thread and began sewing his pants leg up.

Dreadful Pursuit

Screech!

Scream!

Roar!

The thick, deep throaty voice of the creature pursuing him hurried his already fatigued legs and feet
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