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A Shadow in the Night

[image: ]


A shadow in the night is impossible.

But there it was.

Plain as daylight to the naked eye.

Henry muttered worriedly to himself as he sat atop his taxi, praying for one last customer for the night.

He had a family to feed.

Five little munchkins that threatened to eat him and the Miss out of house and home if he didn’t keep bringing in the bread for them.

And now a shadow that moved on its own accord.

Too much!

He shivered.

His pants had holes in the knees, which he kept covered so that potential clients couldn’t see how destitute he was. But inevitably, he would have to move his hands. They would get too cold and he would shove them beneath his legs to warm them up, exposing his knee caps.

Some in London were making it fashionable to have holes in the knees of their pants, but he found it distressing. It just reminded him yet again of what he didn’t have enough of...money. The rich could afford to flaunt poverty, but they weren’t...poor.

His anger at life sluiced towards the Miss once more. Disabled by a disease that paralyzed her from the waist down. Her hands were so shaky she could barely do anything with them without great effort.

His heart ached at the thought of her condition. Had he the money...

He shook off that avenue of thought. Waste of time.

The Miss was disabled. She couldn’t sew. She could barely cook and even then only because his mother came over to help. His children. Seven, six, five, four and two were little help. They were usually too busy complaining, or playing or beating up on each other when the Miss was in the other room.

They had a two room flat.

It was tiny.

God awful tiny.

But they had managed well enough until the clients began thinning out. All the clients these days wanted to ride in the new Tes cars built by Nikola Tesla and Edison. A horse driven carriage was becoming more and more rare. Used more for special dates and romantic nights. And tonight was cold. Quite cold. But he persevered, hoping praying someone would need him anyway, so he could save enough to purchase a Tes car for him to use. But it was a pipe dream at best. Every note, every pound or shilling he made was spent on survival.

But he didn’t give up the hope. He was not one to do such a thing.

“We’ll be rich one day. When I buy that new Tes. Everyone. Everyone will want to ride with me!” He would proudly tell the Miss.

She would look up at him from the rocking chair she was confined to mostly and give him the usual smile. Part sad. Part happy.

He couldn’t look at her long like that and would hurry to bed or to work some more, to get away from the grief in his heart to see the woman he loved in so much pain and loss. She knew he felt that way and it made it ten times, no a thousand times worse to know he caused her even more pain. It made him not want to live anymore. 

He shook that thought off. Can’t do that. I’ve a family to take care of.

He coughed. 

Once. Twice. Then a third time.

It stopped. But it would be back.

He jerked his head to the left.

What was that?

A shadow moved in the night.

Shadows don’t move in the night.

They are the night.

This was impossible.

He shivered again strongly, but not this time because of the cold.

The shadow vanished.

An intense chill fell across his right side.

He glanced that way, wondering if a wind was whipping up that he hadn’t noticed.

He shouldn’t have looked.

His scream was lost in the night.

The shadow was not.
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I have been involved with many and various crimes and scenes of murder. Supernatural circumstances and events. Demons, shape shifters and worse.

But this case is one, for lack of a better description; I shall call the Case of the Twitching Corpse. Though I may not use this rather provocative title for my piece in the paper, I shall use it here nonetheless to give you some idea of just how strange this case was.

But fear not, as always, I shall be your faithful servant and guide your restless mind to a peaceful sanctuary.

Without further ado, here is what happened next:
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Challenger barked with laughter much to Harry’s chagrin.

Holmes sat by the fire, fingers steepled together in thought.

Watson snacked on a two day old scone he had found hidden away from him by his fiancée, Mrs. Hudson.

She sat next to the windows, knitting as was her wont these days.

He noted that she was making pants for an extremely short person, but said nothing. He knew she had to do it. She wanted a child by them very badly. But he was old fashioned. Unlike the new Londoners who had children out of wedlock, he still believed in protecting the sanctity of marriage by actually being married and having babies after such.

He had spoken about it once to Holmes who had shrugged. “Watson, there is this world and then there is ours. We can own our world; but we cannot own another’s.”

Watson had sighed deeply. Disappointed at the words, he had gone to bed on them and had a sleepless night as the words rolled about his worried mind over and over. 

“What if I should drive Mrs. Hudson away by holding back?” He had asked Holmes the next morning.

“Not likely.”

“And don’t you go on and on with such nonsense either,” Mrs. Hudson barked at him from the doorway, where she had heard it all.

Embarrassed, Watson began coughing into a hand, as if he had a cold.

She came over and hugged him. “When the time’s right, my love. When the time’s right.”

She said no more about it

But he was thoroughly chastised by both his friend and the love of his life. He had to give up his idea of controlling how and what happened. 

“Life is too short, dear Watson, to live in a fantasy, when the real world beckons with open arms,” Holmes had confided later on. “As our Mrs. Hudson declared, let time run its course and all shall be as it should.”

But this had nothing to do with what Challenger and Harry were going on about. Conan was sitting silently at the table, listening, not daring to say a word, knowing that both would jump on him if he did. This was something Harry and Challenger would work out in their own way. Much as what he and Mrs. Hudson would work out in theirs.

“But Harry,” Challenger protested, a warm smile on his lips. “Corpses don’t twitch.”

“No, they do. I’ve seen it more than once.”

Holmes interrupted their train of thought. “I think someone is at the door.”

“I’ll get it,” Conan volunteered and rushed from the room, glad for the break from the arguing his friends had fallen into. Neither man was capable of just letting it go when they thought they were right. He smiled as he reached for the front door. But then I’m not much better at it. Perhaps, that’s why such different people were great fits to each other as friends...birds of a feather and all that.

“Good evening, Constable Evans!” He greeted as the door swung open to reveal their Scotland Yard friend.

“I wish it were so, Conan. I wish it were so.”
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Inspector Bloodstone talked soothingly to the horse, stroking its fine comb of hair and giving it a carrot one of his constables had fetched for him. Since the poor beast was confined to this horrid place without food or water, it was the least he could do. The poor animal had nothing to do with the man’s death, after all.

He turned at the sound of the clearing of a man’s throat.

“Inspector.”

“Holmes.”

“Inspector.”

“Watson.”

Challenger and Conan remained at the Tes car, leaning against the passenger side, watching as Harry reached his right hand out and began stalking the area. It was a bright blue.

Holmes sucked on his pipe a moment, and then shook it at the sheeted man lying on the sidewalk, surrounded by two constables and yellow tape. “Where he was found?”

“Indeed.”

“I see. May I examine him?”

“Of course, but you should know something first, Holmes.”

“Watson, go ahead will you.”

“Right.”

Holmes watched his friend walk to the body, set down the black medical bag he always carried next to the head and then gently pull back the cloth covering the body. Holmes turned his attention back to the Inspector. “You were saying?”

“It’s the strangest thing...”

Watson let out a yelp of surprise and dropped back from the corpse he had been about to examine, a shocked look on his face.

“The corpse twitches.”

Holmes arched an eyebrow. “Twitches, you say?”

“Holmes!”

He turned to look at Watson
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