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 Chapter One: British Museum 
 
    Professor Xavier Schwartz probed the skull with his right forefinger hard enough to poke a hole in it, if it were a human one. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    He skewed towards his companion. A tall fellow of obvious Germanic appearance. “You think?” 
 
    “I am not paid to do so.” 
 
    The Professor gave the enigmatic man an arched eyebrow in response and returned his attention to the skull on the mount before him. 
 
    “Do you need more time, Professor?” The Museum Assistant, Arnie Bertiehower, asked. 
 
    The Professor nodded. “Just a touch, thank you.” 
 
    Arnie, glancing at the menancing figure next to the Professor questioningly a moment, until the man sneered at him, then he scooted off like a frightened rabbit. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    The man next to him coughed into his left hand, which is made of metal and burnished enamel to give it a human appearance. “One finds one’s amusement where one can.” 
 
    “Play nice, Henrick, we might need the lad’s assistant further and if continue your perverse cat and mouse games with our helpers here, you could arouse suspicions.” 
 
    “They are nothing but bureaucrats.” 
 
    The Professor swung on Henrick. “Must I remind you that I am also, a bureaucrat?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Good,” the Professor said agreeably and turned back to his work. 
 
    “Because I know it quite well,” Henrick replied smashing his enameled fist hard across the Professor’s skull. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two: Cold Response 
 
    “Ah-choooo!” Watson sneezed. 
 
    “Bless you, John,” Holmes responded. 
 
    “Ah-chooo!” Watson sneezed again. 
 
    Holmes settled his newspaper into his lap and eyed Watson, who stood next to the fireplace, so close that his britches were beginning to catch fire. 
 
    “Watson, your pants are on fire!” 
 
    “What isn’t?” 
 
    “No, really, they’re on fire!” 
 
    Watson sniffed the air, then rushed from the room, swatting at the bottom of his britches, making a face, and screaming like a disturbed old lady. 
 
    Holmes shook his head. 
 
    “What was that all about?” Harry asked as he entered the sitting room, placed his hat on the coat rack and his cape and coat, then sat down opposite Holmes.  
 
    “Dear John has come down with the druthers.” 
 
    Harry laughed. “Druther not be sick?” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    Holmes carefully rolled up his newspaper, then tossed it onto the table. He cupped his hands and examined Harry’s face a moment. “You have been to Madame Tussand’s Waxworks, she kissed you on the right cheek and pinched your bottom, then you ate a quick meal at the pub down the street, starting with an Ale which was disagreeable.” 
 
    Harry grinned. “How perceptive of you.” 
 
    “Not really, you carry the ad for the pub in your right fist and you smell of Ale and Madame Tussand always kisses us on the right cheek leaving a red strawberry print because of the shape of her lips.” 
 
    Harry laughed. 
 
    “Don’t you ever get bored of deducing things?” 
 
    “Mostly when I have too much time to do so and not enough to pursue my studies.” 
 
    Holmes rose and gestured to Harry. 
 
    They walked to the table where a large drawing sat there. 
 
    Exactly like the one in the museum. 
 
    “Nice likeness, but a bit glassy, good fellow.” 
 
    Holmes smiled. “It is glass.” 
 
    Harry turned to him. “You stole Challengers to model it?” 
 
    Holmes laughed. “Not likely, Harry. He would have used his elephant gun to stop me before ever losing that prize.” 
 
    Harry nodded. 
 
    He ran the tip of his left forefinger about the outline of the crystal skull drawing. A bright blue glow lit up. 
 
    “Was that supposed to happen?” 
 
    Harry glanced at Holmes, his eyes wide with concern. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three: Challenger’s Closet of Joy 
 
    Madam Tussand got up and took her umbrella at the front door of Challenger’s home. She turned to him. “Now, remember my dear Challenger, we need you to be able to sit still long enough to make a likeness of you.” 
 
    “With hot wax on my body, how is that possible?” He asked, his fiery red beard bouncing with amusement, his eyes dancing merrily. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Always a joy to speak with you.” 
 
    “You frightened Harry off you know.” 
 
    “He’s gotten quite touchy ever since his old girlfriend got back in town.” 
 
    “I imagine I would be too. Her father is quite jealous and protective of her.” 
 
    She laughed. “The Count’s a pussycat.” 
 
    “To you maybe, but to Harry he’s a pair of fangs waiting to happen.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    As he opened the door for her a tremendous crashing sound came from in the back of the house. 
 
    “Wait here!” He told her, pulling his long gun from inside his jacket. 
 
    “You have a gun on you?” 
 
    He grinned. “In my line of business, never know.” 
 
    He rushed off to see what had happened. 
 
    She smiled and waited with her back to the door. 
 
    A mistake. 
 
    A strong pair of arms reached into the entryway and grabbed her from behind. 
 
    She started to yelp in surprise, but one of the hands clasped over her mouth, shutting down the cry. 
 
    She was dragged from view. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four: British Museum 
 
    “Ah-choo!” 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone turned his pale face to glare at Watson, who chose that moment to blow his nose facing the Inspector. 
 
    “Really!” The Inspector snorted, then scooted away. 
 
    Constable Evans, his lookalike son, twenty years younger, fresh faced, bright and eager to learn detective skills, laughed lightly, but where his father couldn’t see. 
 
    Holmes noted it with the hint of a grin, then turned to Watson. “You really need to do something about that cold, Watson. It’ll be the death of you.” 
 
    Watson finished wiping his nose, put his handkerchief away, then shook his head. “Colds don’t’ kill you. Lack of fluids and rest kill you.” Then he eyed Holmes suspiciously. “You’ve kept track?” 
 
    “Hardly. Your face is drawn. Your eyes bloodshot. You’ve lost a good ten pounds and you swagger. You never swagger.” 
 
    Watson deflated. His anger vanishing. “I can never hide anything from you. Very well, I’ll rest tomorrow.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    Watson put a hand over his heart. “Like a good Queen’s Cadet.” 
 
    Constable Evans chuckled. 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone guffawed. 
 
    Watson glared at him. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone was in a good mood, so he held back his usual response, and instead turned to eye the empty glass case and the empty mount centered within it. 
 
    A young man came into the room. 
 
    The Museum Assistant, Arnie Bertiehower. 
 
    “Sir,” he addressed the Inspector. 
 
    “Thank you for returning so late in the day, I know your family must miss you.” 
 
    “They do, sir. But they also know this is for a good thing. So, here I am at your service.” 
 
    “Holmes.” 
 
    Holmes nodded to the Inspector, then offered a hand to Arnie. “It’s my pleasure to meet you young man. I’ve inquired about you and you have the highest of recommendations.” 
 
    Arnie took the hand and shook it, but he looked down at his feet. He was turning red with embarrassment. 
 
    Holmes and Watson exchanged knowing looks. 
 
    Constable Evans grinned. He had been just like Arnie when he first met the detective team. How times had changed. 
 
    “So, Mister Bertiehower…” 
 
    “Please, just Arnie. I hate my last name.” 
 
    Watson chuckled. “You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Arnie looked at Watson. “But your name is famous. No one has a problem spelling or pronouncing it.” 
 
    “Oh, there was a time…” Watson declared thoughtfully. 
 
    Holmes gave him a raised eyebrow.  
 
    Watson looked away. 
 
    Both the Constable and the Inspector exchanged glances. Those two never hid information from each other. 
 
    “Well, on to business then,” Holmes insisted. He nodded to Watson, who opened the black medical bag he always carried in his right hand. 
 
    Watson set it on a chair next to the case, then opened it. He withdrew a fine powder in a clear bottle. 
 
    “Arnie, would you do me the honor of opening the case with these?” 
 
    Arnie took the surgical gloves and then opened the case. 
 
    “Watson.” 
 
    Watson began dusting the case, inside and out, including its door. 
 
    Holmes turned to the others while Watson did his job. 
 
    “At what time did you notice the Professor was still  here?” 
 
    Arnie replied. “Nine. We always do a final run through of the rooms just to be certain someone hasn’t gotten lost or is hiding.” 
 
    On Holmes look, he amended his words. “Looters.” 
 
    “Ah,” Holmes replied, nodding his head. 
 
    “And what was so important about this particular item?” 
 
    Watson gave him a surprised look, but said nothing and continued to dust the case and now the area about it, including its mount. 
 
    “It was found in South America by Professor Challenger on one of his expeditions.” 
 
    The Inspector eyed Holmes. “You told me he had one at his house?” 
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    Holmes nodded to Arnie. “And did anyone in particular have an especial interest in that item today?” 
 
    “No one, but the Professor.” 
 
    Then Arnie grimaced. “Well actually…” 
 
    Holmes arched an eyebrow in response. “Someone else then?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five: Arch Enemies 
 
    Challenger arose in the middle of night to an alarming sound. His home was being invaded. 
 
    He immediately stormed from the room, grabbing his long gun from its holster on the hat rack next his bedroom door. 
 
    He cocked it for action. 
 
    His face was grim. 
 
    How dare anyone disturb his beauty sleep? 
 
    He reached his treasure room, which is what he called the room where he kept all the antiquities he discovered on his various adventures, including several teeth from the tyrannosaurus that raided London at one time. 
 
    He paused before its  door. 
 
    It was the only room with valuables in it. His safe was there as well. With very rare and precious jewelry he would never give up for any amount of money, but many a long jawed thief might happily dispose of for him were they capable of reaching it, or even knowing of its location. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    He took a deep breath, steadied his long gun, then swept the door open with a loud bang against the near wall. 
 
    A startled figure rose from his favorite chair. 
 
    Challenger aimed his weapon at the person. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t use this gun on you right now!” 
 
    “Your crystal skull has been stolen.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six: Madame Tussand’s 
 
    Holmes and Watson stood outside Madame Tussand’s home, shivering from the bitter cold Thames wind that blew through London. 
 
    Her home was near the port and a storm was brewing in the Atlantic, preparing to hurl itself full fury into the laps of comfortable Londoners, warm in their beds. 
 
    It was MidBells. 
 
    Only Midnight Angels, thieves, murderers and things that go bump in the night were about at this hour. 
 
    “Holmes, we shouldn’t disturb her rest.” 
 
    “Watson, her life could be in danger.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She also owns a crystal skull.” 
 
    Watson nodded. “Perhaps it were best to warn her; but what of Challenger then?” 
 
    “I’ve left a note with Constable Evans to contact Harry to see to Challenger.” 
 
    “What if Harry’s with one of his girlfriends?” 
 
    Holmes smiled. 
 
    “Then she will sleep in a cold bed tonight.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven: The Globe Theater 
 
    William Shakespeare, Will or Willie to those close to him, shoved his long ponytail back over his right shoulder and frowned at the two women on t he stage in the middle of an embrace. 
 
    “Not realistic enough.” 
 
    The blonde woman turned her face towards William and frowned. “He’s a bloody man! Damnit it all!” 
 
    The red head turned to eye William. “What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    William sighed with frustration. “I’m only asking you to embrace and kiss but once. You know that Margaret and Feebie are out for the week. You’re their backups.” 
 
    “We are most certainly not,” the blonde headed man said angrily, standing to glare at William. “You don’t pay me enough to kiss this…this…blue cheese lover!” 
 
    The redhead turned on him. “It’s not blue cheese. It’s red.” He frumped his wig. “Like me.” He made puckered his lips and made kissing sounds. 
 
    Harry Houdini stepped onto the stage and glared at them. “William is not paying you; I am. If you two don’t behave like the gentleman I thought you were, then I shall fire you.” 
 
    The two men embraced and kissed, then looked at him. 
 
    “That good enough?” The blonde asked. 
 
    Harry shook his head and walked away with William. 
 
    “I’ve got enough things on my mind with my new magic act without worring about those two bumblers.” 
 
    Willliam patted Harry on his shoulder. “Don’t worry; they’ll get the job done. They’re just having fun with us.” 
 
    Harry eyed William. “Wasting my time is not fun, Willie!” 
 
    William eyed Harry sternly. “What’s wrong, Harry? You’re not usually this…” 
 
    “Nasty?” 
 
    “Your word, not mine. Mine would be more…” 
 
    “Elegant?” 
 
    William burst into laughter. 
 
    Constable Evans came onto the stage from the side and nodded. “Holmes sent me with a message.” 
 
    Harry pointed to Constable Evans. “And he is why I am feeling so distraught. He’s going to tell me that Challenger’s in danger of losing his crystal skull.” 
 
    Both men eyed Harry in surprise. 
 
    Harry stormed off. His left hand was glowing a bright red. 
 
    “That man is always getting into trouble of some sort or another!” Harry growled angrily. 
 
    “Wait for me, Mister Houdini!” Constable Evans cried out after the angry magician and ran to catch up with him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight: Distraught and Angry Foes 
 
    Challenger eyed the man in his favorite chair, his face flushed with anger. “I said give me a GOOD reason not to shoot you.” 
 
    The man rose from the shadows of the room and into the light thrust by the Tes lights of the hallway. His face brightened as he neared. 
 
    It was James Moriarity. 
 
    “Because we used to be friends once.” 
 
    “That was then. This is now.” 
 
    James cocked his head to look into Challenger’s face. “You knew she wasn’t interested in you.” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “You also knew she was in love with me.” 
 
    “Then why this?” 
 
    “Because she should have loved me!” 
 
    Challenger sighed, then laid his long gun down on the desk of the room. He faced James Moriarity, an exact duplicate of the now long dead, Professor Moriarity, whom James had driven his parallel Earth car over and killed. 
 
    “You haven’t aged a day.” 
 
    James grinned, his pudgy face flushed with warmth. 
 
    “And you have gained ten pounds.” 
 
    Both men suddenly embraced, slapping each other on their backs. 
 
    “I hate you!” 
 
    “And I you, but I also respect and love you,” James said, stepping back. 
 
    “So what are you here for if not to steal my crystal skull?” 
 
    “I told you once, did you not hear me?” 
 
    Challenger shut the door behind him. 
 
    “I did. Now I want to know how you knew that?” 
 
    James sighed, put his hands in the pockets of his jacket and looked away. His eyes caught  a portrait of his Elf Princess. He smiled. “She was beautiful, was she not?” 
 
    Challenger saw where James was looking. Some of his anger dissipated further. “She was divine. What happened between the two of you for her to just up and leave, James?” 
 
    James turned around. “I was too boring for her.” 
 
    Challenger burst into laughter. 
 
    “No seriously, I was.” 
 
    Challenger stopped laughing. “How can a man who spends the majority of his life chasing down angry werewolves, distraught vampires, crazy demons and the usual assortment of things that go bump in the night in this crazy old town ever be boring?” 
 
    James looked at the palms of his hands, as if he were reading a book there. “Because I spent too much time doing exactly that.” 
 
    He looked up. “I now see why Holmes never allows himself to get close to a woman. He would only break her heart and she his once she left.” 
 
    To that Challenger had no reply. 
 
    “And one other reason,” James spoke up, his eyes fixing on those of Challenger. 
 
    “Madame Tussand has been abducted.” 
 
    “But how did you know that?? 
 
    “Oh come now, Challenger, I’m not a stranger to Inspector Bloodstone you know. And he gave me a lead on the case, which, of course, brought me here this night.” 
 
    Challenger felt all the steam in him blow out. He seemed to shrink within himself. “Tragic. She was visiting me. I had shown her my copy of the Crystal Skull.” 
 
    James became suddenly very interested. “Copy?” 
 
    Challenger grinned. “You don’t really think for one moment in hell I would ever store that here, do you?” 
 
    James slapped Challenger on both shoulders and almost cheered. “My good man, you may have just bought me and I’m sure Holmes when he’s onto this, the clue that will solve our equation.” 
 
    “Equation?” 
 
    James grinned. “Simple math. The museum piece is stolen. The Madame’s is stolen and then yours was to be next.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “A three.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    James gave Challenger a long stare. “Tribal magic, Challenger. “ 
 
    Challenger paled. 
 
    “Oh dear God! Them!” 
 
    James nodded and agreed. “Them!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine: Mato Grosso Plateau 
 
    Challenger eyed the Mato Grosso Plateau’s massive edifice from his perspective and had to admit it was intimidating. Even to him. It wasn’t the first time he had been here. The first time he had discovered a Lost World, but that had been destroyed by a cataclysmic event. 
 
    While the volcanic destruction had run its course, the volcanoes that topped the grotto had not yet died, and probably wouldn’t for many more years than he had to his mortal life, though he still had hopes of finding Ponce de Leon’s Fountain of Youth, which was rumored to be somewhere in the vicinity. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    Legend, myth? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    He hoped to find out. 
 
    But for now. He had other goals. 
 
    He began the hike that would blaze new trails for he and his London friends and a hopefully find something that was so spectacularly amazing that it would change the way the world looked at occult phenomena. 
 
    He could now complete the adventure he had begun  
 
    in the Lost World. 
 
    He had never revealed to  his friends, and especially the press, as his colleagues would have stormed here to beat him to the prize…that there were Hollow Hills. And within those hollows were vast treasures that the lost Incas had buried there. 
 
    And the most precious of those treasures were what he had come to rediscover for the sake of science and humanity: The Crystal Skulls. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten: Madame Tussand’s 
 
    Holmes, Watson, and Constable Evans strolled down aisle after aisle of the museum, eyeing the wax figures made famous forever on their metal rods that held them up. 
 
    Watson let out a gasp of horror. 
 
    Holmes spun about and ran to where Watson had wandered off, his weapon in hand. 
 
    Constable Evans followed closely behind, his own weapon out and ready. 
 
    “What!” Constable Evans cried out as he saw Holmes grinning at a very distressed Watson. 
 
    Watson pointed to an image of himself. “I am not fat!” 
 
    Constable Evans burst into laughter, then cut it short on Watson’s glare. “Sorry, Doctor. I don’t think you’re fat; just the way you said it.” 
 
    Watson, somewhat ameliorated nodded, then eyed Holmes sternly. “Why do I get the feeling you did this?” 
 
    “Actually, I didn’t.” 
 
    “How do I know that?” 
 
    Holmes put a finger on the upper right button of the suit the wax Watson wore. “First,  you never wear a buttoned lapel.” 
 
    He pointed to the shoes the wax Watson wore. “Ten years dated.” 
 
    He pointed to the cane that Watson carried in his right hand and leaned against. “You gave that up before I ever met you, did you not?” 
 
    “True, I had to use it for a time because of that dratted mummy war.” 
 
    Holmes turned fully to Watson. “This is a monument left to you from another.” 
 
    Watson gasped again, but this time he was choking up. Tears began to stream from his eyes. “He…” 
 
    Holmes nodded. 
 
    “Yes, I discovered a note from him when I first took over his old room. It was hidden beneath the bed, under the springs on the right corner where he kept his old pipes.” 
 
    Watson gave Homes a surprised look. “I never knew that.” 
 
    Holmes put an arm about Watson’s shoulder. “John, we all have things we do we prefer others not know about. That’s what makes us human and unique.” 
 
    Watson nodded. 
 
    Holmes handed Watson his handkerchief and he blew his nose, then gave it back. 
 
    “Thank you. You have just given me the most wonderful present I could ever have imagined.” 
 
    Holmes nodded. 
 
    He turned to look at the old wax Watson. “Our friends are our true treasures, Watson. And that’s what makes us so special in God’s Creation. Our personal love and loyalty.” 
 
    The sound of sobs brought both men about. Constable Evans had his handkerchief to his face, dabbing at tears on it. “You two are just so…” 
 
    He began to sob again. 
 
    “…Beautiful!” He managed to choke out. 
 
    Holmes stared at him. 
 
    Watson stared at him. 
 
    Constable Evans gave them blank looks. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Holmes and Watson burst into laughter. 
 
    Constable Evans felt offended at first, then he realized they were laughing with him and not at him. They were acknowledging his friendship in the most light-hearted way they could. Wiith laughter.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven: The Hollow Hills 
 
    Ten days later Challenger swiped at massive amounts of sweat on his forehead, took off his jungle shirt and wrung it dry, then draped it over his broad shoulders. His hairy red chest glowed from the exertion of his final climb. 
 
    The plateau was not flat as most assumed, but actually had portions that dipped quite deeply and into one of those he had traveled. 
 
    He stood at its bottom in a new valley. The Valley of the Last Incas. 
 
    Here was where the legend of the Crystal Skulls had originated. And before him, rising to the foot of the huge depression he now stood in were the hollow hills. They got their name because of the numerous openings that peeked out from the hills, carved out of the moss thick stones by the Incas, who had made the hills by carving out huge sections of the grotto itself. 
 
    He turned slowly, admiring the view. 
 
    To his right a stream of falls collided with a huge lake that spread to within feet of where he stood on its shore. To his left the sides of the depression climbed steeply with numerous footholds and handholds pegged into the hard stone so that the brave and foolish could walk down and the more cautious, and probably longer lived might descend carefully using the handholds to steady themselves. 
 
    Recklessness was not relegated to just one race of man, nor to  one age thereof. There were always those to whom haste was more important than careful thought. But then again, he thought with a frown, their mysterious demise might have something to do with the way the odd ladders to the top had been constructed. 
 
    He would never know. 
 
    He turned his vision to his back and the long, ambling, but steep descent into the grotto depression he had spent four days climbing down. Then to his front he turned again. 
 
    The Hollow Hills. 
 
    For a brief moment he felt the hair on his arms stand up and the back of his neck. 
 
    “What?” He questioned himself. 
 
    He turned about quickly, a hand on his long gun. Had he been followed by robbers? There were tomb raiders who stole the ancient artifacts and sold them for brisk amounts in the black markets. 
 
    But he saw no one. 
 
    But it was God awful silent all of a sudden too. 
 
    He hadn’t noticed it until now. 
 
    What could possibly have made every living bird and animal down here, of which there had to be hundreds of thousands, they were so noisy, fluttering from tree to tree, dashing across his path or standing boldly in his way, as if challenging his existence…his right to be there. 
 
    But now none were seen or heard. 
 
    “Strange!” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “No matter.” 
 
    He told himself that, but wasn’t so sure it was true. So as he struck for the Hollow Hills to discover the treasures he was seeking, he kept his hand lightly on the grip of his long gun. 
 
    Never hurts to be cautious! 
 
    A shadow crossed him and flung itself across the Hollow Hills. 
 
    He turned around slowly, prepared for the worst. 
 
    He was wrong. 
 
    It wasn’t the worst. 
 
    It was far beyond! 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twelve: Mission Impossible 
 
    Holmes executed a slight twist with the picklock tool in his right hand and the door lock sprung with a loud twanging sound. 
 
    He put an ear to the door, then nodded. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Well?” Watson demanded. “Are you going to open it or not?” 
 
    Holmes opened it. 
 
    The room was pitch dark. 
 
    “Figures,” Watson snarled. “Never a good light when you need one!” 
 
    A burst of light so brilliant it stunned the men framed in the doorway. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen: Big Fellow 
 
    Huge feet, large enough to smash Challenger into pulp, stood there. He slowly craned is neck, following the feet upwards, praying he wouldn’t see what he thought it was: The worst monster that ever lived. 
 
    Then he sighed with relief when a huge head, not armed with razor sharp teeth, but with blunted ones and huge curious eyes, peered down at him. 
 
    “Now how in the world did you manage to slip behind me like that? And more importantly, where in the world did you enter this depression from?” 
 
    The dinosaur cocked its huge head and made a sound much like a puppy might when its master had just scolded him. 
 
    Challenger smiled. “Big chap, aren’t you? I imagine I pose quite a puzzle to you, being as I’m not the least bit tasty to your diet?”Challenger asked, as he craned his neck to admire the huge looping neck of the Brontosaurus that was above him. 
 
    Challenger let go of his long gun and sighed with relief. “Well, at least, I don’t have to worry about being eaten by a tyrannosaurus.” 
 
    Then a series of utterly horrible, bizarre and frightening sounds burst the silence between him and the Brontosaurus. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen: Surprises, Surprises 
 
    Watson and Constable Evans were charged by something, or someone from inside and then easily brushed aside, causing them to tumble to the floor. Holmes, however, side stepped the rushing entity and put a foot out. 
 
    It tripped on his foot. 
 
    The searing light immediately doused. 
 
    The sound of something heavy thumping the floor sounded. 
 
    A loud grunt. 
 
    When Watson and Constable Evans recovered their senses, as well as their sight, they saw Holmes with a foot in the back of a man wearing an odd costume. 
 
    He smiled at them. 
 
    “It seems our feathered fellow here has insight into the crystal skulls that our dear Professor and ourselves have found missing to this point in time.” 
 
    Watson sat up. “Can’t you ever just say something simple, like I’ve got the bastard; or here’s the jolly fellow I have just struck down?” 
 
    Holmes smiled. “Why?” 
 
    Constable Evans and Watson exchanged shakes of the head and rose to their feet. Constable Evans eyed the strange man beneath Holmes foot. 
 
    “Why doesn’t he move? Is he dead?” 
 
    “No, merely out for a bit.” 
 
    Holmes leaned over and pressed a nerve on the man’s neck. He instantly came alive, screaming in some kind of odd language. 
 
    “What kind of gibberish is that bloke speaking?” Constable Evans sked. 
 
    “Ancient Elven,” James Moriarity told him, as he and Challenger came from the darkness to join them. 
 
    Challenger looked about curiously. “Where’s Harry?” 
 
    Holmes snapped his attention to Challenger. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “His blasted left fist lit up like a forest fire and he darted from Challenger’s trophy room like a madman. I assumed he was coming here, seeing as how you have this odd fellow beneath your foot and all.” 
 
    James stated the obvious. “Isn’t it obvious, Challenger. Something’s happened to Harry.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Fifteen: Scotland Yard 
 
    Holmes, Challenger, James, and Watson sat opposite the captured man from Madame Tussand’s. He glared at them, his eyes dark and angry, lips pursed tightly shut. 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone stood in the doorway of the interrogation room, silent for once. 
 
    Constable Evans stood behind the strange man, his baton out in case. 
 
    James spoke in Elven, “What were you doing in Madame Tussand’s office?” 
 
    The man remained silent. 
 
    Holmes uncovered a huge lump in the center of the table they sat in front of, uncovering a crystal skull. “And why this?” 
 
    The man remained silent. 
 
    James turned to Watson. “Do we still have the cursing stick I gave you some time back?” 
 
    Watson gave him a surprised look, then caught on. He blustered a moment, then said, “Inspector Bloodstone has it here in his office safe, I believe.” 
 
    “Then get it. It seems this fellow won’t talk without a little curse to urge him on then,” James said with a smile. 
 
    Watson got up. “Inspector, if you will.” 
 
    The Inspector smiled. He got what was going on right away. “Watson, the last time we used it the man was swarmed by rats and half his right arm eaten off before we could removed the curse.” 
 
    The strange man let out a yelp and jumped to his feet, his eyes wide open and wild looking. 
 
    “Sit down!” Constable Evans told him and shoved him back down on the chair. 
 
    James smiled at Holmes. 
 
    “Thank you, my good man,” Holmes told James. “It’s nice to be working with you again.” 
 
    “My pleasure, Holmes.” 
 
    Holmes leaned forward, cupping his hands beneath his chin to eye the strange man. “Now that we know you understand English quite well; I would suggest you answer our original question.” 
 
    The man shook his head. 
 
    Holmes sighed.  
 
    He turned to Watson and the Inspector. “He won’t listen to reason; perhaps fear then?” 
 
    Watson exited the room along with the Inspector. 
 
    “I’ll talk!” The man blurted out in excellent English. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen: Damsel in Distress 
 
    Madame Tussand struggled against the ropes tying her to a chair. She sat in a large room with bare stone walls. Mold and dripping sweat from some kind of water source above was wetting the floor, rising slowly to her ankles. 
 
    She shivered from the cold touch of it, but said nothing. 
 
    She eyed the man who sat comfortably on a chair, his booted feet on the table between them.  “Water torture? How crude!” 
 
    He laughed. “Hardly that.” 
 
    He leaned forward, lowering his booted feet fast to th e floor, splashing water onto her skirts, wetting her skirt. 
 
    She scowled at him. “What do you want from me? It’s obvious it’s not sex!” 
 
    He grinned. “Maybe afterwards.” 
 
    She gave him a look that made him laugh. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Madame Tussand, you’re definitely not my type, but…” 
 
    He knocked three times on the table top. 
 
    The back wall began to slide apart noisily. 
 
    Madame Tussand’s eyes opened wide in horror at what she saw. 
 
    He leaned forward eagerly. “But I suspect that might!” 
 
    The beast that had been revealed shook its mangy head and then let out a bestial howl that shook the room. 
 
    The man stood up. 
 
    “I’ll leave you two alone for a few minutes to get acquainted.” 
 
    The beast stalked forward, its lips wet with drool as its eyes fixed on Madame Tussand. 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll be more than willing to answer my questions then.” 
 
    He exited the room. 
 
    He heard the sound of the door locking. 
 
    The beast raised its clawed hands and rushed Madame Tussand. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen: Confession does a soul well 
 
    Harry eyed the huge mansion before him, assessing its strengths and weaknesses. He could do a straight entrance, but he would be delayed by its servants. More than likely they would try to delay him while the home’s master scurried off. 
 
    He then saw a bright light illuminating lower windows, that appeared to be looking out from a basement of some sort. A small stream of water was flowing past the windows and then vanishing without traveling further. 
 
    He went to the end of the stream and examined that area and found a huge grate there. 
 
    His face lit up. 
 
    “Ah-ha!” He whispered happily. 
 
    He bent over and gripped the grate with both hands. It wouldn’t budge. 
 
    He shrugged, then pointed his right hand at the grate. His forefinger lit up brightly. “Open!” He cried out. 
 
    The grate flew into the air. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen: Rights wronged 
 
    Madame Tussand struggled against her bonds as the beast closed the distance, sweeping the table away from her as effortlessly as if it were a mere toy. 
 
    It towered over her, its hairs all standing straight up. 
 
    Its long snout sniffed at her. 
 
    It thrust its nose closer to her face and sniffed again. 
 
    She tried to pull her head away, but it grabbed her skull and stilled her. 
 
    She screamed. 
 
    The door to the room exploded open and Harry Houdini rushed inside, his right fist glowing  with a bright blue fire. 
 
    “Cease!” He ordered the beast. 
 
    It leaped at him. 
 
    He dove away, splashing in the ankle deep water as he slid towards the nearest wall. He impacted it hard and lay there dazed. 
 
    A huge shadow fell across him. 
 
    The beast! 
 
    He rolled over and raised his fiery blue fist. 
 
    “Be gone!” He ordered. 
 
    The Beast was struck by the blue fires and hurtled across the room. It smashed into the back wall, which had been exposed by the opening wall. It flew inside and slammed hard against the stone there. 
 
    It lay stunned. 
 
    Harry got up quickly, then hobbled over to Madame Tussand. “I think I twisted my right ankle,” Harry told her as he hurriedly untied her knots. 
 
    She fell forward. 
 
    He grabbed her. 
 
    Her lips brushed his face by accident. 
 
    He grinned at her as he gently pushed her back. “Well, at least you’ve found one moment of happiness this evening, Madame Tussand.” 
 
    She glared at him. “Help me up, you cad. I can’t feel my feet! They’re fast asleep.” 
 
    He helped her up. This time she did kiss him on purpose. 
 
    He gave her a surprised look. She laughed. “That, my dear man, is a promise.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    She just smiled. 
 
    A roar from behind them. 
 
    The Beast was back on its feet and charging. 
 
    A series of gunshots shattered the sound of the roaring Beast. 
 
    It stopped, straightened up, then peered at its chest, a puzzled look on its face, then eyed the men standing in the broken doorway: Holmes, Challenger, Watson and Constable Evans. 
 
    It licked at the wounds, then let out a cry almost like a hurt puppy and charged them. 
 
    Challenger raised his long gun and fired point blank into the Beast’s skull. 
 
    It splattered, sending brain matter and bone matter all over the place. 
 
    The Beast fell into the ankle deep water and lay there, its limbs twitching in death spasms. 
 
    Challenger blew the smoke from his gun barrel. “Always come prepared, that’s my motto.” 
 
    Constable Evans and Watson holstered their weapons. Holmes put his away with a slight smile. “It would appear our Indian friend was correct.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Watson agreed. 
 
    Then they saw that Harry was limping. 
 
    “Harry!” 
 
    Harry grinned at them. “I sprained my ankle.” 
 
    Challenger gave him a worried look. “But you have a high wire act tonight; you can’t possibly go on now, can you?” 
 
    Harry stood up, then looked at Holmes. “We have one thing in common between us, Holmes.” 
 
    “And that is?” 
 
    “We never give up.” 
 
    Holmes offered his arm to Madame Tussand and she took it, leaning heavily on him as they headed for the exit. 
 
    Watson kicked the dead Beast. 
 
    “It’s not transforming.” 
 
    Holmes nodded. “It’s not a werewolf.” 
 
    Challenger shook his head. “I agree. It’s not.” 
 
    Both men looked at him. “It’s something far worse.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen: 221B Baker Street 
 
    Everyone was gathered in the sitting room about the large table there, warm coffee cups in their hands, a huge plate of steaming scones in the center of the table. But for once, Watson wasn’t eating. 
 
    Mrs. Hudson eyed him questioningly. “Not hungry?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m hungry all right, but this whole affair puzzles me.” 
 
    “How so?” Harry asked, sipping at his coffee. He made a face then put it down. “It’s not you, Mrs. Hudson, it’s me. When I was flung into the wall I split the inside of my lip in several places. 
 
    He looked down at the splint that Watson had put on him earlier and smiled. “I forgot to thank you for fixing my ankle proper, Watson.” 
 
    “No thanks needed. I’m just glad you’re alive.” 
 
    “I bet he’s not,” Madame Tussand remarked as she came into the room with a fresh tray, heaped with tiny sandwiches. 
 
    She set the tray down in front of Harry. 
 
    “For me?” 
 
    She pinched his right cheek. “Hardly, Harry. I like you, but not that much!” 
 
    She turned to sit down to next to Mrs. Hudson, then added. “Yet.” 
 
    Harry got a lot of grins from his fellow friends, but Mrs. Hudson just giggled.  
 
    “So what now?” Watson asked Holmes. 
 
    Holmes deferred to Challenger. 
 
    He sighed. “When I stole the crystal skulls from the tombs in the Hollow Hills I ignored a warning.” 
 
    “What was that?” Watson asked, as he reached for a sandwich and not a scone, which drew another strong puzzled glance from Mrs. Hudson. 
 
    He noted it and put a hand over hers. “It’s not the scones, my love.” 
 
    She smiled into his eyes and nodded. 
 
    “So?” Watson asked. 
 
    Challenger continued, “There were nine in all.” 
 
    Harry’s eyes widened. “But you had one.” 
 
    “And I one,” Madame Tussand added. 
 
    “And the museum one,” Holmes said. 
 
    “Yes, and I was supposed to have the other six. The idea was to break the curse by separating them using the magic symbolism of one plus one plus one plus six.” 
 
    “Nine,” Harry said. 
 
    “Yes, as you well know Harry, the number Nine symbolizes perfection. There can come no harm from perfecton.” 
 
    Silence in the room. 
 
    Challenger looked up. “I thought.” 
 
    Watson reached for another sandwich, then eyed the scones thoughtfully. Mrs. Hudson waited. He paused longer. She was ready to burst with a comment, when he went back and grabbed another sandwich. 
 
    “Where’s James by the way?” Harry asked. “I thought he was going to be joining us.” 
 
    Holmes looked off into the distance a moment and took a note from his pocket. He read it. “You don’t know how thrilling it was for me to be with all of you again, but now that I have learned what great danger my good friends are in, I have taken it upon myself to find its source and stop it.” 
 
    Watson set down his scone and eyed Holmes. 
 
    Holmes smiled. “Yes, Watson, the game’s afoot once more, isn’t it?” 
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 Author's Note 
 
    I’ve always had a great love for mystery and adventure. Starting with Agatha Christie’s The Bat and ranging to Edgar Rice Burroughs Tarzan of the Apes and Jules Verne’s Journey to the Center of the Earth. 
 
    It was only a short step between those three writers to run into Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and his wonderful Professor Challenger adventures. 
 
    I first read Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's wonderful spread of detective stories when I was still a child. I didn't own books, so I read them at the public library, or at my school library. There was no Internet of Things, no Internet at all at the time. I was very into books as a child, always a loner of sorts. Even though I loved people, I was somehow always more in love with books. Call me bookworm then. Now bookworm writer. Maybe. 
 
    I went through the entire adult library in my hometown as a child, reading everything from fiction to non-fiction, science fiction to fantasy, and classic literature to modern. It didn't matter. It was words on paper. I loved the smell of books. Still do, even though I cater to electronic books at this time. 
 
    This is all a back-story of sorts to give you an idea of why my Sherlock Holmes while based somewhat on the canon of Doyle, are nevertheless much more than that. What would be the point of repeating what's already been done?  
 
    No, rather I saw this writing experience as an opportunity to allow my imagination to romp in his playground, but take elements from other famous authors and stories I've loved over the years. 
 
    Obviously, there are copyright issues when it comes to living authors, so even though I'd love to play in their yards too, that is forbidden territory. So I have contented myself to take my love of classic literature...Doyle, Verne, Wells, Dumas, Shakespeare and pour them into a mutual melting pot. Kind of a United States of Literature, so to speak. 
 
    Whereas the Sherlock Holmes of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle functions out of London, England in the Victorian period; mine exists in a parallel world where all the authors who have ever lived and all their characters are alive at the same time. 
 
    Therefore, if you see me including Houdini and Sherlock together, Challenger and Conan Doyle, it makes more sense if they were alive on that world and not this one.  
 
    As a person of with a strong scientific background...I wrote a treatise on reaching other dimensions (parallel worlds) as an 8th grader, which my Physics teacher was knocked out about...I believe quite strongly in an unlimited universe, where an infinite number of parallel ones/dimensions exist at the same time. 
 
    When I was in India I found that some there adhere to the belief that everything that man can do or imagine exists in a vast cosmic tapestry so that we do not so much physically exist, as mentally/spiritually move through that infinite tapestry, each choice we make...right or wrong...creating a branching point that we must follow, even though there were already an infinite number of other ones. Very close to the parallel world/alternate dimension approach that many scientists are now coming to accept as a reality. 
 
    When I was a kid the scientists barely believed in 4 dimensions...length, breadth, height and time. Now as an adult there is talk of at least 9 known dimensions.  
 
    But getting back to my stories, what makes them relevant and different is that I can populate them with any science, any character, any famous figure, writer, artist or whatever and they all fit! They fit because I created them. For fun. For pleasure. To be able to play on a field of dreams with no end in sight. 
 
    So as you read my stories, dear reader, keep in mind that the Tesla car in my story is not Elon Musk's electric car, but a vehicle invented by collaboration between Thomas Edison and Nicolas Tesla in my invented world. It runs not by electricity as we know it, but by a different energy discovered by Tesla. 
 
    In my world Sherlock Holmes is not the first one of the story, but one of several. Watson, likewise. Just as Spock was duplicated in the Star Trek series of movies to continue their worthy stories, so have I decided to include devices that will stimulate our imagination, take us to places we could never have gone before, and allow me to interject from time to time some of the wonderful insights I have been honored to receive as a maturing adult. So death exists in my creation, but it has many permutations and outcomes. All exciting and mysterious. 
 
    Following this is a description of major characters, as well as items used exclusively in my Baker Street adventures. 
 
   
  
 



Glossary of the Baker Street Universe 
 
    A list of players, places and things that take place in the Baker Street Universe created by this author as the playground for his fantasies...and hopefully your own as well. 
 
    Bollocks…A common word used by the British to indicate something was nonsense, trash. An expletive. 
 
    Drat, dratted…A swear word similar to damn to indicate frustration. 
 
    Tosh…Sheer nonsense and also an unkind reference to the upper class at that time. 
 
    Tesla Car...Device built by Ford in collaboration with Nicolas Tesla. Powered by a new form of energy unknown to our world yet. 
 
    Tesla devices...created by the team of Henry Ford, Thomas Edison and Nicolas Tesla. Anything from lamps to frigs, to cooking devices. You name it; they've probably invented it in my world. 
 
    Moriarity...one of many. Professor Moriarity lives on in many and various manifestations for the sake of conflict, as well as invention and discourse. Where would a great detective be without a great villain to oppose him? While I don't feature Moriarity all the time, be warned he lurks behind the scenes! A lot! 
 
    Sherlock Holmes...Young man in his early twenties, comes from a humble home and a good upbringing. Precocious with a perfect memory. Not the cold fish of the Doyle series. Much kinder and humorous. Still with many of the same characteristics, but softened with a gentler personality, without losing the edges that give him an engaging purpose and deductions that are truly amazing at times. 
 
    Watson, Doctor John...hero of the China Wars. Lost first love in China. Now in love with Mrs. Hudson. Loves Holmes like a brother. Doctor. Never without his black bag in which he carries his medical supplies and forensics tools that he and Sherlock often use in their investigations. Stocky with a bit of a stomach because of his love of scones, which I constantly use as a play of humor about the man. 
 
    Mrs. Hudson...not just a landlady anymore, but an integral part of the detective team...supplying support, as well as emotional and sometimes physical support.  The glue that binds Watson and Holmes together. Again, in her twenties like Watson and Holmes. Lovely, but not beautiful, except of spirit. Kind and resourceful. Very shrewd and intelligent. 
 
    Lady Shareen…Lord Graystone’s companion. A beautiful woman with a huge heart. She is responsible for helping women achieve social and financial equality. She also works to uplift the poor and homeless. 
 
    Professor Langston…the Invisible Man…a well meaning doctor, who concocted a cocktail of chemicals that has forever altered his atomic structure such that he can turn invisible at will, though during emotional times of stress he can lose control of his visibility. 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone...a cantankerous policeman who has raving red hair, and a temper to match at times. Works with Holmes a lot, but prefers to work on his own. Distrusts some of the intuitive moments of Holmes, but in the long run will go with what he reveals as Holmes is more often right than wrong in his deductions. 
 
    Constable Evans...the long lost son of Inspector Bloodstone. Also red haired, like his father, but with no temper and a great personality. Everyone likes him. 
 
    Queen Mary of Scots...has never existed. Instead, this one is a derivation of Mary, who was beheaded and Victoria. Much more intelligent, progressive, but a leader in every sense of the word.  
 
    Magic...exists in this world of Sherlock as does science. Both are equally as relevant to the action and scenery of the stories.  
 
    Fairie...a land that exists in parallel to Sherlock's world and through which Lord Graystone (Lord of the Jungle) came through to become part of the Baker Street Brotherhood. 
 
    Fairie is richly endowed with magical creatures and monsters, Elves, fairies and other fun things, as well as endless realms of green Amazon like lands. Dragons. Which have played a part in several of my first stories and a few later ones. 
 
    Nicolas Tesla...a genius who has dedicated his life to upgrading the quality of life for everyone on the planet. Witty, charming and dangerous. 
 
    Harry Houdini...swarthy, suave, into magic in every way...physical and the real thing. 
 
    Professor Challenger...very tall, built like a bear, flaming red beard and hair. Quick to temper, but a kind man with a great mind. An adventurer beyond measure. 
 
    Captain Nemo...a reformed pirate with a mind that grasps mechanics that rivals Henry Ford and Nicolas Tesla. Is famous for his extremely powerful weapon of the sea…the Nautilus. 
 
    Jules Verne...a genius when it comes to theories and fiction, blonde, extremely friendly, caring and adventurous. Teams up often with H.G. Wells, a friend he grew up with. Designer of the Master of the World, which in another set of Victorian adventures he uses to fight an invasion from Mars. 
 
    H.G. Wells...a brilliant writer and navigator. Contributes to the flying device Master of the World and its ability to fly through space and time. Very British and a bit stuffy at times. 
 
    Alexander Dumas...a French friend of Jules in one of the worlds I've created for Jules to explore in unique adventures that do not include H.G. Wells. Huge man with a lust for adventure and fighting. 
 
    Henry Ford...still an arrogant man, but more willing to help others, and often times teams up with Tesla to do projects. Not prominent yet in my stories, but working on it.  
 
    Master of the World...a huge flying machine that resembles a cross between a dirigible and a submarine that travels utilizing String theory, with an engine that converts string energy into fuel that can thrust the ship between parallel worlds, as well as back and forth in time. Created by Jules Verne, but later on improved by H.G. Wells after their battle with the Martians detailed in my prior series starting with Invaders. 
 
    Lord Graystone...my version of Tarzan, but instead of being raised by apes, he was raised by a bull dragon. Highly educated and a loyal supporter of Queen Mary of Scots and husband of Lady Shareen. Sponsors numerous charities for the poor and unwanted. Champion of Fairie. 
 
    Hyde...Doctor Jekyll performs an experiment on himself that separates the evil portion of him into a unique entity. This entity is pure evil and also pure energy. It can possess anyone and once having done so, become that person. Cause them to do the unthinkable to achieve its evil plans. 
 
    Doctor Jekyll...a kind, young teacher who has made a horrible miscalculation and created an abomination of himself….Hyde! A creature that is pure evil. 
 
    Dracula...not the Bran Stoker version, but my own. Misunderstood, not eternal and drinking human blood when no other choice is possible.  
 
    Conan Doyle…the dead Sir Arthur Conan Doyle brought from our world to the alternate reality which he is reborn into, healthy and young once more. Also, an integral part of the great detective’s team at times. 
 
    Baker Street Brotherhood...a team of operatives who, upon occasion, help out Sherlock and Watson in their missions. Some of the more notable ones are Lord Graystone (Lord of the Jungle), Madame Curie, Dracula, Professor Langston (The Invisible Man), Professor Challenger (also a Conan Doyle character), Sir Arthur Conan Doyle himself (reborn from our world to the new one without losing awareness of himself), Lady Shareen (our equivalent of Indiana Jones), Jules Verne and H.G. Wells. 
 
    Obviously, there are many, many more, but these are the most frequently guested characters in my stories and novels. 
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 Author’s Note 
 
    If you want to keep abreast the latest news, follow me on my author site: www.bakerstreetuniverse.com 
 
    Connect with me on Twitter:  @johnpirillo 
 
    Friend me at my Facebook page: John Pirillo, Author. 
 
    Join my Baker Street Universe group to get things I don’t usually share with others, and to hash over the universe I’ve created with me and fellow authors and readers. I’ll be having very special giveaways, advance copies, and autographed work as well as other surprises to my friends who join me there. 
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 Request for Review 
 
    If you found some pleasure in reading my work, please take the time to leave a review for it. Authors can thrive or die for the lack of reviews.  
 
    Thanking you in advance for your kindness. 
 
    John 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Author's Note 
 
    I’ve always had a great love for mystery and adventure. Starting with Agatha Christie’s The Bat and ranging to Edgar Rice Burroughs Tarzan of the Apes and Jules Verne’s Journey to the Center of the Earth. 
 
    It was only a short step between those three writers to run into Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and his wonderful Professor Challenger adventures. 
 
    I first read Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's wonderful spread of detective stories when I was still a child. I didn't own books, so I read them at the public library, or at my school library. There was no Internet of Things, no Internet at all at the time. I was very into books as a child, always a loner of sorts. Even though I loved people, I was somehow always more in love with books. Call me bookworm then. Now bookworm writer. Maybe. 
 
    I went through the entire adult library in my hometown as a child, reading everything from fiction to non-fiction, science fiction to fantasy, and classic literature to modern. It didn't matter. It was words on paper. I loved the smell of books. Still do, even though I cater to electronic books at this time. 
 
    This is all a back-story of sorts to give you an idea of why my Sherlock Holmes while based somewhat on the canon of Doyle, are nevertheless much more than that. What would be the point of repeating what's already been done?  
 
    No, rather I saw this writing experience as an opportunity to allow my imagination to romp in his playground, but take elements from other famous authors and stories I've loved over the years. 
 
    Obviously, there are copyright issues when it comes to living authors, so even though I'd love to play in their yards too, that is forbidden territory. So I have contented myself to take my love of classic literature...Doyle, Verne, Wells, Dumas, Shakespeare and pour them into a mutual melting pot. Kind of a United States of Literature, so to speak. 
 
    Whereas the Sherlock Holmes of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle functions out of London, England in the Victorian period; mine exists in a parallel world where all the authors who have ever lived and all their characters are alive at the same time. 
 
    Therefore, if you see me including Houdini and Sherlock together, Challenger and Conan Doyle, it makes more sense if they were alive on that world and not this one.  
 
    As a person of with a strong scientific background...I wrote a treatise on reaching other dimensions (parallel worlds) as an 8th grader, which my Physics teacher was knocked out about...I believe quite strongly in an unlimited universe, where an infinite number of parallel ones/dimensions exist at the same time. 
 
    When I was in India I found that some there adhere to the belief that everything that man can do or imagine exists in a vast cosmic tapestry so that we do not so much physically exist, as mentally/spiritually move through that infinite tapestry, each choice we make...right or wrong...creating a branching point that we must follow, even though there were already an infinite number of other ones. Very close to the parallel world/alternate dimension approach that many scientists are now coming to accept as a reality. 
 
    When I was a kid the scientists barely believed in 4 dimensions...length, breadth, height and time. Now as an adult there is talk of at least 9 known dimensions.  
 
    But getting back to my stories, what makes them relevant and different is that I can populate them with any science, any character, any famous figure, writer, artist or whatever and they all fit! They fit because I created them. For fun. For pleasure. To be able to play on a field of dreams with no end in sight. 
 
    So as you read my stories, dear reader, keep in mind that the Tesla car in my story is not Elon Musk's electric car, but a vehicle invented by collaboration between Thomas Edison and Nicolas Tesla in my invented world. It runs not by electricity as we know it, but by a different energy discovered by Tesla. 
 
    In my world Sherlock Holmes is not the first one of the story, but one of several. Watson, likewise. Just as Spock was duplicated in the Star Trek series of movies to continue their worthy stories, so have I decided to include devices that will stimulate our imagination, take us to places we could never have gone before, and allow me to interject from time to time some of the wonderful insights I have been honored to receive as a maturing adult. So death exists in my creation, but it has many permutations and outcomes. All exciting and mysterious. 
 
    Following this is a description of major characters, as well as items used exclusively in my Baker Street adventures. 
 
   
  
 



Glossary of the Baker Street Universe 
 
    A list of players, places and things that take place in the Baker Street Universe created by this author as the playground for his fantasies...and hopefully your own as well. 
 
    Bollocks…A common word used by the British to indicate something was nonsense, trash. An expletive. 
 
    Drat, dratted…A swear word similar to damn to indicate frustration. 
 
    Tosh…Sheer nonsense and also an unkind reference to the upper class at that time. 
 
    Tesla Car...Device built by Ford in collaboration with Nicolas Tesla. Powered by a new form of energy unknown to our world yet. 
 
    Tesla devices...created by the team of Henry Ford, Thomas Edison and Nicolas Tesla. Anything from lamps to frigs, to cooking devices. You name it; they've probably invented it in my world. 
 
    Moriarity...one of many. Professor Moriarity lives on in many and various manifestations for the sake of conflict, as well as invention and discourse. Where would a great detective be without a great villain to oppose him? While I don't feature Moriarity all the time, be warned he lurks behind the scenes! A lot! 
 
    Sherlock Holmes...Young man in his early twenties, comes from a humble home and a good upbringing. Precocious with a perfect memory. Not the cold fish of the Doyle series. Much kinder and humorous. Still with many of the same characteristics, but softened with a gentler personality, without losing the edges that give him an engaging purpose and deductions that are truly amazing at times. 
 
    Watson, Doctor John...hero of the China Wars. Lost first love in China. Now in love with Mrs. Hudson. Loves Holmes like a brother. Doctor. Never without his black bag in which he carries his medical supplies and forensics tools that he and Sherlock often use in their investigations. Stocky with a bit of a stomach because of his love of scones, which I constantly use as a play of humor about the man. 
 
    Mrs. Hudson...not just a landlady anymore, but an integral part of the detective team...supplying support, as well as emotional and sometimes physical support.  The glue that binds Watson and Holmes together. Again, in her twenties like Watson and Holmes. Lovely, but not beautiful, except of spirit. Kind and resourceful. Very shrewd and intelligent. 
 
    Lady Shareen…Lord Graystone’s companion. A beautiful woman with a huge heart. She is responsible for helping women achieve social and financial equality. She also works to uplift the poor and homeless. 
 
    Professor Langston…the Invisible Man…a well meaning doctor, who concocted a cocktail of chemicals that has forever altered his atomic structure such that he can turn invisible at will, though during emotional times of stress he can lose control of his visibility. 
 
    Inspector Bloodstone...a cantankerous policeman who has raving red hair, and a temper to match at times. Works with Holmes a lot, but prefers to work on his own. Distrusts some of the intuitive moments of Holmes, but in the long run will go with what he reveals as Holmes is more often right than wrong in his deductions. 
 
    Constable Evans...the long lost son of Inspector Bloodstone. Also red haired, like his father, but with no temper and a great personality. Everyone likes him. 
 
    Queen Mary of Scots...has never existed. Instead, this one is a derivation of Mary, who was beheaded and Victoria. Much more intelligent, progressive, but a leader in every sense of the word.  
 
    Magic...exists in this world of Sherlock as does science. Both are equally as relevant to the action and scenery of the stories.  
 
    Fairie...a land that exists in parallel to Sherlock's world and through which Lord Graystone (Lord of the Jungle) came through to become part of the Baker Street Brotherhood. 
 
    Fairie is richly endowed with magical creatures and monsters, Elves, fairies and other fun things, as well as endless realms of green Amazon like lands. Dragons. Which have played a part in several of my first stories and a few later ones. 
 
    Nicolas Tesla...a genius who has dedicated his life to upgrading the quality of life for everyone on the planet. Witty, charming and dangerous. 
 
    Harry Houdini...swarthy, suave, into magic in every way...physical and the real thing. 
 
    Professor Challenger...very tall, built like a bear, flaming red beard and hair. Quick to temper, but a kind man with a great mind. An adventurer beyond measure. 
 
    Captain Nemo...a reformed pirate with a mind that grasps mechanics that rivals Henry Ford and Nicolas Tesla. Is famous for his extremely powerful weapon of the sea…the Nautilus. 
 
    Jules Verne...a genius when it comes to theories and fiction, blonde, extremely friendly, caring and adventurous. Teams up often with H.G. Wells, a friend he grew up with. Designer of the Master of the World, which in another set of Victorian adventures he uses to fight an invasion from Mars. 
 
    H.G. Wells...a brilliant writer and navigator. Contributes to the flying device Master of the World and its ability to fly through space and time. Very British and a bit stuffy at times. 
 
    Alexander Dumas...a French friend of Jules in one of the worlds I've created for Jules to explore in unique adventures that do not include H.G. Wells. Huge man with a lust for adventure and fighting. 
 
    Henry Ford...still an arrogant man, but more willing to help others, and often times teams up with Tesla to do projects. Not prominent yet in my stories, but working on it.  
 
    Master of the World...a huge flying machine that resembles a cross between a dirigible and a submarine that travels utilizing String theory, with an engine that converts string energy into fuel that can thrust the ship between parallel worlds, as well as back and forth in time. Created by Jules Verne, but later on improved by H.G. Wells after their battle with the Martians detailed in my prior series starting with Invaders. 
 
    Lord Graystone...my version of Tarzan, but instead of being raised by apes, he was raised by a bull dragon. Highly educated and a loyal supporter of Queen Mary of Scots and husband of Lady Shareen. Sponsors numerous charities for the poor and unwanted. Champion of Fairie. 
 
    Hyde...Doctor Jekyll performs an experiment on himself that separates the evil portion of him into a unique entity. This entity is pure evil and also pure energy. It can possess anyone and once having done so, become that person. Cause them to do the unthinkable to achieve its evil plans. 
 
    Doctor Jekyll...a kind, young teacher who has made a horrible miscalculation and created an abomination of himself….Hyde! A creature that is pure evil. 
 
    Dracula...not the Bran Stoker version, but my own. Misunderstood, not eternal and drinking human blood when no other choice is possible.  
 
    Conan Doyle…the dead Sir Arthur Conan Doyle brought from our world to the alternate reality which he is reborn into, healthy and young once more. Also, an integral part of the great detective’s team at times. 
 
    Baker Street Brotherhood...a team of operatives who, upon occasion, help out Sherlock and Watson in their missions. Some of the more notable ones are Lord Graystone (Lord of the Jungle), Madame Curie, Dracula, Professor Langston (The Invisible Man), Professor Challenger (also a Conan Doyle character), Sir Arthur Conan Doyle himself (reborn from our world to the new one without losing awareness of himself), Lady Shareen (our equivalent of Indiana Jones), Jules Verne and H.G. Wells. 
 
    Obviously, there are many, many more, but these are the most frequently guested characters in my stories and novels. 
 
   
  
 



Request for Review 
 
    If you found some pleasure in reading my work, please take the time to leave a review for it. Authors can thrive or die for the lack of reviews.  
 
    Thanking you in advance for your kindness. 
 
    John 
 
   


  
 

 Author’s Note 
 
    If you want to keep abreast the latest news, follow me on my author site: www.bakerstreetuniverse.com 
 
    Connect with me on Twitter:  @johnpirillo 
 
    Friend me at my Facebook page: John Pirillo, Author. 
 
    Join my Baker Street Universe group to get things I don’t usually share with others, and to hash over the universe I’ve created with me and fellow authors and readers. I’ll be having very special giveaways, advance copies, and autographed work as well as other surprises to my friends who join me there. 
 
    The Baker Street Universe Facebook group page is: a place to interact with me on a frequent basis. 
 
    My artwork is available at: https://john-pirillo.pixels.com/ 
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