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This book


On a particularly cold and foggy Halloween, Doctor Watson is shaken to the core by the spectral sight of a women, long thought dead, hurrying anxiously along the murky thoroughfare of Baker Street!
On a particularly cold and foggy Halloween, Doctor Watson is shaken to the core by the spectral sight of a women, long thought dead, hurrying anxiously along the murky thoroughfare of Baker Street!
Holmes and Watson immediately give chase, but the tale of this woman in white is not what either of them had expected. There are more secrets in heaven and hell…
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Chapter One

There had been little doubt in the minds of anyone who had
actually lived through and survived it, that the late October of
1897 had been the coldest and most severe in living memory.

Throughout the entire fortnight, which had led up to the night
of Halloween, the temperature had barely struggled to rise above
freezing and it had left everybody living in dread of the sinking
of the sun: for it was then that the thermometer really
plunged!

On the night of the thirty first of that unholy month, Sherlock
Holmes and I were besieged within our sitting room, by the
necessity of staying warm and also by the scarcity of worthwhile
clients.

Admittedly, our visitors chair had been in almost constant use
throughout that time, but Holmes and I had both agreed that neither
the affair of The Avaricious Philatelist nor that of The Outraged
Wife were worthy of his talents nor of inclusion in my ever
expanding chronicles. Inevitably, the constant redundancy, to which
Holmes’ remarkable faculties had been subjected, led to an ever
increasing frustration within him and his finely tuned nervous
system was being stretched to its very limits!

Holmes had spent much of the day scouring the agony columns
within all of the important newspapers and then angrily condemning
each one onto our life preserving fire. My protests at his flagrant
abuse of potentially worthwhile reading matter fell upon deaf ears
and he then turned his attention to the deserted street
outside.

Each evening’s severe frost had been accompanied by an
impenetrable dark grey fog that seemed to absorb the ever
decreasing temperature. Consequently, only the hardiest of
individuals would dare to venture outside on such a God forsaken
night, or perhaps those set upon a mission of the most dire and
vital consequence!

“As you know, Watson, I do not hold any truck with the
superstitions and rituals that seem to accompany the eve of All
Hallows day. However, if there were to be a night when the spirits
might arise from their graves and when the Devil’s minions could be
drawn to dance merry upon the realms of mortal men, then this
surely would be the one!”

“Really Holmes, I must confess that I am most surprised to hear
you, of all people, give voice to such sentiments. In my account of
The Sussex Vampire, I recall you using the phrase, ‘ghosts need not
apply’; when you dismissed the notion of a real vampire, completely
out of hand. Surely a mere meteorological phenomenon such as this
could not be enough to stimulate the imagination of the world’s
most renowned logistician?” I jovially declared.

Holmes waved me to [...]
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