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        This book

        
            When a king chooses love over duty, only Mycroft Holmes can save the throne.

        

        
            In the tense winter of 1936, with the British monarchy facing its gravest crisis in centuries, the government turns once more to Mycroft Holmes. King Edward VIII is determined to marry Wallis Simpson, a twice-divorced American, risking the unity of the Empire and the Church. Mycroft must navigate a labyrinth of royal secrecy, blackmail, and delicate statecraft to prevent a scandal that could shatter the Crown. From the drawing rooms of Windsor to the archives of the Royal Physician, he orchestrates a dangerous game where the fate of a king—and the future of a nation—hangs in the balance.

        

    


    
        

        The Author


        
            London businessman, Orlando Pearson is the creator of The Redacted Sherlock Holmes series, which buries forever the idea that Sherlock Holmes might not have been a historical person.

Do you want to see Sherlock Holmes come to the rescue of Queen Victoria, arrange the borders of post-war Europe, clear Macbeth of murder, unravel King Oedipus’s complexities, or provide advice to the Almighty? Then you will find all this and more in the seven collections of short stories, two novels, and the six plays in the series.

When not communing with the spirits of 221b, Orlando enjoys sport, music, and browsing price comparison websites.

He has written Sherlock Holmes stories on all these topics.
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        The Royal Bachelor – Part 1 by Mycroft Holmes

Perhaps the strange thing is that the Royals are not odder. And that some are not odd at all.

It is the fate of most people to have odd ancestors but the effect of them is mitigated by miscegenation with people whose ancestors had different oddities. Royal families, by contrast, only marry each other, and so the chances of oddities being accentuated are greatly increased.

Let us consider the ancestry of Queen’s Victoria’s eldest son who was to become Edward VII.

The behaviour of Victoria’s paternal grandfather, George III, was so erratic, that he had to be the subject of physical restraint, and a regent appointed in his place. Edward VII’s father was Prince Albert, whose maternal grandfather, Augustus, Duke of Saxe-Gotha-Altenburg, wore women’s clothes at court, dyed his hair a different colour each day, and insisted courtiers called him Emilie.

And Victoria and Albert, Edward VII’s parents, were first cousins.

It is perhaps no wonder that their eldest son frolicked from scandal to scandal, and that his eldest son, Albert Victor, did the same. Both were habitués of places of ill repute and engaged in behaviour of a decadence redolent of the worst excesses of Imperial Rome. It was only his early death from influenza that prevented Albert Victor becoming king after Edward VII.

And yet, as though stability in the royal house were the will of fate, the next in line after Albert Victor was the notably austere George, the second of Edward VII’s six children by his wife, Queen Alexandra of Denmark. George V ascended the throne in 1910 and in his turn, George V had six children. King George V’s death occurred in January 1936 after a reign spanning a quarter of a century. He had been in poor health for several years and had been thought to be on his way out of this life on a number of previous occasions before unexpectedly rallying. I have never understood the popular fascination in the lives of our royals and, although I fulfilled my invitation to Westminster Abbey for the funeral, the event was of little moment to me. He was succeeded on the throne by his eldest son who adopted the name Edward on his ascent to the throne and was due to be crowned Edward VIII in 1937.

The matter that follows saw me called back to the service of my country at the age of eighty-eight. My reader should be aware that I am seven years older than my brother Sherlock and so was already seventy-one when the Great War came to its end. Unlike my brother who had betaken himself to the Sussex coast long before that conflagration began, I remained in London dividing my time between my quarters in Pall Mall and the Diogenes Club. So it was that on the morning of the 15th of November of 1936 that I stood at the window of my quarters and surveyed the passers-by. The demeanour of one figure on the other side of the road caught my eye. Dressed in military uniform, he stood on the pavement in a paroxysm of uncertainty as he peeped up in a nervous, hesitating fashion at my windows while his body oscillated backward and forward, and his fingers fidgeted nervously at his glove buttons. Suddenly, with a plunge, as of the swimmer who leaves the bank, he hurried across the road, weaving an unsteady way through the speeding traffic. Seconds later came the sharp clang of the bell.

As my brother has commented, standing wracked with prevarication upon the pavement always means some affaire de cœur. My petitioner wanted to have some advice, but was not sure if the matter was not perhaps too delicate for communication. When he entered, the moustachioed forty-year-old stood for a while as though unsure of what to do next. Several times he opened his mouth to speak and then stopped as though what he had to say required too much of him. Unlike my brother, Sherlock, I have neither a fellow dweller in my lodgings nor any expectation of petitioners, so my sitting room only sits one. In the end I let my visitor sit in my seat and I took my station at the window facing into the room.

It was only after Hardinge had lit his pipe and taken several soothing gulps from it that he was able to give any further expression to his thoughts and, even then, what I set out below reflects a delivery interrupted by long pauses.

“It’s like this. Our monarch and my master, Edward VIII, has been King since January of this year. Before he ascended the throne, he consorted with a string of women who were married to someone else – much like his grandfather did – but this was of no great significance as there seemed no good reason why he should be the first Prince of Wales not to have a mistress. But as King, he is expected to marry someone of royal blood and to provide this country with an heir.”
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