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This book


A mystery solved in the ruins of Vienna in the bitter winter of 1945/6.

It is March 1938 and  a print worker petitions Holmes about the disappearance of a fellow worker at the Daily Mail newspaper. 

Holmes investigates and interviews the newspaper’s proprietor, Viscount Rothermere, and Joachim von Ribbentrop, the German ambassador to London. 

Diplomatic immunity and the weakness of the British government prevent any further action being taken in 1938, and the mystery is only finally solved in the ruins of Vienna in the bitter winter of 1945/6.







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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After the death of my second wife in 1937, I moved down to Sussex to share once more living quarters with Sherlock Holmes. My friend and I were by now both in our early eighties and the cliff-top village on the South Downs was sleepy in the extreme. I therefore expected no repeat of the adventures that had been such a feature of our lives in the 1880s and 1890s.

Holmes’s cottage was small but comfortably furnished. His house-keeper was Mrs Turner, the married name of the daughter of Mrs Hudson. She had bought her own cottage in the village and came to us early in the morning to make breakfast and tidy. Otherwise, Holmes and I led the solitary bachelor existence that Holmes had always craved, but from which I had been happy to escape at the time of my two marriages, first in 1888 and then in 1907.

As my reader may imagine, some of the routines which had formed such a part of our lives in Baker Street found their own forms, mutata mutandis, in Sussex.

Holmes would spend most of his days in his preferred activity of apiculture. When there was some lull in these activities, we would ramble through the Downs and cliff country where Holmes’s observations about nature were as acute as those he had made about London life nearly half a century earlier.

Of an evening, we would smoke a pipe together and talk of many things but, inevitably in the late 1930s, political developments were a frequent topic of conversation. During his long career as the world’s only consulting detective, Holmes had conducted investigations in which he had assisted a prime minister and two foreign secretaries. The insights that this had given him meant that our discussions ranged further than they had when we had first met in the closing years of the previous century, at which time his knowledge of politics had been almost non-existent. My reader will also be aware of our investigation of 1930 in Berlin into the fatal assault on Horst Wessel, leader of one of the city’s battalions of storm-troopers, and of the abortive commission to find discreditable material about Hitler in the winter of 1932/1933. Our involvement in these two cases informed our discussions as we watched with mounting horror the gathering of storm clouds over Europe.

The case that follows had as its inception a matter that was at first sight serious but mundane. Certainly, it gave no indication as it opened that it was a minor but significant cog in the great machine driving world events. One morning in early March 1938, just as breakfast had been cleared away, there was a knock at the door and a gaunt, mousy-haired young man stood before us.

“You may call me Mr McGregor,” he said in a voice with a tremor of nervousness. “I have a most peculiar matter that I want to raise with you.”

“A case is always welcome, even in my retirement,” said Holmes, lighting his pipe, “although I would have thought that your work at the hot metal press would have precluded you from coming to consult during the working week.”

“Mr Holmes,” said our pallid visitor, “this is better than anything Dr Watson has written about you! How do you know that I work in the print trade?”

“My good Mr McGregor! I see before me a man who comes with bluish black edging to his gums and with fingertips stained from long contact with printer’s ink. He could have come from no other background. You are in contact with lead for the typeface and ink for the press every working day.”

“What you say is true, sir,” said McGregor. “My work is at the Daily Mail and I spend all day at the foundry making letters and then testing their reproduction at the press. We form the letters in all manner of different fonts using an alloy with a high lead content, so the bodies of all of us who work there bear the signs of it.”

“And what brings you here to consult?”

“Most of my work is to create letters for the newspapers, as each metal font will only last for a few issues before its surface becomes worn down. As a side-line, we also make fonts to order. These are fonts a commercial company may order so that they have a particular shape that cannot be used by anyone else. We also receive occasional requests to reproduce a specific font for a document. It happens mostly when an old document with sentimental value is damaged or destroyed and the owner wants to create an exact replica.”

“You make yourself very plain.”

“I have a colleague called Jeremy Fisher who works at the same work-bench as I do. Last week, the proprietor, Viscount Rothermere, came to the shop floor in the company of another gentleman. It is a rare occurrence indeed for the proprietor to be seen on the shop floor. He went over to Fisher and I heard him say he had an unusual commission, before the three started to speak in tones that were hushed so I could no longer overhear.”
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