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        This book

        
            A secret child, a stolen pistol, and the shadow of the swastika.

        

        
             

In the tense summer of 1939, Mycroft Holmes is drawn into a tangled web of love, espionage, and destiny when two women—Eva Braun and Unity Mitford—seek his help in matters of the heart with Adolf Hitler. What begins as a diplomatic reconnaissance becomes a darkly intimate journey into the private lives of those shaping history. As Europe teeters on the brink of war, Holmes must navigate secrets that could alter nations, dynasties, and the fate of an unborn child with a shocking legacy.

        

    


    
        

        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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And yet my brother has said of me that my specialism is omniscience.

In this most public and mysterious affair I set down now – far too grave to entrust to any amanuensis – I am far from certain that this is an accurate description of me as the tide of events took me far from my normal areas of expertise.

It was on the evening of the 21st of August 1939 that the bellhop of the Diogenes club came to me at my normal station in the club library with a note which said, “There is a young lady waiting for you at reception.” As we walked to the reception he murmured, “I think she’s German, Mr Holmes. I couldn’t make out a name and she speaks no English. She’s waiting for you in the Stranger’s Room.”

My visitor was about five foot four, slim, blond, and in her late twenties. I suspect a mind focused on matters lowlier than statecraft might have applied the word “pretty” to her. My readers will note I do not use the word “client” to refer to her as someone who seeks me out for help is likely to have a matter of far greater moment than the trivial matters of the police court my brother’s clients brought before him.

Young Sherlock was capable of quoting Goethe in the original to Dr Watson. I would categorise my brother’s German as no better than mine so the lack of English of the person I was about to see posed no problem and the discussions that followed were conducted in her native tongue.

Under her arm was a bulky volume which, rather to my disappointment, I saw to be the complete works of Dr Watson about my brother.

The fear rose in my mind that I was going to be asked for an autograph but in the event she introduced herself as Fräulein Eva Braun and started to speak.

“I went to Baker Street,” she began, “and there I said the name “Herr Holmes” to Frau Hudson. Your brother’s landlady got this book down from the shelf and a map of England. She pointed to the name Sherlock Holmes and pointed at the map to somewhere far to the south of London. She then pointed to your name and to this address from Der griechische Dolmetscher” – it took me a second to remember that a Dolmetscher is the German word for an interpreter and that it was The Greek Interpreter that my visitor was talking about. “I take it that you are Herr Mycroft Holmes. The taxi driver found the Diogenes easily when I asked him and here I am.”

I nodded and the thought passed through my head that if Mrs Hudson was able to show someone with whom she shared no common language where I might be found, this might not be the last visitor I got.

I looked at her again. What could this woman be seeking from a man already in his tenth decade?

“I am the girl-friend of the Führer,” she said.

By 1939 it was, of course, impossible not to know to whom Fräulein Braun was referring with the word the Führer although that the German leader had an amatory companion was news to me. I have been a life-long bachelor and have speculated that having such an amatory companion might obtrude on my judgement of human affairs which is why I have never indulged in such a thing myself.

I put aside these thoughts to concentrate on Fräulein Braun.

“I understand, Mr Holmes, that you are even cleverer than your brother Sherlock,” said she, a slightly coquettish smile on her face.

I am not sure whether this remark was meant to win my sympathy but confined myself to opining, “One must treat everything that appears in the somewhat meretricious works of Dr Watson with a degree of scepticism.”

“I am at my wit’s end, Herr Holmes, and that is why I am come to London. The Führer has taken up with another woman.”

There are many across whose face a slightly salacious smile might have spread as they learned of this thus unknown side of the German leader, but I flatter myself that I remained expressionless.

“I am not allowed to be photographed with him,” she continued, a note of complaint coming into her voice. “When I am in government buildings I am not permitted into the public areas. No one knows who I am or what my status is. The Führer makes no public display of affection towards me. He will not even acknowledge my existence.”
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