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        Sherlock Holmes and the Council of Seven

        by John Paul Medhurst

      

      

      Nikola Tesla said to think of the Universe in terms of energy, frequency and vibration, and with mankind standing at the dawn of a Type 2 civilization, the Master of Deduction is tempted into the case of his life; one that will pit his wits against the enigmatic Dorian, a celestial messenger bursting with equal amounts of good and evil and will uncover our secret history and lift the lid on the unforgivable crimes of the elite.

      The human race is about to be wiped out in a game that has no right or wrong answers, only choices made and the bodies are starting to pile up. This time, however, deduction won't be enough, and Sherlock realizes that going deep inside his soul is really the only way out.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          FOLIE A TROIS

        

      

    

    
      I miss Doctor Watson. I do. I miss him terribly. Silly sod. I would never have told him to his face, of course, I would never have told anybody that. As a rule, when it comes to people, I still prefer their space to their company. I view them in much the same way as I see the English weather. I don't mind the rain, the cold or the wind, I can tolerate them, but not all at the same time. I hate rudeness, laziness and selfishness and I find most lazy people are selfish and most selfish people are rude and more of them are turning out to be all three; the next generation of Brits will be born with fog lamps and flippers, and I can't deal with society anymore.

      So, I have retired. I haven't retired from life as such, just from confusion. I have discovered that the human body, much like the planet we populate, is designed to keep going, to replenish and repair itself and that only through the constant onslaught we put our bodies under, are our lifespans considerably shortened.

      The reader will become aware that I am undergoing an etheric, alchemical process, a crystallization of the elements in me, a purification and regeneration of my mind and body and for this I need to gather materials from pure sources only.

      I have given up the more unreasonable of my vices, though I still like to mingle with the upper reaches of the lowerarchy and general beggary from time to time, but spiritual nutrition can only be found away from the scream of London and in order to complete the transmutation of my cells, they need peace. So, I brought them here to Cornwall, at once my sanctum and my oubliette, and as I take breakfast at the bottom of the garden and gaze out over the bay, I am reminded of the uncommon minds who also came to these shores to convalesce. Charles Dickens, Victor Hugo, Agatha Christie, John Le Carre and Daphne du Maurier all chose to recharge their batteries on the coast. They also came here to write.

      Now I'm no scribe, but Dr. Watson has left me with little choice, and it would be a travesty if the events of our last case (the details of which, just like the streets of London, are carved into my very marrow) were left to disintegrate in a filing cabinet in Marylebone, such was the jeweled multiplicity of it. I have often wondered if I could write and which writer I would be like. I imagine my scribblings to be a blend of Bukowski and Dickens; bitey, pragmatic prose with a touch of Victorian swazz, and if Dr. Watson was here now, I would throw my arms around him, I would hold him by the shoulders, look him straight in the eye, and I would tell him from the bottom of my heart, that I loved him and I missed him. And I would, I really would. If I knew where he was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          MOCK THE WEAK

        

      

    

    
      It was perfectly understandable for Dr. Watson to feel aggrieved, when I mentioned to him that the Greek philosopher, Plutarch, had once stated, that somebody who lived with a lame man, would eventually start to limp. Though we no longer reside under the same roof and the quote is not at all to be taken literally, I did gain some traction in the discussion with the fact that there was A) No smoke without fire and B) With every example in the universe at his disposal, that he should indeed choose that one and for my sake, if not for his own, that if he wasn’t going to seek medical advice, then he should at least take up a hobby that would aid in the rehabilitation of his injured leg. Having never seen any physical evidence of said injury, nor any medical papers to support the claim, and given the dictum that all embarrassment turns to anger, I gave up trying and casually assumed that the case was wholly psychosomatic and that Dr. Watson had actually dreamed his limp into existence.

      The hobby I had in mind was something slow and sedate, like walking football or ballroom dancing, so my mind was suitably blown when he arrived at my flat one morning with the disturbing news that he had signed up with a local club to go rock climbing. Initially I was horrified by this revelation, so much so that I followed him to Wales, convinced as I now was that Dr. Watson had called my bluff and had every intention of climbing up a mountain with only one working leg. It was, however, to my utter joy and relief that, as I watched from behind a rock, the instructor climbed one meter up the cliff face and then struck out left, marking the hand and footholds in yellow chalk, all at the same height, right to the end for the students to follow.

      I snuck home without being spotted and was ready to be impressed after dinner, when Dr. Watson regaled me with heroic tales of how he was nearly blown to his death from the highest peak in Snowdonia. I wondered how close his story of being a mountaineer was to the stories he told of being a soldier, but I guessed the subject was too sensitive to broach and said nothing. I did, however, mention to him that for beginners to take such risks was at the very least negligent and that I would be getting in touch with the club secretary to make my feelings known. This prompted the doctor into a blustery admission, that maybe he had embellished the story somewhat and that he wasn’t really that far from the ground at all. Like the friend I am, I had noticed his discomfort and provided him with an escape route, which he gleefully took. I congratulated him on his new hobby and remarked that with plenty of practice and dedication, maybe he could be the first person in history to walk round Everest.

      As if to highlight his remarkable progress after just one lesson, the signature knock and scrape of Dr. Watson’s feet on my staircase this morning, was a touch lighter and a touch faster than usual. It unnerved me slightly, as I had been up all night sleeping and wasn’t ready for him. I looked like I had been pulled backwards out of a pipe and my eyeballs felt like they had been dipped in vinegar. I tried to look as fresh-faced and rested as was possible when the doctor burst through the door all mister-Monday morning. He stood, laptop bag on his shoulder, a raft of newspapers under one arm and his coffee in the other hand. His face fell in disappointment, as he took in the sight of my crumpled frame, still in my dressing gown with a crossbow resting on my lap. It was no use hiding anything from him, he knew me better than Mycroft knew me, hell he knew me better than my parents did. I felt like I’d let him down, but I wasn’t about to show it. The doctor set his laptop down, sat himself at the table and opened up the first of the broadsheets he had brought with him. He slurped his coffee and squinted over at me.

      “You don’t look yourself this morning, Holmes,” he said.

      “So why are you telling me?”

      He breathed a heavy sigh, shook his paper and went back to reading and slurping. There were four or five topics of conversation I wanted to avoid at all costs this morning, but one glance at Dr. Watson and I knew that they were the only topics on his mind and he was just biding his time. I felt trapped in my own flat, maybe we should start meeting elsewhere. Maybe he should work from his own apartment. Maybe I was overthinking it and he wasn’t sitting there wondering which sensitive subject he could hit me with first whilst pretending to take in the day’s events. He breathed in, as if to say something, didn’t and just exhaled. It would come with the next breath for sure. He turned the page, shook the sheets and cleared his throat.

      “Middle of a pandemic…Boris Johnson has got his girlfriend pregnant and now he’s gone on holiday.” “What’s the point?”

      “Of getting his girlfriend pregnant?”

      “Of either. No point in him going on holiday since it’ll take two weeks for him to go white. I mean look at him. He looks like he needs a blood transfusion.

      “And the pregnancy?”

      “You know, Watson, it blows my mind that they allow just anyone to have kids. He’s quite clearly a product of weak sperm and now he’s allowed to run riot with his watery offering, diluting the gene pool and causing the human race quite irreparable damage. The bumbling toff routine was cute for five minutes. I am afraid, my friend, that the age of the leader is over. We are encouraging the breeding of weak people. We are in the third and final stage of empire, a hedonistic smash and grab, where the rich have created an alternative universe for us to play in while they steal what’s left of the other. There is no distance between the left and right anymore. Anybody a smidgen to the right of Stalin is Hitler…blows my bloody head off.”

      Watson stared at me, but let me finish before he added,

      “When are you going to…?”

      “I’m not going to have a fucking jab,” I shouted. I jumped out of my chair, hung the crossbow back on the wall and started to get changed.

      Dr. Watson stared at me in total surprise. He shook his damn paper again.

      “Bit jumpy this morning, Holmes,” he said.  “I wasn’t going to ask you about that. You don’t have to go anywhere for your jab. I have ordered it from Harley Street, so I’ll give you your vaccine. What I was going to ask you is when you are going to meet Grace.”

      I chastised myself for biting his head off, took a deep breath and started to make some tea.

      In return for brow-beating Watson into taking up a hobby, I had foolishly agreed to get some help myself in the form of a lifestyle guru. Now in a strong field, there are two professions I trust less than all others, those being politicians and faith healers and I’d been hit with both subjects at the same time. The former I deal with on an almost daily basis and though I must play the game, I find that they have neither the life or work experience, nor the intelligence to make one single decision on my behalf. Of course, they promise the earth in their initial manifesto, but the second they set up in London with their expense account, their late bar and their flat in Dolphin Square, everything changes. As nowhere in the country is more than two hours from London, ideally all politicians should spend their first year in office, from the place they represent. Governments should be made up of scientists, engineers, doctors, farmers, bakers, nurses and such, not these simpering, over-protected and under-developed public schoolboys.

      Case in point, is this bloody pandemic. Now I find, that when something like this is announced, one would be much closer to the truth if you looked immediately in the opposite direction….so that’s what I did. When Covid broke, I made a quick scan of what else was going on in the world. Lo and behold we had the annual military games, being held this year in Wuhan, China. I looked at the medal table expecting the USA to sweep the board. they had won a few, but only a fraction of China’s haul. What about the United Kingdom? Zero. Wait, what? Look again. UK, zero. Guess why. Because we didn’t attend.

      A new commercial passenger route had opened from Wuhan to Milan, as China was providing the cheap labor to Italy’s fashion industry. So that was where and how, but who? My research led me to a pharmaceutical company in New Jersey, that at one time was the supplier of three out of every five products on a chemist’s shelves. Right now, however, they are involved in the manufacturing of one thing and one thing only, male fertility drugs. Alarm bells ringing yet? They might start with the knowledge that this company hailed from a small town in California called Corona. This took me about half an hour to unravel and by teatime I was getting my knuckles rapped by my big brother.

      Faith healers, along with shamans, spirit guides and the laughable goddesses are barking up the right tree and do mean well, but there is something important missing from their repertoire I feel.

      About twenty years ago, I found that I could do a neat little trick with what I thought to be my diaphragm. At will, I found I was able to create a feeling in my stomach, that was akin to going over a bridge in a car. I could hold this feeling as a long pulse and when I let it go, a powerful surge would course through me. It was a feeling that emanated from the base of my spine and would run down my arms and legs, up my chest and neck and out of my throat. It was a beautiful feeling that made me feel focused, relaxed, very warm and so full of love and I had taken enough good MDMA back in the nineties to recognize it as the exact same feeling. Worried that I was borrowing against future serotonin and creating an imbalance in body that would make me miserable for years to come, I wrote to a couple of neuroscientists for their take on the matter.

      They advised me that I was probably bypassing my vagus nerve and gaining access to pleasure cells, but not to worry, as my body would strike its own balance. Wanting to know more, I contacted a few eminent yogis who told me that I was moving Prana, or life-force energy around my body at will, that I was indeed in possession of a great gift and I should treat it with great reverence and care. I learned much later that within this phenomenon, lay the ancient secret of the human body’s ability to repair itself, which in turn makes me wonder what is happening with all the energy work that these healers have for sale? And if they aren’t talking about this surge, this pulse and this exact feeling, what exactly are they talking about?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          AMAZING GRACE?

        

      

    

    
      I admit that there are some areas of my life in which I do need help. The more unreasonable of my habits were relinquished without much fanfare. The Class As have gone, along with the lifestyle that goes with them, no heroin, no needles, no crack and nothing up my nose. Tobacco has gone too, though I have started to explore the delights of marijuana, taken in the form of my new Vape, an elegant contraption engineered by an Italian friend in Angel. My capacity for aggression has been somewhat reduced, largely due to the horrible revelation that being punched in the face hurts far more than I thought it did. I had no idea that fighting was so painful. Rendered senseless by an assortment of opiates, fights were great fun and were treated much like a game of chess. Not anymore.

      My alcohol consumption was also addressed in this shakeup, though the snob in me took longer to let red wine go than I thought it would and was as distressing to give up as the tobacco and when I get to it the coffee, which though I still drink, I drag back out of my body by taking magnesium. Eating fresh tamarind carries the excess fluoride in my body away and I filter all water without exception.

      Mrs. Hudson was quite sad when she learned that she would longer be required to provide a roast dinner every Sunday, as I have given up eating things with four legs. This is more in response to my not being able to vouch for the provenance, feed, transport, and treatment of these creatures, so I am down to chicken and fish, which I love anyway and can catch myself should the need arise. All these little things have been given up without ceremony. If I ever feel myself falling, again I call on the masters and between Seneca, Marcus Aurelius and myself, I’m quite confident we can get me on the straight and narrow. To date I have fallen once, though it was under extreme circumstances.

      A year ago, Irene Adler, my only love, passed away and though I tried to remain stoic, eventually the strings were cut and my pendulum just swung. For this smaller stuff though, I find no reason to be congratulated and applauded for any of it, like some misguided explorer. I have simply given up things that I shouldn’t have been doing in the first place and by doing so, have really only become the hero in a crisis of my own making, a bit like Shackleton.

      So, when I reluctantly agreed to take on a lifestyle guru, my acceptance came with a strict caveat, that she (and it must be a girl) must not, under any circumstances, be attractive to me. There’s a saying among the hospitality sector in Spain, that warns against sexual relations in the workplace… “Non pongas la polla, donde comes la olla,” which loosely translates as “Don’t stir your own soup with your dick.” We have the same phrase in English. “Don’t screw the crew.” An extreme example of this philosophy would be a friend of mine, who runs a porn empire in Denmark and steadfastly refuses to hire anybody remotely attractive, as a person with an armful of dildos and butt plugs is less likely to approach the counter if there is somebody attractive stood behind it.

      Having seen this philosophy in action, I adopted it without further ado.

      Happily, Grace had ruled herself out as potential girlfriend material before I had even set eyes on the girl. I had had two exchanges with her, one phone call and one text, in which she had sent me a suggested meal plan and a fitness calendar that hilariously included yoga.

      During our phone call, and with great trepidation, I had asked her at which point in her life she had discovered that she had the ability to heal people. Her answer contained only five words but were the five words that ground my gears like no others. To make matters worse, she delivered them in that crackly, affected, can’t-be-arsed, SoCal, valley girl drawl.

      She said, “So I like totally manifested.”

      I stared at my phone in utter disbelief, thinking for all the world that she had been sent by Mycroft. I hung up the call immediately. Let me explain.

      The word “So” isn’t offensive in the slightest, unless used as the first word at the start of an answer. This started a few years back with scientists, who were being interviewed on the news. The word “I” at the start of any sentence screams “me me me” and should be used much less. Here though it isn’t the first word, though having rendered the word “so” redundant already, becomes so and there it stands. “Like” again is a very good word and important when comparing things or expressing one’s fondness for something. Under no circumstance is it to be used to approximate a time to meet. “What time shall we book the table for?”

      “Like six.”

      “Seven? Five? Six isn’t like six. Six is fucking six.”

      The word “totally” is self-explanatory and goes together with its nauseating twin, “literally.” And we arrive at the most over-used and least understood of all words that have ever existed…. “Manifested!”

      Maybe I had gone too far with my expectations of her. I had also admonished myself for not thinking for even one second that she might not even be attracted to me. It made me laugh. Why the hell would she be even remotely interested in me? a skinny middle-aged man with various drug habits, no cooking skills, who doesn’t drive, do housework or want children…who sleeps where he falls, wears his heart on his face and goes missing for days on end. What girl in her right mind would want me? Moreover, the case for the prosecution would contest that my greatest deficiency was exactly that, something I didn’t do, something I was missing, something that a relationship needed to survive as opposed to any of the numerous objectionable habits I exhibited and that was the fact that any potential partner of mine would never receive the attention she needed from me. Yet here I was outside South Kensington tube station a few hours later, scrubbed and scraped and ready to listen. I was also soaking wet and starving to death…and she was late.

      My patience had all but evaporated and I was about to leave when she lit up the sky in front of me. I secretly breathed in as she looked up at me, gathering as much information as I could from the breeze she came in on. She smelled of grass and wardrobes and Dr Bronner soap. Her hair hung in dreadlocks maybe seven years in and framed a flawless, olive-skinned small round face. She had coffee bean eyes of hazel and jade that glittered in the rain. She wore no makeup and looked like she never did. She wore work boots, khaki-colored Carhartt dungarees and a purple faux-fur coat, adorned with badges that meant nothing to me. Her dental work was exquisite, and her nails were short but well-manicured. When she reached her hand out to me, I caught the faint scent of her body, which was musky, sweet and unshaved. At the very least she was a Bonafide hippy. I got the feeling that she didn’t need to work, but that she did anyway. She presented and held herself well and had easy, confident control of the space she occupied. So much so that I became aware of myself and hoped that my surprise wasn’t detectable to her. She beamed up at me and said in a perfectly clipped home counties accent, “Sherlock Holmes…Grace. I’m sorry I’m three minutes late. Some friends of mine were throwing a surprise treat for my birthday.”

      I was thunderstruck. “Err…and how was it?” I stammered.

      Her smile was captivating. “I have no idea…we rescheduled. I was meeting you.” My brain was starting to unravel. I tried to hold myself together. “Your accent. I thought you were from California.”

      “I’m from Aylesbury.”

      If her intention had been to throw me off and keep me guessing, then she had succeeded in absolute spades. My heart set a trap for my mouth, and I was careful not to open it too quickly. “And the phone call? All those words you said to me.”

      “Ah yes, sorry about that. That’s why you hung up on me.”

      I went to speak, but nothing came out. She noticed my discomfort and took her cue.

      “So, you’re the legendary Sherlock Holmes.”

      I felt barely adequate. “Err, yes,” I replied.

      She looked me up and down, still smiling. “I thought you’d be more….” she said.

      I gazed back at her, puzzled. “More what?”

      Her eyes flashed up at me again, green this time and full of mischief. “I’d finished,” she said.

      She turned on her heel and marched off. I grabbed hold of a post, as my knees threatened to give way and stared disbelievingly after her through the rain. With some effort, I pulled myself together, straightened my hat, wiped my face and took a deep breath and with my heart doing somersaults, I started to follow her, all the while telling Seneca and Marcus Aurelius to mind their own sodding business. I caught her up and she took my arm, which I tried valiantly to unflex. We set off to find sushi and though it is far away my favorite food in the world to eat, all I could think about right then was soup.

      Some twenty minutes later, we were being refused entry to our third restaurant, owing to the water being turned off in the immediate area and the very excellent reason of us having no reservation anywhere. Though she didn’t show it, I could feel Grace’s mood beginning to slip. I suppose everything is relative to how you want to perceive it though. Maybe it was because she had faithfully trusted her birthday evening to me and the fact that I hadn’t bloody booked anywhere, was the reason that I was feeling the weight of expectation getting the upper hand.

      The rain had stopped and had left the city in a dense cloud, through which struggled the sound of police sirens, their plaintive wails deadened until the last second, when they burst through the fog beside us and raced by. Cities will be cities, but tonight there was a feeling of panic in the air; something was wrong. No doubt I would get to know exactly what soon enough, but for now my only concern was not to look a fool in front of Grace. We had to get away from here. I had a plan. I didn’t like it one bit, but it would work a treat. I stopped, turned to her and held her gently by the shoulders. She smiled, but there was a tear in her eye. She took my hands from her shoulders and squeezed them.

      “It’s okay, Sherlock. Don’t worry about it. Maybe we should have booked. People are just glad to be out again, so everywhere is busy, even on a Monday, let’s just leave it.” She laughed at herself and wiped her eyes. “Come on, my eyes are getting puffy.” I felt horrible. I reached out and wiped a tear away with the back of my finger, confidence and optimism seeping back into me.

      “Come on,” I said. “Please don’t do that. I have an idea. I didn’t want to, but I would never forgive myself if I spoiled your birthday.”

      My research into the separation of ego and self took over here and I beamed at her, as my proposed plan unfolded in my head without a hitch. I cupped the side of her face with one hand; this was my moment to say something deep and devastating that would fire her brain and melt her heart. I started off badly.

      “And I love your chubby face…” I heard myself say…”it suits you.” Swerving wildly, I added, “You should cry more often.”

      Whether Grace spotted my faux pas or actually believed it was a joke matters not; she smiled as she had smiled before, took my arm with redoubled enthusiasm and as we strode off, she snuggled into my shoulder. I thought of our fibers fusing together where we touched. I thought of the transfer of energy between us and wondered what she was feeling right now. While considering this I stopped for a brief second and pretended to get my bearings. What I was really doing was steadying my breath and my legs so that I could send a pulse out to her. I concentrated on the points we were touching and felt the surge go through my chest, through both arms that were entwined with hers, up my spine and the back of my neck, which her cold nose still nuzzled. Whether she felt the energy or not I had no idea, but as we crossed the street, she held on to me like we had known each other for years. We skirted the side of Hyde Park and turned into Belgravia.

      “So, where to then?” she asked.

      “Oh, not far at all,” I said. “And at the same time not far enough. My brother has a private member’s club around the corner. The lockdown has finally forced him to embrace the century he is living in and to structure his business accordingly. For the first time in its history, the Diogenes Club is accepting female members, and to claw back some of the revenue they pretend they lost in the pandemic, they have had to diversify. So now they are serving food. Tonight is the soft opening or some such thing and to mark the occasion, I believe they are having a sushi night.”

      I took my phone from my trouser pocket and sent a quick text. The difference in Grace was profound, the news that all was finally, eventually going to be okay took all the tension from her body in one hit. Her smile was back and her eyes sparkled once more. She laughed. “So why didn’t we come here in the first place?” she said. “If you don’t like sushi, you should have said something, silly. We could go somewhere else.”

      “Oh, I adore sushi,” I replied.

      We rounded the corner and came to a stop in front of an elegant, Regency building that was the Diogenes Club. Mycroft appeared on the top step, hands in his pockets and looked down at us, a smug grin on his face. “It’s him I’m not too fond of. Evening Mycroft.”

      It didn’t matter at all to my brother, that Grace and I had appeared at his opening night under desperate circumstances, and that his establishment should be blessed with our presence at all pleased him enormously. I dreaded him finding out it was Grace’s birthday to boot. He smirked at me, as we climbed the steps. He addressed me and bowed his head briefly to Grace.

      “Well, well, well. Good evening, brothermine. Mademoiselle.”

      He sidled up to me as we made our way through the grand entrance and spoke out of the side of his mouth.

      “I won’t embarrass you about masks and jabs in front of your girlfriend, Sherlock.”

      “Lifestyle coach,” I corrected him. “Watson’s idea.”

      Mycroft guided us through the door and signaled an assistant.

      “About time. I’m afraid, however, that I’m going to have to disappoint you both. We have had to close the kitchen, and the water has been turned off. Apparently, something or someone has popped up in a drainage channel, and the police are closing off the area as we speak. We could rustle up a few dragon rolls and some edamame for you, but that’s about it.

      Grace was beaming. I was forgetting myself.

      “Grace,” I said, “may I introduce my elder and wiser, though far less better-looking brother, Mycroft. Mycroft, Grace; the poor soul who has been hired to steer my reckless soul through retirement…should I ever get to it.

      We had entered the grand main hall of the club, a throwback to more regal times. As always it was full of stuffy bloated old businessmen sprawled on oversized leather seats, reading broadsheets and smoking cigars. Plates of sushi were scattered about but largely remained untouched. As usual it was deathly quiet.

      An open kitchen had been erected at the back of the room, from where the chefs worked in complete silence. I watched as one chef dispatched a fish “Ikejimi” style, by inserting a thin metal rod vigorously into the back of it, immediately crashing its central nervous system, which he then dropped into an ice-water bath.

      I watched transfixed as a ribbon of blood streamed from it as it sank. Something felt strange about the place, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Our coats were taken by our host, Lyra, a striking specimen with a shock of blue hair, dark makeup and a leather trouser suit. She was an impressive female and even though she quite clearly was a man, that’s not what was wrong in the club. Then it came to me. I turned to Mycroft.

      “I thought tonight was your opening night,” I said.

      Mycroft smiled at me. “Indeed, it is.”

      “So where are all the people?”

      He looked around, the place was full. “They’re here,” he said.

      I feigned amusement, but a giddy feeling rose in me. “The North Pole has no fixed position,” I said, “It constantly moves around and by doing so is really an abstraction, because when you go there, there’s actually no “there” to go to. I turned to Grace briefly. “See what I have to put up with? Here, where? I thought there would be more women here,” I looked around again.  “Well, more than none.”

      Something flashed in my head and though it was supremely childish, it was funny. I had wanted to do this for a while and had just never remembered, but I couldn’t help myself. I borrowed a felt-tip pen from the waiter station and nipped outside. The D very easily became a B and with one stroke of the sharpie, I had changed the elegant sign of my brother’s club from the Diogenes to the Biogenes. Giggling to myself, I went back inside, returned the pen to the waiter and myself to Grace. Mycroft eyed me suspiciously but continued our conversation at once.

      “There are plenty of women here, Sherlock. The Diogenes Club prides itself on its policy of inclusion and non-gender-specific membership. One rule of the club, however, will always prevail, regardless of gender or personal pronoun.”

      He put a finger to his lips and beckoned us to follow. He led us in silence through the grand room, through a set of double doors and out into the back. We stopped and looked through a glass door into the infamous “Stranger’s Room.” It was absolutely heaving. Twenty maybe thirty women were packed in tight, drinking cocktails and talking nineteen to the
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