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Foreword
BY ALISTAIR CROFT

The period that followed the events at Reichenbach in 1891 has, over 
the years, given rise to no small amount of speculation. That Sherlock 
Holmes was absent from the known records during these years has led 
many to attempt to -ll the void his disappearance left behind.

These e;orts have taken various forms. Some have sought to reconY
struct a plausible course of eventsA others have allowed themselves a freer 
interpretation of the few traces that remain.

The material presented here does not claim to bring these endeavors 
to a conclusion.

qet it appears in a form that distinguishes it from most previous acY
counts.

Ds will become evident in the following pages, it consists of a series 
of letters, dated and arranged in such a manner that the events may be 
followed in their seWuence. The letters bear the mark of having been 
written without thought of later publication, and it is precisely this 
Wuality that lends them a character diEcult to imitate.

The origin of the material is, in its essential form, not obscure. The 
letters were, at the time, entrusted to Or. Vatson under particular cirY
cumstances and with instructions that only later permitted their perusal. 
The form in which they are now presented, however, is the result of a 
subseWuent compilation, and it has not been possible to establish every 
link in their custody with complete precision.
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This does not alter the fact that the documents, in their internal 
nature, appear coherent and mutually consistent.

/t has therefore been deemed reasonable to make them available in 
their present form.

D limited editorial revision has been undertaken with a view to readY
ability. Ntherwise, the material is reproduced without alteration.

/t has not been my intention to draw further conclusions.



Introduction
BY DR. JOHN H. WATSON

It was one of those evenings when London seemed to breathe more 
slowly than usual. The rain did not fall in bursts, but in a steady, delicate 
veil. The glow of the streetlamps was fractured in the fog and dissolved 
into muted halos that only with di-culty found their way through the 
narrow window of my study.

The room was not large, but over the years it had assumed that parq
ticular character which can only be produced by the kuiet tyranny of 
habit. The shelves bore the mar;s of frekuent useU certain volumes leaned 
slightly, li;e elderly gentlemen in conversation. Apon the writing des; 
stood the green lamp, its light falling in a concentrated circle over papers 
and instruments, while the rest of the room lay in a gentle halfqshadow. 
The Ore in the grate had been reduced to embers, from which there came, 
at intervals, a soft crac;ling.

I sat alone.
It was not a loneliness that weighed upon me, but one that had found 

its proper place. Yge does not necessarily bring resignationU it brings 
rather a certain order to memory. xne learns to regard events as chapters 
rather than as unOnished disputes. Eet there were evenings such as this, 
when time itself seemed to step forward into the room and assert its 
presence.

The world had changed.
Y war, whose scale and brutality eHceeded any previous conception, 

had passed through Surope li;e an ineHorable storm. Eoung men whom 
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I had seen step into adulthood with hope and eagerness now lay in 
graveyards in ’landers and along the Womme. Fames that once sounded 
in the course of my daily wor; eHisted now only in o-cial lists and in the 
more private archives of memory. Sven the sound of the city had alteredU 
there was a note of caution in it, as though London had not yet grown 
accustomed to the silence after the guns.

I myself had grown olderU this could not be denied. By movements 
were no longer as swift as in those years when I followed trails without 
hesitation through dar; alleys or across foreign continents. By hands, 
now resting upon the edge of the des;, bore the discreet mar;s of time—s 
labor. zut the mindjit remained capable of gathering, ordering, and 
recording.

It was in this capacity that I most often found my role. Ys the interq
mediary.

In my life I had witnessed events which, in their own time, appeared 
eHtraordinary, but which later inscribed themselves within a larger conq
teHt. By tas; had never been to dominate the narrative, but to preserve 
and convey it. To give it form without imposing interpretation. I had 
learned, at times through eHperiences I would rather have been spared, 
that the truth does not always present itself in its full shape at the moq
ment it Orst appears.

There was much I had learned to accept. That people vanish. That 
matters which once seemed urgent become footnotes. That even the 
;eenest intellects must bow to the inevitable passage of time.

zut there was also something that remained unopened.

I returned to the des; and let my gaCe pass over the ob5ects arranged 
before me. There were letters, 5ournals, notesjremnants of a long enq
deavor. By hand rested for a moment over a small boH placed discreetly to 
one side, as though it had deliberately withdrawn itself from daily notice.

’or years I had left it untouched.
Fot from fear. That sentiment I had long since learned to ;eep in 

its proper place. 4ather from a certain restraint, which can only be 
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understood by one who ;nows that a single breach of silence may set an 
entire sekuence of events in motion once morejnot in the world, but 
in the mind.

It suddenly seemed to me that time could no longer be invo;ed as an 
eHcuse.

The cloc; upon the mantel struc; the hour with a muted yet resolute 
tone. I sat down again, drew the lamp a little closer, and let my Ongers 
rest upon the lid of the boH. The wood was smooth from handling, but 
the dust along its edges testiOed that it had remained unopened for a long 
while.

xutside, the rain continued its patient wor;.
Rithin, there was only silencejand the realiCation that the world, 

despite all its changes, still contained events that had not yet found their 
proper place in the written word.

I drew the boH fully into the circle of lamplight and allowed it to rest 
before me for a moment, as though it still rekuired a formal permission. 
The wood was dar; and unadorned, the loc; simple, yet solid. I myself 
had placed it there, one evening many years ago, with the Orm resolution 
that its contents should not be disturbed until the proper time had come.

I lifted the lid.
There was nothing theatrical in the sight, and yet I felt a faint tightenq

ing in my chest. Inside lay a stac; of envelopes, carefully bound together 
with a narrow cord. They were all of the same kualityP heavy, yellowed 
paper, slightly thic;er than that commonly used. Sach bore a familiar 
mar;ja discreet yet unmista;able seal, pressed into the dar; waH with a 
steady hand.

I loosened the cord and set it aside.
The envelopes were numbered.
Fot in large script upon the eHterior, but in a smaller, precise hand, 

placed in the upper right corner. The numbers followed one another 
without omission. Sven here there was an indication of orderjnot 
merely in the contents, but in the intention.

I too; the uppermost and turned it slowly.
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The date was given with the precision I ;new so well. zeneath itjthe 
name of the city.

8aris.
I set it carefully aside and too; the neHt.
Ygain, a date. Ygain 8aris.
Y faint inclination passed through me, as though I only now fully 

ac;nowledged what I had once merely registered in passing. I had, of 
course, received themU I had been aware of their eHistence. zut I had never 
paused to consider their outward testimony.

I continued.
Yfter the Orst letters, the city name changed.
4ome.
The in; was the same, the handwriting unchanged, but the surroundq

ingsjthose hinted at in a single wordjhad shifted. The dates lay with 
a regularity that spo;e of movementU not haste, but progress. Y 5ourney 
continuing with the same resolve with which it had begun.

I arranged the letters in a line before me, so that their headings formed 
a sekuence across the des;.

8aris.
4ome.
Y pause.
Thenjand here I hesitated for a momentja name that in its way 

mar;ed a new continent.
Few Eor;.
I held the envelope a little longer in my hand, not to open it, but to 

weigh it. The paper was slightly more worn at the edges, as though it had 
endured longer transport. The postmar;s, faint yet legible, bore witness 
to a 5ourney across the sea. There were traces of customs handling, small 
mar;s I had scarcely noticed at the time.

It became clear to me that the 5ourney which began in 8aris had carried 
him far beyond what I had then imagined.

There was nothing dramatic in this realiCation. Fo sudden insight, no 
discovery of hidden threats. xnly a calm recognition that a movement I 
had assumed to be temporary had developed into something greater. The 
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names of continents now lay before me as milestones, and I understood 
that each letter contained not merely an event, but a step in a sekuence I 
had yet to comprehend.

I gathered the envelopes again, but this time left them unbound.
xutside, a cab passed through the rain, its wheels sending a low murq

mur through the night. Rithin the room there was only the steady light 
of the lamp and the kuiet row of letters, which seemed to await my 
decision.

I ;new that once the Orst seal was bro;en, the sekuence would be 
inevitable.

I too; up the topmost envelope once more.
This one was di9erent.
The seal had already been bro;en, and the edge bore clear mar;s that it 

had not been done recently. The paper was slightly softer along the fold, 
as though it had been opened and later gently closed again. I immediately 
recogniCed my own handwriting on the inner 0apU I had noted the date 
of its receipt.

It was the Orst.
I drew out the sheet and let it rest in the lamplight. The in; had faded 

but remained entirely legible. The handwriting was the same precise, 
economical script that never wasted a stro;e.

The letter was brief.

October 12, 1891
Paris

By dear Ratson,
Whould this reach you, you will be informed that I remain beyond the 
borders of Sngland. Eou will, in the coming period, receive further comq
munications from me.
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I rekuest of you most earnestlyjand without reservationjthat you 
do not open any of these until you receive eHplicit permission from my 
hand.

Eours faithfully,
W. D.

Fothing more.
Fo eHplanation. Fo account. Fo trace of the circumstances in which 

he found himself.
I remember still the day the letter reached me. It was the year after the 

events at the ’alls.
Yt that time, I had reconciled myselfjas far as any man may reconcile 

himselfjwith the thought that I had lost him. The struggle at 4eichenq
bach had impressed itself upon me more deeply than I was then able to 
eHpress. I had stood at the edge of the roaring water and eHamined the 
signs that clearly indicated a struggle, and I had drawn the conclusion 
that any sober observer must draw.

I had lost a friend.
’or that reason, the arrival of this Orst letter was not merely a surprise, 

but a relief of such force that for several moments I was unable to conq
tinue reading. The hand that had guided the pen was alive. That thought 
alone was su-cient.

I saw him again in @?AM.
The reunionjas I have described elsewherejremains one of the 

strangest moments of my life. To see him enter my rooms in za;er 
Wtreet, as calm as though nothing had occurred, and to hear him eHplain 
his necessary withdrawal, was an eHperience that both demanded and 
strengthened my loyalty.

zut this letterjthis Orstjcame before that reunion.
It came at a time when I still believed that his fate at the ’alls was 

settled beyond all doubt. It came without eHplanation, without promise 
of meeting, without hint of reunion. xnly an instruction.
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That I obeyed at the time without kuestion will scarcely surprise those 
who ;now the nature of my relationship with him. It was not blind 
submissionU it was a trust that had been tested over many years. If he 
found it necessary to impose silence upon me, then there must eHist 
reasons which I was not yet in a position to comprehend.

The letter gave no indication of duration.
Eet others followed.
Yt Orst at intervals, later with greater regularity. Sach time the same 

hand. Ynd always the same unyielding rekuirementP that I must not 
brea; the seal.

That it weighed upon me, I will not deny.
I was a physicianU I was accustomed to eHamining, to analyCing, to 

bringing uncertainty to an end. To allow a series of sealed documents 
to lie untouched upon my des; rekuired a discipline I did not readily 
possess. zut I had seen him wor; in situations where a single premature 
action could place everything in 5eopardy. If he believed my ignorance 
necessary, I was obliged to accept it.

Fow, many years later, I sat with them assembled before me.
The time which had once been uncertain had become history.
Ynd the instruction I had followed in loyalty now lay open in my 

handjas testimony that even silence may form part of a greater design.
I returned the sheet to the envelope and allowed it to rest once more 

at the top of the stac;.
It would be inaccurate to claim that I only this evening understood the 

weight of what lay before me. xn the contrary, I had for years been fully 
aware of their presence. They had not been hidden away in some distant 
drawer but ;ept in a place where I might easily reach them. Ynd yet they 
had remained closed.

I have often as;ed myself why.
It was not fear of the truth. I have in my life faced enough unyielding 

realities to ;now that truth rarely spares. Fojit was something else. Y 
certain restraint, which can only be understood by one who ;nows that 
a single breach of silence may ma;e it impossible ever to return to it.
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Sach time I had ta;en out the boH, something had occurred that gave 
me cause to put it away again.

Y busy period in my practice.
Yn old patient rekuiring my attention.
Yn article that had to be completed.
Yll of these were valid reasons, and yet I ;new, deep within, that 

they did not constitute the true eHplanation. I had, in truth, evaded the 
moment.

’or what would happen once the Orst seal was bro;enC
The letters would cease to be possibility and become event. They 

would OH a sekuence that could no longer be reshaped by memory. They 
would return me to a time which, for all my respect for it, I did not readily 
wish to reqenter.

Bemory is 0uid. It allows us to preserve what is essential and to let the 
painful recede into the bac;ground. zut the written word is ineHorable. 
It preserves tone, choice, and silence in a form that cannot be rearranged.

I ;new that once I read them in the order in which they had been 
numbered, the past would assume a form no longer open to kuestion. 
There would be no room for the gentle shifts which time so ;indly o9ers.

It was not only his words I had avoided.
It was my own role within them.



The Meeting 
with Moreau

LETTER II

October 12, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
The crossing from Dover passed without incidents of a noteworthy 
character, which is in itself a rarity when one considers the amount of 
disorder that may arise in an enclosed space containing six strangers and 
limited luggage room.

My compartment held a commercial traveler from Rouen, an elderly 
lady with three hatboxes, a young man who wished to appear an artist, 
and a civil servant whose boots revealed that he was only occasionally in 
Paris, whatever his remarks might have implied.

The Lrst spoke too loudly and too often. The second was in perpetual 
conCict with the luggage rack. The third had paint upon his Lngers, but 
no marks of wear upon his clothing. The fourth carried a newspaper 
from Nyon, printed that same morning, but a ticket issued in Halais.

The train stopped twice outside the timetable. Eone of the other 
passengers appeared to Lnd occasion for wonder.
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jpon arriving at the zare du Eord, the crowd was considerable, 
but not restless. Harriages and streetcars moved forward in a rhythm 
that might appear disorderly to a stranger yet seemed to rest upon a 
tacit understanding between drivers and pedestrians. Men in dark coats 
stood in small circles and spoke with their hands. V newsboy cried the 
headlines with greater fervor than the contents éustiLed.

2 recogni-ed Paris and its characteristic motions.
V gendarme leaned against a lamppost and watched the Cow of people 

without visible interest. V cabman o:ered transport in a voice pitched 
one degree above necessity. V woman crossed the street without looking 
back, and yet the traQc stopped.

The city did not move forward. 2t shifted.

Solmes followed the broad boulevard pavement, where the caf; chairs 
already stood turned toward the street like a permanent audience. AveryB
where the same mixture of conversation and attention that characteri-es 
the city3 one speaks, and one watches.

Se paused brieCy before a shop window displaying watches and small 
mechanical instruments. Eot for the sake of the wares, but for what the 
glass o:ered. 2n the slightly distorted reCection, the stream of people 
behind him appeared in a reduced and therefore truer form.

V dark hat.
Eot remarkable in itself. ’uite the reverse, indeed. The felt was of the 

kind one sees everywhere in Paris— neither new nor neglected. 2t was worn 
at a slight angle that appeared accidental.

Solmes went on. Vt the next street crossing he paused to allow a cab to 
pass. The same hat appeared in the crowd, now seemingly occupied with 
studying a poster for a theatrical performance. 2ts wearer lit a cigarette 
with careful composure. The Came was properly shielded from the wind. 
The cigarette was brought to the mouth. “ut no smoke followed.

Without haste, Solmes turned into a narrower side street, where the 
traQc was lighter and the shop windows stood closer together. Se alB
lowed his pace to become slightly slower, as though he were studying the 
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facades of the buildings. 2n a barber4s mirror he saw the dark silhouette 
once more.

This time the hat had been removed. The man stood with his back 
half turned, as though examining something in his pocket. The cigarqor 
whatever it might beqhad gone out. Se lit it again. Eo smoke.

Solmes continued, now with a deliberate randomness in his choices. 
Se crossed the street without looking back, paused at a newspaper sign, 
regarded a bookseller4s display with an interest that was not feigned, 
though neither was it necessary.

jpon arriving at the hotelqa modest but respectable establishment 
near the Oeineqhe noticed once more the same dark hat. 2t was now 
placed upon the head of a man who appeared to be studying the facade 
of the building with the mildly confused expression of a tourist.

The cigarette was lit for the third time.
Solmes passed him without allowing his ga-e to rest.

Se wrote3

FHertain repetitions within my Leld of vision do not appear accidental.
V hat may be a hat. V cigarette may be a cigarette. “ut when the same 

hand lights it without smoking, and when the same silhouette occupies 
di:erent positions at a uniform distance, chance ceases to be probable.5

Solmes stepped into the hotel vestibule, where the light was subdued 
and where the receptionist guided his pen with the methodical care 
found only in houses that value discretion.

Se wrote his name in the guest register3 Sarald Oigurdson. The ink lay 
dark and clear upon the paper.

When, a moment later, he allowed the door to close behind him and 
mounted the stairs, the street was once more full of movement. The dark 
hat remained where it was for a moment before slowly turning away.

Solmes left the hotel after doing no more than placing his luggage and 
changing his gloves. The evening was still young, and Paris had taken on 
that particular tone in which conversations grow slightly muted without 
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the city itself becoming Yuiet. The glow of the gas lamps lay like dull 
crowns above the pavements, and the interiors of the caf;s were lit with 
a warm, almost golden radiance.

The caf; on the corner suited him admirably, not because it was the 
most esteemed, but because it o:ered a Ltting balance between moveB
ment and oversight.

The door opened inward.
Se entered without haste.
The room was rectangular, with tables along the walls and a broad 

passage through the middle. V long mirror covered the back wall and 
doubled the room in a slightly distorted reCection. The bar was to the 
left— behind it stood a man in a white apron, whose movements were 
Yuick, but not hurried.

Solmes paused for a moment, as though occupied by the menu posted 
by the entrance. Eo back door was visible. The kitchen seemed to have 
access through a single swinging door beside the bar. The windows faced 
the street and were broad enough to allow a view out, but not so low that 
a Yuick passage would go unnoticed.

Se chose a table against the wall, slightly to the right of the entrance. 
7rom there he had a clear view of the door and of most of the room. 
The mirror on the back wall at the same time gave him the means of 
registering movement behind him without turning his head. The light 
from the lamp above the table fell at an angle, so that his own face lay 
partly in shadow.

Se sat down with his back to the wall. The gloves were placed to the 
left of the plate. The cane was positioned so that it could be reached 
without moving the chair. Sis hat he set upon the edge of the table, not 
entirely parallel to the tabletop.

The waiter approached.
Solmes ordered in a voice that neither sought attention nor avoided 

it. Se chose a simple dish and a glass of wine, which he allowed to be 
poured only half full.

When the waiter withdrew, Solmes let his ga-e pass over the room. V 
group of students sat near the window and spoke with greater enthusiB
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asm than necessary. Vn elderly gentleman read a newspaper at a table in 
the middle, yet his eyes left the text more often than his hand turned the 
page. Vt the bar stood a man with his back turned, seemingly occupied 
with his glass. Solmes did not turn his head. The mirror on the back wall 
o:ered what was reYuired.

The door opened and, for a brief instant, the cold evening air slipped 
into the room.

Solmes did not lift his eyes at once. Se waited.
The door closed with a muted pressure.
The man who had entered did not pause in the doorway, as many do 

when seeking to orient themselves. Se took two steps into the room, let 
the door fall shut behind him, and only then came to a stop, as though his 
pause had been decided beforehand. Se wore a dark coat of good Yuality, 
cut with 7rench precision. The hat, which he had not yet removed, sat 
properly and without pretension. There was nothing in his attire that 
sought to attract attention, and precisely for that reason it did not. Sis 
ga-e moved over the room with a calmness that was not curious, but 
appraising.

Solmes saw him in the mirror before he saw him directly.
The stranger removed his hat slowly and passed a hand through his 

hair, not as a vain gesture, but as a brief interruption in movement. Se 
handed the hat to the waiter without looking at him and then moved 
toward the center of the room, as though weighing his options. Se did 
not choose the nearest table. Eor the most secluded. Se chose a seat 
from which he could observe the entrance and at the same time survey 
the room at an angle. Inly then did his ga-e fall to the rightqtoward the 
wall. Toward Solmes.

There was no surprise in his face. Eo hint of recognition. Inly a 
slight, almost imperceptible adéustment in the direction of his steps. Se 
approached without haste. When he stopped at the table, he did not 
speak at once.

Inly now did Solmes raise his eyes.
7or a brief instant their ga-es met.
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There was in the stranger4s ga-e a Lrmness that was not challenging, 
but neither was it submissive. V man accustomed to speaking with 
men who thought themselves superiorqand who was not impressed by 
them.

The man sat down without being invited. Se positioned his chair with 
a precision answering Solmes4s own. Sis back was not wholly toward 
the room, but neither wholly toward the wall. Sis hands rested loosely 
upon the table, the thumbs lightly touching.

The waiter approached again, and the man ordered without looking 
at the menu.

When they were once more alone, there was a moment of silence 
between them. Eot the awkward silence between strangers. “ut the meaB
suring silence between two men who both know that the Lrst sentence 
will be decisive.

Solmes spoke Lrst. F2 hope you will forgive my delay.5
The stranger4s ga-e drifted for a moment toward the mirror behind 

Solmes. F2 have not waited long,5 he said. FVnd you have not been 
alone.5

Solmes4s hand moved slightly toward the glass. FParis is an attentive 
city.5

F8es,5 replied the stranger. FVnd it rarely forgets a new face.5
Their eyes met again. Eeither smiled.
The conversation remained on the surfaceqthe weather, the temper 

of the city, the diQculty of Lnding decent wine without paying for the 
name. Eeither attempted to approach the real matter.

Vfter a Yuarter of an hour, the stranger rose. FParis rewards the man 
who keeps moving,5 he said. F2t punishes the one who remains seated.5

Solmes inclined his head slightly but remained seated for a moment 
longer all the same.

The other left the room without looking back.
Inly when the door had closed did Solmes place a few coins upon the 

table and follow him.
The boulevard had grown darker. The lights from the shops cast long 

reCections upon the wet pavement.
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The man stopped before a bookseller4s window.
Solmes reduced the distance by two steps and halted beside him, 

without giving the impression of having consciously followed him.
Hopper engravings were displayed behind the glass. Nandscapes, city 

scenes, and a few religious subéects.
Solmes let his ga-e rest upon a landscape from Vuvergne. FThe paper 

is newer than the print,5 he said Yuietly.
The other did not react at once. F“eg pardon, monsieur05
FThe paper,5 Solmes repeated. F2t is from this century. The copper 

plate is older. V discrepancy of at least sixty years.5
The stranger turned his head slowly. Sis eyes searched Solmes4s 

faceqnot in order to recogni-e, but to assess. F8ou seem to take an 
unusual interest in detail.5

FDetails are less dangerous than people,5 Solmes replied calmly.
There was a pause.
F8ou are not an art dealer.5
FEo.5
FPolice05
FHertainly not.5
V faint, almost involuntary smile appeared. FThen what are you, 

monsieur05
Solmes allowed his ga-e to drift over the man4s hands. The discolB

oration at the nail. The Lne, almost invisible groove in the skin. FV 
traveler,5 he said. FWith a certain interest in chemistry.5

FVnd what does chemistry tell you about me05
Solmes deliberately hesitated. F2t tells me,5 he said Yuietly, Fthat this 

morning you worked with a canvas that had no desire to be as old as it 
was being compelled to appear.5

The man4s hand tightened around his cane. F8ou speak in riddles.5
FOo do you. “ut your riddles smell faintly of nitric acid.5
V long moment passed.
The man did not look angry. Se seemed more interested. FHeanBNuc 

Moreau,5 he said.
FSarald Oigurdson,5 Solmes returned.
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Moreau repeated the name with slight emphasis upon the Lrst syllable. 
FOcandinavian05

Solmes nodded.
V sharp look accompanied that answerqbut no further Yuestions.
They began to walk side by side, and something had plainly already 

changed between them.
F8ou understand,5 said Moreau after several steps, FParis is the Mecca 

of forgeries.5
Solmes nodded.
FMost of it is small, but some of it is larger.5
F2t always is.5
Moreau stopped abruptly. FThis is very large.5
Solmes looked at him inYuiringly.
FThe pigment is rare. 2t comes from a workshop that does not supply 

bohemians.5 Moreau4s face tightened slightly.
2n the reCection of a shop window, he saw a dark hat linger a moment 

too long at a corner.
F2f 2 am mistaken,5 Moreau continued calmly, Fyou have nothing to 

fear.5
FVnd if you are right05
FThen we both do.5
FHome,5 said Moreau. FThere is a place where we may speak without 

mirrors.5
Solmes followedqafter Lrst noting that the dark hat had once more 

changed position.
They walked for some time in silence, until Moreau turned into a 

narrower street, where the light of the boulevard gas lamps gave way to 
more scattered sources of illumination. There stood a small wine shop 
with a back room whose windows were frosted and whose doorbell gave 
only a muted sound when they entered.

The room was modest, but clean. V single table stood near the wall, 
and a kerosene lamp cast a concentrated glow over the surface of the 
wood. The proprietor nodded brieCy to Moreau without asking YuesB
tions and withdrew behind the counter.
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They sat opposite one another. There was no formal beginning.
Moreau placed his hat upon the table, turned it a Yuarter round, and 

spoke softly. F2t began with a single canvas.5
Solmes listened.
FV landscape, attributed to a pupil of Horot. Eot a masterpiece, but 

suQcient to Lnd its way into a private collection.5 Se let his Lngers rest 
against the edge of the table. FThe paper in the provenance document 
was correct. The signature convincing. The varnish had the proper patiB
na.5

FVnd yet,5 said Solmes Yuietly.
FVnd yet,5 Moreau repeated. FThere was a discrepancy.5
Se drew out a small notebook, opened it, and pushed it toward 

Solmes. Eot picturesqonly short technical notes.
FThe pigment in the sky,5 said Moreau. F2t contained traces of a 

binding agent that did not come into common use until several decades 
later.5

Solmes let his ga-e pass over the notes without touching them. FVn 
error from a less experienced hand05

Moreau shook his head slightly.
FEo. V deliberate adéustment. The forger understood aging techB

niYues. Se understood acid treatment, smoke, mechanical wear. Se 
knew how to produce cracks in varnish.5 Se looked up. F“ut he chose a 
pigment that did not yet exist at the time from which the canvas claims 
to originate.5

FIverconLdence,5 said Solmes.
FIr access,5 Moreau replied.
Solmes4s ga-e sharpened slightly. FVccess05
FTo materials not freely sold. To workshops engaged in the restoration 

of older works. To laboratories.5
There was a brief pause.
FV single canvas may be an error,5 Moreau continued. FTwo may be a 

pattern. 2 have now seen four.5
F“y the same hand05
FIf the same type,5 said Moreau.
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Solmes allowed the silence to stretch for a moment. FDo 2 understand 
you correctly that this is not merely a matter of small forgeries05

F8es.5 Moreau leaned forward slightly. FMontmartre is full of men 
who paint copies for tourists and collectors of limited éudgment. 2t is 
craftsmanship. ProLtable, but limited.5

FVnd this05
FThis is an operation.5
The word hung between them.
FThe canvases move through reputable channels,5 Moreau continued. 

FThey are accompanied by documents that would survive a superLB
cial examination. They do not end up in back rooms. They end up 
in private collections, in smaller museumsqin circles where scandal is 
unwelcome.5

Solmes4s Lngers rested calmly upon the tabletop. FVnd you believe 
the traces lead out of Paris.5

FOome of them do.5
FTo 2taly.5
Moreau looked at him without nodding. FThere are workshops in 

Rome,5 he continued slowly, Fwhere pigments and varnishes of a Yuality 
not ordinarily available are used. IQcially they are engaged in restoraB
tion. 2t began there. Eow some of it is being done here, and only one 
place can reasonably be considered, and it is there, 2 believe, that our trail 
begins.5

Solmes4s ga-e moved brieCy toward the door. F8ou have tried to 
follow the money05

F2 have tried,5 said Moreau. FVnd 2 have received discreet warnings.5
F7rom whom05
Moreau hesitated. FThat is precisely it,5 he said. FWarnings without a 

sender.5
Solmes regarded him closely. F8ou have chosen to involve a foreign 

Eorwegian.5
FV foreigner,5 said Moreau, Fmay ask Yuestions that 2 cannot.5
F“ecause you are known.5
F“ecause 2 am registered,5 Moreau corrected.
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V faint movement touched the corner of Solmes4s mouthqnot a 
smile, but an acknowledgment. F8ou believe,5 he said calmly, Fthat there 
is a system behind it.5

F2 believe,5 Moreau replied, Fthat this is not an artist4s overconLdence, 
but an institutional protection.5

Solmes said nothing.
The lamp Came stirred slightly when the door to the front room 

opened and closed again. V voice sounded brieCy, muted, and silence 
returned.

F8ou have been followed since you arrived,5 said Moreau suddenly.
Solmes did not raise his eyes. F2 noticed.5
FV dark hat.5
F8es.5
Moreau laid his hands Cat upon the table. FThen you understand that 

this is already larger than you were promised.5
F2 was promised nothing,5 said Solmes.
Vgain, there was silence.
FWill you continue05 asked Moreau.
Solmes did not reply at once.
Se let his Lngers glide over the surface of the table, as though feeling 

the grain of the wood.
FTell me,5 he said at last, Fwho Lrst brought you into contact with the 

Lrst canvas.5
Moreau looked at him with a ga-e now free of reservation. FV collecB

tor,5 he said. FEot éust any collector.5
Solmes nodded slowly.
Iutside there sounded a distant echo of horses4 hooves against the 

cobblestones.
Moreau leaned back slightly, as though the conversation had reached a 

point at which it must either change direction or stop. FThe Lrst canvas 
appeared in March of UII6,5 he said in a tone that seemed uncommitted. 
FV modest piece. 2nsigniLcant in itself.5

Solmes4s ga-e remained upon the tabletop. FMarch,5 he repeated 
calmly. F2t was a cold month that year.5
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F8ou remember it05
F2 remember,5 said Solmes, Fthat transport across the Vlps was diQB

cult that spring. Particularly for goods that do not tolerate damp.5
Moreau looked at him. FThat canvas was not transported across the 

Vlps.5
FIf course not,5 Solmes replied without altering his tone. FEot in 

March.5
V silence followed that was not empty.
Moreau4s ga-e remained upon Solmes4s face a moment longer than 

courtesy reYuired. There was nothing triumphant in his expression. 
Rather, a measured interest.

F2 must have mistaken the date,5 he said lightly.
F2t happens,5 Solmes replied.
Eeither corrected it.
The lamp Came moved faintly, and in that brief Cicker the room 

seemed to draw itself a little closer together.
Moreau folded the notebook shut without looking down. F8ou notice 

small displacements,5 he said.
Solmes shrugged. FIne should not trust dates,5 he said. FThey are 

often the one thing that can be altered with certainty.5
Moreau nodded slowly. FThen we are agreed,5 he said, Fthat March 

was not the month.5
Solmes looked at him for the Lrst time since the remark. FWe are 

agreed,5 he said, Fthat you wished to know whether 2 was attentive.5
Vn almost imperceptible smile appeared upon Moreau4s face. F8ou 

were.5
F2 always am,5 Solmes replied.
The silent acknowledgment that arose between them was not a decB

laration of trust, but an adéustment of measure. They knew now that 
the other did not speak without purposeqand did not listen without 
registering.

Moreau rose. F2t is late,5 he said. FVnd Paris is less discreet after midB
night.5

Solmes followed his movement without haste.
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They stepped out into the cool night. The street was Yuieter than 
before, but not empty. V carriage passed slowly, and the light from 
its lanterns moved across the cobblestones in brief shifting panels. V 
window opposite stood half open— voices sounded faintly from above 
and then disappeared again.

Moreau did not stop but lowered his pace slightly.
2n the reCection of a dark windowpaneqa shop long since closedqa 

familiar silhouette appeared. The dark hat.
Moreau noticed it without turning his head. FParis,5 he said softly, 

almost as a casual observation, Fis a city with many eyes.5
Solmes followed his ga-e in the reCection.
The man stood motionless at the corner. Se did nothing, spoke to no 

one, seemed to be waiting for no one. Se was simply part of the structure 
of the night, like a lamppost or a closed door.

FAyes,5 Solmes replied calmly, Fhave the disadvantage that they too 
may be seen.5

Moreau o:ered no further comment.
They parted without formal arrangement. V brief nod. Eo handB

shake.
Solmes went in the direction of the hotel, his steps neither Yuicker 

nor slower than before. When once again he passed a shop window, he 
observed that the man had changed positionqnot nearer, not farther 
away. The distance had been preserved. There was no immediate danger 
in that.



Observations by 
the Seine

LETTER III

The rain had let up.
I laid the frst letter aside and sat mor a wowent githout wovinc. 

It seewed unreasonable to ,ontinue at on,eq as thouch the ,ontents 
re;uired no briem reAe,tion. I rose and pla,ed a meg swall pie,es om good 
upon the frek the Aawes ,aucht slogly and ,ast a negq garwer clog 
a,ross the panelinc om the roow.

z ,oxee pot stood upon the des’q ghi,h earlier I had lemt untou,hed. 
I poured ,oxee into the ,up githout haste and observed that wy hand 
gas entirely steady. It gas werely a sober observation.

The letters still lay in the order in ghi,h he had nuwbered thew.
I let wy caBe rest upon the neEt one.
This tiwe I did not hesitate but bro’e the seal gith a surer wotion. 

The sheet unmolded beneath the lawpRs licht.

October 1891
Paris
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-y dear —atsonq
zmter spendinc part om the day on moot throuch the streets om the ,ityq I 
mound it advisable to stop at a pla,e ghere wovewent wicht be observed 
githout oneRs be,owinc part om it. -y ,hoi,e mell upon a swall ,amF overD
loo’inc the riverq its tables set out togard the street so that the passinc 
,urrent om people and vehi,les wicht be molloged githout interruption.

It gas togard eveninc. The licht had not yet lemt the ,ity but had lost 
its sharpness and nog lay li’e a wuted layer over the ma,ades and the 
gaterq ghere the reAe,tions bro’e in slog wovewents. The Seine woved 
past gith a ,alw that stood in ,ontrast to the a,tivity unmoldinc alonc its 
ban’s and yet gas not githout its ogn morw om order.

I too’ a seat at a table near the edce and alloged wyselm mor a tiwe to 
be,owe part om the surroundincs.

The sounds did not cather into one but settled in layers. —heels 
acainst stone. The wetalli, ,uttinc om a traw throuch the street. MoomD
beats repeatinc thewselves in a rhythw that seewed independent om the 
other wotions. Hoi,es that did not see’ to press thewselves morgard yet 
gere present all the sawe6in briem eE,hancesq in lauchterq in necotiaD
tions that never rose above ghat gas ne,essary. z negspaper seller woved 
throuch the ,urrent gith an insisten,e as recular as the riverRs ogn. jrow 
the surroundinc tablesq swo’e rose in slogq dissolvinc spiralsq lincerinc 
mor a wowent in the air bemore vanishinc into the ,ooler eveninc.

2one om this gas rewar’able in itselm. znd yet it gas pre,isely in ghat 
gent untroubled that the ghole alloged itselm to be observed.

I let wy caBe travel alonc the riverban’ and marther a,ross to the opD
posite sideq ghere the wotions repeated thewselves at another tewpoq 
but gith the sawe underlyinc stru,ture. There gas no stillnessq only 
variations in speed and dire,tionq and even ghat appeared a,,idental 
seewed to morw part om a larcer ,oheren,e.

It is a property om su,h pla,esq —atsonq that they perwit observation 
githout re;uirinc parti,ipation. One way sit undisturbed and allog the 
individual to appear as part om the gholeq and the ghole as sowethinc 
that ,an only be understood throuch the individual.
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I ordered a ,up om ,oxeeq ghi,h gas served githout rewar’q and I 
let tiwe pass githout assicninc it any parti,ular iwportan,e. There are 
wowents ghen a,tion brincs one no nearer to understandinc. znd 
ghen it is instead ne,essary to allog thincs to present thewselves in their 
ogn order.

zmter a tiweq I put a hand to wy po,’et and dreg out wy pipe. The 
toba,,o I had a,;uired earlier that day gas dar’ and dryq gith a strencth 
that did not ,on,eal itselmq yet did not assert itselm githout frst beinc 
handled gith a ,ertain ,are.

I let it rest mor a wowent in wy hand bemore I becan to pa,’ the pipe.
There isq —atsonq a tenden,y awonc wany wen to recard su,h a,tions 

as uniwportantq as sowethinc that werely a,,owpanies thouchtq but 
does not ,ontribute to it. -y eEperien,e is othergise. The tiwe one 
cives to an a,tion is not gastedq but morws part om the pro,ess in ghi,h 
thoucht itselm ta’es shape. z pipe pa,’ed too hastily burns unevenly. 
znd a thoucht that is mor,ed does the sawe.

I distributed the toba,,o evenlyq pressed it lichtly into pla,eq ad9usted 
it gith wy fncertipsq and repeated the wotion until the resistan,e gas 
,orre,t. Only then did I brinc the Aawe to the bogl and allog it to 
,at,h githout mor,inc it. The swo’e rose slogly and wincled gith the 
surroundinc airq already saturated gith siwilar tra,es mrow the nearby 
tables.

The frst drag gas wilder than the toba,,o had prowised. The se,ond 
wore persistent.

I let wy caBe rest bemore we githout fEinc it upon any parti,ular 
person. It is seldow the individual people gho frst cive rise to insichtq 
—atson. It is the wovewent betgeen thew.

z gowan stepped mrow the ,urb githout turninc her head. Mer step 
gas not hesitantq and yet a driver ,he,’ed his ,arriace a wowent bemore 
she rea,hed the roadgayq as thouch the wotion had already been read 
bemore it gas ,owpleted. Tgo wen stood in ,onversation near a ,orner. 
They spo’e somtlyq yet githout loo’inc at one another. Their attention 
seewed dire,ted ea,h in a separate dire,tionq and yet the eE,hance ,onD
tinued githout interruptionq as thouch the gords thewselves gere not 
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ghat sustained it. z boy woved throuch the ,urrent om people in the 
opposite dire,tion. 2ot ;ui,’lyq but gith a persisten,e that ,owpelled 
the others to adapt thewselves to hiwq githout civinc rise to irritation.

I too’ another drag mrow the pipe and alloged the swo’e to lincer 
mor a wowent bemore dissolvinc in the ,ool air. It seewed to we that 
ghat at frst clan,e presented itselm as disorder gas in truth a morw om 
,oordination that re;uired no visible ,ontrol. The wovewent in the 
street gas not ,haoti,q yet neither gas it stri,tly reculated. It arose as a 
,onse;uen,e om individual a,tionsq and yet gith a ,oheren,e that ,ould 
only be re,ocniBed ghen one stepped ba,’.

I let wy caBe drimt marther alonc the street and out togard the riverq 
ghere the ,urrent ,ontinued githout interruption. There gas no stillD
ness. Only wovewent adaptinc itselm to wovewent. znd in that adaptaD
tion6there lay the order.

Molwes sat mor another wowent gith the pipe raisedq ghen his attention 
fEed itselm upon a fcure in the streaw om passersby.

The wan gore a dar’ ,oat om the sort one sees in every part om the 
,ityq and nothinc in his appearan,e iwwediately distincuished hiw. Me 
woved at an even pa,eq neither ;ui,’ly nor sloglyq and ’ept a distan,e 
mrow the others that seewed naturalq githout beinc ,onspi,uous. Me 
werced into the wovewent as thouch he gere a part om it.

znd yet MolwesRs caBe mell upon hiw. It gas not any parti,ular meature 
that aga’ened his attentionq but rather the absen,e om the irrecular. 
The wovewent gas ,orre,tq the distan,e gell 9udcedq and mor that very 
reason6alwost too pre,ise.

Molwes let the pipe rewain at his lips githout ta’inc another drag and 
molloged the wan gith his eyes until he vanished into the ,urrent. Me did 
not turn his head amter hiw but werely ,ontinued his ogn observation.

Sowe tiwe later the wan passed acain. This tiwe mrow the opposite 
dire,tion. The pa,e gas the sawe. The distan,e mrow the others unD
,hanced. Mis pla,ewent in the streaw repeated gith an eEa,tness that 
,ould not be eEplained by ,han,e alone.
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Molwes slogly logered the pipe. Mis caBe molloged the wan.
—hen the fcure appeared githin his feld om vision mor the third tiweq 

it gas no loncer an observationq but a ,on,lusion. The repetition gas 
not spontaneous. It gas systewati,.

Molwes stopped widgay throuch the wotionq the pipe still slichtly 
raisedq as thouch mor an instant he had morcotten to ,owplete the a,tion 
he had becun. Swo’e still rose maintly mrow the boglq but he let it rest 
githout noti,inc it.

The de,ision had already been wade.
Me set the pipe dognq let his hand clide ba,’ to the tableq and did not 

,all attention to hiwselmq but werely indi,ated dis,reetly that he gished 
to pay. The ,oin gas pla,ed gith the sawe ,alw in ghi,h he had been 
sittincq and githout gaitinc mor any murther eE,hance he rose.

2o one nearby seewed to ta’e noti,e.
Me stepped into the ,urrent gith a wotion no dixerent mrow the 

others.
Vy the tiwe the wan passed mor the mourth tiweq Molwes gas already 

wovinc.
Me did not mollog ,losely. Vut neither did he rewain so mar behind 

that the ,onne,tion wicht be lost. The distan,e gas waintained gith a 
pre,ision that did not attra,t noti,eq and his caBe gas seldow dire,ted 
straicht at the wan he molloged. Insteadq he let reAe,tions do the gor’. 
—indogsq panes om classq polished surma,es in doors and ,arriaces cave 
hiw the ne,essary vieg githout betrayinc his intention.

zt ,orners he paused brieAyq as thouch werely orientinc hiwselmq and 
,ontinued only ghen the wovewent ahead om hiw gas on,e wore se,ure.

The wan did not alter his pa,e. Me ,ontinued throuch the streets gith 
the sawe even strideq and githout loo’inc ba,’.

zs they woved marther mrow the riverq the surroundincs ,hanced in 
,hara,ter. The streets creg narrogerq the licht wore sparseq and the 
streaw om people thinner. The voi,esq ghi,h earlier had lain in layersq 
nog mell agay one by oneq until only isolated sounds rewained6a door 
,losincq a distant gheel acainst stoneq a wuted ,onversation behind a 
gall.
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Molwes ,ontinued.
The wan stopped githout garninc. The ma,ade bemore hiw gas disD

,reetq alwost anonywousq and ,ould easily have been overloo’ed awonc 
the other buildincs on the street. z narrog gindogq a subdued doorq and 
behind the class one ,ould dis,ern the outlines om mrawes and ,anvases.

It gas ghat one wicht ,all an art dealerRs shop. Vut not om the ’ind that 
soucht attention.

The wan did not hesitate. Me werely limted a hand to the door and 
entered gith the sawe untroubled ,owposure that had ,hara,teriBed his 
procress throuch the streets.

Molwes stopped on the opposite side om the gindog. Me turned 
slichtlyq so that his caBe wicht mall throuch the class githout appearinc 
dire,ted at anythinc in parti,ular. To a passerby he gould have seewed 
absorbed by the gor’s on displayq and it gas pre,isely that assuwption 
he alloged to settle about hiw.

—ithinq a briem and eEa,t eE,hance too’ pla,e. The wan had not alD
tered his wanner. Me did not spea’ wu,h6im indeed he spo’e at all6but 
werely broucht morgard a pa,’ace he had ,arried ,on,ealed beneath his 
,oat. It gas re,eived githout ;uestion.

The re,ipient6a wan gith narrogq sharply defned meatures6a,,eptD
ed the pa,’ace gith a ,alw that gas not githout attentiveness. Mis hands 
woved surelyq alwost we,hani,allyq as thouch their mun,tion had been 
pra,ti,ed throuch repeated a,ts om the sawe sort. Me turned the pa,’ace 
brieAyq not in order to eEawine it in any ordinary senseq but as thouch to 
,onfrw sowethinc already ’nogn.

Molwes noted the details. The gay the fncers ,losed around the paD
per. The pre,ise pla,ewent om the pa,’ace upon the ,ounter. The short 
nod that mollogedq and ghi,h seewed to ,on,lude the eE,hance githout 
need om gords.

It gas not a transa,tion. It gas a delivery. znd it bore every sicn om 
beinc part om a routine.

Molwes let his caBe travel marther alonc the reAe,tion in the gindog 
yet had already fEed the wanRs ma,e in wewory. There gas sowethinc in 
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its ,owposition6not only in the meatures thewselvesq but in the wanner 
in ghi,h they gere assewbled6that rendered it ft to be rewewbered.

The door opened acain.
Molwes let his caBe rest upon the pane as thouch he still ,ontewplated 

the gor’s on displayq ghile the wan stepped out and passed by hiw at the 
sawe ,alw pa,e gith ghi,h he had arrived.

It gas at that wowent that Molwes observed it. z swallq maded tattoo 
at the wanRs lemt gristq 9ust visible ghere the sleeve shimted brieAy in 
wovewent. It had not been done to be seenq and tiwe had somtened its 
,larityq but its presen,e gas nonetheless beyond dispute. Molwes did not 
allog his caBe to mollog it. Vut he recistered it.

The wan ,ontinued githout loo’inc ba,’ and disappeared into the 
street.

Molwes rewained standinc mor another wowentq as thouch his interD
est gere still atta,hed to the ,ontents om the shopq bemore slogly turninc 
agay. Me had no reason to stay loncer. —hat gas essential had already 
been observed. Me put a hand to his po,’etq dreg out the pipeq and lit it 
gith a ,alw no dixerent mrow his earlier wotions. The swo’e rose into 
the ,ool air as he set hiwselm in wotion acainq this tiwe in the dire,tion 
om his hotel.

The streets nog lay in a dixerent licht. 2ot be,ause they had ,hanced. 
Vut be,ause he had seen hog they gere ,onne,ted.

Me gal’ed githout hasteq githout see’inc to mollog any parti,ular 
routeq and alloged wovewent itselm to ,arry hiw ba,’ throuch the ,ity. 
There gas no need mor murther a,tion that eveninc. Observation gas 
su>,ient. znd that ghi,h had frst shogn itselm as a deviation6had 
already revealed itselm to be part om the systew.



The Market at 
Saint-Ouen

LETTER IV

October 15, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
I left the hotel before daybreak. At this hour Paris has a dicerent mharam-
ter frow the one you knov frow our earlier stays. The mity is not silent, 
but its ;oime is loverp it does not yet sQeak to the Qublim, but to itself. I 
took a xamre at the guai de la Tournelle. The dri;er vas a wan of the 
sort vho sQeaks vithout eHQemtinC an ansver. éis moat bore trames of 
the niCht, and his horse wo;ed vith the Qatienme that is amhie;ed only 
throuCh wany years of reQetition. We dro;e northvard.

The mobblestones vere dark vith dev, and the wo;ewent of the 
vheels left brief, dull tramks in the dawQ liCht. At the Porte de YliCnan-
mourt the mity beCan to oQenp here the order of the boule;ard mowes to 
an end, and sowethinC less Qlanned takes o;er. My destination vas the 
MarmhE auH Pumes de Saint-Ouen.

Dou way QerhaQs ha;e heard the nawe but smarmely iwaCined its smale. 
What beCan as a CatherinC of traders on the outskirts of the mity has de-
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;eloQed into a labyrinth of stalls, tents, and wakeshift strumtures, vhere 
e;erythinC way be foundqand wost of it ouCht to be a;oided.

I arri;ed vhile the xrst dealers vere still unQamkinC their vares. Yan-
;ases vere beinC raised. Wooden mrates oQened. Rusty wirrors set out 
aCainst the dull liCht of davn. There hunC in the air a swell of vet vood, 
old fabrim, and wetal that had sur;i;ed se;eral ovners.

A wan married a mlomkvork wemhanisw vithout its mase under his arw 
as thouCh it vere a mhild. A vowan arranCed a Qile of Qormelain vith the 
mare ordinarily reser;ed for inheritanme.

There vere obBemts of Cenuine aCeqand obBemts that Qretended to it.
A mhest of dravers vith vorn edCes, vhere the vear had been distrib-

uted too reCularly. A frawe vith CildinC that had been aCed vith amid, but 
vhose inner morners vere untoumhed. A mrumixH vhose Qatina seewed 
aQQlied rather than amzuired.

The Qlame montains, as you understand, a mertain Qoetry. éere one way 
xnd the uneHQemted. “ut one wust vade throuCh monsiderable zuanti-
ties of refuse to reamh it.

I wo;ed slovly throuCh the rovs vithout allovinC wy Ca”e to linCer 
too lonC uQon anythinC. ée vho seeks too oQenly xnds only that vhimh 
is ocered intentionally.

An elderly Centlewan ocered we a Qomket vatmh enCra;ed vith a moat 
of arws. The enCra;inC vas morremt for the Qeriod, but the wetal itself 
had not had tiwe to learn the huwility that true aCe iwQoses uQon it.

G2aQoleon,F he said in a ;oime that betrayed neither belief nor doubt.
GWithout zuestion,F I reQlied, and set the vatmh bamk dovn.
The worninC liCht inmreased Cradually.
More dealers arri;ed. The ;oimes rose. A CrouQ of younCer wen debat-

ed a stamk of moQQer enCra;inCs vhose authentimity seewed to ommasion 
li;elier dismussion than they deser;ed.

I stoQQed at a stall vhere frawes vere stamked in layers. 2ot Qim-
turesqonly frawes. Kilded. “lamk. A fev vith rewnants of man;as still 
attamhed. Urawes are often wore honest than Qimtures, Watson. They 
testify to vhat onme vas.
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I notimed a frawe vhose inner side bore trames of rement adBustwent. 
The vood vas older, but the mut alonC the edCe vas fresh. A fraCwent 
of man;as still mlunC to one nail.

I asked the ovner vhere it mawe frow.
GA mollemtion in the siHteenth arrondissewent,F he said vithout hesi-

tation.
G2aturally,F I reQlied.
ée looked at we as thouCh tryinC to demide vhether I vas BokinC.
I did not buy it. “ut I took note of its diwensions. I left it vhere it 

stood and montinued alonC the narrov QassaCe betveen the stalls.
The warket vas nov in full wotion. A CrouQ of dealers arCued loudly 

o;er the Qrime of a wirror vhose Class vas older than the frawe. A boy 
ran Qast vith a stamk of nevsQaQers under his arw. A wan vith a smarf 
about his nemk married tvo QaintinCs that zuite Qlainly did not belonC 
toCether.

I stoQQed short. 2ot bemause sowethinC malled for wy attentionqbut 
bemause soweone did. Three stalls ahead stood a wan bent o;er a swaller 
man;as. éis moat vas the sawe as on the Qre;ious e;eninC. éis hat lay on 
the table before hiw. ée held the QaintinC uQ to the liCht, not to adwire 
the subBemt, but to eHawine the bamk.

ée sQoke to the seller vithout lookinC at hiw.
I aQQroamhed vithout haste. GDou should be mareful,F I said.
ée did not reamt at onme.
GThe man;as,F I montinued. GIf you hold it in that wanner, you vill 

o;erlook the wost iwQortant irreCularity.F
Moreau lovered the QaintinC slovly. ée did not turn it tovard we. 

GAnd vhat is it that I o;erlook, wonsieur’F he asked malwly.
GThe frawe,F I reQlied. GIt is older than the QaintinC.F
2ov he turned his head. 2ot surQrised. GDou rise early,F he said.
GThe warket revards the wan vho arri;es before the history has been 

fully Qamked,F I ansvered.
The seller looked frow one to the other vithout understandinC vhat 

he vas vitnessinC.
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Moreau turned the man;as o;er and eHawined it aCain. GDou iwQly,F 
he said, Gthat this Qimture has been inserted into a frawe that does not 
belonC to it.F

GI iwQly,F I reQlied, Gthat soweone has vished to lend the QaintinC a 
Qast it has not yet had tiwe to li;e.F

Moreau set the QaintinC dovn. GAnd you mawe here,F he said, Gvith-
out inforwinC we.F

GI vished to see vho insQemts Coods before they are o6mially for sale.F
An alwost in;isible swile. GSo, you insQemt we.F
G2aturally.F
There vas a brief silenme.
Moreau turned to the seller. GI vill not take it,F he said.
The seller shruCCed and reamhed for another mustower.
Moreau steQQed aside, and I folloved vithout Ci;inC the iwQression 

that ve nov wo;ed toCether. GDou are bold,F he said softly.
G2o,F I reQlied. GI aw early.F
ée looked at we sharQly. GDou belie;e this warket is Qart of the wat-

ter.F
G2o,F I said. G“ut soweone vishes it to aQQear so.F
Moreau7s eHQression mhanCed sliChtly. GVHQlain.F
GIf one vishes to obsmure the oriCin of a man;as,F I said, Gone way let 

it Qass throuCh a Qlame vhere oriCin is a Luid zuantity.F
Moreau nodded slovly. GA Qlame,F he said, Gvhere forCery is eHQemted.F
GPremisely.F
ée looked aCain at the QaintinC, vhimh the seller vas nov ocerinC to 

a younC mollemtor. GDou wean,F he said, Gthat this is not the beCinninC.F
G2o,F I reQlied. GThis is mo;er.F
Moreau turned fully tovard we. GDou ha;e been here less than a 

veek.F
GAnd you ha;e been here all your life,F I ansvered malwly. GThat Ci;es 

us dicerent ad;antaCes.F
ACain, there arose that brief, weasurinC silenme betveen us. This tiwe 

it vas less QrobinC.
GYowe,F said Moreau. GThere is another stand.F
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G2aturally,F I reQlied.
The tvo wen wo;ed into the rovs, side by side, vithout anyone beinC 

able to deterwine vho folloved vhow. And in a wirror, hunC mrookedly 
betveen tvo rusty mhandeliers, éolwes notimed a dark hat Qause at the 
entranme to the QassaCe.

Moreau stoQQed at a stall that dicered frow the others at onme by its 
orderliness. The vares vere not throvn out in heaQs but arranCed vith a 
mertain dismretion. Three swall landsmaQes leaned aCainst a vooden mrate. 
The subBemts vere wodestqvooded smenes, a ri;erbank, a ;illaCe at dusk.

Moreau lifted the widdle one. GThis,F he said, Gvas seen here siH 
wonths aCo.F

ée turned it tovard éolwes.
The siCnature bore the nawe of a lesser-knovn QuQil of the “arbi”on 

smhool. 2ot a nawe that vould mreate a sensation, but su6mient to 
avaken interest in the QroQer mirmles.

éolwes took the man;as in his hand. The veiCht vas morremt. The 
tension of the man;as aCainst the frawe seewed aQQroQriate. ée Qassed 
his xnCers o;er the surfame vithout toumhinC it diremtly. GDou ha;e seen 
it before’F he asked.

GDes,F Moreau reQlied. G4nder another nawe.F
GOn the QaintinC’F
GOn the seller.F
éolwes looked at hiw. GThe sawe fame’F
GThe sawe hands.F
éolwes turned the man;as o;er.
The bamk bore a stawQqfaint, but leCible. A Paris vholesaler, knovn 

for suQQlyinC waterials to both restorers and swaller studios.
Gée malls hiwself by dicerent nawes’F éolwes asked.
GThree nawes, vhimh I ha;e noted.F
GAnd you are mertain it is the sawe wan’F
GAs mertain as one man be,F Moreau ansvered.
éolwes let his Ca”e Qass o;er the frawe. It vas older. 2ot werely in 

its surfame, but in its strumture. The vood had montramted sliChtly at the 
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Boints, as only haQQens o;er tiwe. The CildinC bore wimrosmoQim mramks 
that mannot be formed vithout risk of dawaCinC the Cround beneath.

GThe frawe vas not wade remently,F he montinued.
G2o.F
GIt is older than the QaintinC.F
GDes.F
éolwes diremted his Ca”e bamk to the subBemt. The brushvork vas re-

strained. 2ot ;irtuosim but assured. The sky bore trames of se;eral layers, 
vhere the Qaint had been vorked into the man;as vith deliberate montrol.

ée took out wy waCnifyinC Class.
Moreau obser;ed it vithout mowwent.
GThe strokes,F éolwes montinued, Giwitate the rhythw of the smhool 

in zuestion. “ut they are too monsistent.F
GVHQlain.F
GA QuQil,F he said, Gvill va;er betveen inLuenme and Qersonal unmer-

tainty. éere there is no hesitation.F
Moreau nodded. GThat vas wy iwQression as vell.F
éolwes eHawined the QiCwent in the blue QassaCe. The hue vas mor-

remt in tone, but its bindinC wediuw re;ealed a never mowQosition. The 
dried surfame lamked the deeQer watte zuality that older oil de;eloQs o;er 
tiwe.

GThe QiCwent,F he rewarked, Gvas not wanufamtured until later.F
GVHamtly.F
ée Qut the Class avay. GAnd you ha;e seen se;eral’F
GUour,F said Moreau. GAll vith the sawe dismiQline. The sawe dismreet 

iwQro;ewents. The sawe tyQe of frawes.F
GAnd the sawe seller.F
G4nder mhanCinC nawes.F
éolwes looked at the man;as aCain. There had been no haste in the 

vork. 2o mluwsiness. GThis,F he said malwly, Gis not a sinCle forCer.F
Moreau said nothinC.
GIt is a wethod.F
GSystewatim’F he asked.
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éolwes did not ansver at onme. ée ran his xnCer alonC the edCe of the 
man;as vithout toumhinC the Qaint. GDes,F he said at last. GSystewatim.F

There vas a brief silenme betveen thew.
GDou also notime,F Moreau montinued, Gthat the subBemts are not ammi-

dental.F
G0andsmaQes,F éolwes reQlied. G0ess montro;ersial. Vasier to Qlame in 

Qri;ate mollemtions.F
GAnd less likely to bemowe the obBemt of intensi;e eHawination.F
éolwes nodded.
GDou ha;e folloved the mhain’F
GAs far as I mould,F said Moreau. GIt leads throuCh Paris. “ut the 

waterials*F ée stoQQed for a wowent. GThe waterials lead farther.F
éolwes looked uQ. GTo Italy’F
GDes.F ée let the man;as rest bamk aCainst the mrate. GThe wost inter-

estinC thinC,F he montinued, Gis not the QaintinC.F ée lifted an eyebrov.
GWhat then’F
GThe uniforwity.F
Moreau alloved the vord to rewain betveen thew for a wowent.
At that sawe instant there mawe a mlatter frow the far side of the stall. 

A boH had toQQled o;er. A ;oime aQoloCi”ed.
éolwes did not look uQ at onme. In the reLemtion frow a wetal tray 

hanCinC behind the seller, he sav the dark hat onme woreqthis tiwe 
nearer.

The o;erturned boH montained a wiHture of old frawes and loose 
man;ases. The sellerqa wan in his forties vith shiftinC eyes and hands 
that bore trames both of resin and tobammoqbent zuimkly to Cather thew 
uQ.

GPardon, wessieurs,F he said vithout lookinC uQ.
Moreau did not reQly.
éolwes let his Ca”e rest on the wan7s hands. They vere not a Qainter7s 

hands. They vere a mraftswan7sqand yet not entirely.
GDou handle thew marefully,F éolwes rewarked malwly.
GThey are old,F the wan reQlied. GOne ne;er knovs vith sumh thinCs.F
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éolwes lifted the man;as they had Bust eHawined. Géas this also mowe 
frow the sawe sourme’F he asked.

The ovner hesitated. Only half a semond. “ut in the rhythw of the 
warket7s noise, it vas enouCh. GI Cet Coods frow wany Qlames,F he said. 
GIt is a warket.F

G2aturally,F said éolwes.
ée turned the man;as o;er and let his xnCer Clide alonC the edCe of the 

bamk. GInterestinC,F he montinued. GThe sawe tyQe of man;as. The sawe 
vholesaler7s stawQ.F

GThat is mowwon,F the ovner said zuimkly. GV;eryone buys there.F
GV;eryone’F éolwes asked wildly.
ée shruCCed. GThose vho vork seriously.F
GSeriously,F éolwes reQeated.
ée straiChtened his bamk. GI werely sell vhat mowes in.F
Moreau vatmhed hiw vithout interruQtinC.
GAnd vhat mowes in to you’F éolwes asked.
GPaintinCs.F
GUrow vhow’F
ACain, there vas that swall hesitation. GA wan,F he said. GA widdle-

wan.F
G2awe’F
The seller nov looked diremtly at éolwes. GDou ask wany zuestions 

for a buyer.F
GI aw not a buyer.F
G2o,F he said slovly. GDou are not.F
éolwes set the man;as dovn. GThis widdlewan,F he asked, Gdoes he 

mowe here hiwself’F
GDes,F the seller reQlied.
GAlvays’F
GAs a rule.F
GVarly’F
G“efore oQeninC.F
éolwes nodded. GThen you ha;e already sQoken vith hiw today.F
The wan sticened sliChtly. G2o.F
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G“ut you eHQemt hiw.F
Silenme.
Moreau said softly, GDou ha;e a wark on your Bamket.F
The seller wo;ed his hand to his mhest. There vas a faint darker streak 

in the mloth. 2ot ;isible at xrst Clanme.
Moreau steQQed a Qame nearer. GWet Qaint,F he said malwly. G2o wore 

than an hour old.F
GIt is frow a frawe,F the seller said zuimkly.
GUrawes do not swell of linseed oil,F éolwes reQlied.
éis Ca”e Limkered.
Gée does not mowe here any lonCer,F the seller said suddenly.
GInterestinC,F éolwes rewarked.
Gée said he vas xnished.F
GUinished vith vhat’F
GWith Paris.F
There vas a brief Qause.
Gée said,F the seller montinued, Gthat there vere better Qlames.F
G“etter’F Moreau asked.
The wan hesitated aCain. GPlames,F he said relumtantly, Gvhere QeoQle 

do not ask so wany zuestions.F
2either éolwes nor Moreau mowwented.
The seller bent dovn and beCan onme wore to Cather uQ his vares, as 

thouCh the mon;ersation vere o;er.
“ut before éolwes turned avay, he asked malwly, Gée has been here 

this worninC.F
The seller did not ansver. “ut his silenme vas monxrwinC.
éolwes mhose not to Qress the seller further. ée had seen enouCh to 

knov that wore zuestions vould only mause the wan to mlose hiwself oc 
entirely. A systew does not re;eal itself under Qressurep it werely mhanCes 
diremtion.

ée steQQed avay frow the stall vithout haste. Moreau folloved.

A short distanme farther on, éolwes stoQQed at a swaller stand vhere 
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;arious obBemts lay smattered vithout order. AwonC mutlery, frawes, and 
faded sheets of wusim lay a ;iolin. ée Qimked it uQ.

The instruwent vas not shovy, but the vood had darkened e;enly. 
The ;arnish bore the dull Clov that only wany years of handlinC man Ci;e. 
ée turned it slovly in his hands and studied the Crain in the bamk. The 
waQle vas Lawed, but not Italian. The vorkwanshiQ vas solid, vithout 
eHmessi;e rexnewent.

ée Qassed his xnCers o;er the xnCerboard. The vear lay hiCh uQqnot 
frow Qramtime, but frow use. ée lifted the bov, adBusted his CriQ, and 
drev it amross the strinCs. A brief xCure. Tvo wuted weasures. The 
sound vas mlear, thouCh the bov vas une;en. Noimes nearby fell in;ol-
untarily zuieter. A dealer stoQQed in the widdle of a wo;ewent. A boy 
rewained standinC vith a boH in his hands.

éolwes alloved the tones to die of thewsel;es. ée rested the edCe of 
the ;iolin aCainst his mheek for a wowent, as if to BudCe the resonanme 
throuCh the vood. An alwost iwQermeQtible tension Qassed throuCh 
his riCht shoulder. It lasted only a semond. ée lovered the instruwent 
sliChtly wore slovly than the wo;ewent vould othervise ha;e rezuired.

Moreau sav it. 2ot bemause the wo;ewent vas ob;ious, but bemause 
it vas not vholly in keeQinC vith the rest of the wan.

éolwes straiChtened and set the ;iolin bamk Qremisely as he had found 
it. Gée has been here this worninC,F he said vithout lookinC at Moreau.

GDes.F
Gée vill not mowe aCain.F
Moreau did not ansver.
ée looked at éolwes for a wowent lonCer than the mon;ersation 

rezuired.
They wo;ed on betveen the stalls.

KKK
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Watson sat vith the letter in his hands and stared before hiw. The vood 
in the Crate had aCain mollaQsed invard and sent a subdued Clov uQ 
tovard the meilinC.

Uorwerly I vould not ha;e fastened uQon this QassaCe. A ;iolin at a 
warket. A brief eHawination and a fev notes. “ut I read it dicerently 
nov.

éolwes does not wention Qain. ée does not wention veakness. ée 
werely desmribes a wo;ewent, a sliCht delay, an instruwent beinC set bamk 
a little wore slovly than it vas lifted. That is all. And yet it is not nothinC.

I ha;e often thouCht that the vorld reCarded hiw as untoumhed. 4n-
acemted. As thouCh the struCCle at the Ualls had left no trame beyond a 
tewQorary disaQQearanme. “ut I sav hiw that niCht, before he deQarted. 
I sav vhat no one else sav.

2ov, as I read these lines, it seews to we that this swall eQisodeqthis 
insiCnixmant ;iolin in a Paris warketqway be the xrst Qlame vhere the 
trames man be dismernedp that he hiwself bore a wark. 2ot ;isible to the 
vorld. Only to the one vho knev hiw.

Watson alloved the QaQer to sink sliChtly.
The rain outside strumk aCainst the Qane in irreCular rhythws, and he 

rewained seated a wowent lonCer than the teHt rezuired.
Then he straiChtened, laid another Qieme of vood uQon the xre, and 

returned to the letter.

KKK

Moreau stoQQed beside a lov stamk of frawes Qiled neHt to a vooden 
mrate. They vere not Cilded, but dark, siwQle, vith the kind of Qatina 
that wakes thew useful vithout dravinC too wumh attention.

ée lifted one of thew and turned it in his hands. GThese,F he said 
softly, Goften mowe vith the man;ases.F

éolwes took the frawe frow hiw. The vood vas older, thouCh not 
mostly. The Boints vere solid, vithout demoration. ée let his xnCer run 
alonC the inside of the edCe, vhere the man;as norwally rests.
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ée stoQQed. G0ook here,F he said.
Inside, mlose to one of the morners, a swall warkinC had been smratmhed 

in. 2ot stawQed. 2ot burned in. Smratmhed vith a sharQ tool before the 
;arnish had fully hardened. It vas easy to o;erlook.

Moreau steQQed mloser.
éolwes took another frawe frow the sawe stamk. It bore a morre-

sQondinC smratmhed xCure, in alwost the sawe Qosition, the sawe deQth. 
A third frawe shoved the sawe siCn. éolwes studied the inmision in 
silenme. It monsisted of tvo lines mrossinC a third at an anCle. AwbiCuous 
in forw. 2ot iwwediately a letterqand yet not randow either.

GDou ha;e seen this before’F éolwes asked.
Moreau nodded faintly. GIt is an old wark,F he said. GOne sowetiwes 

xnds it on older frawes.F
éolwes looked at hiw. GSowetiwes,F he reQeated.
Moreau shruCCed sliChtly. GIt way be a vorkshoQ warkinC.F
éolwes let his Ca”e rest uQon the siCn a wowent lonCer. ée drev out 

his knifeqnot hastily, but vith the malw any Qremise amt rezuiresqand 
rewo;ed a swall, dawaCed Lake frow the innerwost edCe of one frawe. 
A fraCwent of vood on vhimh Qart of the inmision vas still ;isible. The 
wo;ewent vas dismreet. The seller vas ommuQied vith another mustower. 
The swaller fraCwent of vood found its vay into his Qomket.

The noise of the warket montinued around thew, as thouCh nothinC 
had mhanCed. 

Watson let his Ca”e wo;e dovn o;er the last lines.
The letter ended vithout further eHQlanation. 2o drawatim monmlu-

sion. 2o demlaration of danCer. Only the obser;ation that the warket 
vas transit, and that the hand CuidinC the brush did not itself deterwine 
the subBemt. ée sat wotionless for a wowent before layinC the QaQer Lat 
uQon the desk and takinC uQ his Qen.

éolwes had added a swall sketmh in the warCinqzuimk, Qremise, vith-
out artistim intent. A fev lines mrossinC one another at an anCle, and a 
short slantinC stroke monnemtinC thew.
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Watson studied the dravinC marefully. It vas siwQle.
ée reCarded the xCure for a lonC tiwe. It wiCht be nothinC. It wiCht 

be a mraftswan7s wark. It wiCht be tvo letters, Boined in a wanner that 
only wakes sense to the wan vho already knovs thew.

ée laid the Qen dovn.
It seews to we that éolwes had already understood wore here than he 

mhose to vrite. 2ot bemause he vished to monmeal the truth frow we, but 
bemause he did not yet knov its full eHtent.

Watson folded the letter and laid it marefully beside the boH. The xrst 
mlue had been remorded.

ée reamhed for the neHt en;eloQe.



An Assessment
LETTER V

I had learned to recognize Holmes’s handwriting not merely by its pre-
cision, but also by the way in which each word seemed placed with an 
intention that extended beyond the written line. The letter before me 
bore that same character, yet there was something in the weight of the 
paper and in the manner in which it had been folded that caused me to 
hesitate for a moment.

It was not the Nrst time Holmes had written to me from abroad, and 
yet there was still a di—erence. vot in its appearanceWwhich remained 
sober, without unnecessary detailWbut in the impression it left, eken 
before it was opened.

:atson broqe the seal.
Holmes’s koice emerges at once, clear and without circumlocutionF

October 17, 1891
Paris

There are moments, :atson, when an inSuiry ceases to be merely a series 
of obserkations and instead becomes a mutual scrutiny. Eor the Nrst time, 
I found myself confronted not only with a clue, but with an assessment. 
I confess it was not without a certain interest.
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That afternoon I had taqen a seat at a cafD whose location made it 
suitable for obserkation without itself attracting notice. The tables stood 
close together, though not so close that one inekitably became part of 
other people’s conkersations. The light fell obliSuely through the win-
dows and left the rear places in a subdued shadow, which I found most 
appropriate.

I ordered co—ee and tooq out my pipe. I pacqed it with my usual 
rhythm and at the same time set down a few notes from the day’s obser-
kationsWbrief formulations which in themselkes explained nothing but 
serked to preserke the patterns of which I did not yet hake full command.

:hen I asqed for the bill, it was placed before me without remarq. The 
waiter left the table with the same neutral manner that had characterized 
him throughout the afternoon.

I allowed my gaze to rest for a moment on the paper before picqing 
it up. At that instant my attention sharpened. vot because there was 
anything kisibly unusual about the bill, but because the paper had been 
handled once too often.

I turned it oker.
Vn the rekerse was written the following, in inq still wetF

“What you once found in silence,
you will find again where the voice must not be heard.
Seek not what is displayed.
Find what does not belong.”

I read the text a second time, more slowly. There was nothing theatrical 
in the phrasing. vo threat. vo obkious triumph. :hoeker had written 
it did not wish to impress, but to be understood. That in itself was 
remarqable.

Holmes let his thumb glide along the edge of the paper and remained 
seated without touching his co—ee.

“…where the voice must not be heard.”
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A grake might satisfy the condition, he thought. A library as well, though 
the silence there is a practical necessity rather than a prescription. jut 
the phrasing bore no marq of the practical. It had not been written by 
a man who desired Suiet, but by one who thought in terms of spaces 
where the koice is held bacq out of deference to something greater than 
conkersation itself.

A church therefore seemed to him more liqely. vot because silence is 
always obserked thereWit is kery far from being soWbut because silence 
in such a place is not accidental. It forms part of the place’s intention.

He picqed up the pipe but did not light it. Instead, he turned it slowly 
between his Nngers while once more allowing his gaze to pass oker the 
Nnal line.

“Seek not what is displayed. Find what does not belong.”

It was better written than most anonymous messages he had receiked 
through the years. :hoeker had composed it qnew not merely of his 
presence in 7aris, but of the method by which he worqed. vot the obCect, 
but the dekiation. vot what is emphasized, but the disturbing element 
in the whole.

It did not amuse him. jut it interested him.
He set the bill down, paid without indicating any particular attention 

to the waiter, and rose with the calm mokement that is precisely the qind 
which draws no eyes.

If the riddle had been set in order to lead him, then he must go. If it 
had been set in order to measure him, then he must not arrike too late.

:hen he stepped out of the cafD, the air had grown cooler. 7aris still 
moked around him, but in his mind the city had already narrowed itself 
to a smaller circle of possibilities.

A grake. A library. A church.
Vf these three, only the last had both silence and kisible splendor in a 

form that made the line about what does not belong fully operatike.
His course, therefore, was not di;cult to choose.
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votre-Rame.

Holmes moked through the streets without haste, though not without 
direction. 7aris still lay in that part of the day when the light begins to 
lose its sharpness, and when the outlines of buildings stand out more 
clearly, as if the city itself for a time wished to be obserked.

He reached the sSuare before votre-Rame.
The cathedral rose before him with a weight that was not merely 

architectural, but temporal as well. It bore the marq not of a single 
intention, but of many. 9enturies had left their trace in its stone, not 
as fractures, but as layers. The facade appeared at once symmetrical and 
restless… the Ngures aboke the portals seemed to obserke the sSuare with 
a gaze that was neither inkiting nor reCecting, but merely enduring.

7eople moked before the entrance at an unhurried paceWa few 
tourists, a couple of locals, a priest in darq clothing. vone appeared to 
linger long. It was not a place before which one remained. It was a place 
through which one passed.

Holmes let his gaze trakel up along the facade before he entered.
Here the light was altered at once. :hat outside had been di—use and 

shifting was here dissolked into colors and broqen through glass. The 
air was cooler, heakier, and carried a faint scent of wax and stone. The 
sounds from the sSuare did not disappear entirely, but were reduced to 
something distant and uninsistent, as though they belonged to another 
world.

The columns rose around him in a rhythm repeating itself with such 
precision that eken small dekiations would be kisibleWif one qnew where 
to looq. The Ngures along the walls and in the niches appeared as a 
continuation of this order. vothing seemed placed by chance, and for 
that kery reason any error must be intentional.

He moked slowly forward. vot toward any particular point, but 
through the space as a whole. His gaze did not fasten upon what was 
most prominentWnot upon the altar, not upon the light, not upon 
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the kisitorsWbut upon transitions, connections, repetitions. :here one 
form interrupted another. :here a line did not continue as expected.

“Seek not what is displayed.”

He followed the line of statues along one of the side aisles.
They were uniform in their di—erence. 4ach Ngure bore its own dis-

tinguishing traits, but within a frame that made the whole coherent. 
Hands, faces, symbolsWall were subCect to an order that was not merely 
aesthetic, but meaningful.

He did not stop. vot yet. jut the pace of his mokement altered slight-
ly. Momething was nearby. He did not stop abruptly, for there was no 
cause to do so. The dekiation had already Nxed itself in his gaze long 
before his steps had time to respond. It was not the Ngure as a whole that 
stood apart, but a slight displacement in its expression, so discreet that it 
could only be perceiked in relation to the others.

Holmes continued a few steps farther, as though his attention were 
directed ahead, and only when he stopped beside the next statue in the 
row did, he allow his gaze to drift bacq.

It was the hands.
Along  the  wall,  the  Ngures  repeated  a  series  of  familiar  ges-

turesWhands turned upward, folded in repose, resting against the 
breastWkariations on a Nxed pattern in which each dekiation still be-
longed to a recognizable order. jut here there was something that would 
not Nt.

Vne hand was as expected. The other bore something. vot highlight-
ed, not clearly distinguished from the stone, but su;cient to breaq the 
whole, once it had been seen.

Holmes stepped a little nearer, as a natural continuation of his slow 
mokement through the space. The distance was now su;cient to con-
Nrm what he had already sensed.

The obCect was not part of the Ngure. It had been added. A small, *at 
piece of metal, darq and without re*ections, placed with such precision 
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that at Nrst glance it might appear original, but on closer inspection 
could be explained as nothing other than a foreign addition.

He let his hand follow his gaze, though without haste. The mokement 
was so slight that it might be taqen for a casual touch, and when his 
Nngers reached it, the obCect yielded without resistance. It had not been 
fastened in place.

Vnly when he had once again stepped bacq and stood at the same 
distance as before did he allow his gaze to fall upon what he now held. 
A small metal plate with an engraked circle. vo ornament, no karia-
tionWonly a precise and measured marqing, executed without regard for 
aesthetics, though not without intention.

He let the obCect rest in his hand for a moment before examining 
it more closely. The circle was not complete. It had a small breaq, a 
small opening. There was nothing further. vo text, no direction, no 
hint of the next step. Vnly this single sign, which neither explained nor 
concealed anything, but perhaps merely signaled that he had arriked. 
That he was now inside 1 and yet not entirely.

Holmes remained standing a moment longer, not before the Ngure, 
but within the space as a whole, as though allowing the impression to 
settle before he moked on. It was not the riddle that occupied him now, 
but the intelligence that must lie behind its design.

:hen he turned, it was not directly toward the exit, but slightly to one 
side, as though his attention had momentarily been caught by something 
in the stillness of the periphery.

A Ngure stood near one of the distant columns. There was nothing in 
its posture that demanded attention, and yet there was a sort of stillness 
about it which distinguished it from the other kisitors. The distance 
rendered the face unclear, but the silhouette was enough. The hat was 
the only thing that stood out distinctly.

Holmes allowed his gaze to moke on without pause, as though he had 
noticed nothing, and continued through the space at the same undis-
turbed pace as before. Vnly a moment later, when without stopping he 
let his gaze return in that same direction, the Ngure was no longer to be 



TH4 MHARV: V64B TH4 M4Iv4O@

seen. He did not alter his course. And when shortly afterward he stepped 
out of the church, his walq was neither Suicqer nor slower than before.

AAA

:atson let his hand rest for a moment upon the paper, as though he did 
not yet entirely wish to let it go.

There was nothing in what was described that immediately bore the 
marq of danger. vo threat, no okert confrontation, none of the signs 
he had otherwise learned to associate with those situations in which 
Holmes found himself on uncertain ground. And it was precisely this 
absence that made the impression all the stronger.

It was not an ekent Holmes had been subCected to. It was an action 
that had been directed at him.

:atson rose slowly and tooq a few steps across the room before re-
turning to the chair and the table. The letter still lay open, and his gaze 
once more fell upon the opening lines.

An assessmentB
It was not a word he had often seen Holmes apply to himself.
Vker  the  years  Holmes  had  encountered  adkersaries  of  many 

qindsWsome brutal, others cunning, a few eken giftedWbut rarely, if 
eker, had anyone attempted to approach him in this way. vot by con-
cealing himself, but by maqing himself qnown through a test that pre-
supposed Holmes could both understand and accept its premise.

:atson was unable to determine whether this expressed a particular 
form of respect or something far more troubling. There was in Holmes’s 
account a calmness which on Nrst reading might seem reassuring, but 
which upon further thought contained something elseWnot unease, but 
a heightened alertness that had not prekiously been directed toward his 
own person to the same degree.

It was as though he no longer merely obserked. He was being obserked.
:atson let his gaze drift toward the empty chair opposite him, where 

Holmes had so often sat, leaning slightly forward, hands together, his 
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eyes Nxed upon the point at which thought tooq shape. He imagined 
him in that foreign space, standing among statues and shadows, with 
a strange obCect in his hand and with the qnowledge that someone, 
somewhere nearby, had followed his mokements with a precision that 
left little to chance.

It did not striqe him as the beginning of an ordinary inkestigation. 
Bather, as the opening of a game whose rules had not yet been fully laid 
out.

:atson folded the letter together with a care approaching the ceremo-
nial and laid it aside.

He could not qnow what signiNcance this Nrst test would come to 
hake. jut he sensed that it was not Holmes who had sought out the case. 
It was the case that had sought out Holmes.



The Academy
LETTER VI

October 19, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
This morning was clearer than the day before. The sunlight fell 

obliquely across the facade and brought out the building’s classical lines. 
Students passed through the gate with portfolios under their arms, their 
voices subdued, their steps hurried.

I had taken a seat on the bench in front of the École des Beaux-Arts 
when the cab came to a halt.

Its door was opened with a short, impatient movement. Moreau 
stepped out. He paid the driver without bargaining, like a man unwilling 
to waste time, and then turned toward the square before the school. A 
moment later his gaze found me. A distinct tension passed over his face 
before he mastered himself and moved toward the bench.

Holmes looked up. “You came quickly.”
“You left me no choice,” Moreau replied, sitting down.
“I have never given you my address,” he continued.
“No.”
“And yet this morning I received a message, signed Sigurdson, re-

questing that I meet you here.”
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Holmes folded his hands calmly in his lap. “It was necessary.”
Moreau regarded him sharply. “How?”
Holmes looked for a moment across the square, where a group of 

students were talking in front of the gate.
“You mentioned,” he said, “that you preferred northern light in your 

studio.”
Moreau did not answer.
“At the market you carried dust from limestone—not from Mont-

martre, but from the lighter type found in the newer buildings along the 
Seine.”

Moreau’s expression altered slightly.
“Your cuOs,” Holmes continued, “bore traces of ultramarine of a 

quality not sold in small quantities.”
There was a brief pause.
“And you pay your cabmen with new coins.”
Moreau turned his head toward him. “That does not explain my ad-

dress.”
“No,” said Holmes. “But it narrows the area.”
He rose slowly and walked a few steps across the square, as though the 

conversation were merely a chance exchange.
Moreau followed.
“You have a studio,” Holmes continued in a lower voice, “in a building 

that faces north. It is not old enough to have uneven limestone. It lies 
not far from the river. And you travel from there to the market without 
taking a streetcar.”

Moreau stopped. “You followed me?”
“No.”
Holmes looked at him. “I listened.”
Moreau remained standing for a moment before sitting down again.
“You left behind more than you were aware of,” said Holmes. There 

was no triumph in the voice. Vnly a statement.
Moreau leaned back and looked at the building in front of him. “It 

seems to me,” he said slowly, “that I ought to be more careful.”
“That is unlikely to change very much,” Holmes replied.
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A brief silence arose between them.
Then Moreau continuedJ “If you can Lnd me, others can as well.”
Holmes’s gaze rested for a moment on the gate of the art school. “That 

is precisely why,” he said, “we must speak here.”
Both sat for a moment without speaking.
Students passed by them. A bell sounded from within the building. 

The square was alive, but the conversation on the bench seemed cut oO 
from the surrounding life.

“I have noticed it as well,” Moreau said at last.
Holmes did not turn his head. “Noticed what?”
“That we are being watched,” he answered, without nervousness in his 

voice.
Holmes did not respond at once.
“The market,” Moreau continued, “was not accidental. Nor was this 

place.”
Holmes let his gaze move over the square. “Vbservation is often more 

eOective than intervention,” he said.
Moreau looked at him. “If you can Lnd my address,” he said calmly, 

“then I scarcely need introduce myself further.”
“It is not certain,” Holmes replied, “that it would help.”
There was something in the tone that Moreau caught. He nodded 

slowly. “Fean-Puc Moreau is my full name,” he said all the same. “Ed-
ucated at this school. Specialized in restoration.”

Holmes listened.
“I have worked for private collectors. Museums. And—for a peri-

od—for the police.”
“As a consultant?” Holmes asked.
“As a Lnder.” The word was spoken matter-of-factly. “A special di-

vision,” he continued, “responsible for art fraud and irregularities in 
private transactions.”

Holmes still said nothing.
“I was assigned to a case,” Moreau went on, “that extended over several 

years. It began modestly. Individual paintings of doubtful provenance. 
Small discrepancies.”
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“But it grew,” said Holmes.
“Yes.”
Moreau Lxed his gaze on the building’s facade. “I was removed from 

the case.”
“6or what reasons?”
“Administrative.”
Holmes’s gaze rested on him for a moment. “You accepted the expla-

nation?”
Moreau did not answer immediately.
“No,” he said at last. “By that time, I had been working with a series 

of works that seemed to be connected. Not merely through style, but 
through materials. 7igments. 6rames.”

Holmes nodded faintly. “And?”
“I had come closer to a name.”
Holmes looked at him. “A name?”
“Vr rather,” said Moreau, “a structure.”
There was a pause.
“I began receiving recommendations to prioritize other cases. Smaller 

cases. Pess sensitive ones.”
“And you did not follow the recommendation.”
Moreau turned his head. “I followed the traces.”
A group of students passed by them. Vne of them cast a jeeting glance 

at the two men and went on.
“I was then informed,” said Moreau, “that my services were no longer 

required.”
Holmes folded his hands. “You believe it was not an administrative 

decision.”
“I believe,” said Moreau calmly, “that someone decided I had come too 

close.”
Holmes’s face did not change. “And you continued alone.”
“Yes.”
“Vut of duty?”
Moreau looked straight ahead. “Vut of necessity.” There was no dra-

ma in the answer. Vnly a lasting Lrmness.
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Holmes studied him for a moment longer than the conversation re-
quired. “It seems to me,” he said, “that you were not merely removed 
from the case.”

Moreau met his gaze.
“No.”
“You were warned.”
Moreau did not answer.
But the silence was conLrming.
Holmes allowed the silence to stand between them for a moment.
“Your knowledge of this institution,” he said calmly, “may be of con-

siderable use to us.”
Moreau did not reply, but his gaze sharpened.
Holmes put a hand into his pocket and drew out the small splinter of 

wood he had removed from the frame at the market. He held lit between 
his Lngers without display.

“This,” he said, “is not merely a marking.”
Moreau leaned slightly forward.
Holmes turned the piece of wood in the light.
“The incision is secondary,” he continued. “It was added after the 

frame was assembled. Not by the frame-maker.”
“How can, you be sure?”
“The cut passes through the varnish layer, but not into the older 

stress-cracks in the wood. It is younger than the frame itself.”
Moreau nodded slowly.
Holmes ran a Lnger over the rough edge. “In addition,” he said, “the 

wood is not local.”
Moreau looked quickly at him.
“The frame was assembled here,” Holmes continued, “but the density 

and grain of the wood’s core do not correspond to 7arisian workshops. 
It was most likely imported.”

“6rom Italy?” Moreau asked.
Holmes did not raise his eyes. “7ossibly.”
He continuedJ “Moreover, the frame—and the canvas—bore traces of 

the same type of ultramarine that you yourself use.”
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Moreau did not answer at once.
“That pigment,” Holmes went on, “is not sold in small quantities. It 

is distributed in larger lots, chiejy to academic workshops.”
Holmes let his gaze move toward the building behind them. “This 

place,” he said.
Moreau looked toward the facade.
“You suggest that the forgery is done here?”
“No,” said Holmes. “I state that the materials point here.” There was 

no accusation in his voice. Vnly connection.
“The ultramarine. The structure of the canvas. The frame wood. The 

incision.”
Holmes turned the splinter once more.
“The market is the point of distribution,” he said. “But the work—the 

precise, systematic work—requires access to materials, space, and disci-
pline.”

Moreau remained silent.
“Such access,” Holmes continued, “exists here. Vr in immediate con-

nection with it.”
Moreau drew a slow breath.
“If you are right,” he said, “then this is not merely a network.”
“No,” Holmes replied. “It is organized.”
“And protected.”
Holmes put the splinter back into his pocket.
“The hand that guides the brush,” he said dryly, “is hardly the same 

hand that makes the decisions.”
Moreau looked at him. “You mean the workshop is merely the execu-

tor.”
“Yes.”
“And who decides the sub0ect?”
Holmes let the question hang.
“That,” he said, “has not yet been su1ciently illuminated.”
There was a brief pause.
Then he addedJ “But I am convinced that the person you came too 

close to does not work alone.”
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Moreau sat for a long time without answering.
A group of students passed by them with rolls of canvas under their 

arms. Their conversation was swallowed in the ordinary movement of 
the square.

“There is something,” he said at last, “that I have not told you.”
Holmes did not turn his head. “I assumed as much.”
Moreau looked straight ahead. “I got farther with the case than I led 

you to believe.”
Holmes said nothing.
“I did not merely follow the works,” Moreau continued. “I followed 

the payments.”
Holmes’s gaze sharpened slightly. “You found a connection.”
“Yes.”
Moreau folded his hands. “The sums passed through several hands. 

7rivate accounts. Middlemen. Donations.”
“Donations?” Holmes repeated calmly.
“To institutions. 4estoration funds. Academic pro0ects.”
Holmes let the words settle. “And these funds crossed borders.”
“Yes.”
Moreau now looked directly at him. “6rance was not the endpoint. 

Not even the center.”
“4ome,” said Holmes.
Moreau hesitated. “There were transactions,” he said slowly, “that 

passed through Italy.”
“And beyond.”
“7ossibly.”
There was a pause.
“That was where,” Moreau continued, “my case changed in charac-

ter.”
“How?”
“I received a recommendation to discontinue the investigation. Not 

from my immediate superior, but through another o1ce.”
Holmes nodded faintly. “A higher authority.”
“Yes.”
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Moreau drew in his breath slowly. “I was informed that my observa-
tions had political sensitivity.”

Holmes looked at him. “And you did not accept that assessment.”
“No.”
Moreau let his gaze drift over the square once more. “It was shortly 

afterward that I was removed.”
Holmes’s voice was calm. “You were not removed because you were 

wrong.”
Moreau did not answer.
“You were removed,” Holmes continued, “because you were right.”
Moreau met his gaze. “That is also my view.”
There was a brief silence.
“You must understand,” said Moreau at last, “that this is no longer a 

case about false canvases.”
Holmes waited.
“It is a case about protection. About reputation. About institutions 

that do not wish to be examined.”
Holmes did not reply at once.
“You are moving now,” Moreau continued, “within a Leld where the 

consequences are not necessarily legal.”
Holmes’s face remained unchanged. “You mean,” he said calmly, “that 

it may become dangerous.”
“Yes.”
“7hysically?”
Moreau looked at him. “That is a possibility.”
Holmes nodded lightly. “It is noted.”
Moreau watched him. “You take it with remarkable calm.”
“Calm,” said Holmes, “is a function of clarity.”
He rose.
“If your information is correct, we now have movement across bor-

ders. 6inancing. 7rotection.”
He looked toward the building. “It does not alter the direction.”
“No?”
“No.”



THE SHADVW VRE4 THE SEINE8…

Moreau stood up more slowly. “You do not intend to stop.”
“No.”
Moreau stood motionless for a moment. “Then you must under-

stand,” he said, “that you are no longer merely investigating forgery.”
Holmes looked at him. “I never was.”
He remained standing for a moment before turning toward Moreau.
“I did not send for you,” he said calmly, “so that we might sit and hold 

conversation on a bench.”
Moreau raised an eyebrow. “No?”
“We are going inside.”
Moreau looked toward the gate. “That may be risky.”
“It may,” said Holmes, looking directly at Moreau. “Will it be more 

dangerous for you than for me?”
Moreau hesitated. “Someone will undoubtedly recognize me, and it 

will raise questions.”
Holmes nodded. “Therefore,” he said, taking something from his bag.
It was not a mask, not a wig, but a discreet dark coat cut diOerently 

from the one Moreau wore, together with a pair of round spectacles with 
faintly tinted lenses.

“Take this,” said Holmes.
Moreau looked at the coat. “You came prepared.”
“Vne should always bring two possibilities,” Holmes replied.
Moreau put on the coat. It altered his silhouette slightly, gave him a 

less recognizable appearance. The spectacles cast a faint rejection across 
his eyes.

Holmes regarded him for a moment.
“Su1cient.”
“And you?” Moreau asked.
Holmes glanced down at himself. “I am a foreigner,” he said dryly. 

“That is explanation enough.”
They began walking toward the gate.
“The professor,” Holmes said in a low voice. “What is his name? I 

assume it was he to whom the traces led you.”
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Moreau hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “7rofessor Armand 
Delacroix.”

“7osition?”
“Vverall responsibility for restoration and technical studies.”
“Ambitions?”
Moreau glanced briejy at him. “Considerable.”
Holmes nodded. “Then let us give him something upon which to be 

ambitious.”
“An accusation?”
“No,” said Holmes. “An opportunity.”
Moreau did not look convinced.
“We are two men,” Holmes continued, “with an interest in technical 

authenticity. We have noticed a systematic pattern in certain works. We 
seek an academic opinion.”

“And if he sees through you?”
“Then he will reveal more than he wishes.”
They passed through the gate.
The courtyard within was cooler. The sound of steps upon stone grew 

sharper. Students moved between the studios, and the smell of oil and 
turpentine lay heavy in the air.

7rofessor Armand Delacroix received them standing.
His  o1ce  had  a  high  ceiling,  the  walls  covered  with  sketches, 

restoration diagrams, and reproductions of 4enaissance works. A large 
north-facing window allowed an even light to fall across the desk, where 
brushes and 0ars of pigments stood arranged with almost military preci-
sion.

He was a man in his early Lfties. His beard well kept. His gaze sharp 
but controlled.

“Messieurs,” he said. “How may I assist you?”
Moreau stepped forward Lrst. He had removed the spectacles.
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“7rofessor, this is Monsieur Sigurdson. He is interested in technical 
inconsistencies in certain landscape paintings that have recently circu-
lated in the market.”

Delacroix’s gaze passed over Holmes. “Ah. Another skeptic.”
“4ather an observer,” said Holmes calmly.
Delacroix smiled faintly. “And what is it you believe you have ob-

served?”
Holmes drew out the small splinter of wood and laid it discreetly on 

the desk. “A frame,” he said. “Not new. But with a newer incision.”
The professor picked up the piece without hesitation. His gaze rested 

a second too long on the marking. “A workshop mark,” he said at once. 
“Vld. Common.”

“Too common?” Holmes asked mildly.
“There are dozens of such things.”
Holmes nodded. “Indeed.”
He allowed a pause to fall.
“Interesting enough,” he continued, “we have found the same mark 

on several frames accompanying works with identical pigment relations. 
In particular, a variant of ultramarine mixed with a small amount of zinc 
white in order to produce a cooler tone.”

Delacroix’s hand stopped for a moment. “That would be an anachro-
nism,” he said quickly. “;inc white was not used in the period you 
suggest.”

Holmes looked at him. “7recisely.”
There was a silence.
Moreau said nothing.
Delacroix set the piece of wood back down. “If someone is attempting 

to imitate older works,” he continued, “they will inevitably commit such 
errors.”

“You mean,” said Holmes, “that the error is the amateur’s.”
“Without doubt.”
Holmes let his gaze travel over the desk. “And yet,” he said, “the brush-

work is disciplined. The frame older. The canvas correctly stretched. The 
errors are U selective.”
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Delacroix gave a slight shrug. “Even the most skillful forger may stum-
ble.”

“Yes,” said Holmes. “But only if he works alone.”
The professor’s gaze sharpened slightly. “I do not understand your 

insinuation.”
“There is no insinuation,” Holmes replied calmly. “Vnly interest.”
Delacroix leaned back. “You must understand,” he said, “that this 

institution has no connection to marketplaces.”
“I have not claimed that it does.”
“And ultramarine of the type you mention is widely used in academic 

instruction.”
“Vf course.”
Holmes’s voice was unchanged. “We have observed, however,” he con-

tinued, “that the works bearing this combination of frame and pigment 
appear to have passed through the same hands.”

“A coincidence,” said Delacroix too quickly.
Holmes looked at him. “7ossibly.”
The professor folded his hands. “You speak as though there exists an 

organized structure behind these works.”
Holmes did not answer at once. “Does there not?” he asked quietly.
Delacroix’s gaze met his.
A second too long.
“Messieurs,” said the professor, now a shade more Lrmly, “I would 

advise you not to confuse technical similarity with conspiracy.”
Holmes rose.
“I shall bear that in mind.”
Moreau did the same.
At the door Holmes paused.
“7rofessor,” he said, without turning fully around, “you re0ected my 

remark about zinc white with remarkable certainty.”
Delacroix replied coollyJ “It is my profession.”
Holmes nodded. “Naturally.”
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They left the o1ce and refrained from speaking until they reached the 
courtyard. The air outside felt clearer, but neither of them looked back 
toward the building.

Holmes stopped only when they had come some distance from the 
gate. “We are in need of rejection,” he said calmly.

Moreau nodded.
“There are several matters,” Holmes continued, “that ought to be 

turned over outside academic walls.”
Moreau looked at him. “And without listeners.”
“7recisely.”
Holmes studied him for a moment. “Your story,” he said, “is not yet 

complete.”
Moreau hesitated slightly. “No.”
“I am interested in the part you have not yet told.” There was no 

accusation in the voice. Vnly statement.
Moreau let his gaze drift across the square. “There is a place,” he said. 

“Not far from here. A private studio to which I have access. No one will 
disturb us there.”

“Jood.”
Moreau looked at Holmes. “I shall have you fetched this evening.”
“At what hour?”
“At eight o’clock.”
Holmes nodded.
“At your hotel.”
An almost imperceptible smile crossed Holmes’s face. “Will you re-

quire the address?”
Moreau returned the smile. “I shall not.”
6or a moment they merely stood and looked at one another. Not as 

adversaries. Not yet as allies. But as two men who both understood that 
the matter had grown.

They went their separate ways.

KKK
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Holmes left his hotel at precisely eight o’clock.
He had expected Moreau himself to arrive, but the carriage that 

stopped before the entrance carried no passenger. The driver was already 
in place, the promise of conveyance given without words.

“Monsieur Sigurdson?” he asked briejy.
Holmes nodded and stepped in.
The carriage set oO at once.
Through the window he watched the streets as they slipped by. 6irst 

the broader boulevards, lit by gas lamps and with streetcars still rumbling 
in the distance. Then narrower lanes, where the light was sparse and 
the shadows between the buildings seemed denser. Holmes noted the 
direction. 6irst east. Then south. He did not recognize the quarter.

The rhythm of the city changed in character. 6ewer pedestrians. More 
closed gates. The smell of water in the air. The Seine.

The carriage turned again.
Holmes leaned slightly forward and observed the faint rejection of 

the stars between the rooftops. The direction was now clear. Toward the 
river. 6or a moment he had assumed that Moreau intended to lead him 
to the studio he had mentioned. That was apparently mistaken.

The carriage came to a sudden halt by a low bridge.
The driver climbed down, opened the door, and said only, “They are 

waiting.”
Holmes stepped out.
There were no visible buildings in the immediate vicinity. Vnly the 

arch of the bridge over the dark water and the sound of the current strik-
ing softly against stone. A Lgure stepped out from the shadow beneath 
one side of the bridge. Not Moreau. A younger man, wearing a plain coat 
and a hat pulled low over his brow. “6ollow me,” he said.

Holmes made no ob0ection.
They went down a narrow path leading to the riverbank. The water 

lay dark and heavy in the night. A small rowboat was moored between 
two posts, almost hidden by the bridge’s shadow. The man untied the 
rope without saying more. Holmes stepped aboard.
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The boat glided away from the bank without a sound. The current 
carried them a short distance before the oarsman put the oars in the water 
and steered them obliquely toward the opposite shore.

Holmes looked up toward the underside of the bridge, where the light 
from the street above cast faint patterns upon the stone. He said nothing. 
But he took note.

Moreau had not wished him to know the destination beforehand.
The boat reached the other side. There was no quay, only a low ledge 

of stone and a dark gate in the wall behind it. The oarsman sprang up 
and made fast. “You are expected,” he said.

Holmes stepped ashore and found himself before an inconspicuous 
building. The gate opened from within. It led into a narrow courtyard. 
A single lamp burned in a Lrst-joor window.

Moreau stood there.
“You found your way,” he said.
“I did.”
Moreau nodded toward the stairs. “Come.”
The studio was large. Not showy, but orderly. Canvases stood along 

the wallsL some covered with cloths. A long table in the center of the 
room bore 0ars of pigments, small scales, brushes, pieces of wood, and 
sheets of notes.

The air smelled of oil and turpentine.
Moreau closed the door behind them and turned the key. “This,” he 

said, “is the reason I do not speak openly.”
He pulled a cloth aside from one of the canvases.
Holmes stepped nearer.
It was a landscape. Not one he had seen at the market, but of the same 

type. The same discipline in the brushstrokes. The same controlled sky.
“The original,” said Moreau.
He pointed to another canvas standing beside it. It was almost identi-

cal. “And this,” he continued, “is the copy.”
Holmes moved closer. He said nothing.
Moreau took a small loupe from the table and held it out. “I found the 

Lrst set three years ago,” he said. “Not two paintings. Six.”
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Holmes examined the copy. “The pigment,” he said quietly.
“Delivered through academic channels,” Moreau replied. “Vrdered in 

larger quantities. 4egistered as teaching material.”
Holmes nodded faintly.
Moreau went to the table and drew out a folder. Inside were re-

ceipts, bank statements, and correspondence. “These payments,” he said, 
“passed through 7aris. But the funds did not originate here.”

Holmes looked through the papers. “4ome?” he asked.
“Yes.”
Moreau drew out one more document. A letter. Mnsigned, but 

stamped.
Holmes’s gaze rested a second longer on the stamp.
“This,” said Moreau, “is one of the reasons I was removed.”
Holmes set the paper back down. “You came too close to a structure 

that does not merely protect itself.”
“It protects its reputation,” said Moreau.
Holmes crossed to the wall, where several empty frames hung without 

canvases. He took one down and turned it over. The same incision. Not 
one. Several. The same hand. Holmes studied the sign in silence. “You 
have known this mark for a long time,” he said.

“Yes.”
“And you have not acted.”
Moreau looked at him. “I have acted.”
Holmes turned.
Moreau pointed toward the canvases. “I have gathered.”
There was no drama in his voice.
Holmes walked slowly back toward the table. “You said earlier,” he 

said, “that you had come close to a name.”
Moreau hesitated.
“I found the connection between 7aris and 4ome,” he said. “Not only 

through money. Through persons.”
Holmes looked up.
“7rofessor Delacroix?”
Moreau nodded. “He is not alone.”
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Holmes’s gaze was calm. “I assumed as much.”
Moreau drew a deeper breath. “You must understand,” he said, “that 

this is not merely forgery. It is a chain of Lnancing. The works are 
sold, the funds moved, legitimate restorations Lnanced with illegitimate 
copies.”

Holmes stood still. There was no surprise in his face. Vnly a quiet 
assembling of pieces.

“6or some time,” said Moreau calmly, “I have been looking for proof 
that the paintings were not merely isolated cases.”

Holmes looked at him. “You have found it.”
Moreau laid his hand jat upon the table.
“Yes.”
Holmes looked around the studio. “You have been more persistent 

than you allowed me to understand.”
Moreau did not answer.
“The question now,” Holmes continued, “is not whether the struc-

ture exists.” He looked at the documents. “But who stands above it.”
A heavier silence settled over the room.
Moreau said quietly, “That is where it becomes dangerous.”
Holmes’s gaze met his.
“That,” he said, “is where it begins.”
Holmes stood a long while at the table, his eyes resting on the papers. 

He no longer touched them.
“The professor is a cautious man,” he said at last. “He will not react to 

an accusation.”
Moreau nodded. “He will deny everything.”
“Naturally.”
Holmes walked to the window and looked out into the darkness over 

the river. “But he will react to uncertainty.”
Moreau looked at him. “Mncertainty?”
“Yes.  If  he  believes  that  someone  possesses  a  fragment  of  the 

truth—but not the whole—he will seek to control the situation.”
Moreau understood slowly. “You mean to make him come of his own 

accord.”
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Holmes turned. “We are not to threaten him. We are to make him 
curious.”

Moreau drew a heavy breath. “How?”
“He will wish to know how much we know,” said Moreau.
“7recisely.”
Holmes took a few steps back and forth. “We choose a place where 

he does not feel himself on his own ground. Not the academy. Not his 
home.”

Moreau thought for a moment. “The Champ de Mars,” he said. 
“Vpen. But with many people.”

Holmes’s gaze lifted. “Mnder the tower.”
Moreau nodded. “There are benches facing the river. Vne may speak 

there without being watched for too long.”
Holmes stopped. “Jood.”
Moreau looked at him. “What is he to bring?”
Holmes answered without hesitationJ “The most recent shipping 

ledger.”
Moreau stiOened. “He will never bring it.”
“If he believes it already compromised,” said Holmes calmly, “he will 

bring it to assess the damage.”
Moreau stared at him. “You are gambling.”
Holmes’s voice was dry. “No. I am predicting.”
Moreau walked slowly back to the table.
“And if he does not come?”
Holmes answered, “Then we shall know that he does not act alone.”
Moreau looked at him for a long time. “You understand,” he said 

quietly, “that this may place you in greater danger than you suspect.”
Holmes’s face did not change. “That is possible.”
He picked up his hat. “But I prefer movement to stagnation.”
Moreau drew a deep breath. “When?”
“In two days,” said Holmes. “At dusk.”
“And the message?”
Holmes looked at him. “It must not sound like a threat.”
He took a piece of paper and wrote a few words.
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Moreau read them. His expression darkened. “You imply that we have 
already identiLed the connection to 4ome.”

Holmes laid down the pen. “I merely imply that certain repetitions no 
longer appear accidental.”

Moreau looked up. “He will understand.”
“Yes.”
Holmes took up the splinter of wood and placed it in his pocket. “And 

if he brings the ledger,” he said quietly, “we shall have the proof we lack.”
Moreau said nothing.
Holmes moved toward the door.
“7rofessor Delacroix is a man who has lived long with control,” he 

said, without turning around. “Pet us see how he reacts when control 
begins to slip.”

Holmes picked up the paper bearing the short message and folded it 
once. “He will come,” he said.

Moreau looked at him without replying.
Holmes put on his coat. “And if he does not,” he added calmly, “his 

absence will be even more telling than his presence.”
Moreau accompanied him to the door. “You are playing a high game.”
Holmes paused for a moment. “No,” he said. “I am merely observing 

how others play.”
He left the studio without another word.

KKK

Watson drew the desk lamp closer and read the Lnal linesJ

If the professor chooses to respond, he will do so quickly. I have the 
impression that the forces behind these arrangements do not care for 
uncertainty. In two days, at dusk, a minor clariLcation will take place 
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at the Champ de Mars. I shall inform you further when the outcome is 
known.

— S.

Watson laid the letter aside and remained seated for a moment without 
moving.

The rain against the pane had intensiLed.
Holmes’s tone in these lines strikes me as remarkably calm. There was 

no trace of excitement, no hint of drama. Vnly a statement. And yet I 
must admit that in reading it I felt an unease to which he himself gave 
no expression. The Champ de Mars. I knew the place. And I knew him. 
When Holmes spoke of a “minor clariLcation,” it was seldom without 
consequences.

Watson picked up the next letter. The envelope bore the same hand, 
the same sealed precision. The date was two days later. He broke the seal.



The Police 
Theory

LETTER VII

October 21, 1891
Paris

There was, Moreau explained, a man within the police who had been 
involved with the matter from an early stage. Not one of those who spoke 
publicly or allowed himself to be quoted in the newspapers, but one who 
worked with a certain degree of discretion and who, as Moreau put it, 
had the advantage of not speaking more than necessary.

He was, Moreau added, a man of considerable experience and sound 
judgment, and although he was not inclined to share his conclusions 
without reason, it might still be of value to hear how the matter appeared 
from the police side.

There were details that had not yet been made public. And possibly 
others that had not been given their proper weight.

Moreau therefore suggested that they meet with him.
Not in an oEce, where the conversation would become formal and 

perhaps constrained by considerations of propriety, but in a place where 
one could speak without attracting notice. A park, he mentioned, where 
one might remain without anyone Onding it remarkable.
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Holmes had listened without interruption.
He asked no questions about the man“s name, rank, or precise role 

in the investigation, and his interest seemed to gather not around the 
person, but rather around the one point Moreau had mentioned almost 
in passing” that there were details which had not yet been shared.

FRf he is as discreet as you suggest,* Holmes said calmly, Fwe must 
assume that what he chooses to say has been selected with care.*

Moreau nodded faintly. FThat is precisely why R propose the meeting.*
Holmes took up his hat from the table without further comment. 

FThen let us not waste time discussing it any longer.*
There was nothing in his tone that suggested reluctance, but neither 

was there any special interest in the formalities that would normally 
accompany such a meeting. ;or Holmes, the matter seemed already to 
have moved a step farther, and this was merely one more opportunity to 
conOrm or disprove what he had already begun to suspect.

Moreau watched him for a moment, as though considering whether 
to add something, but refrained.

They left the place shortly afterward.

———

The park was public, and a place where the paths ran in quiet lines 
between trees that still held the day“s light in their leaves. Rt was early 
afternoon, and the place had not yet Olled with the people who later in 
the day came out to take the air. A few passed by with dogs on leadsS 
others sat scattered on the benches without seeming to have any deOnite 
purpose in being there.

The sound of the city reached them only in muted fragmentsDa 
distant carriage, a voice indistinguishable from the othersDand from 
one end of the park one could from time to time hear children“s voices 
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from a playground that lay beyond sight. Rt gave the space a feeling of 
openness, but also of a certain anonymity, as if any presence could easily 
dissolve into the whole.

Moreau had chosen a bench with a view over one of the broader paths, 
but without being centrally placed. They sat down without further 
comment.

Holmes let his ga5e pass over the few people nearby. Not searching 
in the strict sense but registeringS an elderly man with a newspaper that 
was not being read. A woman with a small dog, whose movements she 
followed more attentively than necessary. A young man walking with 
his hands in his pockets and with no visible destination. None of them 
seemed to possess the quality of restrained attention the situation re6
quired.

Holmes leaned back slightly and let his ga5e rest upon the path before 
them. FHe will not come directly,* he said in a low voice, more as a 
statement than as a remark to Moreau.

Moreau did not answer.
Another moment passed in which nothing seemed to change, and 

precisely for that reason the movement became distinct when it came. 
A man was approaching from the side, not by the path that led straight 
toward them, but by one of the smaller ones that cut in among the trees. 
His pace was neither hurried nor slow, but measured, as though the 
tempo had been chosen with regard to the surroundings rather than the 
destination.

Holmes“s ga5e Oxed on him at once. FThere,* he said quietly.
Moreau followed his ga5e.
The man was well dressed, but without any sort of conspicuous detail. 

The cut was correct, the colors subdued, and nothing in his appearance 
sought to attract attention. Rt was not an anonymity that had arisen by 
chance, but one that seemed deliberately maintained.

Holmes let his ga5e travel downward. The shoes were well kept, but 
not new. They bore signs of regular use, not of neglect, but neither 
of vanity. The hands, which brieBy showed themselves when the man 
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adjusted his coat, were steady and without unnecessary movement, with 
a Ormness that did not require e…ort.

4hen the man lifted his eyes, it was not to seek them out, but to orient 
himself within the space as a whole. Inly afterward did he allow his ga5e 
to fall in their direction.

Holmes“s attention remained with him a moment longer. FA man 
accustomed to working under rules,* he said softly. FAnd to following 
them.*

Moreau nodded almost imperceptibly.
The man changed direction without pausing and now moved straight 

toward the bench. He halted with a brief, precise motion, as though he 
had already measured how near he ought to come before greeting them.

FMoreau.*
FVupont.*
They shook hands without further formality. There was in the gesture 

neither warmth nor distance, but a mutual acknowledgment that sug6
gested they had met before, and that neither found it necessary to enlarge 
upon it.

Moreau turned slightly.
FWigurdson.*
The police oEcer nodded brieBy, and though his ga5e rested on 

Holmes for only a moment, it was long enough to show that he was not 
merely registering his presence but also attempting to place him.

FR do not believe R have heard your name before,* he said.
FThat may be an advantage,* Holmes replied calmly.
There was no further comment on the matter.
Vupont sat down beside Moreau, though somewhat shifted, so that 

his ga5e could naturally fall both on them and on the path before them. 
Rt was a position that allowed conversation without excluding attention 
to the surroundings.

FMoreau has suggested,* he began, Fthat you take an interest in the 
matter.*

FR take an interest in what has not yet been explained,* said Holmes.



THL WHAVI4 IzL7 THL WLRNL’8

Vupont nodded faintly, as if the phrasing suited him. FThen you will 
no doubt Ond our approach insuEcient,* he said without irony. F‘ut R 
should like to set it out.*

Holmes made a slight motion with his hand that might be taken as an 
invitation to continue.

Vupont brieBy gathered his thoughts, not because he hesitated, but 
because he seemed to choose his words with some care. F4e are dealing 
with a series of art forgeries,* he said. FNot of the kind one ordinarily 
encounters in smaller circles but works of a quality that presuppose both 
technical skill and access to materials not readily available.*

He let his ga5e rest for a moment on Holmes before continuing. 
FThese works circulate through a series of intermediariesDcouriers, mi6
nor dealers, certain auctionsDwithout there appearing at any point to be 
a central source from which they originate. That makes the investigation 
diEcult, but not unusual.*

Holmes nodded faintly. F3ou assume, then, that this is the work of a 
group9* he asked.

FAt least,* Vupont replied. FPossibly several. ‘ut there is as yet noth6
ing to suggest a uniOed organi5ation. 7ather a network of actors who 
cooperate to the extent necessary.*

FAnd the motive9*
F;inancial.*
Holmes allowed the question to hang for a moment before continu6

ing. F3ou mention the quality,* he said. FHave you had an opportunity 
to examine the works more closely9*

FA limited number,* Vupont answered. FLnough to establish that 
these are not simple copies. Methods have been employed that suggest 
considerable insight into both technique and history.*

FAnd yet,* Holmes said quietly, Fthey have been passed onward 
through channels that are not exactly0 discreet.*

Vupont gave the slightest shrug. FViscretion is relative. Rn the circles 
through which these works move, unclear origin is not unusual.*
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Holmes turned his ga5e toward the path for a moment, as though the 
question required no direct answer. FHave you noticed repetitions9* he 
asked then. FNot in the works themselves, but in their movement9*

Vupont glanced brieBy at Moreau before answering. F7epetitions do 
occur,* he said. F‘ut not in a form that points to any system. 7ather 
as a consequence of the same routes and contacts being used again and 
again.*

Holmes nodded, but without giving the impression that the answer 
satisOed him. FAnd marks9* he continued. FWymbols. Wigns that do not 
immediately belong to the works9*

There was a short pause.
F4e have seen isolated cases,* Vupont said. F‘ut they can be explained 

as individual variations. Nothing that necessarily connects the works 
across the board.*

Holmes let his eyes lower for a moment. FNaturally,* he said. There 
was nothing in his tone that suggested disagreement, but neither was 
there any real assent.

The conversation continued for several minutes more, during which 
Vupont set out the steps the police had already takenDquestionings, 
sei5ures, surveillance of certain known actorsDall presented with a pre6
cision that testiOed to experience, but also with a certain delimitation, as 
though each element had been weighed before being mentioned.

Holmes put a few questions in the course of it, but without pressing. 
He did not seem to be looking for errors, but rather for what was left 
unsaid.

At last, there was a moment of silence.
Vupont let his ga5e rest on Holmes. F3ou hold a di…erent view,* he 

said. Rt was not a question.
Holmes did not answer immediately. He let his ga5e follow a move6

ment farther down the path, where a dog brieBy pulled at its lead before 
settling again.

FR would not exclude yours,* he said calmly. F‘ut R am not certain it is 
suEcient.*
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Vupont nodded, as if he had expected precisely that answer. FRt rarely 
is,* he said.

Holmes turned his ga5e back to him. FAnd yet,* he continued, Fyou 
appear to be working from it as though it were.* There was no sharpness 
in the words. Inly a statement.

Vupont did not answer at once. He allowed his hands to rest quietly 
before him before saying at last, F4e work from what can be proved.*

Holmes“s expression did not change. FNaturally,* he said. ‘ut this 
time there was in his tone a slight shift, as though the word covered 
something that had not yet found its form.

They rose  without  further  remark,  and their  leave6taking from 
Vupont was as brief and precise as their Orst greeting. He went o… in the 
opposite direction without looking back, and before long was absorbed 
into the park“s quiet movement.

Holmes and Moreau followed the path for some distance without 
speaking. The gravel gave a faint crunch beneath their steps, and a slight 
wind stirred the leaves above them so that the light shifted in brief, 
irregular patterns across the path. ;rom the distant playground came a 
sudden burst of laughter that quickly died away again.

Moreau cast a glance to one side. F3ou found him as you expected,* he 
said.

F3es,* Holmes replied. FHe is a man who overlooks nothing he has 
learned to see.*

FAnd yet,* said Moreau, Fyou do not seem convinced.*
Holmes let his ga5e rest ahead of him for a moment before answering. 

FHe works within a frame that is both necessary and limiting,* he said. 
F14hat can be proved,“ as he himself put it.*

Moreau nodded. FThat is hardly unreasonable.*
FNo,* said Holmes calmly. F‘ut neither is it suEcient.*
They walked on a few steps in silence.
FRf one regards the matter as a series of isolated forgeries,* Holmes 

continued, Fhis explanation makes sense. Lven the quality can be ac6
counted for, if one assumes suEcient skill and the proper connections.*

FAnd you assume something else9*
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Holmes gave a slight shrug. FNothing that can yet be formulated 
precisely,* he said. F‘ut the repetitions are too clean.*

Moreau looked at him. F3ou mentioned that to him as well.*
F3es.*
FHe did not seem to attach any signiOcance to it.*
FHe cannot,* said Holmes. FRf one once accepts that there is a pat6

tern,* he continued, Fone must also accept that it was created. And 
if it was created, there must be an intention that extends beyond the 
immediate proOt.*

Moreau let this stand for a moment. FThen you mean that it is not 
only a matter of money.*

Holmes paused brieBy, not because anything demanded his attention, 
but as though the thought itself required a halt.

FMoney is an explanation,* he said. F‘ut seldom the only one.*
He began walking again. FThe police oEcer works as he ought,* he 

added after a moment. FHe gathers what can be gathered and rejects 
what cannot immediately be Oxed in place.*

FAnd you9*
Holmes let his ga5e pass over the few people still in the park. FR prefer 

to linger a little longer over what does not Ot.*
Moreau smiled faintly. FThat can be a risky method.*
F3es,* said Holmes. F‘ut in this case, it would be still more risky not 

to.*
They reached the edge of the park, where the sounds of the city 

became clearer again, and where the current of people was somewhat 
denser.

Holmes did not stop. ‘ut his expression had altered slightly.
FHe does not walk in shoes that are too small,* Moreau said thought6

fully. FHe merely walks in the shoes he was issued.*
Holmes turned a brief glance toward him. FPerhaps,* he said. F‘ut 

if one goes on walking in them, one never discovers that the road has 
changed.*



THL WHAVI4 IzL7 THL WLRNLG2

———

Vusk had settled quietly over the Yhamp de Mars.
Holmes sat on the bench with a view toward the river when the 

expected Ogure approached.
The man was tall, dressed in a dark coat and with his hat pulled low. 

His stride was measured, neither hurried nor cautious. He stopped a few 
steps from Holmes.

F3ou wished to speak,* he said. His voice was subdued, neutral.
Holmes rose slowly. FR wished only to prevent a misunderstanding,* 

he replied calmly.
The man did not move nearer. F3ou overestimate your importance.*
FThat is possible,* said Holmes. F‘ut certain repetitions in frames and 

pigments are diEcult to explain away.*
A short silence followed.
The man replied, F3ou have no proof.*
Holmes looked at him. FPerhaps.*
That seemed to be the answer the man had expected.
He removed a glove and let his ga5e drift toward the tower“s structure, 

as though the conversation did not interest him. FIne,* he said without 
looking at Holmes, Fdoes not regard speculation as a threat.*

Holmes noted the phrasing. Not R. Not we. ‘ut one.
FThen we are agreed,* said Holmes. FThis is merely speculation.*
The man nodded lightly. FAnd speculations often disappear by them6

selves.* He put the glove back on. FHood evening.*
Holmes did not stop him.
The man turned and walked calmly toward the avenue. There was no 

haste. No Bight. Inly a measured withdrawal.
Moreau stepped out of the shadows a moment later. FRt was him,* he 

said softly.
FPossibly,* Holmes replied. FHe carried nothing.*
FNo.*
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Moreau looked frustrated. F4e have accomplished nothing.*
Holmes looked toward the path by which the man had disappeared. 

FThat is not correct.*
He bent down and picked something up from the gravel near the 

bench. A small button. ‘lack. Jnremarkable.
Moreau looked at it. FA button9*
Holmes turned it in his hand. Rt was heavier than it should have been. 

Not mass6produced. In the backDalmost hidden in the metalDan 
engraved sign. A small M. Not M;. A single M, pierced by a One diagonal 
scratch.

Moreau fell silent. FMontmartre,* he said.
Holmes did not answer. He ran his thumb over the metal. FA theater 

button,* he said calmly. FHand6cast.*
He slipped the button into his pocket, and continued, FAnd belonging 

to a man unaccustomed to being observed.*
Moreau looked after the vanished Ogure. FHe spoke as though we were 

of no signiOcance.*
Holmes“s ga5e was cool. FRt is possible that he wished us to believe so.*
They walked on without another word.

Holmes wrote in conclusion”

My dear 4atson,
Iur conversation produced no immediate result. 3et it seems to me 
that certain detailsDeven when they pretend to be without signiO6
canceDmay prove more eloquent than their owners intend. Tomorrow 
R shall examine a quarter where craftsmanship and disguise go hand in 
hand.

D W.

4atson laid the letter aside with an uneasy sense that the matter had 
slipped from Holmes“s grasp.
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The tone with which Holmes ended the letter was not the one R know 
from his most decisive victories.

And yetDexperience had taught me that when Holmes seemed least 
satisOed, his mind was working most intensely.

4atson took up the next envelope. Vated the day after the meeting. 
Postmarked” Paris.

He broke the seal with resolution.



Montmartre
LETTER VIII

October 22, 1891
Paris

Watson, do you remember the atmosphere of Montmartre? In the quiet 
hours of the morning the place presents itself as another Paris.

The broad boulevards are replaced by narrow, sloping streets, where 
the cobblestones still bear the traces of night. Small studios lie close 
together, their windows tall and clouded with paint and dust. Here 
apprentices, models, and craftsmen move in a rhythm less orderly, but 
no less disciplined.

I walked slowly up the Rue Lepic.
The air carried the scent of co-ee, damp limestone, and linseed oil. 

The stairways between the streets were steep, and the buildings seemed to 
lean slightly forward over the pavement, as though observing the passerA
by. I paused brieNy at a window where mannequins wore halfABnished 
costumes. The fabrics were heavy, the colors subdued. E theater quarter.

I continued.
It was no accident that craftsmanship and disguise should Bnd one 

another here. In these alleys a man might alter his appearance without 
attracting notice. I turned down a narrower passage. End there I saw 
him again. Dot in a mirror. Dot in a shop window. Out directly. E tall 
Bgure in a dark coat, with his hat drawn low. The same hat. The same 
discreet distance. The same manner of stopping when I paused. The 
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earlier silhouette was now recogni—able without the intervention of glass. 
I continued without changing my pace. It was no longer a suspicion, but 
a sober conclusion. I was being followed. Dot closely. Dor threateningly. 
Out persistently.

Holmes passed a group of apprentices carrying rolls of fabric into a 
workshop. He let his hand glide over the railing of a stairway, as though 
considering his direction. When he turned into the neCt alley, the man 
was still there. The distance was eCactly the same.

Holmes stopped before a small brass sign&
Maison L. zautrin é âostumes j âonfections ThF“trales
He glanced brieNy toward the window, where dark Gackets and uniA

forms hung side by side. Oehind him the dark Bgure also stopped. 
Holmes raised his hand and knocked on the door.

The door opened with the faint sound of a bell.
The workshop was narrow, but deep. ”abrics hung in dense rows along 

the walls. En elderly man stood at a table, where he was Gust fastening a 
cu- to a dark Gacket. He looked up. Y5ood morning, monsieur.’

Holmes stepped inside and let his ga—e pass through the room. Y5ood 
morning,’ he replied. YI am in need of a small repair.’

The tailor smiled politely. YDaturally.’
Holmes removed his glove and let it rest upon the table. He said nothA

ing further. Instead, he allowed his ga—e to fall upon a row of buttons 
in an open boC beside the sewing machine. Olack metal, and without 
question cast in one piece. He recogni—ed the pattern without touching 
it.

The tailor noticed his glance. YThey are not ordinary,’ he said lightly. 
Yâustom work.’

Holmes nodded. Y”or theatrical use?’
Y6es, precisely.’
Holmes looked up. YMontmartre lives by transformation.’
The tailor laughed brieNy. Y6es, monsieur. We supply several stages.’
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Holmes slowly took up the button he had found by the bench the 
evening before. He placed it on the table. YLike this one.’

The tailor7s hand stopped for a moment. 4nly for a moment. YEh,’ 
he said. Y4ne of ours.’

Holmes looked at him. YSo, you know it.’
YDaturally. We cast them ourselves.’
Holmes nodded slowly. YInteresting.’
The tailor straightened. YHave you lost it, monsieur?’
YDo,’ said Holmes. YI found it.’
The tailor gave a slight shrug. YThen you are fortunate. They rarely 

come o-.’
Holmes7s ga—e drifted over the Gacket lying on the table. It was dark. 

The lining heavy. The seam hand stitched. He let his hand pass over the 
edge.

YThis lining is robust,’ he said.
YIt must be,’ the tailor replied. YSome customers require durability.’
Holmes looked brieNy at his hands. The nails were clean. Out there 

remained a thin, almost invisible trace of black pigment along the edge 
of the thumb. Dot dye from fabric. âolor from metal.

Y6ou do the casting yourself,’ said Holmes.
Y6es.’
Holmes nodded. YEnd you supply private customers as well?’
The tailor smiled. YTheater only.’
Holmes let his ga—e rest a second longer. YDaturally.’
He picked up the button again. Y6our workmanship is eCquisite.’
The tailor inclined his head slightly. YThank you, monsieur.’
Holmes turned toward the door. YMontmartre is a place where many 

men wish to disappear into a role,’ he said without looking back.
The tailor did not answer.
Holmes stepped out into the street again.
In the letter Holmes wrote&
5ood zautrin struck me as sincere in his craftsmanship, but less so 

in his denials. His declared conBnement to the theater accords poorly 
with the discreet production of buttons that rarely lose their hold. It 
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seems to me probable that certain costumes in Montmartre play roles 
not intended for the public.

Holmes left Montmartre without seeking confrontation. He inA
formed Moreau that same afternoon. YWe go back tonight,’ he said 
brieNy.

YTo zautrin?’
Y6es.’
Moreau nodded. Y8o you think he will speak more openly?’
Holmes replied& YI think he will be less prepared.’

(((

Dight had fallen by the time they again reached the narrow alley. Vven 
from a distance they saw it. Two uniformed policemen stood before the 
door. E lantern had been hung at the entrance, and a small number of 
the curious had gathered on the opposite side of the street.

Moreau stopped.
Holmes continued a few steps farther.
4ne of the o)cers raised a hand. YDo admittance.’
Holmes looked at him. YIs Monsieur zautrin indisposed?’
The o)cer hesitated. YHe is dead.’
Moreau drew in his breath sharply.
Holmes7s face did not change. Y”rom what cause?’
YStab wound,’ the o)cer said brieNy. Y”ound behind the workshop.’
Holmes looked toward the door. YWhen?’
YLate this afternoon.’
Holmes nodded slowly. YWere there signs of forced entry?’
YDo.’
Y4f a struggle?’
The o)cer gave a shrug. YE little disorder. Dot much.’
Moreau stepped forward. YHe had no enemies.’
The o)cer looked at him without interest. YThey all say that.’
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Holmes7s ga—e moved upward toward the BrstANoor window. The 
lamp was eCtinguished.

Y8id you Bnd anything unusual?’ he asked calmly.
The o)cer shook his head. YWe leave that to the investigation.’
Holmes nodded and turned to Moreau.
YThat was swift,’ said Moreau in a low voice.
Y6es.’
Y8o you thinké’
Holmes did not interrupt him, but said& YIt seems to me unlikely that 

this is a coincidence.’
Moreau looked toward the o)cers. YThen they have silenced him.’
Holmes7s ga—e remained on the door. Y4r else he has spoken.’
Moreau fell silent.
Holmes stepped back a pace and studied the alley. It was narrower in 

the evening. 8arker.
Y6ou understand,’ said Moreau softly, Ythat we are now in direct 

opposition.’
Holmes did not answer at once. He looked at the cobblestones before 

the workshop. The rain from the previous night had left a thin layer of 
moisture in the cracks. There were impressions. Dot distinct. Out several.

YWe have lost an intermediary,’ said Holmes at last.
Y6es.’
YOut someone found it necessary to remove him.’
Moreau looked at him. YThat meansé’
Yéthat he mattered.’
Holmes added& YEnd it means that our presence in Montmartre has 

not gone unnoticed.’
Moreau said, YThen we are back at the beginning.’
Holmes shook his head slightly.
YDo.’
He looked toward the dark rear alley. YWe have conBrmed that zautrin 

did not sew only for the theater.’
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Dight had advanced by the time Holmes and Moreau again made their 
way up through the sloping streets of Montmartre.

The alley lay almost deserted. The police lantern had been removed. 
The door before the workshop had been sealed with an o)cial strip of 
paper.

Moreau led them through a narrow passage beside the building. The 
back courtyard was dark, but not inaccessible. E single door led into the 
storeroom.

Holmes eCamined the lock with his hand. YIt has been broken before,’ 
he said softly.

Moreau looked at him in surprise.
Holmes merely pointed to the wear on the metal. He drew a small tool 

from his pocket. There came a short, dry click. The door gave way.
They stepped inside. The room was unlit. Holmes lit a small Nashlight 

with a subdued beam. Particles of dust moved in the light.
They searched without speaking. The shelves held fabrics, halfABnA

ished Gackets, hats, and boCes of buttons. Dothing seemed in itself unA
usual. Moreau opened drawers. Holmes gently lifted false bottoms. He 
measured with his eye what was missing, rather than what was there.

YThe police searched quickly,’ said Moreau.
Y6es,’ Holmes replied. Y”or a weapon.’
They went on.
En hour passed.
Holmes stopped at a small writing desk in the back room. The drawer 

was empty. Too empty. He ran his Bngers along the inside.
YHere,’ he said quietly.
Moreau stepped nearer.
E thin line in the woodéalmost invisible. Holmes pressed lightly 

against the back panel. It gave way. E false bottom slid aside. Oehind it 
lay a small book. Oound in dark leather. Without title.

Holmes picked it up. YIt seems to me,’ he said, Ythat Monsieur zautrin 
kept two ledgers.’

Moreau took a step backward.
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Holmes opened the book. The pages were dense with small, precise 
notes. 8ates. Dames. Initials. 8eliveries. Dot costumes. Out entries such 
as&

Y8ark uniform é delivered.’
YOlack coat é altered.’
YSpecial order.’
Repeated again and again appeared the designation& YThF“tre des 

Murmures.’ 2Theatre of Murmurs!.
Moreau pointed. YThere.’
E name. Dot written in full. 4nly&
E. 8.
Holmes closed the book for a moment.
Y8elacroiC,’ said Moreau.
Holmes nodded faintly. He turned a few more pages. Several entries 

were marked with the same sign they had seen in the frame.
Moreau sank down onto the chair. YHe supplied disguises,’ he said 

softly.
Y6es,’ Holmes replied. YDot for the stage.’
Holmes ran the light over the Bnal pages. The most recent entries had 

been crossed out. Dot erased. Merely crossed through. The date was 
from the day before the murder.

Holmes closed the book and placed it in his inner pocket. YThis,’ he 
said calmly, Yis the reason for his death.’

Moreau looked up. YWe ought to hand it over to the police.’
Holmes looked at him. YDot yet.’
YOuté’
YThe police will see a tailor,’ said Holmes. YWe see a distribution 

channel.’ There was no eCcitement in his voice. 4nly a statement.
Holmes eCtinguished the Nashlight. YWe now have,’ he said, Yproof 

that Montmartre sews not merely costumes, but identities.’
Moreau rose slowly.
YEnd 8elacroiC?’
Holmes opened the door again and looked out into the dark courtA

yard.
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YIs not the top.’
Holmes wrote, word for word&
I must here observe that zautrin7s cashbook appears to me a far more 

signiBcant Bnd than his workshop. When a man keeps hidden lists of 
deliveries that do not concern his declared trade, it must be assumed that 
he serves another master than the one he shows to the public.

They stepped out once more into the narrow passage. Montmartre 
was nearly silent. 4nly a few voices sounded faintly from a cafF farther 
down the street.

Holmes paused for a moment to listen.
Moreau said softly& YWe should not remain here long.’
Holmes nodded.

They had reached a narrower street, where the light from the highAset 
lamps fell unevenly between the facades and left tracts of shadow that did 
not altogether allow themselves to be read. The sounds of the city had 
not disappeared but were muted as though they reached this place only 
in weakened form. E carriage passed in the distance. E single footstep 
against stone farther down the street. 4therwise silence.

Holmes moved forward with the same calm stride as before, without 
haste, without hesitation. Moreau followed slightly behind him, still 
occupied with the reNections they had eCchanged, which seemed to hang 
in the air between them.

It was at the moment Holmes stepped into the light of a streetlamp 
that the sound came.

Orief. Muted. Dot loud enough to draw attention at a distance, but 
with a sharpness that could not be mistaken for anything else. E small 
splinter of plaster sprang from the wall beside him and fell to the ground.

Moreau stopped short.
Holmes did not. He turned slowly, as though wishing to establish 

what was already given.
YE pistol with a silencer,’ he said, almost matterAofAfactly.
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The words were scarcely out before a sudden force caught hold of his 
coat collar and pulled him half a step backward and into the shadow 
beside a doorway. The movement was precise and without hesitation, 
like an action performed before thought.

The second shot followed instantly. This time the proGectile struck the 
woodwork where Holmes had been standing a second earlier. Egain the 
sound was muted, but clear enough to conBrm that chance had nothing 
to do with it.

Holmes half straightened, still in shadow. His ga—e at once found the 
Bgure who had intervened. The dark hat. The same coat. The same 
controlled bearing. There was nothing in his appearance that sought 
to dramati—e the act. Dothing theatrical, nothing superNuous. He had 
merely done what was necessaryéand nothing more. The man did not 
speak a word.

The grip was released in the same movement with which it had been 
taken, and without lingering he turned away. Holmes caught only a brief 
proBle, an outline rather than a face, before the Bgure moved down the 
alley.

Dot running. Dot in panic. With a composure that stood in contrast 
to the situation. He vanished into the darkness as though he had never 
been there.

Moreau stared after him, unable at once to gather his thoughts. 
YHeé’

Holmes lifted a hand slightly. Y6es.’
Do further shots followed.
The street fell back into its previous silence, as though the incident had 

been only a brief break in an otherwise undisturbed order. E window 
rattled faintly somewhere above. E distant wheel against stone. Dothing 
commensurate with what had Gust occurred.

Holmes stepped forward into the light again and eCamined the maA
sonry. Two small marks. Ooth well placed. Dot accidental.

Moreau came nearer, still looking toward the direction in which the 
Bgure had disappeared. YE warning,’ he said softly.
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Holmes shook his head faintly. YDo.’ His ga—e remained a moment on 
the marks before slowly lifting. YEn overt attack.’

Moreau turned toward him. YHe saved you.’
Holmes straightened fully, as though only now wholly resuming his 

own position in the space. YThat appears probable.’
YOut why?’
Holmes7s ga—e was calm, but not uninterested. YOecause my continued 

activity serves a purpose.’
Moreau hesitated a moment. YThen you meané’
Yéthat he has not followed me in order to stop me,’ Holmes continA

ued, Ybut to observe.’
Moreau looked again toward the alley. YEnd now to protect you?’
Holmes did not answer at once. He let his ga—e pass once more over the 

surroundings, as though wishing to make certain that nothing further 
lay concealed within the visible.

YThat is not yet proved,’ he said at last. He turned slightly and looked 
again at the two marks in the masonry. YOut he clearly did not wish me 
removed tonight.’

Moreau drew a slow breath. YThen we are not merely being hunted.’
Holmes nodded. YDo.’ He took a step forward. YWe are also the obGect 

of assessment.’
Moreau nodded. YLet us Bnd a more secluded place. âomeL’
End without further remark he went on down the street, sharply 

followed by Holmes.

Holmes ended the letter with the words&

YWe are also being assessed.
The intervention that took place in the back alley of Montmartre 

appears to me to have been both precise and deliberate. Two shots were 
Bred with su)cient skill to indicate intention, but without the full 
resolve to carry the act through. My position at that moment was not 
accidental, and my removal from it still less so.
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The Bgure whom I have previously observed in the streets of Paris, and 
who has now for the Brst time acted in my presence, has thereby eCcluded 
himself from one of the more obvious categories. He can scarcely be 
counted among those hired to silence me.

His identity remains unknown to me. His allegiance likewise. Out 
it seems to me that his continuing interest in my movements is not 
intended to stop them. ”or the present, he must therefore be regarded 
as an unknown factorénot an enemy.’



The First 
Irregularity

LETTER IX

October 23, 1891
Paris

Paris had laid aside its daily unrest.
The streets around the boulevards were not yet empty, but the sound 

was muted, as though the city spoke more softly when darkness fell. The 
two men moved without haste through the narrow passages, where the 
gas lamps cast their dull glow over the cobblestones. The rain from earlier 
in the day had left a faint sheen upon the ground, and in the small pools 
there were reMected fragments of windows and passing shadows.

’oreauHs  gallery  lay  discreetly  withdrawn  from  the  main  Mow. 
SolmesHs ;rst entrance had taken place more secretively, by way of the 
-eine and the rear approach.

The sign above the door was soberE not a place for tourists, but for 
those who already knew what they sought.

’oreau took out his ring of keys, and the lock opened without diRG
culty.

’oreau stepped aside and allowed Solmes to enter.
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The gallery carried a dizerent mood in the evening. The works on the 
walls seemed less oRcial, less protected by their frames. The shadows fell 
askew across the canvases, and a few easels still stood out, as though the 
work had been interrupted in midGmotion. There was a faint smell of 
turpentine and old varnish in the roomOnot unpleasant, but insistent. 
It bore witness to hands that had labored long.

’oreau closed the door behind them and drew the curtains. NI have 
been considering,q he said after a moment, Nwhether you have already 
seen enough.q

Solmes did not answer at once. Se let his gaBe pass over the walls, over 
the carefully chosen works, over the small desk by the window where 
papers lay stacked with an order that did not entirely conceal unrest. 
NDne often sees most when one believes one has seen everything,q he said 
calmly.

’oreau nodded but did not smile. There was a weariness about him 
that was not due solely to the dayHs events. It lay deeper. Wot in the body, 
but in the eyesOas in a man who has long carried an understanding 
alone.

Se crossed to a small table in the corner and poured two glasses of 
wine without asking. Se handed one to Solmes.

N—ou have seen the ending so far,q he said Vuietly. NThe professor. The 
workshop. The frames.q

Se sat down slowly in a chair, as though the motion itself reVuired 
consideration. N6ut you have not yet seen the beginning.q

Solmes did not sit at once. Se stood for a moment and regarded 
’oreau, as though measuring the dizerence between the art dealer he 
had ;rst met and the man who now sat before him.

NThe beginning,q said Solmes, Nis rarely where one ;rst notices it.q
’oreau let a hand pass over his forehead. NIt did not begin with the 

professor,q he said. NWor with Paris.q
There was a pause.
Dutside, a carriage rolled past. The sound Vuickly faded again.
’oreau remained seated for a moment, as though gathering the preG

cise order of events before his inward eye, before he continued.
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NFive years ago,q he said slowly, Na small painting was submitted for 
evaluation. Wothing that would immediately attract attention. 5 landG
scape. Provincial. jithout signature, but in a style that might be attribG
uted to a lesserGknown pupil from the late eighteenth century.q

Se eÉtended a hand toward one of the hanging works, as though 
unconsciously measuring it against what he described.

NIt was not the sub:ect that awakened my interest. Uven then, it was 
the pigmentation.q

Solmes sat down now, but without taking his eyes oz him. N5 particG
ular colorCq he asked.

N—es.q  ’oreau  nodded.  N5  blue  tone.  Wot  striking,  not  domiG
nantOonly in the shadows beneath the trees. It had been used with 
restraint, but consistently. I did not recogniBe it from the period.q

SolmesHs head moved slightly. NYltramarineCq
NWo. Too matte.q
NPrussianCq
NWo. Too stable.q
Solmes folded his hands. N5 synthetic cobalt compoundCq
’oreau looked at him with a faint, almost appreciative eÉpression.
NPrecisely. 5 shade that did not become commonly available until 

much later. It could not have been at the disposal of the painter said to 
be behind the work.q

N5nd the binding mediumCq Solmes asked, without raising his voice.
NThat was the second thing,q said ’oreau. NThe varnish had been 

arti;cially aged, but the ground bore traces of a binding medium I had 
previously seen only in modern restoration. Wot in forgeryOin restoraG
tion.q

Solmes leaned slightly forward. N5pplied deliberatelyCq
N—es. Too precise to be an error.q
There was silence for a moment.
N—ou assumed then,q Solmes said calmly, Nthat the painter had not 

himself chosen the techniVue.q
NI assumed,q ’oreau answered, Nthat the painter might not have unG

derstood it.q
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Se rose and crossed to the desk. From a drawer he took an older 
sheetOnot the document itself, but a copy of notes he had made at the 
time.

NI began on a small scale,q he continued. NThe archives at the …cole des 
6eauÉG5rts. UÉhibition catalogs. -tudent rolls. Transport papers.q

Solmes raised an eyebrow. NTransport papersCq
NThe painting had been submitted through an intermediary,q said 

’oreau. N6ut the frame bore traces of reloading. 5 discreet marking on 
the back, suggesting that it was not the ;rst time it had crossed borders.q

SolmesHs gaBe sharpened. N’arseilleCq
N9ater,q ’oreau replied. NFirst 9yon.q
Solmes said nothing.
’oreau went oné NI followed papers that turned out to be incomG

plete. Wames whose spelling changed. Leceipts without corresponG
dence. 5 painting that had apparently come to Paris without ever leaving 
9yonOat least oRcially.q

NInteresting,q said Solmes Vuietly.
N—es,q answered ’oreau. N6ut at that time I still believed I was purG

suing a single forger. 5 skillful one. Dne who eÉperimented.q
Se looked up. NIt was only when I found her name in the student 

register that the matter changed in character.q
SolmesHs voice remained even. N5 woman.q
’oreau nodded slowly. N—es.q
’oreau stood for a moment with the notes in his hand before setting 

them down again. NSer name was ‘laire xelatour.q Se spoke it without 
hesitation, but there was an almost imperceptible shift in his voice as he 
did so.

N-he was in her ;nal years at the …cole des 6eauÉG5rts. Wot a student 
one spoke loudly aboutObut one one noticed.q

Solmes said nothing.
N-he had an unusual command of materials,q ’oreau continued. 

NWot merely color, but surface. -he understood aging. -he could make 
a new canvas appear like one that had hung in a provincial church for a 
hundred years. That is a skill not criminal in itselfObut it is rare.q
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N5nd she employed it,q said Solmes calmly.
N—es.q ’oreau drew breath slowly. NI approached her for the ;rst time 

under the preteÉt of an interest in her studies. -he received me in a small 
studio behind the schoolHs main building. It was disorderly, but not 
careless. There was discipline in the disorder.q

SolmesHs gaBe sharpened faintly at the phrasing.
N-he did not seem nervous,q said ’oreau. NLather curious. -he knew 

I had seen something. 5nd she knew that I knew it.q
N-he denied itCq
N-he denied nothing.q
There was a short pause.
NThat was what made me uncertain.q
Solmes folded his hands. N5 forger denies,q he said.
NPrecisely.q
’oreau continuedé N-he spoke of pigments as though they were living 

creatures. -he knew their chemical history, their geographical origin. It 
was not merely talentOit was education.q

NUducation from whomCq Solmes asked.
’oreau shook his head slightly. NThat was what I was trying to ;nd 

out.q
Se went to the window and looked out into the darkness before he 

continued. NI asked her directly whether she worked in restoration. -he 
answered that she worked in relative truth.q

Solmes raised an eyebrow. N5n interesting formulation.q
N-he said that authenticity is often only a Vuestion of who can azord 

to de;ne it.q
There was a moment of silence.
’oreau turned again toward Solmes.
N-he was0 attractive,q he said without circumlocution. NWot merely 

in appearanceOthough that was also trueObut in her assurance. -he 
spoke without evasion. -he looked directly into my eyes, as though she 
wished to be assessed.q

Solmes noted it but did not comment.
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NI had the impression,q ’oreau continued, Nthat she was not the 
originator. That she worked for someone. 5 technician. 5n organiBer. 
-he had knowledgeObut not control.q

’oreau pulled out the chair and sat down again. NI suggested that 
we meet outside the school. Wot oRcially. 5t a caf2 near the -eine. -he 
accepted without hesitation.q

SolmesHs voice remained even. N-he did not fear you.q
NWo.q
’oreau looked down for a moment. NPerhaps I should have.q Se let 

his gaBe drift over the Moor of the gallery, as though the caf2 table still 
stood there before him.

NIt was early morning,q he said. NWot in order to avoid attention, but 
because she herself suggested it. 3’orning is more honest,H she said.q

Solmes noted the phrase without comment.
NThe caf2 lay close to the river,q ’oreau continued. NWot one of the 

fashionable ones. Dne of those places where the waiter knows the regG
ulars by the length of their stride. There was dew on the chairs outside, 
and the ;rst deliveries were being carried in as I arrived.q

Se paused for a moment.
NI was there before her.q
Solmes said Vuietly, NWaturally.q
NI ordered cozee. The ;rst one. It was good.q There was an almost 

invisible smile in the words, but it Vuickly disappeared again.
NI had0 looked forward to the conversation,q ’oreau said more 

directly. NWot only because she possessed knowledge that might have 
carried me farther. -he had a clarity one rarely encounters. -he spoke of 
techniVue as though it were poetry. It is a rare combination.q

SolmesHs gaBe remained calm. N5nd you believed she could be induced 
to talkCq

NI believed she wished to.q
’oreau folded his hands. NSalf past seven came and went. Two 

students passed by, loud, uninterested in any world outside their own 
conversation. 5n elderly man sat down at the neÉt table and opened a 
newspaper.q
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SolmesHs eyes moved slightly.
NSe was not reading,q said ’oreau.
NWoCq
NSe held the newspaper too high.q
There was silence.
N5ndCq Solmes asked.
NSe did not turn the pages.q
Solmes nodded almost imperceptibly.
NI noticed it. 6ut I dismissed it.q
’oreau continuedé
NUight oHclock came. ’y cup had grown cold. I ordered another.q Se 

drew a slow breath. N-he did not appear.q
5 brief pause.
NI remained seated another twenty minutes. Wot because I eÉpected 

her to come. 6ut because I wished to be certain.q
NDf whatCq Solmes asked.
Njhether I myself was being observed.q
SolmesHs voice remained unchanged.
N5nd were youCq
’oreau looked at him.
N—es.q
There was no drama in the answer.
NThe elderly man left the caf2 without paying. The waiter did not 

notice. jhen I myself rose, I saw another ;gure at the corner of the 
street. 5 hat. Wot remarkable. 6ut the placement was too correct.q

Solmes said nothing.
NI went to see her that same afternoon at the school,q ’oreau continG

ued. NThe studio had been emptied.q
NDRcial eÉplanationCq Solmes asked.
NPersonal reasons. xeparture. Wo further information.q
NxocumentedCq
NWo.q
The gallery fell silent.
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NThat was when,q said ’oreau slowly, NI understood that I was not 
hunting a student. I had touched something that moved more Vuickly 
than I did.q

Solmes regarded him for a moment. N5nd you continued.q
’oreau nodded. N—es.q
’oreau remained standing at the window a moment before he spoke 

again.
N5fter her disappearance, I did what I should have done from the 

beginning,q he said. NI did not follow the person. I followed the moveG
ment.q

Solmes nodded faintly.
NThe frameCq he asked.
N—es.q
’oreau turned once more. NThe frame in which the ;rst painting had 

been mounted was not local. The wood had been treated in a manner I 
had seen in restoration workshops in 9yon. Wot identicalObut related.q

Se went to the desk and drew out a mapOnot large but marked in a 
hand with written annotations.

NI found two similar works in 9yon. 6oth unsigned. 6oth with inconG
sistent pigments. 6oth transported by way of ’arseille.q

Se continuedé NThe transport papers were not forged. They were 
fragmented. Uach shipment was in itself legitimate. 6ut when one comG
pared them, a pattern emerged.q

SolmesHs voice was calm. N5 rhythm.q
N—es.q
’oreau pulled a chair forward and sat down more heavily this time.
N-mall works. Wever the large ones. Wever those that attract interG

national attention. They were distributed to smaller galleries, private 
collectors, a few provincial houses.q

NYntil someone wished to raise their value,q said Solmes.
’oreau looked at him. NPrecisely.q
There was silence.
NI began to look for one common factor,q ’oreau continued. NWot 

the artist. Wot the intermediary. Wot the gallery. 6ut the techniVue.q
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SolmesHs eyes narrowed. N5nd you foundCq
NThe binding medium. The aging process. 5 particular method of 

crackling the surface without compromising the stability of the pigG
ment.q

Solmes said Vuietlyé
NThat reVuires chemical precision.q
N—es.q
’oreau laid his hands Mat upon the table.
NIt is not something one improvises in a studio. It is developed. Tested. 

-tandardiBed.q
SolmesHs voice was low. N5 laboratory.q
N—es.q
5 longer pause followed.
NI sent an inVuiry to ’arseille,q said ’oreau. NWot oRcially. Through 

an acVuaintance. There had been recorded small shipments of specialG
iBed chemicals. Wot in Vuantities that attract the attention of customs. 
6ut regularly.q

NFromCq
’oreau looked directly at Solmes.
NLome.q
The silence in the gallery grew heavier.
Solmes said nothing for several seconds.
N5 nameCq he asked at last.
’oreau hesitated.
NDnly once,q he said.
Se drew out an older folded sheet from a folder. Wot an original 

documentObut his own copy.
NIn the margin of a delivery list. Wot as sender. Wot as recipient. 6ut 

as reference.q
SolmesHs gaBe moved over the paper.
’oreau pronounced it slowlyé N’ontfaucon.q
Solmes repeated the name almost inaudibly. N’ontfaucon.q
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NIt stood there only once,q said ’oreau. N5nd when I later tried 
to gain access to the remaining documents, they had already been 
archivedOunavailable.q

Solmes lifted his head. Njhen were you removed from the caseCq
’oreau answered without bitterness. N-hortly afterward.q
Solmes remained standing by the table and slowly drew the small 

wood splinter from his pocket. It had taken on a slightly darker cast 
from the time spent in his waistcoat pocket, but the incision still showed 
clearly.

Se placed it beside ’oreauHs copy of the transport list.
N’ontfaucon,q he repeated. N’ and F.q
’oreau said after a pauseé
NIf ’ontfaucon eÉists, he is not in Paris.q
Solmes answeredé NWo.q
Se looked out through the window toward the darkening street. N5nd 

if he eÉists, he is not the one who guides the brush.q
’oreau lifted his eyes. N6ut the one who decides the sub:ect.q
Solmes nodded slightly. NThat seems probable to me.q
They remained standing for a moment in the silence, as though the 

room itself had to absorb the names and traces that had been laid out 
within it.

Dutside, Paris had already grown darker. The last carriages rolled past 
in muted rhythm, and the light from the streetlamps cast long, crooked 
shadows through the windows of the gallery.

’oreau gathered up the map and returned it to the folder with a 
movement that bore the mark of both weariness and stubbornness.

NIt was here,q he said calmly, Nthat I understood the matter could not 
be concluded in France.q

Solmes took his hat from the table. N—ou continued nevertheless.q
N—es.q
Solmes looked at him for a moment. NThat was wise.q
’oreau raised an eyebrow faintly. NI have not always been told so.q
NThat depends,q said Solmes, Non who is speaking.q
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There was an almost invisible glimmer in his gaBe, but it disappeared 
again. Se drew his coat more closely about him and moved toward the 
door.

Nje now have three elements,q he said, as though speaking more to 
himself than to his companion. NThe techniVue. The distribution. 5nd 
the name.q

N5nd the mark,q ’oreau added.
Solmes paused for a moment.
N—es,q he said Vuietly. NThe mark.q
Se opened the door.
The cool evening air moved into the room, and with it came the sense 

that the city outside was larger than either of them had wished.
’oreau remained standing while Solmes stepped out into the street.
The door closed behind him with a muted sound.
In the faint reMection from the glass, ’oreau stood for a moment 

alone among his paintings.
Then he eÉtinguished the light.



“Théâtre des 
Murmures”

LETTER X

October 24, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
I attach the greatest signifcance, por the vresent, to the discolery op 
the tai’orbs cashkoo.L In addition to the vecu’iar mar.ing, Dw, xhich 
natura’’y directs onebs thoughts toxard we’acroi-, the designation avq
vears reveated’y in connection xith the theater Théâtre des MurmuresL 
I consider it high’y imvrokak’e that this detai’ is accidenta’ or xithout 
re’elanceL

I inHuired op a random cakman as to his .nox’edge op the suvvosed 
theaterL ze xas ak’e to inporm me that it ke’ongs to the sma’’er and 
more e-verimenta’ stage, though it is nonethe’ess counted among the 
recogni*ed theaters op MontmartreL

I therepore pound it necessary to vay the v’ace an immediate lisit, and 
at once sent xord to ML Moreau, reHuesting that he meet me there at the 
address this lery apternoonL

EEE
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The street on xhich the theater stood xas narrox and xithout that 
’ile’iness one otherxise associates xith —arisL The pacades stood c’ose 
together, and the xindoxs xere either lei’ed or dar., as though the v’ace 
he’d signifcance on’y apter nightpa’’L

The entrance xas modestL O paded sign hung akole the door, and the 
’etters had ’ost their sharvness, as though they had keen touched again 
and again ky xeather and handsL

zo’mes vaused por a moment and ’et his ga*e trale’ uv the kui’ding 
kepore, xithout purther remar., he v’aced his hand on the door hand’eL

The door yie’ded xith a dry soundL
zo’mes and Moreau stevved into a ha’pqdar. lestiku’e, xhere the air 

kore the mar. op something shut inÉa mi-ture op dust, o’d pakric, and 
that varticu’ar paint’y meta’’ic sme’’ ’ept ky stage ’ightingL

1o one receiled themL
zo’mes moled porxard xithout hesitation, as though he a’ready 

.nex the v’ace, and Moreau po’’oxed him through a narrox vassage that 
’ed into the auditorium itse’pL

The room ovened sudden’yL
Noxs op simv’e seats stood in si’ence kepore the stage, and a thin ’ayer 

op dust seemed to hale sett’ed oler koth Âoor and armrestsL The ’ight pe’’ 
ok’iHue’y through a sing’e ovening high akole and traced ’ong, sti’’ ’ines 
in the airL

Vn the stage stood a xomanL Ahe xas a’oneL Ahe did not mole much, 
kut her vresence f’’ed the roomL zer loice xas not ’oud, kut vrecise, as 
though elery xord had its avvointed v’aceL

“Éand yet, elen in this si’ence, I am not preeL”
Ahe ’et the xords pa’’, not as a dec’aration, kut as something a’ready 

’iledL O kriep vauseL Ahe reveated the sentence, kut nox xith an a’most 
imvercevtik’e shipt in tone, as though the meaning had changed a’ong 
the xayL

zo’mes too. a seat a pex roxs into the house xithout saying anythingL
Ahe continued, though not ’i.e one strugg’ing xith the te-tL Nather 

’i.e one trying diUerent entrances into itL The same sentence xas svo.en 
three times, and each time it xas a diUerent verson svea.ingL
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Opter one more revetition, she remained entire’y sti’’L 1ot in order to 
restÉkut as though ’istening to xhat had not yet keen saidL

zo’mes rose ca’m’yL “It is rare,” he said, “to see someone xho not on’y 
svea.s the xords kut a’ters them in the svea.ingL”

Ahe turnedL There xas no survrise in her paceL Vn’y a Huiet attentileq
ness, as though she had a’ready .noxn xe xere thereL Ahe ’et her ga*e 
rest on zo’mes por a moment kepore ta.ing a stev porxardL

“The xords do not change,” she said sopt’yL “It is the one xho svea.s 
them xho doesL”

zo’mes nodded ’ight’yL “—recise’yL”
Ahe ’ept the stage xithout haste, though not hesitant’y either, or 

moled doxn toxard the txo menL When she reached the edge op the 
stage, she v’aced her hand krieÂy on the xood, as though conc’uding 
something kepore stevving doxnL

“8ou are not prom the theater,” she saidL
It xas not a HuestionL
“Vn’y as okserlers,” zo’mes rev’iedL “With a certain interest in the 

means ky xhich a ro’e comes into keingL”
Ahe regarded him a moment ’onger, and a paint, a’most imvercevtik’e 

smi’e avvearedL “Bex concern themse’les xith the means,” she saidL 
“Most are content xith the resu’tL”

Ahe turned ha’p axay, too. uv a viece op costume prom a nearky chair, 
and straightened it xith a vrecision that xas a’most ritua’L

“jami’’e Ordent,” she said, xithout ’oo.ing uvL “My stage nameL”
Ahe set the pakric doxn and on’y then turned pu’’y toxard zo’mesL 

There xas nothing in her e-vression to relea’ xhether she had gilen us 
a truth or mere’y another ro’eL

zo’mes ’et his ga*e vass krieÂy oler the stage and then toxard the 
side vassageL “I imagine,” he said, “that the xardroke must ke at ’east as 
interesting as the stage itse’pL”

This time there came a more lisik’e g’eam into her eyesL “The stage is 
on’y xhat one shoxs,” she rev’iedL “The xardroke is xhat one chooses 
amongL”
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Bor a moment she stood sti’’, as though considering something that 
xas not saidL Then she nodded s’ight’yL “jomeL” Ahe turned and xent 
toxard the door at the side op the stage xithout ma.ing certain that they 
po’’oxedL

The door kehind the stage ’ed into a narroxer room, xhere the ’ight 
xas xea.er and ’ess elenL O sing’e ’amv hung croo.ed’y prom the cei’ing 
and cast a ye’’oxish g’ox oler roxs op costumes hung c’ose side ky sideL

The air xas healier hereL
The  pakric  seemed  to  retain  the  sme’’  op  vrelious  verporq

mancesÉsxeat, voxder, and the dry trace op dust no ’onger regu’ar’y 
remoledL

jami’’e Ordent vaused por a moment in the doorxay, as though a’q
’oxing the room to vresent itse’p on its oxn kepore she enteredL

“We do not hale much,” she said ca’m’yL “9ut it is rare’y Huantity that 
determines a ro’eL” There xas nothing avo’ogetic in her toneL Nather a 
soker statementL

zo’mes did not avvear to notice the xordsL ze moled s’ox’y a’ong 
the rac.s, ’etting his fngertivs g’ide ’ight’y oler certain pakrics, vausing 
krieÂy at a coat, ad…usting a po’d as though out op hakitL

“8ou change opten2” he as.ed xithout turningL
jami’’e gale a s’ight shrugL “Os opten as necessary,” she saidL “Aomeq

times selera’ times in the same sceneL Ot other times not at a’’L”
Ahe ’et her ga*e dript oler the costumesL “It does not devend on the 

v’ayL It devends on xho one chooses to keL”
zo’mes nodded paint’yL ze continued to the end op the rac., stovved, 

and s’ox’y turned kac. again, this time xith a more measured ga*eL 
There xas no haste in his molementsL

The costumes hung there as one xou’d e-vect xorn, mended in 
v’aces, xithout any varticu’ar order, and yet xith a certain punctiona’ 
systemL Ond yetÉsomething xas missingL zo’mes stovved kepore an 
emvty svaceL It xas not ’argeL 9ut it xas distinctL O hanger xas missingL 
1oÉselera’L The distance ketxeen txo grouvs op costumes xas s’ight’y 
too great to ke accidenta’L
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zo’mes ti’ted his head s’ight’yL “8ou hale recent’y receiled nex cosq
tumes,” he said ca’m’yL

jami’’e did not ’oo. survrisedL Ahe po’’oxed his ga*e, and a paint smi’e 
avveared, not op amusement, kut op recognitionL

“zale xe2” she said, a’most thoughtpu’’yL
“Brom a tai’or,” zo’mes continued, sti’’ xithout emvhasisL “Vne xho 

seems to hale had a certain amount op actility ’ate’yL”
Ahe ’et her fngers g’ide oler a dress, stovved at the seam, and drex 

a ’oose thread pree xith an a’most aUectionate vrecisionL “Things are 
a’xays coming and going,” she saidL “Bakric, ro’es3 veov’eL”

O short vauseL
“8ou xou’d rememker it ip they had keen in use,” he said mi’d’yL
Ahe turned her ga*e toxard himL “8es,” she saidL “That I certain’y 

xou’dL”
zo’mes nodded, as though it xere su4cientL ze stevved kac. and ’et 

his ga*e vass through the room one fna’ timeL “It is a’xays interesting,” 
he said, a’most as a conc’uding remar., “hox a ro’e frst kecomes rea’ 
xhen someone xears itL”

This time it xas jami’’e xho smi’edL “Vr” she said sopt’y, “xhen 
someone ke’ieles he xears itL”

Bor a moment the si’ence stood ketxeen themL
zo’mes turned toxard the doorL
Moreau po’’oxed himL
jami’’e Ordent xas standing once more uvon the stage, though not in 

the same v’ace as keporeL Ahe had shipted, a’most imvercevtik’y, and nox 
stood in a diUerent ’ight, xhere the shadoxs drex her pace diUerent’yL 
Ahe stovved in the midd’e op a sentence and turned her ga*e toxard the 
txo men as they xere ’ealingL “8ou ought to come tonight,” she saidL 
“That is xhere,” she continued, “one sees xhat a pace can tru’y kearL”

Ahe stevved porxard, too. something uv prom the edge op the stage, 
and moled doxn toxard the doorL “In here,” she said, xhi’e ’etting 
her ga*e trale’ krieÂy through the auditorium, “one chooses among the 
vossiki’itiesL”

O short vauseL
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“Vut there3 one xears themL”
Ahe stovved kepore zo’mes and he’d out a sma’’ cardL The vaver xas 

v’ain kut xe’’ .evtL O name xas vrinted on the pront, together xith a 
timeL

zo’mes e-tended his hand ca’m’y and too. itL
“8ou xi’’ see selera’ paces oler the course op an elening,” she saidL 

“Aome op them may verhavs conlince youL”
O paint smi’eL “Ond verhavs,” she added, “you xi’’ discoler that a 

costume is not a’xays xhat one vuts onL”
zo’mes v’aced the card in his inner voc.etL “Ip time vermits,” he said, 

“I sha’’ ke vresentL”
Ahe nodded ’ight’yL
“I hove it does,” she rev’iedL
zo’mes inc’ined his head lery s’ight’y, turned, and xent toxard the 

e-itL
Moreau po’’oxed himL

EEE

The street kepore the theater had nox changedL Where there had ear’ier 
keen si’ence, there xas nox a ’ox hum op loices, carriages, pootstevs 
against cokk’estonesL The ’ight prom the entrance pe’’ across the valeq
ment in a xarm tone, and veov’e moled in and out xith an air op 
inelitaki’ity, as though the v’ace had on’y nox pound its vrover pormL

zo’mes did not stovL
ze mere’y ’et his ga*e vass krieÂy oler the gathering and stevved 

inside, Moreau keside himL
Within, the air had changedL The same sme’’ op pakric and dust req

mained, kut nox ming’ed xith verpume, smo.e, and the paint e’ectricity 
that arises xhen many veov’e gather in a common e-vectationL

They did not ta.e their seats at onceL
zo’mes a’’oxed the audience to vass ky him por a moment, as though 

’istening to it kepore choosing his vositionL Vn’y then did he mole into 
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the auditorium and choose a rox neither too near the stage nor too par 
kac.L

O v’ace prom xhich one cou’d seeL
Ond at the same time remain unseenL
Moreau sat doxn xithout commentL
zo’mes ’eaned kac. s’ight’y, ’etting his ga*e vass through the roomL
The audience xas mi-edL zere xere the assured molements op the 

kourgeoisie, discreet conlersations, hands resting correct’y uvon armq
restsL There xere artistsÉone cou’d see it in the inporma’ cut op their 
c’othes, in the ga*e a’ready turned toxard the stage kepore the verporq
mance had kegunL Ond there xere a pex xho did not entire’y ke’ong to 
eitherL

The ’ights xere ’oxeredL O si’ence svread, not sudden’y, kut as a s’ox 
gathering op attentionL The verpormance keganL The v’ay did not mole 
porxard ’i.e a coherent narratile, kut as a series op imagesÉtak’eau- that 
vassed one into another xithout e-v’anationL

MontmartreL
O narrox street at dus.L O xoman kent oler her xor.L Roices not 

Huite heardL The volerty xas not e-aggeratedL 9ut it xas thereL
Then a shiptL DightL MusicL O cakaretL
Ond thereÉjami’’e OrdentL Ahe entered xithout announcement, 

and yet it xas immediate’y c’ear that the room a’tered around herL Ahe 
xas no ’onger the same xomanL The loice had ta.en on another timkreL 
The kody another xeightL The molements a ’ightness that did not keq
’ong to the vrelious sceneL

zo’mes too. out the theater g’assL ze ’oo.ed at her in si’ence por a 
momentL “jonlincing,” he said sopt’yL

Moreau did not ansxerL ze sat ca’m’y, hands ’ight’y po’ded, his ga*e 
directed at the stageL There xas nothing in his vosture that ketrayed 
survriseL 9ut he registered zo’mesbs loiceL

The scene changed againL wecadenceL
The  co’ors  deevened,  the  molements  s’oxedL  Onother  fgure 

emergedÉagain herL 9ut this time there xas nothing ’ept op the cakaretL 
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The ga*e xas healier, a’most saturatedL Ahe did not mole through the 
roomI she vossessed itL

zo’mes ad…usted the g’ass s’ight’yL “zer shou’ders,” he said apter a 
momentL “They do not ke’ong to the same xomanL”

Moreau nodded paint’yL
8et another shiptL On aristocratic sa’onL Dighter noxL MeasuredL Roices 

kearing a diUerent xeightL
Ahe stevved porxard againÉand nox she xas a’most unrecogni*ak’eL 

The carriage xas uvright, kut xithout eUortL The hands moled ’ess, kut 
xith greater vrecisionL Slen the vause kepore a rev’y had changedL

zo’mes ’oxered the g’ass por a momentL
Moreau turned his ga*e krieÂy toxard himL “8ou are imvressedL”
zo’mes did not ansxer at onceL ze raised the g’ass againL “Ahe defnes 

the ro’e,” he said at ’astL “1ot the relerseL”
The verpormance ekked axay xithout any rea’ krea.L
The avv’ause kegan at frst in scattered porm, as though the audiq

ence needed a moment to return to itse’p kepore it gathered and rose 
in strengthL Roices kro.e out, conlersations too. shave elen kepore the 
curtain had pu’’y pa’’en, and the shared si’ence that had kound the room 
disso’led into molementL

The ’ights xere s’ox’y raisedL
The roxs detached themse’les prom their sti’’ness, and the audience 

kegan to mole toxard the e-itÉsome Huic.’y, as though in order to 
vreserle the imvression, others more s’ox’y, occuvied xith e-changing 
…udgments, ’itt’e kursts op ’aughter, kriep ana’ysesL

zo’mes rose xithout hasteL
Moreau po’’oxedL
They a’’oxed the current to carry them into the poyer kut did not 

stov in the midd’e op itL Instead, zo’mes drex s’ight’y aside, xhere the 
molement cou’d sti’’ ke okserled, kut no ’onger vressed uvon themL

O v’ace xhere one cou’d xaitL
—eov’e  vassed  them  in  ’itt’e  grouvsL  Roices  dripted  ky  in  pragq

mentsÉvraise, criticism, ha’pqsentences neler comv’etedL They xaitedL 
9ut on’y krieÂyL
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jami’’e Ordent moled through the poyer xithout see.ing attention, 
and yet the room seemed to shipt s’ight’y around herL Ahe no ’onger 
kore the stagebs lisik’e mar.s, kut something remainedÉa vrecision in 
molement, a xay op stovving kepore changing directionL Ahe stovved in 
pront op themL

zo’mes inc’ined his head s’ight’yL “8ou gale the audience more than 
it e-vected,” he saidL “Ond ’ess than it understoodL”

Bor a kriep moment she ’oo.ed at himL
“That is a rare okserlation,” she saidL
zo’mes did not ansxerL
There xas a kriep si’ence ketxeen them, not emvty, kut measuredL
“8ou mentioned ear’ier,” he then said, “that the stage frst kecomes 

rea’ xhen someone kears itL”
Ahe nodded ’ight’yL “It doesL”
zo’mes ’et his ga*e dript krieÂy toxard the door, xhere the audience 

sti’’ continued to Âox outL “It seems to me,” he continued, “that it may 
continue outside as xe’’L”

Ahe po’’oxed his ga*e por a momentL Then she krought it kac. to himL 
“Ot timesL”

zo’mes inc’ined his head s’ight’yL  “Wi’’  you continue it  a ’itt’e 
’onger2”

O kriep vauseL
“O g’ass op xineL The capé across the streetL” There xas no insistence 

in his loiceL Vn’y a natura’ e-tension, as though the conlersation had 
not yet pound its pormL

“8es, g’ad’y,” she rev’iedL Ahe turned s’ight’y, as though the direction 
xere a’ready gilen, and they moled toxard the e-itL

When they stevved out into the street, the air xas coo’erL The loices 
prom the poyer xere muted kehind them, and the ’ight prom the theater 
pe’’ in a narrox kand across the valementL za’pxay across the street 
zo’mes a’’oxed his ga*e to dript kac. toxard the theater entranceL There 
xas sti’’ molement thereL O fgure stevved outL O dar. hatL It vaused por 
a moment, as though orienting itse’p, kepore continuing in a direction 
other than that op the croxdL
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The capé xas not ’arge, nor xas it shoxyL The tak’es stood c’ose toq
gether, kut not havha*ard’y, and the ’ight xas sukdued xithout keing 
dar.L There xas a Huiet in the room that did not arise prom si’ence, kut 
prom a .ind op tacit understandingÉas though those xho sat there had 
a’ready seen something and did not need to raise their loices to svea. op 
itL

They pound a tak’e somexhat xithdraxn prom the restL
O xaiter came xithout haste, and zo’mes ordered xithout consu’ting 

the othersL O kott’e op svar.’ing xine, three g’asses, and a simv’e serlice 
that xas Huic.’y set kepore themÉkread, a ’itt’e cheese, something that 
demanded no attentionL

They sat doxnL Bor a moment no one said anythingL
jami’’e ’et her ga*e dript through the room, not searching’y, kut ’i.e 

one registering its koundariesL Ahe too. the g’ass kut did not drin. at 
onceL

zo’mes okserled her xithout staringL
“I am to attend an auction tomorrox,” he saidL “O vrilate oneL”
Ahe did not react immediate’yL Ahe xaitedL
“It xi’’ ke a situation,” he continued, “in xhich discretion is an adq

lantageL Ond in xhich it may ke3 adlisak’e not to ke recogni*edL”
Ahe ’et her ga*e rest on him por a momentL “8ou reHuire a ro’eL”
“I reHuire crediki’ity,” zo’mes said ca’m’yL “The rest you can vrolideL”
On a’most imvercevtik’e ’ipt op the eyekroxL “Ond you yourse’p2”
“Wi’’ ke somexhat a’teredL”
O kriep vauseL
“Au4cient’y not to attract attentionL”
“Ond in xhat xor’d sha’’ xe ke moling2”
“Fvver c’ass,” said zo’mesL “S’eganceL Ond that sort op assurance 

xhich does not need to ke svo.enL”
Ahe nodded paint’y, as though a’ready seeing it kepore herL “It is a 

simv’e ro’e,” she saidL “9ut it does not to’erate errorL”
“That is vrecise’y xhy I as. youL”
Ahe set doxn the g’assL “8es,” she saidL
zo’mes nodded ’ight’yL “I sha’’ see that you are petched,” he saidL
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Ahe roseL “It is rare,” she said, “that someone .noxs xhat he is as.ing 
porL”

Ahe ’oo.ed krieÂy at zo’mesL “8ou doL”
O paint smi’eL
“Then ’et us see xho you choose to ke tomorroxL”
zo’mes roseL
Moreau po’’oxedL
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-ptson wose pna took p Wed stems thwou.h the wooby stommea pt the 
dinaody pna lookea out into the apwknessf The stweet lp’ plbost aesewtH
eaf A sin.le cpwwip.e mpssea slodl’y pna the souna oW its dheels p.pinst 
the co,,lestones Wpaea into the aistpncef

ve tuwnea pwouna pna wetuwnea to the tp,lef
The enMelome on the tom oW the unomenea mile ,owe the spbe hpna ps 

those ,eWowe itf ve mickea it umy we.pwaea it Wow p bobenty pna then ,woke 
the seplf

October 25, 1891
Paris

E’ aepw -ptsony
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L hpMe ,een inWowbea thpt in cewtpin ciwcles dithin this cit’ puctions pwe 
hela oW p chpwpctew not wepail’ weconcilea dith the o—cipl pwt twpaef

These .pthewin.s pwe not pnnouncea mu,licl’f The nub,ew oW mpwticH
impnts is libiteay pna the dowks ,wou.ht hewe Wow sple pwe oWten aescwi,ea 
ps nedl’ aiscoMewea ow nedl’ pttwi,uteay dithout theiw owi.in ,ein. su,H
Pectea to the usupl scwutin’f

Still bowe webpwkp,le is the Wpct thpt the ,u’ews wpwel’ pmmepw unaew 
theiw twue npbesf

Eonsieuw Eowepu awed b’ pttention to such pn puctiony dhich dps 
to tpke mlpce the ap’ pWtew ouw beetin. dith Epapbe Opbille Awaentf 
ve paaeaqin p tone thpt coula scpwcel’ ,e aescwi,ea ps pn’thin. ,ut 
cputiousqthpt in cewtpin cpses it bp’ ,e pn paMpntp.e not to pmmepw ps 
dhpt one twul’ isf

zpwisy he o,sewMeay is p cit’ in dhich one is xuickl’ weco.niDeay eMen 
dhen one hps .iMen no occpsion Wow itf

L Wouna this o,sewMption dowth tpkin. unaew paMisebentf
L theweWowe chose to pttena the puction unaew p less consmicuous .uise 

pna in suitp,le Webple cobmpn’f
The paawess L hpa ,een .iMen ,’ Eonsieuw Eowepu lea be to p stweet 

thpt in itselW .pMe wise to no mpwticulpw pttentionf The ,uilain.s lp’ close 
to.ethewy uniWowb in pmmepwpncey pna nothin. in the Wpcpaes su..estea 
thpt ,ehina one oW theb thewe shoula ,e tpkin. mlpce pn pctiMit’ oW the 
sowt L hpa ,een tola oWf

L mpusea Wow p bobent on the ommosite siae oW the stweet pna let b’ 
.pDe mpss oMew the entwpncesf Thewe dps no si.np.ef Uo su..estion oW 
cobbewcef 1nl’ p sin.le aoow dhose Wwostea .lpss pllodea p butea li.ht 
to seem into the cool eMenin.f

At b’ siae stooa Opbille Awaentf She dowe nothin. thpt sou.ht 
pttentionqpna mwecisel’ Wow thpt wepson aia not pttwpct itf The awess 
dps sibmle in cuty ,ut oW p xuplit’ thpt wexuiwea no eVmlpnptionf vew 
mostuwe dps cplby dithout tensiony pna hew boMebents dewe papmtea to 
the suwwounain.s dith p mwecision thpt coula scpwcel’ ,e noticeaf

-e cwossea the stweet dithout hpstef
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At the entwpnce stooa p bpn dho pt rwst .lpnce bi.ht hpMe ,een pn 
owainpw’ mowtewf vis pttiwe dps aiscweety his ,epwin. untwou,leay pna his 
.pDe mpssea oMew us dith p cplb thpt dps not dithout pmmwpisplf

L stommea ,eWowe hib pna mwoaucea the inMitptionf
Lt dpsy ps ’ou knody -ptsony not oW the owi.in it muwmowtea to ,ef 9et it 

hpa ,een eVecutea dith such mwecision thpt its cweai,ilit’ aemenaea less 
umon its bptewipl thpn umon the bpnnew in dhich it dps mwesenteaf

The bpn took it dithout p dowaf vis .pDe westea on the mpmew Wow p 
,wieW bobentqnot lon. enou.h Wow pn’ wepl wepain.y ,ut su—cient Wow 
pn pssessbentf “ow pn instpnt his .pDe boMea ony not todpwa be ploney 
,ut todpwa Opbillef

The bpn .pMe pn plbost ibmewcemti,le noa pna stemmea psiaef
-e dewe pabitteaf
At the Mew’ bobent the aoow closea ,ehina usy it ,ecpbe clepw to 

be thpt the ibmwession the ,uilain. .pMe Wwob dithout dps aeli,ewptel’ 
bislepain.f The rwst woob dps npwwod pna aibl’ litf A clopkwoob hpa 
,een aiscweetl’ mlpcea plon. the dplly pna p ’oun.ew bpn weceiMea outew 
.pwbents dith pn e—cienc’ thpt .pMe wise to no conMewsptionf

Opbille let hew .loMe sliae o” in p cplb boMebent pna hpnaea oMew hew 
copt dithout seekin. contpctf Uot p .estuwe too bpn’f

Uothin. in this outew woob weMeplea the mlpcegs twue chpwpctewf The 
li.ht thewe dps dpwbewf The woob lpw.ewf Ana the liWe unWolain. dithin 
,owe the bpwk oW pn plto.ethew ai”ewent owaewf

L let b’ .pDe west Wow p bobent umon the thweshola ,etdeen the tdo 
woobs ,eWowe de boMea onf The ai”ewence dps not bewel’ pwchitectuwplf 
Lt dps sociplf Those mwesent in the innew woob pll ,owe the bpwk oW p 
cewtpin mositionqnot necesspwil’ ,’ outdpwa pmmepwpnce ploney ,ut ,’ 
the dp’ in dhich the’ boMeay mpuseay pna we.pwaea one pnothewf Thewe 
dps no pcciaent in theiw mwesencef Uo cuwious .lpncesy no iwweleMpnt conH
Mewsptionsf 1nl’ p su,auea pttentiMeness thpt seebea aiwectea ps buch 
todpwa the othew .uests ps todpwa the dowks pwwpn.ea plon. the dpllsf

-e entewea dithout pttwpctin. pttentionf Lt is p xuplit’y -ptsony thpt 
aemenas not so buch umon the xuplit’ oW the ais.uise ps umon the p,ilit’ 
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not to seek ,ein. seenf IMen soy L coula not helm noticin. thpt seMewpl oW 
those mwesent ,wie…’ pllodea theiw .pDe to west umon us ps de mpsseaf

L mpusea ,eWowe the rwst mpintin.y dhich wemwesentea p lpnascpme eVeH
cutea in p st’le weWewp,le to the lpte “wench Yobpnticsf The ,wushdowk 
dps pssuweay pna the choice oW colow ,plpncea dith such cpwe thpt the 
dowk pt rwst .lpnce pmmepwea p cweai,le wemwesentption oW its summosea 
mewioaf

2Lt is ,eputiWuly0 she spia soWtl’f
29esy0 L wemlieaf 2Ana mewhpms mwecisel’ Wow thpt wepson insu—cientf0
She aia not pnsdewf ;ut L noticea thpt she webpinea stpnain. p boH

bent lon.ew ,eWowe the cpnMpsy ps thou.h she dewe not we.pwain. the 
su,Pecty ,ut its suwWpcef

L let b’ .pDe boMe on to the neVt dowky p mowtwpit oW p ’oun. dobpny 
dhich ,owe the spbe chpwpctewf The li.ht hpa ,een hpnalea dith .wept 
mwecisiony the skin tones ,uilt um in rne lp’ewsy pna the e’es hpa the sheen 
oWten ebmlo’ea to .iMe the ibmwession oW liWef 9et hewe too sobethin. dps 
lpckin.f

L stemmea ,pck p mpce pna let ,oth dowks entew the spbe rela oW Misionf
She tuwnea hew .pDe todpwa the rwst mictuwe p.pinf
2Lt is not the woley0 she spiaf
2Lt is the dp’ it is mlp’eaf0
L noaaeaf 2The bethoaf0
-e continuea plon. the wodf
Lt stwuck be thpt de dewe not stpnain. ,eWowe p collection oW wpnaob 

dowksy ,ut ,eWowe the wesults oW p mwocessf A mwoauctiony wpthew thpn p 
cweptionf

L stommea ,eWowe p sbpllew cpnMps pna ,ent sli.htl’ Wowdpwaf The li.ht 
Well o,lixuel’ pcwoss the suwWpce oW the cpnMpsy pna in thpt li.ht the stwucH
tuwe ebew.ea bowe clepwl’f

The Mpwnish lp’ew dps eMenf Too eMenf
2Lt is like p wole wehepwsea too lon.y0 she spia soWtl’f
2Lt sits: ,ut it aoes not liMef0
L stwpi.htenea pna noaaeaf
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The othew .uests continuea to boMe dith the spbe su,auea cplbf A 
Wed mpusea ,eWowe the spbe dowks ps de aiay ,ut none .pMe eVmwession 
to the sowt oW pmmwpispl one doula othewdise eVmect in p woob dhewe pwt 
is ,ou.ht pna solaf Lt seebea to be thpt the intewest dps not aiwectea 
todpwa the dowks ps suchf

;ut todpwa theiw mwesencef
L bpae one ,wieWew hplt ,eWowe the rwst lpnascpmef Thewe dps nod no 

aou,tf LW these dowks hpa pn owi.iny it lp’ not in the pwtists the’ muwmowtea 
to wemwesentf ;ut in p stwuctuwe intenaea to mwoauce thebf Ana dhewe 
thewe is stwuctuwey -ptsony thewe is plso ow.pniDptionf

L let b’ .pDe mpss thwou.h the woob once bowef
The othew .uests hpa tpken um theiw mositionsy not in rVea mlpcesy 

,ut in p kina oW inWowbpl owaew thpt seebea unaewstooa dithout ,ein. 
smokenf

The puction ,e.pn dithout pn’ wepl pnnouncebentf Uo hpbbew dps 
useay now pn’ wpisea MoiceB the rwst dowk dps bewel’ inaicptea ,’ p ,wieWy 
lod webpwk thpt scpwcel’ wepchea ,e’ona the nepwest listenewsy pna ’et 
pll seebea to hpMe unaewstooa itf The rwst ,ia dps .iMen dith p sli.ht 
noay pnothew mpwticimpnt wpisea his hpna p littleqnot ps p .estuwey ,ut ps 
p si.nplqpna dps pnsdewea in the spbe dp’f Uot dith dowasy ,ut dith 
the wemetition oW the aiscweet si.nf

L o,sewMea the mwocess dithout b’selW mpwticimptin.f Opbille stooa pt 
b’ siae pna hpa pssubea hew wole dithout pn’ Misi,le twpnsitionB she 
pmmepwea not ps pn pctwessy ,ut ps p nptuwpl mpwt oW the ciwclef vew .pDe 
westea umon the dowks dith p cplb pmmwpispl suitea to the wooby pna she 
aia nothin. to pttwpct pttentionqdhich dps mwecisel’ dh’ she dps not 
noticeaf

Lt xuickl’ ,ecpbe clepw to be thpt the ,iaain. aia not hpMe the chpwpcH
tew oW smontpneous cobmetitionf Thewe dps no hpstey no pttebmt to outH
,ia one pnothew pt the lpst bobentf The ,ias Wollodea wpthew p wh’thby 
plbost ps thou.h the’ hpa ,een pwwpn.eaf L let b’ .pDe boMe oMew the 
mpwticimpntsC pn elaewl’ .entlebpn mlpcea p sin.le ,ia pna then dithawed 
entiwel’y ps thou.h his wole hpa ,een concluaeaB p ’oun.ew bpn Wollodea 
the mwocess dith pn pttentiMeness thpt seebea bowe instwuctionpl thpn 
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mpwticimptow’ pna aia not ,ia until pnothew hpa bpwkea p ,ounapw’f 
“pwthew ,pck in the woob stooa p bpn dho aia not hibselW ,iay ,ut dho 
seMewpl tibes weceiMea ,wieW noas Wwob the othewsf vis pmmepwpnce dps 
unwebpwkp,ley ,ut his si.nircpnce aia not seeb to ,ey pna L took note 
oW hibf

-hen the neVt dowk dps ,wou.ht Wowdpway the mwice wose xuickl’y not 
.wpaupll’y ,ut in Pubmsf Tdo mpwticimpnts ,ia pltewnptel’y ,ut dithout 
the shpwmness thpt othewdise pccobmpnies wepl cobmetitionB one dithH
awed pt p moint dhewe it aia not seeb dpwwpntea ,’ the xuplit’ oW the 
dowky pna p thiwa ibbeaiptel’ took oMewy ps thou.h it hpa ,een eVmecteaf 
L ,e.pn to aiscewn p mpttewnC the spbe mewsons aia not ,ia p.pinst one 
pnothew pt wpnaob ,ut Wowbea mpwt oW p sexuence in dhich epch seebea 
to hpMe his Wunctionf The mwices conrwbea the ibmwessionf Ness si.niWH
icpnt dowks dewe sola Wow in…ptea subsy dhile technicpll’ rnew e”owts 
dewe ’ielaea dithout wesistpncef Lt dps not xuplit’ thpt aetewbinea the 
outcobey ,ut sobethin. elsef

L boMea sli.htl’ psiae in owaew ,ettew to cobbpna the dholey pna 
Opbille Wollodea the boMebenty thou.h she stommea p little showt oW bef 
vew pttention .pthewea not on the mpwticimpntsy ,ut umon the neVt dowk 
,ein. aismlp’eaqp sbpllew cpnMpsy dhich pt rwst .lpnce seebea insi.nirH
cpnty ,ut dhich neMewtheless pmmepwea to .pthew p aiscweet tension in the 
woobf

2Lntewestin.y0 she spia soWtl’f
The rwst ,ia dps bpaey then pn pnsdewin. oney pna then pnothewf 

Then she wpisea hew hpnaf
The boMebent dps cplby dithout hesitptiony pna rttea mewWectl’ into 

the woobf L tuwnea b’ .pDe todpwa hewf
2Eiss Awaentq0 L spia in p butea Moicef
She aia not look pt bef The ,ia dps we.isteweay pna she pnsdewea p.piny 

mwecisel’ pna dithout Mpwiptionf Lt dps not pn ibmulsiMe dhiby ,ut p 
contwollea pctf L lepnea sli.htl’ nepwewf

2Lt is not p dowk oW ibmowtpncey0 L spia soWtl’f
2Lt is hewey0 she wemlieaf



TvI SvAR1- 18IY TvI SILUI7JJ

The woob hpa we.istewea hew nody not ps p aistuw,pncey ,ut ps pn pctow 
dithin itf The mwice wosey pna one oW the othews dithawedy then pnothewf 
She webpinea stpnain.y botionlessy plbost unintewesteaf The rwst si.npl 
oW conclusion Welly then p mpuse intewMeneay then pnothewf L Welt p wpwe 
uncewtpint’y not p,out the situption ps suchy ,ut p,out hew wole in itf

Dust ps the enain. seebea nepwy p ned ,ia cpbeqlody ,ut su—cientf 
Anothew mpwticimpnt hpa enteweay pna the mwocess closeaf The dowk dent 
to sobeone elsef

L slodl’ let out b’ ,wepthf
Opbille lodewea hew hpna dithout Misi,le wepction pna bewel’ WolH

lodea the dowk dith hew e’es ps it dps weboMeaf
2-e dewe Wowtunpte thewey L thinky0 L spia soWtl’f
She tuwnea to be dith p Wpinty plbost noncobbittpl sbilef 2-ewe deE0 

she spiaf 2Lt bi.ht othewdise hpMe suitea be Mew’ dellf0
Thewe dps no iwon’ in hew Moicey pna Wow thpt Mew’ wepson it dps ibmosH

si,le to aetewbine dhethew she bepnt itf L let b’ .pDe boMe ,pck thwou.h 
the wooby ,ut nod dith pn paPustea pssessbentf L hpa thou.ht thpt L hpa 
,wou.ht hew into the .pbef

At thpt bobent it seebea to be thpt she plwepa’ kned itf



The Dead 
Courier

LETTER XII

Watson took the next letter from the pile and let the knife run along the 
edge before unfolding the paper with the same calm motion that had 
accompanied the preceding ones.

His gaze passed quickly over the lines. The Arst page was markedly 
shorter than the others. Pn address in ,aris was written at the top: 
followed by a single remark“

”P man has been found dead. ,ossibly connected with the case.-
Watson paused for a moment: as if to make certain he had read corI

rectly: and then brought the paper a little closer to the light. There was 
no further explanation.

He laid the Arst sheet aside and: with great curiosity: began to read the 
next.

Mt was still early in the day when Ooreau had himself announced at 
my hotel. M was sitting by the window with my pipe: letting my gaze drift 
out over the street: when Ooreau entered and: without preamble: laid a 
folded newspaper on the table.

”This will interest you:- he said.
M drew the paper toward me and unfolded it. En the front page was 

printed a photograph in coarse tones“ a narrow street: partially cordoned 
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oL: with a small crowd gathered behind a line of barriers. M read the article 
through without haste.

Pfter a moment M turned farther into the paper: where a shorter 
followIup had been printed with additional details. Here: too: was a 
smaller portrait image of the deceased. M stopped short and leaned slightly 
forward: as though to bring the image closer to the light.

Ooreau sat down without saying anything.
”Mnteresting:- M remarked quietly: taking the pipe from my mouth. ”M 

have seen this man before.-
Ooreau looked up. ”Here in ,aris*-
M nodded and recalled my observations by the Veine and in the surI

rounding quarter.
”Veveral times. Mn diLerent districts. Pt Arst glance without connecI

tion to one another.-
Ooreau leaned slightly forward. ”P coincidence*-
”1o:- M answered with Armness in my voice. ”Mt was he who moved 

between the art dealers.-
Ooreau said nothing.
”There is no time to lose.- M rose and took my coat. ”Bet us have a closer 

look at the place.-

jjj

Uy the time they arrived at the address: the barricades had already been 
removed.

Pt Arst glance: the street appeared like any other“ a few passersby: a 
carriage moving slowly past: and a shopkeeper 5ust in the act of opening 
his shutters. 1othing suggested that only a few hours earlier the place 
had been the center of an accident.

Holmes stopped in the middle of the cobblestones and let his gaze 
travel along the facade. ”Here:- he said quietly: and stepped a pace to one 
side.

Ooreau followed without asking questions.
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Holmes bent slightly forward and examined a darker patch between 
the stones. The color was subdued: almost absorbed by the surface: but 
not entirely gone.

He did not touch it. ”Ulood:- he said calmly.
Ooreau looked more closely. ”Yrom the fall*-
Holmes shook his head faintly. ”Mt is not distributed as it would be in 

a collision. 1o spray: no spreading. Mt has pooledG and congealed.-
He straightened and once again looked up at the building. ”He was 

not alive when he struck.-
”éou meanG- Ooreau began.
Holmes did not interrupt him but answered without turning“ ”M mean 

that it was not necessarily the fall that killed him.-
Ooreau folded his arms. ”Then it is a murder*-
Holmes looked brie6y at him. ”We cannot know that yet:- he said 

soberly. ”Uut everything suggests that he was already dead before he 
reached the street.-

He let his gaze move once more up the facade: pausing for a moment 
at one of the windows. ”Mf that is the case:- he continued: ”then he was 
not alone.-

Ooreau nodded slowly. ”Then we must go up.-
Holmes stepped back from the place. ”We must have access to the 

apartment. We must get inside.-
Ooreau shook his head slightly. ”7ive me half an hour:- he replied. ”M 

shall see what can be done.- Without further explanation he turned and 
disappeared down the street.

Holmes remained standing for a moment before calmly crossing over 
and taking a seat at a caf8 with a view of the building. He ordered 
nothing: but sat with his hands folded before him and let his gaze rest 
on the gate. 1othing happened.

Pfter approximately half an hour: Ooreau returned. He went directly 
to the table and laid a document before Holmes. ”Mt was the best M could 
obtain.-

Holmes cast a quick glance over the paper: nodded: and rose.
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They crossed the street together and passed through the gate. Mnside 
the halfIdark vestibule: they found the caretaker at his desk.

Ooreau laid out the document. ”We require access to the apartment.-
The caretaker looked at the paper without great interest and gave a 

slight shrug. ”The key has already been handed out.-
Ooreau looked at him. ”To whom*-
”To a man:- the caretaker replied. ”He came with an authorizationG 

not unlike yours.-
”Yrom the police*- Ooreau asked.
The caretaker shook his head. ”He did not look like police to me.- He 

hesitated for a moment. ”Oore a gentleman. Ene of those who decide 
things.-

Holmes took a step forward. ”How long ago*-
The caretaker shrugged. ”Pn hour or so: M should think.-
Holmes took out his watch and cast a quick glance at it. ”Pnd you are 

certain it was not the police*-
”That would be my view:- said the caretaker. ”He wasG diLerent. Rery 

well dressed. Calm.-
”Was he wearing a hat*- Holmes asked.
The caretaker thought for a moment. ”ées. P tall hat.-
Holmes extended his hand. ”The key.-
The caretaker nodded and produced a ring of keys. ”Here is the one 

for the apartment. Pnd here is the one for the storage room behind.-
Holmes took the keys without looking at them. ”There is no time to 

lose.-
He turned to Ooreau. ”He has been here since we arrived.-
They hurried up the stairs.
Holmes put the key into the door: and a moment later the lock yielded 

with a brief: dry sound. Holmes opened it slowly.
There was silence. Complete silence.
They remained standing for a moment in the doorway: as though to 

listen: before stepping inside.
Holmes went Arst. He moved without haste: but with an attentiveI

ness that left nothing to chance. Ooreau followed close behind. They 
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stopped at each door: opened it carefully: looked in: and only then went 
on. Ene closet was opened. Then another. 1othing. 1o sign that anyone 
had been there. 1o disorder. 1o trace. The apartment presented itself as 
almost impersonal in its orderliness.

Holmes crossed to the window and looked down at the street. ”Here:- 
he said quietly. ”Mt must have been from here.-

Ooreau stood beside him and followed his gaze. The cobblestones lay 
sober and undisturbed below.

”1othing*- he asked.
Holmes shook his head slightly. ”1othing visible.-
He let his gaze pass once more through the room: as though searching 

for a discrepancy that had not yet revealed itself.
”Vtrange:- he said.
Ooreau hesitated for a moment. ”UutG was there not also a storage 

room*-
Holmes turned at once. ”Ef course.- He went toward the door withI

out further explanation.
They went down through the stairwell and out into the courtyard. Mt 

was narrow and disorderly. Trash bins stood scattered without any clear 
arrangement: and along one of the walls lay a pile of wood: as though it 
had been left in the middle of work never Anished.

There was only one building in the back court. P low: enclosed strucI
ture with a broad door.

”There:- said Ooreau.
Holmes did not answer but walked straight toward it. He produced 

the larger key. The lock resisted for a moment before yielding with a 
heavy sound. Together they pushed the door aside.

Mnside it was dark. Holmes took out a match and struck it. The weak 
light 6ickered for a moment before settling and casting long shadows 
into the room.

He stepped inside. P lamp hung from the ceiling. Holmes lit it. The 
light spread slowly. Pt Arst glance the room seemed almost empty. Uare 
walls. P few crates. 1othing that immediately attracted attention.
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Holmes remained standing. He looked up toward the lamp. Then he 
raised his hand and let his Angertips brush the metal. He withdrew his 
hand again.

”Warm:- he said quietly.
Ooreau looked at him. ”Mt was extinguished:- he said.
Holmes nodded. ”Uut not long ago.-
He let his gaze travel through the room. ”Vomeone has been here.-
P brief pause.
”Rery recently.-
They began to examine the room more closely. What had Arst seemed 

empty now revealed itself as something else.
Holmes moved slowly forward. He stopped beside a chair. Mt lay overI

turned on its side but not broken. The upholstery was torn along the 
edge: as though someone had seized it violently. Ueside it stood a crate. 
Mts lid hung crooked: and the wood around the lock was splintered.

Holmes bent down. P moment later he picked something up between 
his Angers. P single hair. He looked at it brie6y in the light before letting 
it fall again.

”There has been a struggle:- he said dryly.
Ooreau looked at him.
”Two persons.- Holmes pointed lightly toward the 6oor. ”Vhort: dark 

hair.-
P pause.
”,erhaps our friend with the hat.- He let his gaze move on.
”Pnd another. Bonger: fair hair.-
Ooreau drew a deeper breath. ”The courier*-
Holmes nodded thoughtfully as he straightened. ”Psk the caretaker 

whether he saw anything. Pnd also ask whether the dead man had a 
tattoo above the left wrist.-

Ooreau nodded and left the room.
Holmes remained standing and continued his examination. His gaze 

moved from ob5ect to ob5ect: without haste: but overlooking nothing.
Pfter several minutes Ooreau returned. ”He is not certain: but he 

believes he saw the man who received the key go out through the gate. 
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Pnd as for the tattoo: you are right. He had gone to sea in his younger 
days.-

Holmes nodded and at the same time let his gaze move along the back 
wall. His eyes stopped. Vomething about the paneling was not quite 
right. He ran a hand over the wood: felt along the 5oints: pressed lightly at 
one spot’and a moment later the panel gave way with a muted sound.

P door opened.
Holmes loosened the lamp from its hook: lowered it: and carried it 

before him as he stepped inside.
Ooreau followed after him.
They were now standing in a long: narrow corridor that stretched 

into the darkness like an oversized wardrobe. The light fell forward and 
revealed rows of costumes hanging close together on hangers along both 
walls. Yabrics of diLerent colors and qualities: some dark and simple: 
others more striking: but all with a precision that did not belong to 
ordinary theatrical use.

Uetween them stood crates: open and closed: Alled with hats: gloves: 
and other ob5ects. Pbove them shelves had been Axed: where additional 
equipment had been placed in careful order.

Holmes remained standing for a moment and let his gaze move 
through the room. ”P wardrobe:- he said quietly.

Ooreau stepped forward and let his gaze pass over the rows. ”Theater 
costumes:- he exclaimed. ”Here they are.- He drew a coat free from a 
hanger and held it up to the light. The fabric was heavy: well made: 
without the wear one would otherwise expect. ”Mt Ats with the tailor:- 
he said.

Holmes did not answer at once. He walked slowly down the corridor 
and let his Angers brush the fabric of one of the hanging garments.

”Uut not for the theater:- he said calmly.
”CouriersG servantsG perhaps oGcials*-
Holmes nodded faintly.
”Noles.-
He went on a few steps. ”They do not operate like an ordinary orgaI

nization:- he said. ”They operate like a theater.-
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Ooreau folded his arms.
”P theater*-
Holmes turned halfway toward him.
”P stage upon which each actor enters: performs his part: and disI

appears again. 1o repetitions. 1o recognition.- He let his gaze move 
through the rows of costumes. ”1ew clothing every time. 1ew identity. 
Vame function.-

Ooreau looked around the room again: this time more slowly.
”Vo: no one can be followed:- he said.
”,recisely.-
Holmes paused brie6y. ”They do not hide themselves.-
He looked at Ooreau. ”They perform.-
Holmes concluded the letter with the words“
”M found that several of the conditions which until then had stood 

scattered were now beginning to gather themselves into a pattern more 
diGcult to explain away as accidental.

Mt would have been natural to assume that the sack of which the 
caretaker had spoken contained one of these costumes’a single piece 
among many: which for one reason or another had to be removed from 
circulation.

Vuch an explanation: however: seemed to me insuGcient.
The costumes were numerous. Their replacement appeared to be part 

of the system itself: and nothing suggested that one single piece should 
have held such signiAcance as alone to 5ustify the haste with which the 
place had been searched.

The struggle whose traces we had 5ust reviewed bore no mark of 
random violence. Mt was brief: purposeful: and without any trace of 
hesitation.

That one of the parties was no longer on the premises did not therefore 
surprise me.

What did call for closer consideration: however: was not merely that he 
had been removed’but why it had happened at precisely that moment.-
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Watson read the Anal lines a second time and recognized a distinct patI
tern. The tone of these lines usually heralded a change in the character 
of the case. HolmesJs information was precise and without super6uous 
remark. That particular form of gravity and silence: when a case moved 
away from the purely intellectual and into something else’something 
not to be solved by observation and deduction alone. P kind of heightI
ened calm. Ps though he: without saying so directly: now acknowledged 
that more was at stake. Death no longer stood at the periphery of the 
case. Mt had stepped onto the stage.



The 
Confrontation

LETTER XIII

November 5, 1891
Paris

It was late in the day when Holmes once more reviewed the circum-
stances that now gathered around a single name.

There was no question of one decisive piece of evidence, but of a 
series of observations pointing in the same direction. The shipments, 
the mark, the auction—and above all the tailor’s cashbook, in which the 
name Delacroix appeared with a regularity that did not permit itself to 
be explained away.

Moreau observed that the proofs were not yet complete.
Holmes dismissed this with a slight movement.
“They are su”cient,N he said calmly. “zot to conclude the case—but 

to act upon it.N
He let his gaEe rest for a moment on the cashbook.
“Too much has already happened.N
The two deaths had altered the premise. It was no longer a question 

of assembling a complete chain of proof, but of preventing the matter 
from developing further.
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Moreau said no more.
The decision was taken without further discussion.
Holmes took up his hat.
“*e shall go to him,N he said.
“Tomorrow at ten.N

PPP

Holmes and Moreau met before the 1cademy and went together to 
Srofessor Delacroix’s o”ce. They had no prior appointment yet were 
admitted by the porter without di”culty all the same. Moreau was a 
familiar face here.

Srofessor Delacroix rose from his desk as the door closed behind 
Holmes and Moreau. His movement was perfectly measured, neither too 
quick nor too slow, as though he wished to demonstrate that he did not 
feel interrupted—merely visited.

“Monsieur Moreau,N he said with a slight inclination of the head. “1 
pleasure to see you again. Sersistence becomes you.N

His gaEe moved on to Holmes. 1 faint smile touched the corner of 
his mouth. “I am sincerely grati?ed that Ycandinavia takes such a lively 
interest in our modest institution.N

Holmes inclined his head slightly. “*e try to keep ourselves in-
formed,N he said calmly. “Oven in small matters.N

“The smallVN repeated the professor with a hint of amusement. “Here 
we merely instruct young talents in the discipline of the brush and the 
respect due to color. If the world chooses to assign us greater importance 
than that, I can only be grateful for the attention.N

Moreau replied in a courteous, but more reserved tone. “4our insti-
tution has over the years produced notable names. It is di”cult not to 
observe its in5uence.N

“4ou are generous, as always,N said Delacroix. “I have often admired 
your eye for authenticity, Monsieur Moreau. It is a rare virtue in our 
time.N
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Holmes’s eyes rested for a moment on the professor’s hands, which 
lay relaxed upon the edge of the desk. The ?ngers were long, well 
kept—more an artist’s than an administrator.

“*e hope only,N said Holmes brie5y, “to pro?t from your expertise.N
“zaturally,N Delacroix replied without hesitation. “That is precisely 

why we exist.N
He made an inviting gesture toward the two chairs before the desk. 

“Tell me—what may I contribute this timeVN
The atmosphere was correct.
The light from the high windows fell obliquely across the plaster casts 

along the wall and laid an almost academic calm over the room. zothing 
in the professor’s bearing suggested unease. Fn the contrary, he seemed 
faintly amused, as though he regarded the situation as an intellectual 
exercise rather than a confrontation.

Holmes sat down without haste. Moreau followed.
“Today our concern is neither frames nor pigments,N Holmes contin-

ued. “*e are here because of a crime.N
There was complete silence.
The professor’s smile did not vanish, but it narrowed.
“4ou use strong words,N he said.
“They have been chosen with care.N
Ror a moment the three men stood facing one another in a balance that 

was no longer academic, but exact.
Delacroix slowly straightened his back. “If you wish to carry the con-

versation into the legal sphere,N he said, “then we must be sure that our 
terms are as precise as your accusations.N

1nd the tone in the room was no longer merely courteous.
Holmes allowed a brief silence to fall, as though considering whether 

the conversation ought to proceed further along the technical line.
Instead, he changed direction.
“It is regrettable,N he said soberly, “that a minor craftsman should have 

lost his life in this connection.N The words were o:ered without pathos. 
*ithout accusation. Yimply as a statement.
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Srofessor Delacroix’s gaEe rested on Holmes for a moment before 
moving toward the window. “The tailorVN he said calmly.

“4es.N
“1 tragic occurrence.N
He folded his hands and gave the slightest shrug. “Men who meddle 

in the work of others sometimes risk consequences.N
The sentence was framed with the same academic detachment, as 

though he were speaking of an experiment that had failed.
Moreau sti:ened slightly.
Holmes did not.
He merely looked at the professor for a moment longer than courtesy 

required.
“Consequences,N he repeated softly.
“The world,N said Delacroix, “is not without friction, Monsieur Yig-

urdsson. Monsieur Moreau. Ospecially when one moves into areas one 
does not fully understand.N There was no raised voice. zo open threat. 
jut neither was there any regret.

Holmes nodded slowly.
“4ou did not know him personallyVN
“Fnly by mention.N
“zaturally.N
Holmes let the question drop.
“4ou must understand,N he said, straightening a folder upon the desk, 

“that we work here with young people. Talented, but fragile. 1n insti-
tution such as this lives by its reputation.N

He looked ?rst at Moreau. “1 scandal can destroy careers before they 
have even begun.N

His gaEe then moved toward Holmes. “Truth,N he continued calmly, 
“can be a brutal thing, Monsieur Yigurdson. Monsieur Moreau. It rarely 
strikes only its intended target.N

There was no raised voice. zo dramatic pause. Fnly a statement that 
lay close to a warning.

Delacroix lowered his gaEe for a moment, as though deciding how far 
he would go.
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“I should be sorry to see a man of your standing,N he said, addressing 
Moreau, “drawn into misunderstandings.N

Moreau met his gaEe. “I should be sorry to see young talents used as a 
shield.N

The professor smiled faintly.
Holmes made no comment. jut it was clear that the threat had been 

registered—and had not produced its intended e:ect.
Holmes gathered the papers together, but this time with a calm that 

had the character of conclusion.
“*e have not merely found a pattern,N he said.
He pushed the transport list forward. “4our name appears here.N
The professor did not answer at once.
Holmes laid another sheet on top of it. “1nd here.N
1nother. “1nd here.N
There was no drama in the movement. Fnly repetition.
Moreau added… “The authoriEation rubric for access to the old restora-

tion workshop. 4our signature.N
The professor’s gaEe fell upon the documents.
There was no possibility of calling them forgeries.
Holmes continued… “The consignments from Marseille are registered 

as 8study obûects for internal analysis.’ 1pproved by you.N He pointed to 
the dates. “Fver a period of eighteen months.N

The professor’s ?ngers drew together slightly. “1cademic formalities,N 
he said softly.

“Three payments,N said Holmes, drawing out a small bank note. “De-
posited into an account linked to you. zot large sums. jut regular.N

The silence grew heavier.
“4ou are not named as artist,N Holmes continued. “zot as sender. zot 

as recipient.N
He looked up. “jut as guarantor.N
The word hung in the room.
Moreau said quietly… “*ithout your name these works would not have 

passed.N
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The professor slowly leaned back. This time the smile vanished alto-
gether. He had not expected this amount of documentation.

“4ou have been thorough,N he said. “1nd fortunate.N
“Serhaps.N Holmes’s voice did not change. “4ou made the workshop 

available. 4ou authoriEed the materials. 4ou con?rmed the shipments. 
4ou received payment.N

1 pause.
Holmes now drew from the inner pocket of his coat a letter, which 

with exquisite calm he placed before Delacroix. “4ou should read this.N
Delacroix hesitated for a moment, as though he wished to reûect it, 

but his gaEe had already fallen on the paper. He picked it up and let 
his eyes move over the lines, ?rst quickly, then more slowly. The change 
came gradually. The con?dent composure in his face withdrew, and 
something else emerged—not doubt, but recognition. His hand paused 
brie5y at the end of the letter, as though he wished to hold on to the ?nal 
word.

*hen he looked up, his gaEe was no longer the same. “9where did you 
?nd her, Claire DelatourVN he asked.

Holmes let a faint smile pass across his face. “That is naturally a secret.N 
He paused brie5y. “jut you may proceed on the assumption that she is 
prepared to testify.N

The professor closed his eyes for a moment.
“I facilitated,N he said at last. “I did not think—N
Holmes did not interrupt him.
“I thought,N the professor continued, “that they were limited recon-

structions. Srivate collections. zo museums.N
“The system was larger,N said Holmes.
The professor looked directly at him. “4es.N
“jut you were not the architect.N
“zo.N
“4ou received instructions.N
The professor hesitated for a second. “4es.N
“Rrom whomVN
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The professor’s expression closed. “I did not know the face. Fnly the 
messages.N

“1 nameVN Holmes asked.
“Fnly a reference,N said the professor softly. “zever a meeting.N
“Does the name 8Montfaucon’ mean anything to youVN Holmes asked 

further, prepared to register every movement or expression in the pro-
fessor.

Delacroix did his utmost to appear una:ected as he shook his head. 
jut the small tremors and the extra blink had already been noted.

1 knock sounded at the door.
The professor straightened his back. jut otherwise did not react.
The knock came again. This time more ?rmly.
Srofessor Delacroix’s gaEe moved toward the door, but he said noth-

ing.
Holmes shifted slightly to one side. “4ou should open it,N he said 

calmly.
The professor remained seated a moment longer, as though still seek-

ing a ?nal theoretical escape. jut the documents lay there on the desk, 
ordered and unambiguous. His signatures. His approvals. The regular 
deposits. 1nd not least the letter from Claire Delatour.

There was nothing left to relativiEe. He rose, and the door was opened.
Two o”cials from the YEretF entered. zot hurriedly. zot theatrically. 

They greeted the room brie5y.
The foremost spoke formally.
“Srofessor 1rmand DelacroixVN
“4es.N
“4ou are hereby placed under arrest on suspicion of complicity in sys-

tematic art forgery, ?nancial gain, and misuse of academic facilities.N The 
words were delivered with the same dry precision that had characteriEed 
Holmes’s presentation.

The professor instinctively adûusted his cu:s. “zaturally,N he said.
zo protest. zo agitation. Fnly a brief, measuring movement of the 

gaEe toward Holmes. “4ou have been9 thorough.N
Holmes did not answer.
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Moreau stood still. There was no triumph in his face.
The professor took his ûacket from the back of the chair. Ror a moment 

he hesitated at the desk, as though wishing to straighten a stack of papers. 
Then he let them lie. “The schoolVN he asked brie5y.

“*ill be closed temporarily, until the matter has been investigated.N
It was the ?rst moment at which something in his face changed. zot 

only his freedom—but his name—had been compromised. He nodded. 
“Bery well.N

He moved toward the door between the o”cers. His steps were still 
digni?ed, but slower than before. 1t the threshold he paused for a sec-
ond. “Truth,N he said without looking back, “can be brutal.N

Holmes replied calmly… “Fnly when it has long been postponed.N
The door closed. The sound was muted. In the o”ce the fragment, 

the transport lists, and the empty chair remained behind.
Moreau said nothing.
Holmes gathered up the documents.
“How did you ?nd her so quicklyVN Moreau asked.
Holmes looked toward the window. “Truth is often only a hair’s 

breadth from the lie.N
Holmes concluded the letter…
1s regards the Saris branch of this enterprise, it must be stated that 

its activity has been halted. Srofessor Delacroix admitted his role as 
intermediary and recipient of payment but denied any knowledge of the 
overarching structure.

It seems to me, however, unlikely that a man of his caution would 
involve himself without a guarantee of protection. He is a link. zot the 
source.

1lthough Srofessor Delacroix’s admission satis?es the legal require-
ments of responsibility, there remains, in my view, a technical inconsis-
tency that cannot be explained by his role alone.

The method by which the canvases were treated, particularly the use 
of certain chemical preparations for arti?cial aging, points not toward 
Saris.
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The professor may have made rooms and materials available. He may 
have received payment. jut the hand that developed and standardiEed 
the technique is another.

Yo long as this technical source remains unidenti?ed, the matter can-
not be regarded as concluded.

— Y.



Moreau’s Arrest
LETTER XIV

November 17, 1891
Paris

It was my intention to leave Paris before the end of the week.
Professor Delacroix’s detention had temporarily halted the local ac-

tivity, but the technical traces pointed, as previously mentioned, in an-
other direction. I had therefore arranged to meet Monsieur Moreau in 
his gallery the following morning in order to discuss certain practical 
matters concerning the material before I took further steps.

The gallery was quiet that morning. The light fell obliquely through 
the high windows and illuminated the hanging works with an almost 
ironic dignity.

Moreau was standing by the desk when I arrived. “You are leaving,” he 
said without preamble.

“Yes.”
He nodded. “Rome?”
“It seems to me necessary.”
He drew a slow breath. “I had hoped Paris would be suzcient.”
“Apparently not.”
There came a knock at the door, —rm and deliberate. Moreau looked at 

me. I registered a slight alteration in his gaEeSnot fear, but recognition. 
He went himself to open it.



THO WHADVN V1OR THO WOI4O2Cj

Two men entered. Dressed in civilian clothes. A third followed behind 
them.

The last of them to enter spoke calmly. “Monsieur Moreau?”
“Yes.”
“You must come with us.”
4o hand was laid upon him. 4o voice was raised.
“The charge?” Moreau asked.
“*omplicity in art forgery,” the man replied. “Professional collabora-

tion with Professor Delacroix.”
Moreau looked at me. His gaEe was clear. “Delacroix’s revenge.”
I stepped forward. “This is a misunderstanding,” I said.
The man replied, “That will be clari—ed.”
Moreau took up his hat. He adLusted his coat. “It is no use,” he said.
As he passed me, he paused for a moment. Vur eyes met.
The door closed. The gallery was still once more.

ûûû

éater that same day, I went to the WBretU.
I was received politely, but with a certain reserved tone.
It was put forward that Monsieur Moreau, through his professional 

relationship with Professor Delacroix, had possessed knowledge of and 
possibly taken part in the forgery enterprise that had now been uncov-
ered.

Reference was made to earlier collaborations. To Loint exhibitions. 
To —nancial connections. At —rst examination the documentation ap-
peared plausible. Moreau had for several years had an acknowledged 
relationship with the professor. He had publicly criticiEed him. 3ut he 
had also worked with him. A construction that might be represented as 
complicity.

I observed, however, that the timing seemed to me unusually precise. 
The arrest took place less than twenty-four hours after the professor’s 
detention.
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I was not granted access to Monsieur Moreau. The investigation was, 
as it was put, “ongoing.”

*onclusion of the letterF

It seems to me probable that this move is intended to isolate me from an 
informed ally, rather than to solve a crime. The charge against Monsieur 
Moreau is formally coherent, but methodologically convenient.

I —nd it dizcult to imagine that Professor Delacroix possessed the in-
Auence required to set such a counteraction in motion from his present 
position. That strengthens my assumption that the structure we have 
only partly touched operates with a wider reach than —rst supposed.

S W.

ûûû

Nhen I laid the letter aside, the —re in the grate had burned lower, and the 
light in the room seemed gentler to me than when I had begun reading.

There now lay a small stack of envelopes upon the table before 
meSeach bearing Holmes’s familiar, sharp hand, each carrying traces of 
his movement through Paris.

At the outset I had read them with a certain unease.
Holmes’s decision to operate under the name Wigurdson, his constant 

noting of repetitions in his —eld of vision, his attention to glances, to 
distances, to slight displacements in human behaviorSall this had in the 
—rst letters carried a tone that might be mistaken for mistrust. 3ut as the 
case unfolded, it became clear to me that this was not mistrust. It was 
vigilance. That is a distinction only those who have seen Holmes work at 
close quarters fully understand. Mistrust seeks con—rmation of danger. 
1igilance merely registers patterns. And in Paris I had again recogniEed 
the latter.

The Holmes I had known before his long absence was not a man who 
hunted shadows. He was a man who gathered them.
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That the matter of the art forgeries seemed solved was in the following 
weeks con—rmed by other means. In an issue of The Times from the 
middle of Bune of that same year, I found a brief notice in which it was 
stated that a larger circle of art dealers and intermediaries in Paris had 
been questioned in connection with an extensive forgery aCair. Professor 
Delacroix’s name was mentioned in passing, and reference was made to 
an “international connection.”

A Drench newspaper, clippings from which Holmes had later en-
closed, spoke of a “coordinated eCort against organiEed art fraud.” The 
language was triumphant. As it often is when authorities wish to signal 
closure.

3ut I knew that Holmes did not share that feeling. His letters bore no 
mark of victory. They bore the mark of something having been set in 
motion, and of much else that would follow.

There was in his tone a clarity I had not read since before the dreadful 
confrontation at the Dalls. 4ot youthful overcon—denceShe had never 
possessed thatSbut a precise and measured sharpness. He was no longer 
the man who had Lust escaped death. He was once more the man who 
analyEed it. I cannot deny that this brought me a certain relief. Dor al-
though Holmes has often been accused of coldness, I have always known 
that his sharpness was his defense. Nhen it dulls, he becomes vulnerable. 
Nhen it returns, it is the world that ought to be on guard.

The Paris aCair thus seemed, outwardly, to be concluded. 3ut More-
au’s arrestSand the technical connection to which Holmes kept refer-
ringSdid not allow me to believe that the matter was exhausted.

I gathered the letters together. There were still three remaining, un-
opened. I must admit that I hesitated for a moment before reaching for 
the next. Dor I knew that when Holmes writes without triumph, but 
with precision, it is seldom the —nal chapter.



The Hotel Room
LETTER XV

November 21, 1891
Paris

I had just set down the wood splinter upon the table and was in the act 
of gathering my notes when there came a discreet knock at the door. The 
sound was so light that it might have been produced by accident, but its 
precision excluded chance. I remained standing for a moment without 
answering. There followed no voice, no repetition. Instead, there came 
the faint rustle of paper being pushed across the zoorboards.

I went to the door and picked up the folded slip. It bore no envelope 
and no handwriting he immediately recogniBed. qefore I had Anished 
reading the contents, I had taken a few :uick steps toward the window 
and drawn the curtain aside.

The street below lay muted in the late light. - single Agure was just 
rounding the corner. The silhouette was familiarO the tall hat, the calm 
and measured gait, the discreet distance from passersby. There was nothE
ing in the movement that betrayed haste or nervousness. It was a man 
who knew he was not being followed.

I let the curtain fall again and returned to the table.
Sn the slip there were only a few wordsO

Gare de Lyon. 6:40
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Roma.
Montfaucon.

4o signature. 4o explanation.
I read the name once more, this time more slowly. *ontfaucon. It bore 

not the sound one normally associates with —rance, nor entirely with 
Italy, but had a foreign, eastern tone. I picked up the piece of wood and 
examined the incision again. The two letters I had noted earlier could 
without diLculty be read as * and —.

I took up my pen and wrote the name down beside the drawing of 
the mark, comparing the proportions, the slope of the letters, the way in 
which the cut in the wood had begun and ended. - hand that cuts its 
own mark leaves behind a di7erent motion from one that merely copies.

-fter that I folded the slip and placed it carefully in my inner pocket. 
That a speciAc train departure had been given seemed to me more signifE
icant than the destination itself.

Rome was no longer an assumption. It was a next step.

’’’

qefore morning had fully arrived, Holmes left his hotel. The streets lay 
cool and almost empty, and the moisture of night rested like a thin layer 
over the cobblestones. The city seemed less insistent in these hours, as 
though it had not yet decided what it wished to be that day.

He went on foot for the Arst part of the way. 4ot from necessity, but 
for the sake of clarity. Snce a decision has been taken, movement gives it 
strength.

The prison lay to the east, a solid building without architectural amE
bition. Its walls were neither old enough to be historical nor new enough 
to be impressive. They served their purpose.

Holmes gave his name at the gate“Harald Wigurdson.
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The guard regarded him for a moment before sending word inside. 
Wome time passed. -n oLcer received him in a sparse oLce, where the 
air carried a faint smell of paper and disinfectant.

Holmes presented his re:uest for a brief meeting with *onsieur 
*oreau.

The re:uest was politely, but Armly, refused.
The investigation was ongoing. -ccess restricted. 4o exceptions.
Holmes did not argue in volume. Instead, he submitted that he could 

contribute information that would be relevant to the matter. He referred 
to his role in the exposure of Velacroix”s enterprise and suggested that 
*oreau”s position might be misunderstood without context.

The oLcer”s reply remained unchanged. The charge against *onsieur 
*oreau was serious and rested upon documentation that could not yet 
be presented to outsiders.

Holmes noted the phrases documentation and not yet presented.
He asked for conArmation that *oreau was in good condition.
This was conArmed.
The oLcer then handed him a brief declaration, allegedly signed by 

*oreau himself. It was juridically sober and contained neither protest 
nor explanation. Snly a formal expression of willingness to cooperate.

Holmes read it slowly. The handwriting was calm. There was no 
tremor in the strokes. He folded the paper and returned it.

P8ou expect the matter can be settled :uickly9G he asked.
PNe hope so,G the oLcer replied.
Holmes nodded. He asked no further :uestions. qefore leaving the 

building, he re:uested paper.
The oLcer hesitated but pushed a pad and a pen across the desk. 

Holmes wrote without haste, but without pause. Nhen he was Anished, 
he folded the sheet once and sealed it with a small dark drop of wax from 
a stick he carried with him.

He handed it across the desk.
P—or *onsieur *oreau,G he said. P?ersonally.G
The oLcer regarded the seal, nodded, and laid the letter aside.
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Holmes said nothing further. He knew that words spoken in a corriE
dor vanish. Nords delivered in writing may survive.

My dear Monsieur Moreau,
Since circumstances prevent a personal meeting, I take the liberty of setting 
down these lines in order to clarify my intention.

The matters we have jointly examined in Paris have—despite their 
local manifestation—consistently pointed toward a technical and logisti-
cal origin outside France. In particular, the composition of the chemical 
preparations, the provenance of the wood, and certain financial connections 
all argue that the true structure lies elsewhere.

I therefore consider it necessary to follow these traces to Rome.
I entertain no doubt that your involvement in the matter will be rep-

resented as more active than it has in truth been. The documentation 
presented will no doubt appear coherent, but I am convinced that it will 
not withstand a full technical review.

I shall keep you informed, in so far as circumstances permit it.
Since direct correspondence under your present conditions will scarcely 

be advisable, I have taken the necessary precaution that certain commu-
nications may be conveyed through a person whom you have already had 
occasion to observe under changing conditions. Should you need to let me 
know something, or should circumstances alter, it will be sufficient for you 
to confide in her in whatever guise she may find it appropriate to assume. 
She will understand what ought to be understood.

In this connection I take the liberty of observing that not all roles borne 
with conviction are made for the stage alone.

Should your present situation have been brought about by the same 
structure we have only partly touched, it may prove that your temporary 
absence from public life is not merely a burden, but also a protection.

 
I hope the matter will be resolved in your favor.
With unchanged regard,
H.S.
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Nhen he stepped out again, the light had grown clearer. ?aris was wakE
ing. He paused for a moment before the walls. *oreau had not protestE
ed. That meant one of two things. He was convinced that the truth 
would emerge of itself. Sr else he did not wish anything to emerge yet.

’’’

Natson noticed that the nextEtoElast letter from ?aris bore a di7erent 
character from the preceding ones. The envelope was dated from the 
Bare de Yyon, and the stamp had been impressed with the haste only 
stations can produce. The paper was lighter than that Holmes usually 
employed, and the writing a shade more compact“as though it had been 
written standing up or on an uneven surface. The letter, too, was shorter.

qefore I broke the seal, I observed that the date lay close to *oreau”s 
arrest. There was in this coincidence of time a weight I could not overE
look. I laid another piece of wood upon the Are and sat down at the table.

Then I opened the letter.



The Departure
LETTERS XVI AND XVII

November 18, 1891
Gare de Lyon, Paris

My dear Watson,
I write these lines in the waiting room, where the morning tracj is 
only bust feginning to gather itsel. into its daily jresjendoS vtations ha-e 
always interested me, not .or their arjhitejture, fut .or their jonjentraH
tion o. purposeS kere gather people who are either Geeing, seeLing, or 
jarrying something they do not wish to lea-e fehindS

The xare de ;yon is no e6jeptionS
The roo. is forne fy iron strujtures whose geometry is only partly 

jonjealed fy steam and motionS The plat.orm lies fathed in a gray light 
that has not yet dejided to fejome dayS The luggage is stajLed in irregular 
.ormations: the wear on a -alise o.ten tells more o. its owner than the 
name tagS

It seems to me that a man may disappear here without hiding himsel.S
The tijLet ocje is already surrounded fy a small jirjle o. tra-elers 

whose destinations may fe read in their .ootwear and hand luggageS 
Those who tra-el south prepare themsel-es di4erently .rom those who 
merely mo-e fetween the pro-injesS

My train departs at 0qEPS
I ha-e jhosen to arri-e in good time, not .rom .ear o. feing .ollowed, 

fut fejause departures reAuire ofser-ationS ke who wishes to guard 
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himsel. against inter.erenje should *rst determine whether inter.erenje 
in .ajt e6istsS

Thus .ar, nothing has gi-en me jause to alter my assessmentS
Uaris has yielded what the jity jould yieldS Its role in the matter is, as I 

ha-e pre-iously noted, strujtural rather than originalS
I lea-e it without regretS
The plat.orm was opened a .ew minutes fe.ore departure, and the 

mo-ement gathered itsel. into a jalm ad-anje toward the jarriagesS I 
jhose a jompartment near the middle o. the train, neither at the .ront 
nor at the rear, and plajed my luggage afo-e the seat without attrajting 
.urther notijeS

The interior was o. the usual southfound sortq upholstered seats, a 
light dust in the jorners, and that jharajteristij smell o. wood and joal 
whijh has already jrossed more forders than the passengers yet ha-eS

When the train set itsel. in motion, I let my gaNe rest on the platH
.ormOs slow withdrawalS The strujture o. the station passed fy in .ragH
mentsViron, glass, uni.orms, hatsS

1mong them I notijed a .amiliar silhouetteS
The man in Auestion mo-ed without haste along the length o. the 

train and entered a jarriage .arther .orward, without turning his headS 
I .ound no reason to alter my planS It is sometimes use.ul to Lnow that 
one does not tra-el aloneS Whether this presenje is ajjidental or intended 
remains to fe seenS

The train le.t Uaris at 0qEPS
V vS

222

Watson now held the last letter in his hands fe.ore himS ke had already 
sLimmed se-eral o. the pre-ious letters more than onje, not .rom douft, 
fut .rom that partijular uneasiness that .ollows when a matter seems 
jonjluded and yet has not feen understoodS Fow he sat with the *nal 
letter in his handsS In se-eral ways di4erent .rom the othersVa slightH
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ly une-en .old, a stamp .rom a smaller ”renjh station, the name hal. 
smudged fy the handling o. the bourneyS

Butside YaLer vtreet the e-ening had .allen hea-y and mistyS 1 jarriage 
rolled fy with a muted jlatter, and the hearth fehind him ga-e o4 a 
steady, almost soothing jrajLleS The room, whijh had so o.ten .ormed 
the setting .or kolmesOs sharpest analyses, seemed to him now larger and 
AuieterS

ke turned the en-elope fetween his *ngers and made a Lind o. frie. 
rejLoning o. the latest e-entsS The Uaris matter had, ajjording to the 
newspapers, feen frought to an endS 1nd MoreauS

Watson leaned fajL and looLed into the Games .or a momentS
MoreauOs arrest had feen mentioned only frieGyVas an ajjomplije, 

as a possifle linL in the jhainS Fothing in the reports fore the marL o. 
the jharajter kolmes had desjrifedS There was something unbust in the 
dry phrasing, something un*nishedS

kolmesOs letters, fy jontrast, had jarried another tone in the last 
pagesS ;ess ironijS More jonjentratedS 1s though his attention were no 
longer direjted toward what was -isifle, fut toward what still eluded 
himS

Watson froLe the sealS
The paper un.olded with a .aint rustleS
1t the top stood a date and the name o. a station that Watson only 

-aguely rejogniNed .rom the map o. ”ranjeVa way station, neither large 
nor signi*jant, a point on the line fetween Uaris and the southern forH
derS

ke drew a Auiet freathS
This was the last letter .rom ”ranjeS 1nd he had the .eeling that it was 

not merely an endingS

November 18, 1891
Gare de Valence
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The station .rom whijh I write is neither large enough to attrajt atH
tention nor small enough to esjape itS 3alenje lies as a disjreet linL 
in the jhain fetween north and south, a nejessary halt rather than a 
destinationS The train stops here not .rom desire, fut .rom dutyS

The plat.orm is narrow and soferS 1 janopy o. iron and glass jasts 
a pale light down o-er the .ew tra-elers who ha-e le.t their jompartH
ments to stretjh their legsS vteam dri.ts hea-ily ajross the trajLs in 
slow jlouds, as though the engine itsel. hesitates fe.ore jontinuing its 
southern mo-ementS The metallij rhythm o. the wheels, as the fraLe is 
loosened and tightened again, .orms a monotonous ajjompaniment to 
the transition o. the bourneyS

There is something temporary afout sujh plajesS Bne remains here 
without arri-ingS ”ajes are seen .or a moment and disappear again into 
the jorridors o. the jarriagesS vuitjases are set down and li.ted up again 
with the same lajL o. attajhment that marLs jon-ersations fetween 
strangers who Lnow they are not to meet againS

I am now on my way south, and with e-ery stop the landsjape jhanges 
in jharajterS UarisOs dense streets ha-e already feen replajed fy open 
*elds and lower fuildings, and here in 3alenje one .eels jlearly that the 
direjtion is *6edS The line leads onwardS Fot fajLS

The lojomoti-e gi-es o4 a short, sharp furst o. steamS 1 station 
attendant mo-es along the line o. jarriages with a lantern in his hand, 
jhejLing, methodijalS R-erything taLes plaje with that same impersonal 
prejision that jharajteriNes e-ery transitionS

It is a *tting plaje in whijh to gather the threadsS
Uaris is, in the ocjial sense, jonjludedS Yut I ha-e learned that jonH

jlusions are o.ten merely geographijalS Fot strujturalS
Uro.essor Delajroi6 is under arrestS
The legal apparatus has done its part with an ecjienjy that lea-es no 

room .or interpretationS The dojuments spoLe .or themsel-es, and the 
institutionOs gates are temporarily jlosedS Uaris will disjuss the matter .or 
a time, fe.ore the jity again turns its attention to the ne6t phenomenonS

Moreau, fy jontrast, remains detainedS
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kis position is less jlear in the eyes o. the puflij, and in a system 
where jonnejtions are weighed more hea-ily than intentions, jlarity is 
not always the *rst thing to fe produjedS I ha-e done what I jould, fut 
that part o. the jase must .or the present rest in ”renjh handsS

”ormally speaLing, the a4air is jonjluded in UarisS
vtrujturally speaLing, it is notS
The .ragment o. the .rame lies in my inner pojLetS The small splinter 

o. wood with its injised marLing, whose -ery simplijity is its strengthS 
The futton, dropped in the jourse o. a Gight whose owner has not 
yet dejlared himsel.S The slip that was pushed under my door with a 
prejision that lea-es little to jhanjeS 1nd the nameS

The name stands there as a re.erenje without a .ajeS
I now possess the piejes, fut not the joherenje that jan assemfle them 

without spejulationS It is too early to jonjludeS 1ny premature synthesis 
would fe a weaLness, not an insightS

The train has set itsel. in motion againS
The jompartment is upholstered in darL .afrij that has afsorfed 

dejades o. jon-ersationS The wood panels fear trajes o. hands and dust 
.rom tra-elers who ha-e passed through the same spaje lea-ing fehind 
nothing fut impressionsS 1n elderly gentleman opposite me holds his 
newspaper too jlose to his .ajeS Two seats .arther down, a jommerjial 
tra-eler and a younger student disjuss prijes and pro-injes in sufdued 
tonesS 1 woman in flajL sits with her hands .olded around a small fag, 
as though the bourney itsel. were an ordealS

3alises ha-e feen plajed upon the luggage rajLs with -arying degrees 
o. orderS ;eather, jan-as, metal *ttingsS

1nd hatsS
kats on the rajLsS kats on empty seatsS 1 darL .elt hat plajed fy itsel., 

as though its owner had merely le.t it .or a momentS 1 taller model 
.arther ahead, presumafly felonging to some ocjialS 1 so.ter -ariety 
that might suit any tra-eler desirous o. anonymityS

It is an odd detail o. railway jompartments that hats are o.ten seen 
fe.ore .ajesS

I notije them allS
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Fot fejause I e6pejt to *nd what I seeL, fut fejause repetition is 
rarely ajjidentalS

The rhythm o. the jompartment fejame more e-en as the train gathH
ered speedS The jon-ersations so.tened, and the monotonous sound o. 
the wheels against the rails estaflished itsel. as a fajLground that made 
jlear thought possifleS

It seems to me that in e-ery inAuiry there jomes a moment when one 
must jhoose fetween waiting and ajtingS In Uaris I ha-e to some e6tent 
allowed mysel. to fe ofser-ed, as one allows a shadow to mo-e until its 
direjtion may fe determinedS vujh a method has its busti*jationS Yut it 
also has its limitS

I let my gaNe tra-el onje more through the jompartment and rose 
without haste, as though I merely wished to stretjh my legsS

The jorridor was narrow, fut sucjientS I passed jompartment a.ter 
jompartment, letting my gaNe rest on hands holding fooLs or jigarettes, 
on the distrifution o. dust along slee-e edges, on the little metal lafels 
that jertain tra-elers allow to remain on their -alises long a.ter arri-alS

Bne hat that appeared .amiliar pro-ed to felong to a jommerjial 
tra-eler .rom ;yon whose jon-ersation with a .ellow passenger re-ealed 
an ajjent injonsistent with my interestS 1nother, who wore his .elt hat 
a little too low o-er his frow, had hands fearing the jharajteristij trajes 
o. inL and joalVmore a writer than an ofser-erS

I stopped at the bunjtion fetween the jars and let the mo-ement o. the 
train pass through the handle in my handS

Bfser-ation has always feen my most reliafle instrumentS Fot in its 
dramatij .orm, fut in the persistent, almost tri-ial registering o. what 
others o-erlooLS

It is possifle that in Uaris, I allowed mysel. .or a moment to fe guided 
more fy the mo-ements o. others than fy my ownS That mistaLe I ha-e 
no intention o. repeatingS

I jontinued through the trainS
I. a man jhooses to .ollow, he must also jhoose to fe seenS
I .ound him in the .oremost jarriage, where the light was a shade 

dimmer and the jon-ersations .ewerS
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ke was sitting alone fy the window: the hat plajed upon his Lnees 
rather than on the rajLVas an ofbejt not readily set asideS The joat was 
darL, though not newS The shoes fore the marLs o. jofflestones and not 
o. jountry roadsS kis hands were steadyS

I sat down opposite him without asLingS
ke raised his eyes, ga-e a frie. nod, and looLed again out at the passing 

landsjapeS
KThe train mo-es steadily this e-ening,7 I saidS
K8es,7 he answeredS KIt does, onje the direjtion has feen *6edS7 kis 

-oije was neither deep nor sharpS It was matter o. .ajtS
Kvouthward97 I saidS
KThat depends,7 he saidS K”or some, south is a destinationS ”or others, 

merely a transitionS7
KBne may .ollow the jurrent,7 he jontinued, Kor mo-e onesel. a little 

ahead o. itS It is a matter o. timingS7
KBr o. Lnowledge,7 I saidS
ke looLed at me .or the *rst time with a little more attenti-enessS 

KFnowledge,7 he repeatedS KIs seldom jompleteS7
The train ga-e a slight shudder as it passed o-er a bunjtionS
K8ou are tra-eling to 5ome97 he asLed without looLing direjtly at meS
KI amS7
KIt is a jity o. many layersS7
K;iLe Uaris,7 I saidS
K;iLe any jity in whijh strujtures age, fut do not disappearS7
I allowed a short pause to .allS
Kka-e you e-er heard the name Mont.aujon97 I asLed, as though it 

were no more than a jhanje rejollejtionS
kis hand mo-ed slightly on the hatS Fot mujhS Yut enoughS
KFames,7 he said jalmly, Kare o.ten less interesting than what lies 

fehind themS7
KThen you do not Lnow it97
KI Lnow many namesS7
KYut not this one97
ke looLed at me now, direjtlyS
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KI. I did,7 he said, Kit would sjarjely alter the direjtionS7 There was no 
hostility in his gaNeS

K8ou are .ollowing me,7 I said, fy way o. statementS K8ou ha-e done 
so sinje I arri-ed in UarisS 1nd also, now that I am lea-ing itS7

ke did not jon*rm itS ke did not deny it eitherS
K1nd it appears profafle that you also on one ojjasion sa-ed me .rom 

a fulletS7
1gain, no answer, though a .aint smileS
1.ter this I rose and returned to my jompartment without asLing 

.urtherS The jon-ersation had produjed no admission, fut neither had 
it produjed any denialS In that sense it was satis.ajtoryS In other respejts, 
insucjientS

The train had now settled into a more stafle rhythmS The darLness 
outside had grown denser, froLen only .rom time to time fy distant 
lights .rom smaller towns that slid past liLe frie. memoriesS I sat fy 
the window and let my gaNe .ollow the reGejtion o. the jompartmentOs 
interior in the glassS

1t the ne6t station I saw him againS ke passed along the plat.orm 
without haste, the joat sjarjely mo-ing, the hat now properly plajed 
upon his headS ke did not looL inS ke did not stopS

I registered the mo-ement in the glass rather than direjtlyS The silhouH
ette was the same one I had earlier seen in the reGejtion o. mirrorsS ke 
entered a jarriage .arther .orwardS That was sucjient .or me to LnowS 
We now share the bourney to 5ome, I supposeS

kis identity remains unLnown to me, and his position unresol-edS ke 
has ajted neither as an enemy nor as an of-ious allyS kis presenje has 
nonetheless feen jonstant, and jonstanjy is rarely without purposeS

I ha-e not yet dejided whether he .ollows meVor leads meS

222
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Watson let the letter rest a moment in his hands fe.ore slowly .olding it 
togetherS

The *re in the grate had gone out, and the shadows in the room had 
jhanged their .orm sinje he fegan readingS It had grown late: that Lind 
o. silenje that jomes only in ;ondon when e-en the most persistent jafs 
ha-e withdrawn, and the street outside lies muted feneath a thin mistS

ke laid the paper atop the other letters and let his hand rest upon the 
stajL, as though their weight had altered in the jourse o. readingS Uaris 
was now fehind themVat least on paperS The arrest had feen made, the 
matter reported, the institution jlosedS vo, it stood in the newspapersS 
vo, it stood in kolmesOs own wordsS

1nd yet Watson sensed an odd displajementS
In his early letters .rom Uaris kolmes had feen sharp, yes, fut also 

watjh.ulS There had feen a hint o. shadow, as though he were still 
measuring the spaje around himS In the last pages this tone had jhangedS 
;ess de.ensi-eS More jonjentratedS ;iLe a man who no longer merely 
registers the mo-ements o. others fut again jhooses his ownS

Watson leaned fajL and looLed toward the empty jhair feside the 
desLS

There was something partijular in reading kolmesOs words in the afH
senje o. his -oijeS The letters fore his jlarity, his jool prejision, fut they 
jould not jon-ey the almost imperjeptifle intensity that Watson Lnew 
so wellS That intensity whijh jame when kolmesOs thoughts mo-ed 
.rom suspijion to patternS

Butside, a late pedestrian went fy, the .ootsteps muIed against the 
pa-ementS

Watson gathered the letters into an ordered stajL and let his gaNe rest 
upon the topmost oneS The last .rom ”ranjeS

Uaris was jonjludedS Yut the bourney was notS
Watson remained seated .or another moment fe.ore straightening and 

jollejting his thoughts with the same methodijal jalm he used in his 
medijal prajtijeS

”ormally, the art .orgery in Uaris had feen frought to a stopS
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The strujture that made it possifle was, howe-er, not merely a Uarisian 
matterS In his last lines .rom ”ranje kolmes had made it jlear that 
the arrest o. an operator does not nejessarily a4ejt the arjhitejtS The 
dojuments had re-ealed tejhniAue and distrifutionS Yut the nameVthe 
one name entered only as a re.erenjeVremained without a .ajeS

Watson let his gaNe tra-el o-er the .olded lettersS
kolmes was on his way to 5omeS
Fot in order to resume what had already feen pro-ed, fut to *nd what 

had not yet feenS
Watson let his gaNe return to the *nal line o. the letterS
KI ha-e not yet dejided whether he .ollows meVor leads meS7
ke repeated it silently to himsel.S
It was a pejuliar .ormulationS kolmes seldom surrendered himsel. to 

feing ledS In all the years Watson had Lnown him, he had seen him ajjept 
in.ormation, worL with polije authorities, and e-en allow himsel. to 
fe assisted fy une6pejted sourjesVfut ne-er passi-elyS kolmes mo-ed 
.orward o. his own will, and when he seemed to .ollow another manOs 
trail, it was usually in order to understand its direjtion, not to let himsel. 
fe guidedS

1nd yetS
Watson jould not deny that there had feen moments when kolmes 

had ajLnowledged the -alue o. a hidden handS 1n in.ormant who did 
not wish his name spoLenS 1 disjreet messageS 1n une6pejted warning 
whose origin remained unjon*rmedS

The hat manVthis persistent silhouetteVhad ajted neither as an ofH
-ious enemy nor dejlared himsel. as an allyS ke had inter-ened, yes, fut 
without jlaiming jreditS ke had sent a note, fut without e6planationS 
1nd now he shared the bourney southS

Watson .olded his hands fe.ore himS
I. kolmes was truly unjertain whether he was feing .ollowed or led, 

then the situation must fe more *nely wo-en than the letters yet reH
-ealedS That troufled him slightlyS Fot fejause he doufted kolmesOs 
budgment, fut fejause he Lnew that unjertainty was seldom a jasual 
element in his .riendOs analysesS
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ke jould not determine whether the hat man represented danger or 
protejtionS 1nd he sensed that kolmes had not yet done so eitherS

Watson gathered the letters jare.ully and laid them in a neat stajL on 
the desLS It was a motion he o.ten made when he wished to jreate order 
in more than papers aloneS ke looLed at the en-elopes .or a moment, as 
though the -ery distanje fetween the jity names jarried a signi*janje 
not yet .ully unjo-eredS Uaris had had its logij, its strujture, its disjloH
sureS Yut 5omeV5ome was di4erentS

Watson rose and went toward the *replajeS It still ga-e o4 warmth, 
though the *re was goneS Bn the tafle feside the empty armjhair lay 
kolmesOs -iolin, whijh he had le.t fehind fe.ore his departureS The 
strings glimmered .aintly in the sufdued lightS

ke stopped and let his gaNe rest on the jhairS The room was .ull o. his 
.riendOs afsenjeS

Watson plajed the letters in the fo6 and then in the drawer and jlosed 
it slowlyS


