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Foreword
BY ALISTAIR CROFT

The documents presented in the preceding volume concern events that 
unfolded in Paris in the year 1891, and which at brst glance might .e 
regarded as a limited case of art forgeryA

x closer ejamination, however, reveals that these were not merely 
isolated acts, .ut part of a structure of far greater scope, in which identity, 
origin, and value were su.Sected to systematic manipulationA

qeveral circumstances, only indirectly discerni.le within the Parisian 
sezuence, suggested that certain connections ejtended .eyond France 
and into circles characteri-ed .y a diIerent form of institutional foun—
dationA

Rn particular, a num.er of references)whose full signibcance could 
not .e determined at the time)point toward environments in which 
historical documents and religious authority are administered with a 
degree of discretion that in itself renders any investigation di*cultA

The material now at hand appears to conbrm that these connections 
lead onward to +omeA





Introduction
BY DR. JOHN H. WATSON

Approximately a week passed before I once again took up the letters.
I had set them aside deliberately—not from any lack of interest, but 

because I felt a need to allow the events of Paris to settle within me. It 
seemed to me that they required not merely reading, but rejection, and 
that too hasty a continuation would constitute a kind of inzustice to 
what I had already received. I have often since observed that a narrative 
which seiTes one strongly may also demand a certain distance before one 
is able to enter its next section with a clear mind. It is as though the mind 
must be given time to readzust—not in order to forget, but in order to 
understand.

Hhere was nothing in my circumstances that called for haste. ’olmesOs 
letters belonged to the past, and though they bore the marks of action 
and danger, they were no longer events unfolding before my eyes, but 
carefully recorded accounts, awaiting to be read with the attention they 
deserved.

Hhus, I allowed the days to pass, occupied with minor a-airs, yet with 
a persistent awareness of the box that stood upon my desk. Snly when 
the impressions from Paris had found their proper place, and my own 
curiosity could once more be zoined with calm, did I resolve to return to th
em.

I sat in my study, where everything was as I preferred it when a task deN
manded both quiet and attention. Hhe light fell in through the window 
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at a subdued angle, rendering the surface of the desk clear and orderly. 
Hhe silence in the room was not empty, but full of expectation.

Hhe box stood before me on the table.
I had already opened it and arranged the letters into two piles. Ho the 

left lay those from Paris, read through and once more gathered with a 
care that bordered on the meticulous. Ho the right lay the unopened 
letters—those bearing Fome as their place of origin, and which until 
now had been kept outside the sphere of my attention.

I let my hand pass lightly over the Parisian pile and adzusted it, as 
though by doing so I might ensure that nothing of what had already 
been experienced would be lost in what was to follow. Hhe motion was 
without real necessity, yet it a-orded me a brief sense of order. Wor a 
moment I remained seated thus—not hesitating, but pausing, like a 
reader who knows that the next page will lead into something not easily 
set aside again.

;ith the Drst letter in hand, I paused once more before breaking the 
seal.

Uy thoughts returned involuntarily to Paris—and to ’olmes.
It still struck me as remarkable how swiftly he had overcome the e-ects 

of the encounter at Feichenbach Walls. I had, it is true, observed a certain 
weakness in him, particularly in one shoulder, yet never of such a kind 
as to impede his work. Sn the contrary, he seemed to bear it with a kind 
of reluctance, as though the body were an interfering factor that ought 
not to be accorded signiDcance.

Uore noticeable was the change I believed I could discern in his state of 
mind. Hhe Drst days in Paris had been marked by a distinct vigilance—inN
deed, almost a restlessness. ’olmes would frequently halt, turn, and let 
his gaTe pass over crowds and streets, as though he expected to discover 
something not yet visible to others. Hhat this caution was not without 
cause became clear later, but at the time it appeared almost instinctive, 
like a residue of the danger he had only zust escaped.

As the days passed, this altered. Hhe restless attentiveness gave way to 
something else—a greater calm, though not a passive calm5 rather, a form 
of concentrated control. ’is observations became fewer, yet all the more 
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precise, and his reasoning once again assumed that clarity and sharpness 
which I had, over the years, come to associate with him. It was as though 
he gradually found his way back to the Drm ground from which his 
particular abilities arise.

I could not help but feel a certain admiration for this capacity. ;here 
others would have required time and protection, ’olmes appeared to 
regain his strength through the very act of work itself.

And yet there was one thing that could not be brought to rest.
I could not rid myself of the thought that nothing had yet been 

brought to a conclusion. Sn the contrary, it seemed to me that the events 
in Paris had opened the case rather than closed it. Hhere were threads 
which not only remained untied, but which pointed onward—beyond 
the city and into something whose scope I could not yet discern.

Sne Dgure in particular pressed itself upon my rejections7 the man 
whom ’olmes had referred to as the ’at Uan.

’e had appeared on several occasions, always in the periphery, always 
present without stepping forward. ’e was neither an obvious enemy 
nor a clear ally, and it was precisely this indeterminacy that made him all 
the more unsettling. ’olmes had chosen to confront him, yet without 
attaining any true clariDcation. I recalled especially one passage in which 
he—with a rare hint of uncertainty—had written that he could not 
determine who, in truth, was following whom5 whether it was the ’at 
Uan moving in his wake, or whether he himself was, unwittingly, being 
led onward.

Hhis thought continued to occupy me.
I took up the paper knife and let its Dne edge glide along the edge 

of the letter. Hhe motion was steady, yet I was conscious that beneath 
this composure lay a curiosity that could not be entirely mastered—and 
perhaps also a faint unease.

;hat would follow8
;ould the case proceed along the same course, or would it alter in 

character8 Perhaps it would prove greater than it had Drst appeared. PerN
haps it would lead into a domain where not only actions, but intentions 
themselves, must be examined with a di-erent kind of attention.
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I did not know.
I remained seated for a moment longer and let my gaTe rise from the 

table to the chair that stood empty on the opposite side. It had once been 
his. Hhere was nothing remarkable about it in itself, and yet in my eyes it 
carried a signiDcance that no other obzect in the room could equal. I had 
often sat there across from him, listening to his reasoning and striving to 
follow his thoughts as far as I was able.

Row it stood empty.
I felt a slight pang of longing, but also a quiet pleasure at the thought 

that, through these letters, I would once again be permitted to follow 
him. Rot in life, as before, but in his own words.

It seemed to me that the distance between us diminished, if only for a 
moment.

;ith that thought, I turned my attention once more to the letter, let 
my Dngers Dnd the seal—and broke it.



Letter I
ARRIVAL IN ROME

November 23, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
I now mnd lysefi hn tRe Reart oi .oleA

’iter sole daysu stay, dgrhnc wRhvR I Rape affowed ly hlbresshons 
to settfe and sevgred sghtakfe fodchncs, I Rape today kecgn wRat I lgst 
desvrhke as ly avtgaf worjA It hs earfy hn tRe iorenoon, and I Rape Sgst 
tajen ly bfave hn PtA qeterus PTgareA

It hs a relarjakfe sbave to enterA
ORe sTgare obens whtR sgvR kreadtR tRat at mrst cfanve ht abbears 

aflost elbty, and yet ht hs iar irol desertedA Ptreals oi beobfe lope hn 
epery dhrevthon, and tRe kroad vofonnades tRat envhrvfe tRe sTgare fend 
tRat lopelent a iorl tRat hs at onve xghd and orderedA Fne hs Rere 
vonironted whtR a longlent, not lerefy hn tRe arvRhtevtgraf sense, kgt 
as tRe e—bresshon oi a whff to catRer, dhrevt, and retahnA

I bervehped at onve tRat tRe atlosbRere dhNers irol tRe one I feit 
keRhnd hn qarhsA WRere tRe ErenvR vabhtaf was larjed ky lopelent and 
parhathon, tRere rests Rere anotRer jhnd oi craphtyCas tRogcR tRe bfave 
vontahns not onfy avthon, kgt afso a fonc lelory oi htA It hs not a stace ior 
tRe gnioreseen, kgt a sbave hn wRhvR wRat hs afready jnown hs rebeated 
and vonmrledA
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I tooj a seat gbon a kenvR and ior sole thle affowed ly ca9e to rest 
gbon tRe beobfe wRo bassed kyA ’ battern soon elercedA ORe bhfcrhls 
lope ireefy, oiten hn slaffer crogbs, tRehr stebs gnRgrrhed and tRehr 
attenthon dhrevted toward tRe bfave htsefi ratRer tRan toward one anotRerA

ORe brhests lope whtR a vorresbondhnc ease, kgt whtR a dhNerent 
awarenessA ORehr lothons are assgred, and tRey do not abbear to seej 
tRehr way, kgt to jnow ht keioreRandA

More strhjhnc are tRe oHvhafs wRo vross tRe sTgare whtR a dhsthnvt 
sense oi bgrboseA ORehr bave hs mrl, and tRehr dressCbarthvgfarfy tRe vgt 
and fenctR oi tRe sfeepesCsets tRel abart dhsvreetfy, yet gnlhstajakfy, 
irol tRe otRersA ORey do not lerefy lope tRrogcR tRe sbave, kgt seel 
to serpe a ignvthon whtRhn htA

’nd mnaffy, tRere are tRose wRo bass whtRogt any phshkfe iorl oi 
svrgthnyA ORey do not stob, are not addressed, and tRehr lopelent bro1
pojes no reavthon irol tRose wRo otRerwhse seel to recgfate tRe fhie 
oi tRe sTgareA It hs not tRehr abbearanve tRat crants tRel avvess, kgt 
soletRhnc fess vonsbhvgogsCa iorl oi revocnhthon tRat does not need 
to ke vonmrledA

It tRen kevale vfear to le tRat tRhs hs not a bfave wRere bower hs 
vonveafedA It hs bresent hn tRe arrancelent htsefiA 8ot as a iorve phshkfy 
eniorved, kgt as a strgvtgre deterlhnhnc wRo lay lope ireefy and wRo 
lgst stobA It hs not vontrof hn hts lost okphogs iorl, kgt an orcanh9athon 
oi avvess so volbfete tRat ht hs sefdol nothvedA

In order to okserpe tRhs lore vfosefy, I Sohned, whtRogt attravthnc any 
barthvgfar nothve, a slaff barty oi phshtors kehnc sRown akogt ky a cghdeA 
ORey abbeared to ke ordhnary togrhsts, and tRehr bresenve aNorded le 
tRe obbortgnhty to lope lore ireefy and whtRogt bresenthnc lysefi as 
an okserperA

I vagcRt onfy iraclents oi wRat was kehnc sahd, nor dhd ht hnterest le 
esbevhaffyA My attenthon was m—ed gbon soletRhnc efseA

’t mrst cfanve, tRere seeled to ke onfy pery iew cgards bresent hn tRe 
sTgareCone or two gnhiorled mcgres stathoned at stratechv bohntsA 0gt 
as I affowed ly ca9e to fhncer gbon tRe sgrrogndhncs, a dhNerent bhvtgre 
elercedA
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Fne lan stood ky a iogntahn, abbarentfy aksorked hn watvRhnc tRe 
lopelent oi tRe water, yet irol thle to thle Rhs cfanve tgrned dhsvreetfy 
toward tRose wRo bassedA ’notRer sat gbon a kenvR not iar irol le, ab1
barentfy resthnc, kgt whtR an afertness tRat vogfd not ke revonvhfed whtR 
refa—athonA ’nd a tRhrdCwRol I Rad not nothved at mrst cfanveCRad 
Tghetfy Sohned ogr fhttfe barty whtRogt anyone seelhnc to Tgesthon Rhs 
bresenveA

It cradgaffy kevale vfear to le tRat tRere were iar lore cgards bresent 
tRan was hlledhatefy abbarentA ORey Rad not keen bfaved tRere to 
abbear as vontrof, kgt to lerce whtR tRe vrowdA

My attenthon was, hn tRhs vonnevthon, esbevhaffy vagcRt ky one hn1
dhphdgafA :e loped tRrogcR tRe sTgare whtR an ease tRat at onve set 
Rhl abart irol tRe otRersA :e was not stobbed, not addressed, and Rhs 
lopelents abbeared to reTghre no phshkfe iorl oi agtRorh9athonA ORere 
was notRhnc hn Rhs abbearanve tRat bfahnfy larjed agtRorhty, and yet 
Re seeled to Rape avvess to epery bart oi tRe sbaveA ORhs vhrvglstanve 
ovvgbhed leA Eor hi avvess was not cranted tRrogcR phshkfe shcns, ht lgst 
debend gbon soletRhnc efseA

I tRereiore arrhped at tRe vonvfgshon tRat ht was not vontrof hn hts gsgaf 
iorl tRat rgfed Rere, kgt revocnhthonA 8ot wRo one was ky phrtge oi 
oneus dress or stathon, kgt wRo one was bervehped to ke ky tRose okserp1
hnc oneA It hs a iar lore remned iorl oi bowerCand one vonshderakfy 
lore dhHvgft to benetrateA

’iter sole thle alonc tRe vrowds hn tRe sTgare, ht kevale vfear to le 
tRat igrtRer brocress vogfd not debend gbon okserpathon afoneA WRat 
I Rad kecgn hn qarhs whtR Moreag wogfd Rere Rape to ke vonthnged ky 
anotRer rogteA

Ii tRere was a vonnevthonCand at tRat thle I Rad no reason to dogkt 
htCht wogfd not repeaf htsefi hn tRe oben sbave, kgt hn tRe systels keRhnd 
htA I lgst tRereiore dhrevt ly attenthon toward tRe bfaves wRere tRe 
worj was avtgaffy done, and wRere traves lhcRt ke breserped whtRogt 
nevessarhfy kehnc phshkfe to tRe ordhnary okserperA

My mrst rexevthons Tghvjfy catRered arognd two areasA ORe mrst was 
tRe worjsRobs oi artA
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Erol tRe kechnnhnc I Rad entertahned tRe sgbboshthon tRat tRe jhnd 
oi iorcerhes we Rad seen hn qarhs vogfd not Rape vole hnto kehnc whtR1
ogt avvess to laterhafs and tevRnhTges oi a vertahn TgafhtyA It was not 
lerefy a Tgesthon oi sjhff, kgt oi jnowfedce oi tRe barthvgfar bhclents, 
tRehr volboshthon, and tRehr achncClatters tRat vogfd onfy ke avTghred 
tRrogcR systelathv worj and e—berhenveA

In tRe worjsRobs oi tRe “athvan tRere lgst nevessarhfy ke restorathons 
oi ofder worjs gnderway, Sgst as vobhes lgst ke brodgvedCwRetRer 
ior stgdy or ior rebfavelentA It was tRere one wogfd mnd tRe nevessary 
jnowfedce, and bosshkfy afso tRe traves tRat lhcRt fead kavj to tRe 
bhvtgres we Rad afready seenA

It was ly hntenthon to hnpesthcate tRe gse oi tRe bhclents, tRehr dhs1
thnvthpe broberthes, and tRe parhathons tRat lhcRt repeaf a barthvgfar Rand 
or a barthvgfar worjsRobA Ii tRere e—hsted a baraffef to tRe iorcerhes we Rad 
e—alhned hn qarhs, ht wogfd lost fhjefy sRow htsefi RereA

ORe sevond area was tRe arvRhpesA 8ot lerefy tRe oHvhaf voffev1
thons, kgt afso tRe fess avvesshkfe ones, wRere dovglents were breserped, 
arranced, andCwRen nevessaryCrehnterbretedA Eor hi tRere was a von1
nevthon ketween wRat we Rad seen hn tRe bahnthncs and soletRhnc lore 
e—tenshpe, tRat vonnevthon lgst ke revorded solewRere, tRogcR not 
nevessarhfy hn hts orhchnaf iorlA ’rvRhpes rebresent not lerefy tRe breser1
pathon oi tRe bast kgt afso vontrof oper Row ht hs bresentedA

’nd ht strgvj le tRat hi soletRhnc hs trgfy vonveafed, ht whff rarefy 
ke enthrefy relopedA It whff ehtRer ke RhddenChnavvesshkfe to lostCor 
efse reabbear hn anotRer iorl, wRere hts orhchnaf leanhnc hs oksvgred, 
tRogcR not wRoffy anngffedA

I tRgs stood keiore a dogkfe tasj… to mnd tRat wRhvR Rad keen bre1
serped hn tRe laterhaf, and tRat wRhvR Rad keen resRabed hn tRe dovg1
lentsA Fnfy wRen kotR vogfd ke krogcRt hnto refathon whtR one anotRer 
wogfd ht ke bosshkfe to abbroavR any cenghne gnderstandhncA

0eiore tajhnc any igrtRer steb, I iognd ht nevessary to laje vfear to 
lysefi wRere, brevhsefy, I stoodA

ORe laterhaf I Rad krogcRt whtR le irol qarhs was not e—tenshpe 
hn Tganthty, kgt aff tRe lore hnteresthnc hn vRaravterA ORere I Rad Rad 
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ovvashon to okserpe vertahn rebeththons hn tRe gse oi a barthvgfar bhc1
lentCnot hn htsefi gngsgaf, kgt elbfoyed hn a lanner sgccesthnc a 
vollon orhchn, or at tRe pery feast a vollon letRodA It was not tRe 
bhclent as sgvR tRat drew ly attenthon, kgt hts RandfhncA ORere was a 
gnhiorlhty hn tRe fayers, a lanner hn wRhvR tRe vofor Rad keen abbfhed 
and aiterward worjed oper, tRat bohnted toward a RandCor ratRer a 
bravthveCtRat vogfd not readhfy Rape arhsen ky vRanveA It was, hi I lay 
bgt ht so, a trave whtRhn tRe laterhaf htsefiCone tRat vogfd not ke von1
veafed ky sgbermvhaf afterathonsA

’foncshde tRhs stood tRe nale MontfauconA In qarhs ht Rad abbeared 
hn a vonte—t tRat dhd not hlledhatefy adlht oi e—bfanathon, and ht Rad 
keen rebeated whtR sgvR hnshstenve tRat I vogfd not recard ht as avvhdentafA 
8ales oi tRat jhnd sefdol abbear whtRogt vagse” tRey are ehtRer jeys or 
pehfsCand at thles kotR at onveA

I was tRereiore okfhced to assgle tRat Montfaucon was not lerefy 
a reierenve to a berson, kgt bosshkfy to soletRhnc lore e—tenshpe… a 
tradhthon, a letRod, or a systel not yet igffy gnvoperedA

It was vfear to le tRat tRhs nale lgst ovvgby a barthvgfar bfave hn ly 
igrtRer hnpesthcathonsA

In tRe worjsRobs I wogfd seej traves oi tRe bravthve sgccested ky tRe 
bhclentCrebeththons tRat lhcRt fead kavj to a barthvgfar sogrveA 0gt ht 
was hn tRe arvRhpes tRat I lgst trgfy Robe to mnd a vonnevthon hn wRhvR 
tRe nale lhcRt taje hts bfave whtRhn a farcer wRofeA

Eor hi Montfaucon Rad roots, tRey lgst ke breserped solewRereCnot 
nevessarhfy hn tRe oben, kgt hn a iorl revocnh9akfe to tRe lan wRo jnew 
wRat Re sogcRtA

ORgs, I Rad not lgvR hn RandA 0gt wRat I Rad was sgHvhent to chpe 
dhrevthonA

’iter reavRhnc tRese vonvfgshons, ht seeled natgraf to attelbt a lore 
dhrevt abbroavRA I feit tRe slaff barty alonc wRol I Rad gnthf tRen 
keen lophnc and affowed lysefi to ke varrhed iorward toward one oi tRe 
bassaces tRat abbeared to chpe avvess to tRe hnner barts oi tRe volbfe—A 
My letRod was defhkeratefy shlbfe… I assgled no barthvgfar rofe, lade 
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no eNort to vonveaf lysefi, kgt adpanved as tRogcR ly bresenve hn htsefi 
were sgHvhentA

It Ras oiten keen ly e—berhenve tRat tRe lost eNevthpe way to bass a 
kogndary hs to keRape as tRogcR ht does not e—hstA

I dhd not, Roweper, cet iarA
’ lan wRose abbearanve dhd not at onve dhsthncghsR Rhl irol tRe 

otRer phshtors stebbed iorward and stobbed le whtR a bofhteness tRat hn 
hts iorl was gnassahfakfeA :hs cestgre was dhsvreet, aflost abofocethv, 
and Rhs words epen lore so… tRat I was, oi vogrse, enthrefy wefvole to 
vonthnge ly togr, kgt tRat avvess to tRe areas I seeled to Rape sefevted 
was reserped ior otRersA I was dhrevted ehtRer to relahn whtR tRe barty or 
to laje gse oi anotRer rogteA ORere was notRhnc hn Rhs tone tRat vogfd 
ke vRaffenced, and notRhnc hn Rhs kearhnc to sgccest sgsbhvhonA ’nd yet ht 
was berievtfy vfear tRat I sRogfd co no iartRerA I yhefded whtRogt brotest 
and whtRdrew whtR tRe sale volbosgre whtR wRhvR I Rad adpanvedA ’ny 
reshstanve at tRat stace wogfd Rape keen kotR gsefess and hlbrgdentA

0gt tRe hnvhdent was hn htsefi hnstrgvthpeA It vonmrled wRat I Rad 
afready kecgn to sgsbevt… tRat tRe kogndarhes lahntahned Rere were not 
nevessarhfy phshkfe, kgt were aff tRe lore eNevthpe ior tRatA Fne was not 
reSevted ky iorve, kgt ky a jhnd oi recgfated lopelent, hn wRhvR eavR 
berson was cghded hn tRe dhrevthon hntended ior RhlA

It was tRen vonmrled ior le tRat tRe dhNerenve hn ly worj Rere 
wogfd Rape to ke oi anotRer jhnd tRan hn qarhsA

3In qarhs I ioffowed traves, WatsonD Rere I lgst mrst laje lysefi 
phshkfe to tRose wRo deterlhne wRhvR traves e—hstA4

555

It was fate hn tRe aiternoon, and tRe fhcRt Rad tajen on a soiter vRaravter, 
affowhnc tRe ogtfhnes oi tRhncs to elerce whtR creater vafl, tRogcR 
whtRogt foshnc tRehr sRarbnessA ’fonc tRe Ohker tRe lopelent was oi 
anotRer jhnd tRan tRat wRhvR I Rad earfher okserpedA :ere tRere were 
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none oi tRe sale vfear batterns, no crogbs kehnc cghded, no hnphshkfe 
kogndarhes recgfathnc epery stebA

ORe water loped hn a sfow, gnkrojen vgrrent, seelhncfy hndhNerent 
to tRe strgvtgres tRat otRerwhse larjed tRe vhtyA

It strgvj le tRat tRhs lopelent was at onve enthrefy natgraf and 
enthrefy hndebendent oi tRe order I Rad earfher okserpedA WRereas tRe 
beobfe hn tRe sTgare were sgkSevt to an hnphshkfe orcanh9athon, tRe rhper 
seeled to ioffow anotRer fawCone tRat reTghred no berlhsshon and 
vogfd not ke RaftedA It bassed tRrogcR waffs and afonc kghfdhncs whtRogt 
anyone stobbhnc ht, whtRogt anyone seelhnc to recgfate hts brocressA It 
was nehtRer vonveafed nor vontroffed, and yet ht iorled bart oi tRe wRofe 
as a latter oi vogrseA

I vogfd not Refb kgt taje note oi tRhs vontrastA Eor hi eperytRhnc efse re1
Tghred avvess, tRere lgst ke a reason wRy soletRhnc vogfd e—hst whtRogt 
htA zhtRer kevagse ht vogfd not ke vontroffedCor kevagse hts bresenve was 
hn htsefi nevessaryA ORhs tRogcRt relahned whtR le ior sole dhstanveA

’s I ioffowed tRe vogrse oi tRe rhper, ht kevale vfear to le tRat ly 
letRod lgst vRance hi I whsRed to broveed igrtRerA It was not enogcR 
to okserpe irol whtRogtA

Ii I were to benetrate tRe systel now keiore le, I lgst mnd a way to 
lope whtRhn htCnot as a strancer seejhnc adlhsshon, kgt as bart oi tRe 
rRytRl afready bresent tRereA I lgst, hi I lay so e—bress ht, fearn to xow 
whtR tRe vgrrent ratRer tRan bfave lysefi ogtshde htA

ORhs reafh9athon fed le natgraffy to tRe Tgesthon oi hdenthtyA I Rad 
afready assgled a nale… ?rA zdward :arrhnctonA

It was a nale tRat nehtRer attravted barthvgfar attenthon nor cape rhse 
to TgesthonsA It avvognted ior ly bresenve hn a lanner tRat seeled 
reasonakfe hn lost vhrvglstanvesCan zncfhsR svRofar whtR an hnterest 
hn art, Rhstory, and restorathonA PgvR a lothpe hs nehtRer gngsgaf nor 
sgsbhvhogs hn a vhty sgvR as tRhsA

’nd yet I was okfhced to avjnowfedce tRat tRhs nale hn htsefi varrhed 
le no iartRerA It obened no doorsA It vreated no reshstanve, kgt nehtRer 
dhd ht vreate avvessA It affowed le to lope ireefy hn tRe ogter sbRere kgt 
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stobbed le at tRe mrst reaf dhphshonA It was, hi yog whff, a nale tRat lade 
ly bresenve bosshkfeCkgt not SgsthmedA

zpen so, ht seeled to le tRat tRhs mrst steb Rad keen nevessaryA Eor 
whtRogt an e—bfanathon ior oneus bresenve, no lan lay lope ireefyA 
0gt whtRogt a Sgsthmvathon, tRat lopelent whff afways vease at tRe mrst 
hnphshkfe kogndaryA

I tRereiore vonthnged ly wafj afonc tRe rhper whtR a crowhnc aware1
ness tRat wRat I sogcRt was not lerefy a new nale, kgt a jey tRat vogfd 
laje tRat nale eNevthpeA

I Rad not cone lany baves keiore a ialhfhar sensathon annognved 
htsefiA It was not a sognd or a lopelent tRat hn htsefi lhcRt Rape attravted 
nothve irol a fess attenthpe okserper, kgt ratRer a rebeththonCa rRytRl 
tRat dhd not kefonc to tRe sgrrogndhncsA ORe sale dhsvreet bresenve I 
Rad earfher okserped hn qarhs now lade htsefi ieft onve loreA

I vonthnged ly wafj gnvRancedA ORere was notRhnc hn ly lanner 
tRat ogcRt to sgccest tRat I Rad rechstered anytRhnc gngsgafA Fn tRe 
vontrary, I affowed ly ca9e to trapef afonc tRe rhper, bagsed krhexy ky 
tRe rahfhnc, and recarded tRe lopelent oi tRe water, as any otRer stroffer 
lhcRt Rape doneA 0gt ht was vfear to le tRat tRe shtgathon was no foncer 
tRe sale as ht Rad keen hn qarhsA ORere ht Rad keen bosshkfe to ke vontent 
whtR okserpathon… to fet tRe batterns gniofd and onfy aiterward hnter1
peneA :ere tRat no foncer seeled sgHvhentA

I tRereiore aftered ly letRodA WhtRogt Raste, yet whtR a vertahn re1
sofpe, I affowed ly rogte to taje anotRer dhrevthonA ’ narrow batR fed 
away irol tRe oben stretvR oi tRe rhper and hnto an area wRere tRe crowtR 
aNorded tRe bosshkhfhty oi lolentary voperA I ioffowed ht as tRogcR ky 
vasgaf hlbgfse and bagsed ior a lolent ky a creat tree wRose trgnj was 
kroad enogcR to kreaj tRe fhne oi shcRt irol tRe dhrevthon irol wRhvR I 
Rad Sgst voleA

ORere I relahned standhncA 8ot Rhdden hn any strhvt sense kgt bfaved 
hn sgvR a way tRat tRe lan wRo ioffowed lgst steb iorward hi Re whsRed 
to vonthnge Rhs lopelentA I wahtedA

Fnfy a iew lolents bassed keiore I Reard iootstebs abbroavR1
hncCnot Rgrrhed, not Reshtant, kgt whtR tRe sale epen rRytRl I Rad 
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afready okserpedA WRen tRey reavRed tRe bohnt at wRhvR ly earfher bo1
shthon lgst Rape keen phshkfe, I stebbed iortR irol tRe voper oi tRe treeA 
My abbearanve was vafl, kgt whtRogt ReshtathonA

:e stobbed at onveA ORere was no sgrbrhse hn Rhs iave, no okphogs reav1
thon ky wRhvR I lhcRt deterlhne wRetRer Re Rad e—bevted tRhs lolent 
or notA :e lerefy stood sthff and recarded le, as tRogcR ogr leethnc 
were a natgraf vonseTgenve oi tRe road we Rad kotR ioffowedA

3Eog are ioffowhnc le,4 I sahdA
:e dhd not answerA
Eor a krhei lolent we stood tRgs iavhnc one anotRer, whtRogt any1

tRhnc igrtRer kehnc sahdA ORere was notRhnc hn Rhs abbearanve tRat vogfd 
chpe le any m—ed bohntCnehtRer reshstanve nor assentA I tRereiore vRose 
to varry tRe vonpersathon iartRerA

3I reTghre avvessA4 ORe words were sbojen whtRogt elbRashs, as a 
statelent ratRer tRan a reTgestA

:e foojed at le ior anotRer lolent, and onfy tRen dhd Re sbeajA 
3Eog afready Rape wRat yog needA4 ORere was notRhnc hn Rhs tone to 
sgccest tRat igrtRer e—bfanathon wogfd ioffowA

:e lade a sfhcRt lothon, as tRogcR tRe vonpersathon were at an end, 
and tRen vonthnged on bast le whtR tRe sale gndhstgrked vafl whtR 
wRhvR Re Rad abbroavRedA

I dhd not tgrn aiter RhlA
ORere was notRhnc dralathv hn Rhs dhsabbearanveCand ior tRat pery 

reason ht was aff tRe lore relarjakfeA
I relahned standhnc ior a lolent aiter Re Rad cone onA ORere was 

notRhnc hn tRe shtgathon tRat hnphted hlledhate avthonA Fn tRe vontrary, 
ht seeled to le tRat wRat I Rad Sgst keen chpen reTghred anotRer jhnd 
oi attenthonCone dhrevted not ogtward, kgt toward tRat wRhvR was 
afready hn ly bossesshonA

WRat, brevhsefy, Rad I keen chpenF
I rephewed wRat I jnewA Ehrst and iorelost, tRe bhclentA 8e—t, tRe 

systelA Fper tRe vogrse oi tRe day, I Rad cahned a vertahn gnderstandhnc 
oi Row lopelent was recgfated, and Row avvess was orcanh9edA

’nd mnaffy, tRe nale… MontfauconA
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It Rad abbeared to le hn qarhs whtRogt e—bfanathon, rebeated whtR an 
hnshstenve tRat lade ht hlbosshkfe to hcnoreA Hnthf now I Rad treated 
ht as a vfgeCa reierenve to ke ioffowed, a bheve oi hniorlathon to ke 
vfarhmedA 0gt hn fhcRt oi wRat Rad Sgst keen sahd, I was iorved to rephse 
tRat assglbthonA

Ii I afready bossessed wRat I needed, tRen hts pafge vogfd not fhe hn 
igrtRer hniorlathon, kgt hn gnderstandhnc wRat Rad afready keen chpenA

It tRen ovvgrred to le tRat Montfaucon was not nevessarhfy a vfgeA 
.atRer, an avvessA 8ot soletRhnc tRat sRogfd fead le iartRer, kgt sole1
tRhnc tRatCabbfhed hn tRe brober lannerClhcRt adlht le whtRhnA

I tRen tgrned away irol tRe rhper and tooj tRe road kavj toward tRe 
vhtyA

My stebs were nehtRer Rgrrhed nor ReshtantA ORere was hn ly lope1
lent a vafl tRat Rad not keen bresent earfher hn tRe dayCnot kevagse I 
Rad avRheped vfarhty hn any trge sense, kgt kevagse tRe dhrevthon now fay 
keiore leA

It no foncer seeled nevessary to bagse at epery okserpathon or to searvR 
ogt new vfgesA I Rad not keen chpen igrtRer hniorlathon, and yet ly 
boshthon was afteredA ORat was ly kest SgdclentA I tRereiore vonthnged 
whtR a vertahn resofpe, korne not ky vertahnty, kgt ky a weff1iognded Robe 
tRat tRe ne—t stebCwRen ht was tajenCwogfd varry le whtRhn, wRere I 
Rad tRgs iar keen jebt whtRogtA



Letter II
THE VATICAN WORKSHOPS

November 25, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
With the plan I had formed, it seemed natural brst to attempt the most 
ovcious approa.hU

Dnder the name of ErU wdHard garrinqton, I presented myself at the 
oT.e Hhere cisitors and inkuiries appeared to ve re.eicedU ;he room 
vore the marxs of order and routine- nothinq seemed a..idental, and 
ecery mocement appeared to folloH a pres.rived pro.edureU

I stated my errand as .learly as possivleU I eRplained that I had a parti.V
ular interest in the restoration of older Horxs of art, and that durinq my 
stay in —ome I Hished to a.kuaint myself Hith the methods and materials 
employed in the Sati.an HorxshopsU My intention, as I eRpressed it, Has 
purely professionalU

I spoxe in wnqlishU It Has my impression that this Has not in itself a 
diT.ultyAand yet I sensed a .ertain distan.e in the eR.hanqeU ;he man 
Hith Hhom I spoxe replied politely, vut Hith a reserce that .ould not ve 
eRplained vy lanquaqe aloneU

ge nodded, asxed one or tHo kuestions, and then referred me to 
another oT.e, Hhere my inkuiry, as he put it, miqht ve eRamined more 
.loselyU

I folloHed the dire.tion qicenU
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;he neRt oT.e di:ered only sliqhtly from the brstU ;here I repeated 
my eRplanation, Hith the same resultU I Has met Hith the same politeness, 
the same attenticenessAand the same la.x of proqressU

gere I Has informed that any form of a..ess to the areas I had deV
s.rived Hould ne.essarily hace to pro.eed throuqh an oT.ial appli.ationU 
It Hould ve adcisavle, it Has added, for su.h an appli.ation to ve suvmitV
ted throuqh the wnqlish .onsulate, or possivly an a.ademi. institution 
that .ould .onbrm my aTliation and my intentionsU

Pfter repeated inkuiries, I paused for a moment in one of the lonq 
.orridors and alloHed my impressions to qatherU It Has noH .lear to me, 
Hith a .ertain distin.tness, that I had en.ountered no real opposition in 
the usual senseU ’o one had refused me anythinq, no one had reBe.ted 
my errand, and no one had .alled my a..ount into kuestionU Pnd yet the 
result Has the sameU I Has qettinq noHhereU

;his reali9ation led me naturally va.x to the only element I had not 
yet tested“ MontfauconU

I had tHo letters in my possessionU 1ne Has framed as a dire.t .ommuV
ni.ation and vore the name as its siqnatureU ;he other Has more neutral, 
in Hhi.h the name appeared only as a referen.eAas a matter, rather than 
a personU I had not yet determined Hhi.h of these meaninqs Has the 
.orre.t one, and it therefore seemed adcisavle to veqin Hith the most 
.on.rete formU

I souqht out yet another oT.e, this time in a pla.e Hhere the atmosV
phere seemed sliqhtly di:erentU ;here Has a qreater kuiet there, a lesser

 YoH of cisitors, and the persons present in the room vore themselces in 
a manner suqqestinq a .ertain authorityU

I stepped up to the .ounter and presented the letterU
;he man Hho re.eiced it toox it Hithout cisivle rea.tionU ge let his 

eyes pass ocer the paper as thouqh it Here merely another inkuiry amonq 
manyU ’othinq in his fa.e recealed that he atta.hed any spe.ial siqnibV
.an.e to itU

”ut after a moment of silen.e, the situation .hanqedU ge rose, Hithout 
sayinq anythinq, and Hent ocer to another person in the roomAan older 
man Hhose position and vearinq suqqested that he o..upied a hiqher 
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ranxU ;he letter Has handed on, and the tHo eR.hanqed a feH muted 
remarxsU Neceral times durinq this vrief eR.hanqe, their eyes Here dire.ted 
toHard meU

;here Has nothinq in their vehacior that .ould ve des.rived as aqitatV
ed, and yet it Has .lear that the letter Has noH veinq handled di:erently 
from anythinq I had thus far eRperien.edU Nome assessment Has taxinq 
pla.e, the .riteria of Hhi.h I did not yet xnoH, vut the out.ome of Hhi.h 
seemed to .arry immediate importan.eU

Pfter another moment, they partedU
;he brst man returned to the .ounter, laid the letter vefore me, and 

said, Hith the same .alm politeness as vefore“
03ou are rekuested to folloH meU4 ’o eRplanation Has added to these 

HordsU Pnd yet the di:eren.e Has .ompleteU
Without .omment I folloHed the man Hho had addressed me and 

Hho noH led me farther into the vuildinqU 1ur Hay toox us throuqh 
a su..ession of .orridors Hhose arranqement on the surfa.e appeared 
uniform, vut Hhi.h upon .loser ovsercation recealed small di:eren.es of 
fun.tion and siqnib.an.eU Eoors Here opened for us, not all vy the same 
person, vut vy di:erent indiciduals Hho seemed to appear at pre.isely 
the proper moment and then canish aqainU

We passed from one lecel to another, at times throuqh narroH pasV
saqes, at times throuqh larqer rooms Hhere the Horx seemed to ve of a 
di:erent .hara.ter from anythinq I had yet seenU ;he transition vetHeen 
these areas toox pla.e Hithout eRplanation and Hithout pauseU

;he atmosphere remained throuqhout the same“ kuiet and .ontrolledU 
’o one raised his coi.e, no one asxed kuestions, and no one seemed surV
prised at my presen.eU Pnd yet it Has ecident that I Has not mocinq freely, 
vut Has veinq .ondu.ted throuqh a system in Hhi.h ecery mocement 
had already veen .al.ulatedU I toox parti.ular note of Hho opened the 
doorsAand Hho did notU

Pfter yet another passaqe throuqh a narroH .orridor, Hhere the liqht 
fell in only sparsely from hiqhVset HindoHs, my quide stopped vefore a 
door that, in appearan.e, did not di:er qreatly from the many others He 
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had passedU It Has opened Hithout a HordU Pnd the instant I .rossed the 
threshold, the .hara.ter of the spa.e .hanqed .ompletelyU

Where the .orridors had veen marxed vy silen.e and restrained moceV
ment, there opened here a Horld of a.ticityAnot noisy, vut alice in a Hay 
that made it immediately .lear that I noH found myself in a pla.e Hhere 
somethinq Has veinq madeU

;he room Has larqe, hiqhV.eilinqed, and tracersed vy a soft, di:used 
liqht that seemed to qather itself around the pla.es Hhere Horx Has veinq 
doneU Plonq the Halls and in roHs a.ross the spa.e stood easels Hith 
paintinqs in carious staqes of restorationU Nome Here only faintly cisivle 
veneath layers of prote.tion- others appeared in se.tions Hhere the .olors 
had Bust veen vrouqht forth aqainU

I approa.hed one of these Horxs and ovserced the lavorU
Pn artist stood vent ocer the .ancas Hith a .on.entration that eRV

.luded all elseU With deli.ate instruments he Horxed upon the surfa.e, 
remocinq layer vy layer Hhat time had laid upon it, and alloHinq the 
underlyinq .olors to emerqe Hith a .aution that testibed to an intimate 
xnoHledqe of the nature of the materialU ”eside him stood small .ontainV
ers of piqmentsA.arefully measured, arranqed a..ordinq to tone and 
.ompositionAand I .ould not help vut noti.e the manner in Hhi.h they 
Here veinq used, Hhi.h Has not Hithout resemvlan.e to Hhat I had seen 
veforeU

In an adBoininq room, the Horx Has of another xindU ;here stood 
s.ulptures of caryinq si9es and materialsAsome in plaster, others in 
stoneAsurrounded vy s.a:olds and tools vearinq the marxs of frekuent 
useU Prtists moced amonq them Hith the same .alm .on.entration I had 
ovserced amonq the paintinqsU Pdditions Here made, material remoced, 
adBustments .arried out Hith a pre.ision that left no douvt that ecery 
motion had veen .arefully .onsideredU

Pt brst qlan.e, this miqht hace appeared a xind of disorderAa Bumvle 
of Horxs, tools, and materials, Hithout cisivle .onne.tionU ”ut as I alV
loHed my eye to rest upon the room, another stru.ture emerqedU

;here Has a .lear system to itU wa.h person Horxed eR.lusicely upon 
his oHn pie.eU ;here Has no interferen.e, no disturvan.e, and no unne.V
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essary mocement vetHeen the di:erent areasU What at a distan.e miqht 
hace seemed a .ommon enterprise Has in reality a .olle.tion of .arefully 
separated pro.esses, all taxinq pla.e Hithin the same frameU wceryone 
xneH Hhat he Has avoutU Pnd no one appeared to hace any need to asxU

I remained standinq for a moment and alloHed this impression to 
bR itself in my mindU gere there Has not merely .raftsmanship, vut 
xnoHledqe in pra.ti.eAa .ontinuity in Hhi.h eRperien.e and method 
Here veinq passed onHard Hith su.h pre.ision that ecen small deciations 
must ve tra.eavleU

My dear Watson,
I shall here summari9e a feH reYe.tions Hhi.h it seems ne.essary to 

preserce vefore I pro.eed furtherU
8irst, I must return to the name MontfauconU
It has noH proced to hace an e:e.t that I .an no lonqer douvtU WithV

out further eRplanation, Hithout any form of formal approcal, it has 
opened an a..ess Hhi.h, after repeated attempts, I hace veen unavle to 
ovtain vy any other meansU Pnd yet I must a.xnoHledqe that I still do 
not understand Hhat it is that has, in fa.t, HorxedU

I do not xnoH Hhether Montfaucon denotes a person, a fun.tion, or a 
matterU I do not xnoH Hho re.oqni9ed itAor Hhy it Has re.oqni9edU Pnd 
I am therefore ekually unavle to determine Hhether, in Hhat folloHs, I 
shall bnd myself fa.e to fa.e Hith a parti.ular person, or Hhether I hace 
merely set in motion a me.hanism the oriqin of Hhi.h is still .on.ealed 
from meU

;his kuestion therefore remains openU
’eRt, I must note somethinq that appears to me of no small imporV

tan.eU Plready in my brst .loser ovsercation of the Horx in the HorxV
shops, I re.oqni9ed traits Hhi.h I hace preciously had o..asion to study 
in CarisU It Has not in the vroader lines, vut in the detailAin the Hay 
the piqments Here applied, in the layerinq, and in the treatment of the 
surfa.eU ;hey Here the same prin.iplesU ’ot ne.essarily eRe.uted vy the 
same hand, vut Hithin the same pra.ti.eU

I therefore centure to .on.lude that the te.hnikue Hhi.h Moreau 
and I preciously souqht to identify not only has a .onne.tion to these 



NPI’; Cw;w—ON F1’8wNNI1’??

Horxshops vut must hace its oriqin hereU ;his vrinqs me nearer to an 
understandinq of Hhere I amU ”ut not yet to an eRplanation of Hhy I 
hace veen admittedU

I Has led onHard throuqh yet another series of rooms, until He entered 
a .hamver Hhose .hara.ter at on.e distinquished it from the precious 
onesU

In the .enter of the room, raised upon a solid stru.ture and surroundV
ed vy s.a:oldinq, stood a paintinq Hhi.h I immediately re.oqni9ed as 
;he ;ransbqurationU It o..upied nearly the Hhole room, not merely in a 
physi.al sense, vut also in the attention it .ommandedU Neceral restorers 
Here at Horx upon it at the same time, ea.h on his oHn portion of the 
pie.e, Hithout their lavor seeminq to disturv the unity of the HholeU

In the upper part, Hhere the liqht qathers avout Fhrist, a man Horxed 
Hith a .alm and pre.ision that testibed to many years of eRperien.eU gis 
mocements Here small, almost imper.eptivle, and yet ea.h tou.h upon 
the surfa.e had a distin.t e:e.tU ”eside him stood .ontainers of .arefully 
measured piqments, Hhose shades appeared to hace veen sele.ted Hith a 
.are that Hent far veyond Hhat Has immediately cisivleU

LoHer doHn, in the darxer part of the .omposition, the Horx Has 
of another .hara.terU gere the .olors Here heacier, deeper, and the 
transition vetHeen liqht and shadoH far more .ompleRU ;Ho restorers 
Horxed side vy side, vent ocer the se.tions Hhere the possessed voy and 
the surroundinq bqures emerqe in a state of unrest and tensionU ;heir 
instruments Here bner, their mocements more hesitant, as thouqh ea.h 
layer rekuired a parti.ular attention vefore it .ould ve tou.hedU

’one of them toox any noti.e of my presen.eU It seemed to me that 
they Here a..ustomed to Horxinq under ovsercationU I Has therefore 
avle, Hithout diT.ulty, to draH near and pla.e myself so .lose that I 
.ould folloH their Horx in detailU

It Has here that my attention Has espe.ially .auqhtU ;he te.hnikue 
employed in the darxer passaqes Has of a .hara.ter I had not preciously 
had o..asion to study so dire.tlyU Layers Here applied Hith su.h pre.ision 
that the .olors, despite their depth, did not appear heacy or dullU 1n the 
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.ontrary, they seemed to retain a xind of inner liqhtAa radian.e that did 
not lie upon the surfa.e, vut in the cery stru.ture of the material itselfU

It Has not darxness in its pure formU It Has darxness that vore liqhtU
I ovserced hoH the restorer Horxed Hith these layers, hoH he remoced 

Hhat had veen added throuqh time, and hoH heAalmost imper.eptiV
vlyArevuilt Hhat had on.e veen thereU wcery mocement seemed quided 
vy a xnoHledqe that Has not merely te.hni.al, vut also histori.alAas 
thouqh he Here Horxinq not only Hith .olor, vut Hith an understandinq 
of hoH the .olor had oriqinally .ome into veinqU

It Has then that I .ould no lonqer remain in douvtU ;he te.hnikue 
Moreau and I had ovserced in CarisAthe parti.ular stru.ture of the piqV
ments, their Hay of reYe.tinq liqht in spite of their darx .hara.terAhad 
its oriqin hereU

8rom the kuiet intensity of the paintinq, I Has led onHard into an 
adBoininq room, Hhere the Horx toox on another, more tanqivle formU 
gere the air Has heacier, marxed vy the bne dust of stone and plaster, and 
the sound of tools strixinq material vroxe the otherHise precailinq silen.e 
in vrief, muted rhythmsU N.ulptures in carious staqes stood arranqed 
avout the roomAsome still rouqh in form, others nearly .omplete, vut 
Hith small se.tions Hhere time or earlier intercention had rekuired .orreV
.tionU

It Has, hoHecer, one parti.ular .orner that dreH my attentionU ;here 
a s.ulptor Has at Horx on Hhat at brst qlan.e appeared to ve the Ppollo 
”elcedereAthe .lassi.al bqure Hhose proportions and mocement hace 
for .enturies veen reqarded as an idealU

”ut it Has not the bqure itself that aroused my HonderU It Has that 
there stood not one, vut tHoU

Ppparently identi.al cersions, pla.ed side vy sideU ;he s.ulptor moced 
vetHeen them Hith a kuiet assuran.e, as thouqh this arranqement Here 
entirely naturalU With his tools he Horxed alternately upon the one 
and then the other, addinq, adBustinq, remocinq Hith a pre.ision that 
qace no immediate indi.ation as to Hhi.h of the tHo Has the ovBe.t of 
restorationAand Hhi.h merely serced as referen.eU

I dreH .loser stillU
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;he di:eren.es, if any eRisted, Here not easily dis.ernedU ;he lines Here 
the same, the proportions preserced Hith su.h eRa.tness that ecen minor 
deciations must hace rekuired a spe.ial attention to ve dete.tedU Pnd yet 
it Has .lear that a.tice Horx Has veinq .arried out upon vothU

;his .ir.umstan.e o..upied meU 8or if one Has the oriqinal, Hhy then 
Horx upon tHo… Pnd if voth Here suvBe.t to intercention, Hhat Has the 
purpose of this parallel pro.ess…

I ovserced the s.ulptorOs mocementsU ge paused at one, measured 
Hith his eye, made a minor adBustmentAand then turned to the other, 
Hhere a .orrespondinq motion Has repeated, not me.hani.ally, vut Hith 
a cariation suqqestinq a xind of onqoinq .omparisonU It Has not a .opy 
in the traditional sense, nor Has it a simple restorationU It Has a methodU 
P Hay of presercinq form, not merely vy .onsercinq Hhat eRisted, vut 
vy simultaneously re.reatinq it in another cersionAas thouqh the unV
derstandinq of the Horx lay not only in its oriqinal material, vut in the 
avility to repeat it Hith su.h pre.ision that the di:eren.e vetHeen the 
one and the other Has avolishedU

I Has ovliqed to a.xnoHledqe that, at that moment, it Has not possivle 
for me to determine Hith .ertainty Hhi.h of the tHo bqures Has the 
oriqinalU Pnd it Has pre.isely this that made an impression upon meU 
8or Hhere the di:eren.e .an no lonqer ve dis.erned throuqh immediate 
ovsercation, it must ve souqht in somethinq other than the cisivleU

;he neRt area throuqh Hhi.h I Has .ondu.ted .ould s.ar.ely ve deV
s.rived as a Horxshop in the proper senseU —ather, it resemvled a qalleryU

P lonq hall Hith a roH of .olumns alonq one side, Hhere the liqht 
fell in from outside in an ecen, almost undisturved qloHU ;here Has a 
.alm in the room that set it apart from the others, not ve.ause the Horx 
Has less intensice, vut ve.ause it seemed to rekuire a di:erent xind of 
.on.entrationU

Worxtavles had veen set up here in roHs, and at ea.h tavle one or tHo 
persons sat vent ocer their tasxU ;here must hace veen bfteen to tHenV
ty in all, ea.h enqaqed in the restoration of older HritinqsAprimarily 
par.hments, Hhi.h lay spread vefore them in carious staqes of treatmentU

I approa.hed Hithout attra.tinq any parti.ular noti.eU
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;he Horx here Has of a far bner .hara.ter than Hhat I had ovserced 
in the precious roomsU Where the paintinqs rekuired a steady hand, 
and the s.ulptures a brm sense of form, this lavor appeared to depend 
upon an almost mi.ros.opi. pre.isionU With small instruments, surfa.es 
Here .leaned, .ra.xs stavili9ed, and fraqments reunited Hith a .are that 
s.ar.ely alloHed for the smallest errorU

”ut it Has not the material alone that held my attentionU It Has also the 
HritinqU

Neceral of the par.hments vore ecident marxs of aqe, Hhere the inx 
had lost its strenqth and the .olors in .ertain se.tions had faded or partly 
disappearedU Pnd yet the restorers Here not .on.erned solely Hith preV
sercinq Hhat remained- in .ertain .ases, they also seemed to ve revuildinq 
that Hhi.h had surciced only in partU

Folors Here veinq miRed in small kuantities veside them, and Hith a 
.aution vorderinq upon the .eremonial, they Here applied to strenqthen 
or restore the oriqinal linesU

I stopped at one of the tavlesU P par.hment lay spread vefore the 
restorer, and ecen at a distan.e I .ould re.oqni9e the .hara.ter of the 
s.riptU ;he headinq, Hhi.h still stood relaticely .lear, .ould ve read HithV
out mu.h diT.ultyU It vore the name of the Fhur.h 8ather Puqustine 
of gippoU ;his dis.ocery Has not in itself surprisinqAsu.h teRts must 
naturally ve found in an ar.hice su.h as thisAvut the manner in Hhi.h 
they Here veinq treated dreH my attentionU 8or here it Has not merely a 
kuestion of presercation, vut also of restorinq the teRt to a form in Hhi.h 
it .ould ve readAand therevy also interpretedU

I remained there for a moment and Hat.hed the HorxU 8or if .olor and 
form in paintinqs and s.ulptures .ould ve re.reated Hith su.h pre.ision, 
then the same must ve true of HordsU Pnd Hhere Hords are restored, their 
meaninq too may ve a:e.tedU

It Has in this room, amonq par.hments and muted liqht, that my attenV
tion Has at last dire.ted in earnest toHard a bqure Hho in one and the 
same instant voth velonqed to the surroundinqsAand rose avoce themU
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Nhe stood vent ocer a Horxtavle Hhere a restorer Has at that cery 
moment stavili9inq a faintly preserced line of teRtU Nhe spoxeAkuietly, 
vut Hith a pre.ision that immediately altered the .hara.ter of the Horx 
veinq doneU ;he restorer straiqhtened sliqhtly, not in suvsercien.e, vut 
in a xind of sharpened attenticeness shoHn only to one Hhose Budqment 
.arries HeiqhtU

I stopped and ovserced herU ger posture Has ere.t, ecen in the sliqht 
forHard in.linationU ;here Has in her mocements an e.onomy that eRV
.luded ecery unne.essary qestureU ger hair Has darx, arranqed Hith a 
simpli.ity that emphasi9ed the lines of her fa.eU ger dress Has of hiqh 
kuality, vut Hithout ostentationAa suvdued eleqan.e in Hhi.h the maV
terial spoxe more .learly than the adornmentU 1n her hands I noti.ed 
a feH pie.es of BeHelry, dis.reet, vut eRe.uted Hith su.h pre.ision that 
their calue .ould not ve mistaxenU

3et it Has not these outHard details in themselces that made an imV
pressionU It Has the HholeU ;he manner in Hhi.h she Has re.eiced, and 
the manner in Hhi.h she spoxeAand Has listened toU

I therefore dreH .ertain .on.lusionsU Nhe did not velonq to the sta:, 
and yet she had a..ess on a lecel eR.eedinq that of mostU Nhe moced 
Hith a .ertainty that .an velonq only to one Hho has not merely veen 
qranted a..ess, vut is a..ustomed to itU ger intercention in the Horx 
vore the marxs of a professional insiqht that .ould not ve attrivuted to 
a superb.ial interestU It had therefore to ve assumed that her position 
rested upon a .omvination of inYuen.e and xnoHledqeAand that her 
va.xqround must ve rooted in one of the older —oman novle families, 
Hhose .onne.tions still a:orded them no insiqnib.ant roleU

It Has at that moment that she raised her eyesU 1ur qa9es met, and 
I had the immediate impression that my presen.e had not es.aped her 
noti.eArather the recerseU Nhe had, lixe me, ovserced vefore .hoosinq 
to a.tU

Nhe straiqhtened, said a feH Hords to the restorer, and then .ame 
toHard meU

ger mocement throuqh the room possessed a sinqular valan.e veV
tHeen the familiar and the elecatedU ;here Has nothinq hurried in her 
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step, and yet her appearan.e dreH immediate attentionU ;hose Hhom 
she passed seemed instin.ticely to sharpen their fo.us, as thouqh her 
presen.e in itself serced as a xind of measureU

When she rea.hed me, she stopped Hith a sliqht, .ontrolled motion 
and alloHed a measured smile to appearU

0Fountess Sallecia —ossini,4 she introdu.ed herselfU
Nhe reqarded me for a momentU 0Pnd you must ve Eo.torH garrinqV

ton, Has it not… Eo.tor garrinqton of LondonU4
;here Has no true kuestion in her HordinqU Nhe .ontinued, 0It is an 

honor to meet youU4
Nhe Hent on Hithout pauseU 0I myself hace had o..asion to cisit the 

qalleries of London on seceral o..asions and hace alHays held in hiqh 
reqard the artisti. tradition that has deceloped thereU ;here is a parti.ular 
dis.ipline in the wnqlish approa.hAa restraint Hhi.h often alloHs the 
detail to emerqe more .learlyU4

I returned her qreetinq Hith a sliqht in.linationU 0;he honor is mine, 
FountessU4

0I must .onfess,4 I .ontinued, 0that the Horx .arried out here eRV
.eeds ecen my vroadest eRpe.tationsU ;he pre.ision Hith Hhi.h voth 
form and material are treated suqqests an insiqht that .annot merely ve 
learnedAvut must ve handed doHnU4

Nhe reqarded me Hith the same measured smile I had already ovsercedU 
03ou see .orre.tly, Eo.tor,4 she repliedU

;hen she loHered her coi.e sliqhtlyU 0Pnd yet this is only the Horx of 
.opiesU4 Nhe alloHed the Hords to stand vetHeen us for a momentU 0;he 
truly interestinq Horx,4 she .ontinued .almly, 0taxes pla.e elseHhereU4 
;here Has nothinq in her tone that incited further kuestionsAand for 
that cery reason the statement .arried a parti.ular HeiqhtU

I did not ansHer at on.eU
Nhe ovserced me vrieYy, as thouqh aHaitinq my rea.tion vefore .onV

tinuinqU 0I should ve most pleased to .ontinue this .oncersation Hith 
you, Eo.torU 1ne does not often meet an ovsercer Hho voth sees and 
understandsU4
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Nhe produ.ed the same small .ard and handed it to meU 0If you Hish to 
hear more avout the oriqinalsH then meet me here tomorroH eceninqU4

I toox the .ardU 0I shall ve there,4 I repliedU
Nhe nodded liqhtly, as thouqh this had already veen re.xoned upon, 

and then turned aHayU

My dear Watson,
My meetinq Hith Fountess Sallecia —ossini strixes me as eR.eedinqly 

interestinqU I hace a distin.t impression that she represents an a..ess to 
Hhi.h I otherHise Hould necer hace .ome anyHhere nearvyU It is ecen not 
impossivle that she herself .onstitutes a siqnib.ant part of the openinq 
that has veen qranted meU

ger manner is marxed vy a .ourteous xindness and a remarxavle proV
fessional insiqhtU Nhe does not speax as an outsider, vut as one familiar 
Hith voth the Horx and its prin.iplesU Pnd yet there is somethinq avout 
her that eludes any unamviquous determinationU

It is not unusual for persons in her positionAHhere inYuen.e and 
xnoHledqe meetAto .arry an element of the eniqmati.U ;his may asV
sume seceral forms, and I bnd it still too early to determine Hhi.h is 
present in her .aseU

”ut one thinq noH seems to me ecen more lixely than vefore“ Nhe 
xnoHs more than she has .hosen to sayU Pnd it is my eRperien.e that su.h 
persons rarely speax Hithout reasonU



Letter III
THE MEETING WITH THE COUNTESS

November 27, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
In these past few days, events have accelerated to such a degree that I 
can only with dimculty preserve their order in .y accountF bro. the 
access granted .e through Montfaucon, through .y okservations in the 
worTshops, and to .y xrst .eeting with the countess, I have had the 
sensation of once .ore standing in the .idst of that ga.e fro. which 
I had for a ti.e kelieved .yself re.ovedF I again feel that sharpening 
of the senses which you will Tnow fro. earlier accounts, and which 
always acco.panies those cases in which the surface conceals an order 
not i..ediately visikleF

Ahis evening, which I shall now descrike, was no e—ceptionF
Ahe countess had left .e a card, the contents of which were as precise 

as they were spareF Pn address was givenzCala::o -olonnazand with 
it an e—act description of the entrance I was to useN the eastern wing, en’
trance nu.ker threeF So na.e, no further e—planationF Pn instruction, 
rather than an invitationF

I tooT a cak through the cityEs narrow streets, where the light of the 
lanterns fell unevenly across the old facades, and where the evening still 
retained a faint re.nant of the dayEs war.thF Ps we approached the 
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palace, I had the carriage stop at a suitakle distance and covered the last 
hundred yards on footF

Ahe entrance was easy to xndF Ahe description on the card had keen 
sumciently precise to e—clude all doukt, and I had scarcely had ti.e 
to orient .yself kefore the door was opened fro. withinF P porter 
stepped forward, without hesitation and without the slightest sign of 
uncertaintyF

H”rF qarrington, welco.e,U he said with a slight inclination of the 
headF HAhis way, if you pleaseFU

So 1uestions were asTedF So inspection was .adeF I had not keen 
recogni:edzI had keen e—pectedF

I followed hi. through a succession of halls and corridors, where the 
light was sukdued and the sounds of our footsteps were aksorked ky the 
height of the roo.sF We passed no oneF Sot a servant, not a guestF It was 
as though this part of the palace had keen e.ptied of life for this very 
.eetingF

We halted at last ky an open loggia, where the last light of evening 
still rested upon the .arkle éoorF P takle had keen laid with a si.ple 
precision that ketrayed careF P glass stood ready, and keside it a decanterF

Ahe porter kowed his head slightly and withdrewF
I was aloneF
It was only then, when I let .y ga:e wander away fro. the takle, that 

I noticed the s.all side takleF âpon it lay an assort.ent of pipes and 
tokacco tins, arranged with a discretion that only .ade their presence 
the .ore re.arTakleF I opened one of the tinsF

Its contents were un.istaTakleF
P strong, darT tokacco of precisely the sort I have preferred for .any 

yearsF It was fresh and properly storedF -hosen, not ky chancezkut with 
TnowledgeF

I allowed .yself a faint s.ileF Ahis was not hospitalityF It was prepa’
rationF

I sat down, tooT one of the pipes, and kegan cal.ly to pacT itF When I 
had lit the tokacco, I rose again and let .y eyes travel along the wallsF Ahe 
paintings had keen placed with an apparent rando.ness, kut with an 
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interval ketween the. that allowed each to e.erge without de.anding 
attentionF

It was a s.aller painting that stopped .eF P scene fro. a theaterF Sot 
large, not ostentatious, kut rendered with an accuracy suggesting that 
the artist had Tnown the place inti.atelyF Ahe construction of the stage, 
the slightly sloping éoor, the close’set sceneryzall pointed to a s.aller, 
e—peri.ental theaterF

I recogni:ed it instantlyF AhV?tre des Mur.ures in Mont.artreF
I had Yust resu.ed .y seat when I felt the un.istaTakle change in the 

roo. and roseF
-ountess 2aleria 0rsini stepped forward into the opening of the log’

giaF
Where at our xrst .eeting she had worn a si.plicity that al.ost 

concealed her position, she now appeared in full accord with itF qer dress 
was elegant without keing showy, and her .ove.ents kore the sta.p of 
a co.posure that had no need to proclai. itselfF

Rhe tooT her place opposite .eF
HWhat a. I to call youQU she asTedF H”rF qarringtonQ qarold Rigurds’

sonQU Rhe allowed a krief pause to followF H0r would you prefer RherlocT 
qol.esQU P faint s.ile acco.panied her wordsF

I .et her ga:eF H?ou .ay call .e whatever you xnd appropriate, 
.ada.,U I repliedF HRo long as we understand one anotherFU

HWe do,U she said si.plyF
I let a .o.ent pass kefore adding, HPnd we appear, .oreover, to have 

ac1uaintances in co..onFU
Rhe raised her eyekrows slightly, not in genuine surprise, kut as a reée— 

that ca.e a fraction too lateF
H”o weQU
HP stage in Mont.artre,U I said cal.lyF H0f the .ore e—peri.ental 

varietyF Pnd an actress with a particular gift for .oving ketween rolesFU
Rhe allowed her eyes to rest upon .e for a .o.ent, as though weigh’

ing how .uch had already keen saidF
HI a. not ac1uainted withzU
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Rhe stopped herselfF Pn al.ost i.perceptikle pause followed, krief, 
kut sumcientF H-a.ille Prdent,U she said thenF

HCreciselyFU
Ahere was now another 1uality in her ga:eF Sot uncertainty, kut a 

rapid adYust.entzas when a .ove upon a koard .ust ke reconsideredF 
HRhe is a re.arTakle wo.an,U she continued, this ti.e without hesita’
tionF HWith a rare understanding of koth illusion and precisionFU

HAualities that would see. to ke of value in certain circles,U I ok’
servedF

Rhe did not answer directly, kut allowed the silence to carry the .ean’
ingF

HI have approached you,U she continued after a .o.ent, Hkecause I 
have need of a particular Tind of e—pertiseFU

H?ou have only to say so,U I answeredF HIf the .atter falls within .y 
province, I a. naturally at your disposalFU

Rhe regarded .e for a .o.entF HAhere are sukstitutions taTing place,U 
she saidF

I allowed her to continueF
HIn several parts of the cityF In churchesF In private collectionsF Pnd in 

institutions where one rightly assu.es that what is Tept there is under 
the strictest protectionFU

HRukstitutions,U I repeatedF HSot theftsQU
HIf they were thefts, they would ke discovered,U she replied cal.lyF 

HAhis is not discoveredFU
I nodded slightlyF HPnd you wish .e to investigate this .ore closelyQU
HI wish,U she said, Hto see how you investigate itFU
HP test, thenFU
I leaned kacT slightlyF HIt will give .e pleasure to ke of assistance to 

youFU
HI shall send you the address of the xrst location,U she saidF HAhe rest 

will follow of itselfFU
Rhe roseF
H?ou will discover, MrF qol.es,U she added, pausing krieéy, Hthat not 

all sukstitutions are visikleFU



LOAAO3 III ““

With these words she left the loggiaF
I re.ained standing for a .o.ent kefore allowing .y ga:e to return 

to the little painting fro. Mont.artreF It then see.ed to .e that the 
connections in this case were not .erely nu.erous, kut delikerately 
arrangedF

My dear Watson,
It now see.s to .e that the connections I xrst tooT to ke acciden’

tal in fact outline the contours of a pattern which still eludes .y full 
understandingF Caris and 3o.e no longer stand kefore .e as separate 
stages, kut as parts of a connection in which .ove.ents in one place 
cast shadows in anotherF I see the traces, kut not yet the hand that has 
laid the.F

It is further worth noting that in this case I see. to have assu.ed a 
position that does not entirely accord with .y usual roleF Where I have 
previously sought out the .ystery, I now see., to so.e e—tent, to have 
keen sought out ky itF Ahe countess has approached .e with a precision 
that suggests prior Tnowledgeznot .erely of .y person, kut of .y 
.ove.entsF

Pnd yet, if I consider our xrst .eeting, I would at that ti.e have sworn 
to its accidental natureF

Ahus, I .ust once again re.ind .yself that truth rarely presents 
itself as one continuous surface, kut rather in layers, which only per.it 
the.selves to ke recogni:ed when one regards the. in the proper lightF

In .y ne—t letter I shall give an account of the xrst of the locations she 
has held out to .eF

?ours devotedly,�
RF qF





Letter IV
SANTA MARIA IN ARACOELI

Watson remained seated for a moment with the letter before him, with-
out at once allowing his eyes to move on to the next lines.

There  was  one  —gure  who  continued  to  come  forward  in  his 
thoughtsHthe countess.

per Sresence in the case was already dikcult to Slace. jhe aSSeared 
neither as an adversary nor as an obvious ally, and for that very reason 
she was harder to assess than most.

Watson let his —ngers Sass lightly over the SaSer.
It was not the —rst time polmes had stood before a woman whose role 

eluded any simSle category. Watson recalled earlier encounters in which 
intelligence, indeSendence, and a certain Rind of discreet decisiveness 
had Sroved Fust as signi—cant as any oSen resistance. Women who did 
not necessarily enter into conzict with polmesHbut who moved in the 
same sShere as he did, with aims and means of their own.

It was not distrust that he felt. qather, a sharSened attentiveness. Aor 
if polmes had taught him anything, it was that the greatest inzuence 
rarely came from those who marRed themselves Slainly, but from those 
who acted with Srecision without seeRing attention.

Watson straightened again and let his gaNe fall bacR uSon the letter.
The countess was clearly Slaying a decisive role. The only Puestion 

wasHwhich.
pe let the thought rest and broRe the next seal.
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November 28, 1891
Rome

By dear Watson,
The following morning, I tooR my Slace in the hotel restaurant, 

whereHin the absence of anything betterHI contented myself with a 
simSle breaRfast and a cuS of blacR co8ee. By thoughts were already 
directed toward the next steS, which had not yet assumed a —xed form, 
but which I Rnew must rePuire a certain decisiveness if Srogress was to 
continue.

It was in the midst of these rezections that the waiter aSSroached my 
table.

Without saying a word, he Slaced a folded note before me and then 
withdrew with a discretion indistinguishable from that of the rest of the 
sta8Hand yet it seemed to me that the movement had served a de—nite 
SurSose.

I waited until he had turned away. Mnly then did I oSen the note. 
There was but a single name uSon it; janta Baria in Eracoeli. ’othing 
further.

I was not immediately familiar with the Slace, but the wording left 
scarcely any doubt as to its character. It must be a churchHand not a 
random one of its Rind.

I folded the note again and let it disaSSear into my SocRet.
There was no occasion for further deliberation.
I —nished my meal without delay, summoned a cab, and gave the 

destination as though I already Rnew it. Mnly once the carriage had set 
itself in motion through the streets of the city did I allow the thought to 
taRe hold; I was being led.

The cab carried me through the city3s narrow streets until we arrived 
at the foot of the 6aSitoline pill, where it stoSSed before a broad yet 
steeS marble staircase leading uS to the church.

I steSSed down and for a moment allowed my gaNe to rest uSon the 
ascent before me. The steSs rose in an almost unbroRen line, their surface 
smooth and uneven at once, worn by centuries of feet that had Sassed 
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along the same way. There were not many SeoSle to be seen, yet there 
were a few —gures scattered along the staircase. palfway uS, a Sair of 
Sersons moved at a Sace suggesting ordinary visitorsHSerhaSs tourists 
who had chosen, without much exertion, to follow the route.

Lower down, nearer to me, the movement was of another character. 
Two Sersons were in the act of ascending the stairs on their Rnees. Their 
Srogress was slow, almost ceremonial, and their attention aSSeared di-
rected not toward their surroundings, but toward the act itself. I thought 
it liRely that they were Silgrims, and that their ascent was not merely a 
movement through sSace, but an act with a de—nite SurSose. I watched 
them for a moment. The staircase was not merely an aSSroach to the 
holy Slace. It was a religious ordeal.

I began the ascent myself.
The steSs Sroved, as exSected, steeSer than they had aSSeared from 

below, and their worn surface rePuired a certain attention if one wished 
to move securely. There was no haste in my Srogress, and on the way I 
Sermitted myself to observe the traces time had left behindHnot merely 
in the stone, but in the way SeoSle still made use of it.

When I reached the toS, I Saused for a moment. 9ehind me lay the 
city. 9efore me rose the wall of the church, Slain and massive, without 
the sSlendor one might otherwise have exSected. It aSSeared almost liRe 
a fortressHnot directed against what lay without, but as a boundary 
enclosing what lay within.

The door stood oSen.
I entered.
The darRness at once enclosed me, and with it a silence that stood in 

sharS contrast to the city3s continual movement. The light fell in muted 
Satches, and it tooR a moment before the eye adFusted to the deSth of 
the sSace.

I allowed my gaNe to move through the church.
The —rst thing to emerge was the golden ceiling, whose surfaces caught 

even the faintest light and returned it with a calm, almost weighty gleam. 
9eneath me stretched a zoor executed in the characteristic 6osmati 
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Satterns, geometric —gures inlaid in marble, whose Srecision stood in 
contrast to the otherwise organic wear of the room.

E  little  to  one  side  stood  a  large  wooden  —gure  of  the  6hrist 
6hildHthe janto 9ambinoHsurrounded by a Puiet attentiveness that 
seemed to gather about it, though no one necessarily stood nearby.

I registered these features PuicRly. ’ot as obFects of admiration, but as 
elements in a whole whose structure had not yet fully disclosed itself.

Aor a moment I Sermitted myself to let my gaNe travel systematically 
through the sSace.

It became clear to me at once that certain elements excluded any 
reasonable notion of maniSulation. The golden ceiling, with its exten-
sive surfaces and integrated structure, could scarcely be falsi—ed without 
leaving evident traces. The same aSSlied to the zoor beneath my feet” 
the inlaid 6osmati Satterns were not merely decorative, but Sart of the 
construction itself.

If there was an intervention to be found, it must be sought in some-
thing more delimited.

By attention therefore gathered itself uSon the wooden —gure I had 
earlier noticedHthe janto 9ambino.

I aSSroached and, as though by a natural gesture, let my hand sliS into 
my SocRet for my magnifying glass. Without attracting undue notice, I 
examined the surface in closer detail. The grain of the wood stood out 
clearly, and its structure could not readily be imitated. There was a deSth 
and irregularity in the Sattern that only time itself can Sroduce.

I was therefore obliged to conclude that the —gure was in all Srob-
ability of considerable age. ’ot necessarily so old as certain traditions 
might claimHthat it should have been carved from olive wood from 
the ?arden of ?ethsemane strucR me as less liRelyHbut old enough, 
nevertheless, to aSSear convincing in its own right.

I let the glass sliS bacR into my SocRet.
It was at that moment that I noticed him.
En elderly monR sat in one corner of the room, aSSarently occu-

Sied with nothing beyond observing. pis Slacement was not accidental” 
from that Soint he commanded a view of both the entrance and the 
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SrinciSal Sarts of the church. There was nothing in his aSSearance that 
drew attention, and yet it was clear that his function was to guardHnot 
necessarily actively, but by his mere Sresence.

I aSSroached him with the resSect the situation rePuired. 4Oxcuse 
me,0 I said calmly, 4have any of the church3s worRs of art recently been 
under restoration10

pe looRed at me without surSrise, as though the Puestion were not 
unexSected. Without sSeaRing, he raised his hand and Sointed uS to-
ward the altar.

I followed the motion with my eyes and let them rest uSon the icon 
I had earlier registered, though not yet examined more closelyHthe 
Badonna Eracoeli, raised above the sSace in a Sosition that rendered it 
at once visible and inaccessible.

I let a moment Sass before Sutting my next Puestion. 4Ao you Rnow 
where it was restored10

4In the Vatican,0 he answered briezy.
’othing more was said. End yet it was enough.
I had no need to remain longer. The information I had obtained 

was sukcient to establish the direction, but not to lead me to a —nal 
conclusion. Aurther investigation was therefore rePuired, and it was clear 
to me that this could not be undertaRen without a certain SreSaration.

I still lacRed the necessary tools.
I therefore resolved to devote the following forenoon to obtaining 

what might be rePuired, and only then to return to the church later in 
the dayHbetter ePuiSSed to continue the inPuiry.

Aor the second time, I tested whether my ReyHMontfauconHhad the 
e8ect I must now, with some Srobability, attribute to it.

With that in mind, I had chosen to Say a visit to the Vatican Library.
Es with my Srevious inPuiry, I was at —rst met with a certain surSrise. 

The man who received me at the desR allowed his gaNe to rest uSon me a 
moment longer than was necessary, as though my Sresence rePuired an 
assessment not immediately caSable of being made. Es before, he was 
obliged to consult a suSerior, and only after a brief, muted exchange was 
I asRed to follow.



jEI’T COTOq3j 6M’AOjjIM’BC

I was led into the library.
The roomHor rather the succession of rooms that oSened before 

meHwas in itself of such a character that it would have been natural to 
linger over it. The shelves, stretching in length and height, contained a 
mass of Rnowledge of which few Slaces in the world can Sresent an ePual. 
End yet I did not Sermit my attention to disSerse.

By errand was more limited.
I therefore directed my inPuiry toward such information as might 

shed light uSon the church of janta Baria in Eracoeli, and in Sarticular 
uSon the icon Rnown there under the name Badonna Eracoeli.

The information I drew forth was not in itself decisive, but sukcient 
to con—rm that the history of the worR was the subFect of several inter-
Sretations, and that its origin could not be established with comSlete 
certainty. This circumstance strucR me as not without signi—cance.

paving concluded my studies, I left the library without further delay.
There was now another matter that rePuired my attention. I needed 

an instrument. This I found in a small hardware shoS nearby, where 
I Surchased a Sair of oSera glasses of the best PualityHan instrument 
which, by virtue of its modest siNe, Sermits closer observation at a dis-
tance without attracting attention. With this in my Sossession, I once 
more directed my steSs toward the church. By investigation could now 
continue.

Efter again ascending the staircase, I entered the familiar sSace.
This time the light was of another character. The afternoon sun fell 

in through the uSSer windows and gathered in soft —elds that moved 
slowly across the walls and zoor. When my gaNe again turned toward the 
Badonna Eracoeli, the icon aSSeared with a clarity that had not been 
Sresent at my —rst visit. The light was, if one will, ideal.

I nodded briezy to the monR, who sat in his Slace. pe did not seem to 
have altered his Sosition since the day before.

I then tooR out the oSera glasses and directed them toward the icon. 
With a steady motion I adFusted the focus and began a systematic ob-
servation. I changed Sosition several times, moved from side to side, and 
regarded the worR from as many angles as the nature of the room allowed. 
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The light, falling di8erently across the surface, successively emShasiNed 
the individual sections and Sermitted an examination that would other-
wise not have been Sossible.

I searched for the decisive thing. Efter sukcient time, however, I was 
obliged to acRnowledge that it did not Sresent itself. There was nothing 
that could in itself be described as Sroof.

I let the glasses fall, folded them, and returned them to my coat SocRet. 
Without further delay I steSSed over to the monR, laid a coin uSon the 
table before him, and then left the church.

I made my way bacR toward my hotel.
Et this Soint, nothing had been Sroven. End yet it seemed to me 

that neither had that which might have disSroved my susSicion shown 
itself. What remained, therefore, was not a conclusionHbut a con—rmed 
susSicion.





Letter V
PERSONS OF CONSEQUENCE

Watson sat alone in his study, where the muted light of afternoon entered 
through the window and settled quietly across the writing desk. The box 
of letters stood before him, and beside it lay those already opened, neatly 
gathered in a pile that bore witness to the journey he had followed in 
recent days with growing attention.

He let his hand rest for a moment upon the paper.
Some time had passed since he had last broken a seal. Not for lack of 

interest—quite the contrary—but because he had found it necessary to 
allow the impressions to settle. Holmes’s accounts from Paris, and now 
Rome, had opened a case whose scope seemed to expand with each new 
letter, and yet there was in them a clarity, a direction, that Watson could 
not help but admire.

He leaned back slightly in his chair.
It did not surprise him that Holmes had come so far. On the con-

trary. It seemed to him rather a natural resumption of something that 
had only been interrupted for a time. The sharpness, the calm, and the 
almost evortless manner in which Holmes mozed through ezen the most 
complex relationships were not merely intact—they seemed to haze been 
strengthened.

Watson felt a quiet pleasure in this realiAation. Not only as a reader of 
the letters, but as a friend.

There was something recogniAable in Holmes’s zoice, something that 
had been absent for a period and that now stood forth clearly once 
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more. Not merely the analytical precision, but also that particular kind 
of presence which had always accompanied it whenezer Holmes worked 
in full concentration.

He turned his gaAe toward the box. The next letter lay on top.
With a steady mozement he picked it up, let his :ngers for a moment 

follow the edge of the sealed paper, and regarded it as though he wished, 
once again, to assure himself that the moment was the right one.

Then he brought the paper knife forward.
The seal was broken.

November 29, 1891
Rome

5y dear Watson,�
I belieze the :rst part of the task may now be regarded as solzed.

On the zery next morning, while I was still seated at the breakfast table, 
I was once again brought a folded note. Es before, it was placed before 
me without remark and without any zisible sender.

I opened it. The words were sparse“ Vatican Restoration Workshop. 
Clezen o’clock. Nothing more. It was all that I required.

I made myself ready without delay and left the hotel in good time.
I arrized at the Vatican well before the appointed hour.
Es on my earlier zisits, I presented myself at the entrance without 

attracting undue attention. I let the name—Montfaucon—fall with the 
same naturalness, as though it were already known and accepted.

This time the reaction was diverent. The look directed toward me no 
longer bore the stamp of the reserzed assessment I had earlier obserzed. 
There was no hesitation, no discreet appeal to a superior, no uncertainty 
as to whether my presence required further con:rmation.

I was recogniAed.
The access that had preziously needed to be established now seemed 

to form part of a structure in which my presence no longer required 
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explanation. I was therefore at once asked to follow, and as before I was 
led through the long corridors, whose quiet order now appeared less as 
a barrier and more as a passage.

This time my guide stopped already at the :rst room. She was there.
Fountess Vallezia Rossini mozed toward me with the same calm as-

surance I had noticed before. She stopped at a proper distance and looked 
at me as though awaiting an answer she had already foreseen.

I spared her preliminaries. B5adonna Eracoeli,6 I said.
She nodded, without surprise. BFome,6 she replied simply. BThere is 

something you must see.6
She turned without further explanation, and I followed her through 

the workshops. We passed the rooms I already knew, but continued far-
ther on, deeper than before. The atmosphere changed gradually. There 
were fewer people, fewer mozements, and the open actizity that had 
marked the outer rooms gaze way to a more controlled silence.

We stopped at a smaller, secluded room whose function did not im-
mediately rezeal itself. She opened the door without hesitation, and we 
entered.

In the middle of the room stood an object cozered by a cloth. There 
was nothing in its shape to disclose what lay beneath, and yet it was clear 
that it had not been placed there by chance.

We approached.
The Fountess laid her hand upon the fabric and remozed it with a 

single mozement.
…efore us stood the 5adonna Eracoeli.
I permitted myself to gize my surprise no zisible form. Instead, I 

brought my hand to my pocket, took out my lens, and stepped a pace 
nearer. Without saying a word, I began my examination.

5y attention quickly gathered upon the section in which the 5adon-
na’s mantle had been rendered in blue.

I worked in silence. I let my eyes follow the surface, adjusted the angle, 
let the light fall diverently upon it, and examined the indizidual passages 
with a precision only such an instrument allows. I paused at the slightest 
zariations, returned, compared, continued.
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The Fountess said nothing. She watched me.
I allowed the examination to continue until ezery reasonable doubt 

had to be regarded as excluded. Only then did I let my hand lower slightly 
and step back.

BThis is the original,6 I said.
The Fountess looked at me—not surprised, but with an attentizeness 

suggesting that she wished the grounds to be stated.
I answered without raising my zoice. BThe blue color.6
I let a brief moment pass. BIt is built up of lapis. Not uniform but 

composed of natural fragments. Their shape zaries—and so does their 
ability to absorb and cast the light back.6

I let my gaAe moze across the surface of the mantle, where the light of 
the room broke into small, irregular gleams. BIt is not the color itself,6 
I continued calmly, Bbut the manner in which it responds to light. The 
indizidual fragments reGect diverently. It gizes the surface a lizing qual-
ity.6

I turned toward her. BI obserzed the icon in the church from sezeral 
angles. Nothing of the kind appeared there. The surface remained uni-
form, no matter from what direction the light fell.6

There was silence for a moment.
The Fountess nodded slowly. BThat was my suspicion,6 she said. 

BEnd now it is con:rmed.6
She let her gaAe rest upon the icon. BThe consequences,6 she added in 

a low zoice, Bare almost beyond reckoning.6
I let the silence remain between us for another moment before I spoke. 

BIf this is the method,6 I said, Bthen it is scarcely an isolated instance.6
I let my gaAe moze from the icon to her. BE work is sent for restoration. 

It leazes its place—legitimately. It is examined, treated8 and in that 
process it can be reproduced.6 I paused brieGy.

BE copy returns. The original does not.6
There was no need to elaborate further.
She nodded slowly. BI had an inkling,6 she said. B…ut an inkling is not 

enough in matters of this kind.6
She looked again toward the icon. BI needed it established.6
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She turned slightly toward me. BEnd now you haze established it.6
Efter a moment of silence, she turned to me again. BThere are per-

sons,6 she said, Bwhom you ought to meet.6
No further explanation was gizen. I found it neither necessary nor 

adzisable to ask for one. I accepted. It seemed to me that the case had 
now mozed from objects to persons—and that the next step would no 
longer depend on obserzation alone, but on conzersations.

The meeting took place at an informal luncheon in the Fountess’s 
palaAAo.

The arrangement bore the appearance of a naturalness that can be 
achiezed only through careful planning. ?athered about the table was 
a small circle of persons whose bearing and mutual conzersation clearly 
testi:ed that each of them occupied positions in which inGuence was 
not necessarily exercised openly but rather administered with a certain 
discretion.

Emong them was 5ariano Rampolla del Tindaro.
He greeted me with a politeness precisely measured—neither reserzed 

nor welcoming in any true sense, but appropriate. His mozements were 
calm, and his gaAe possessed that particular quality I haze often noticed in 
persons accustomed to listening more than they speak, and to weighing 
their words before gizing them form.

The conzersation dezeloped without any obzious direction and yet 
seemed to moze within familiar bounds.

It was the Fountess who :rst brought the subject forward.
BErt,6 she said, letting her eyes pass around the table, Bis not merely a 

question of beauty. It is an expression of what we choose to preserze.6
There was a brief pause, which no one seemed to :nd occasion to :ll.
BEnd what we choose to preserze,6 she continued, Bis in the end what 

we assign zalue to.6
Rampolla nodded lightly. BTradition,6 he replied, Bis often not a 

choice in the true sense, but a continuation.6 He let the words fall 
without emphasis, as though they required no further elaboration.

BEnd yet,6 the Fountess interposed, Bsomething must be chosen ozer 
something else. Preserzation is not passize.6
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Rampolla looked brieGy at her, and in his gaAe, I sensed a slight 
shift—not contradiction, but registration.

BPreserzation,6 he said, Brequires balance.6
He let his eyes rest for a moment upon her before adding, BEnd in 

that balance there often lies an understanding which does not necessarily 
need to be spoken.6

The conzersation mozed onward, though without leazing its subject. 
There was talk of works, of restoration, of the necessity of preserzing 
what had surzized the wear of time—and of the diDculty inzolzed in 
distinguishing between the original and the added.

Rampolla took part, but without seiAing the initiatize. His contri-
butions were short, well chosen, and without concrete reference. He 
spoke in general terms that could bear sezeral meanings without binding 
him to any of them. It seemed to me that he did not seek to shape the 
conzersation, but rather to allow it to :nd its own form, while at the same 
time ensuring that nothing in it took a direction requiring a position to 
be declared.

The Fountess, on the other hand, was more direct. She asked ques-
tions, held fast to certain points, and did not readily allow herself to 
be led away from what she wished illuminated. End yet their exchange 
did not seem marked by disagreement, but rather by a kind of attuned 
mozement in which both parties knew their position.

I did not take part. It seemed to me more expedient to obserze.
It was not the words themselzes that were of importance, but the 

manner in which they were used—and the pauses that arose between 
them. In these I found a clearer understanding of the relations at the 
table than any direct statement could haze gizen me.

I noted particularly that Rampolla’s attention, sezeral times—and 
without seeming intentional—returned to the Fountess.

Es though his participation in the conzersation were directed less 
toward the subject and more toward her.

Es the meal gradually drew toward its close, the guests rose one by one 
and took their leaze with a politeness that seemed as measured as their 
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arrizal had been. The conzersations ebbed without truly ceasing, and the 
room gradually fell to quiet.

It seemed natural that I should remain.
The Fountess had already made it clear that during my stay in Rome 

she would stand as hostess, and no one appeared to :nd my presence 
after the others’ departure remarkable.

When the door had closed behind the last guest, she turned to me. 
BWhat do you think16 she asked.

I answered without hesitation. BHe is a man of great knowledge. He 
knows the system—its mozements, its limitations.6

I let a brief moment pass. B…ut he is not a man who acts on his own 
behalf.6

She did not speak at once. Her gaAe mozed away from me for a mo-
ment and :xed itself somewhere before her, as though she were consid-
ering the words not in their content, but in their reach.

BTake care not to underestimate him, Holmes,6 she said at last calmly. 
BHe is a man with far-reaching connections.6

E brief pause.
BEnd aboze all, a man who is aware of what is taking place.6
On the following day, after a brief message from the Fountess, I was 

led to a place whose signi:cance in this city can scarcely be ozerstated.
She did not mention it with any particular emphasis. The name was 

put forward as a matter of course, not as a destination requiring ex-
planation, but as a point one either knew—or had not yet learned to 
understand.

We mozed through the inner areas of the Vatican, where the order 
of the corridors seemed :rmer than any outward structure. Here moze-
ment was not accidental, but determined by access, and access in turn 
seemed determined by something that could not be expressed in ordi-
nary terms.

Et last, we halted before a door that did not diver markedly from the 
others and yet seemed diverent in its function.

BThe Vatican Epostolic Erchize,6 she said simply. There was no fur-
ther explanation.
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I entered.
The :rst thing that struck me was not the siAe of the room, but its 

character. This was not a library in the ordinary sense, where knowledge 
is presented and made accessible. It was a place where knowledge was 
kept—and where its accessibility seemed subject to a far stricter order.

Rows of documents, registers, and collections stretched in a system 
that testi:ed not merely to organiAation, but to control.

The Fountess led me through the inner rooms of the archize and 
stopped before a man whose presence seemed to gather the room rather 
than :ll it.

BErchizist Valli, allow me to present 3r. Harrington,6 she said, Ba 
connoisseur of art8 and of that which resembles it.6

The man turned. His gaAe was calm, but attentize. BDou seek some-
thing, monsieur16 he asked.

BThe truth,6 I answered.
E moment passed. Then he laughed—not loudly, but with a slight 

motion, as though the answer had been expected. BThe truth,6 he re-
peated. He raised his hand and let it moze along the rows of archizes. BIt 
is here.6

He looked at me. BSeek, and you shall :nd.6
Valli smiled slyly.
B…ut :rst you must determine what it is you seek.6
I did not answer.
He continued“ BIs the moon bright8 or dark, monsieur16 He an-

swered for himself. BIt depends upon the light.6 He let his hand fall. BSo, 
it is here as well.6

The Fountess entered lightly into the conzersation. B3r. Harrington 
takes an interest in the diverence between the genuine and the made.6

Valli looked at me again with a faint smile. B3oes he16
He stepped a pace closer. BThe diverence is rarely as great as one 

beliezes.6
E pause.
BTwo diverent hands.6 He raised two :ngers slightly. BThat is all.6
He lowered them again. BEnd at times8 not ezen that.6
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Valli let his gaAe moze through the room for a moment before looking 
at me again. BEnd in the end,6 he said calmly, Bthe question is perhaps 
not what is true8 but what is suDcient.6

He continued, almost as a matter of fact“ BThe people do not want 
truth, monsieur. They want recognition.6

E slight mozement of the hand, as though he pointed toward an 
inzisible crowd. BThey wish to see what they already belieze.6

The Fountess watched him without interrupting.
B?ize them that,6 he said, Band they are satis:ed.6
E brief pause.
BErt,6 he continued, Bis in that respect a singularly accommodating 

thing.6
I let my gaAe rest upon him. BE copy is suDcient16
He gaze the faintest shrug. BSuDcient for whom16 He let the question 

hang for a moment.
B4or most,6 he said then. BDes.6
He turned slightly, as though considering something, and added, BEnd 

for the few8 there are always other possibilities.6
The Fountess’s gaAe sharpened slightly. BDou speak as though the 

diverence were without consequence.6
Valli smiled. BOn the contrary.6 He looked at her. BThe diverence is 

decisize. …ut not for the same people.6
I allowed the words to settle. BSo the truth,6 I said, Bis distributed.6
Valli looked at me with an expression approaching satisfaction. BIt is 

dispensed,6 he replied.
I let a moment pass before continuing. BThen it is not merely a ques-

tion of perspectize8 but of means.6
Valli looked at me without changing expression.
I continued“ BHe who has suDcient means may choose8 which zer-

sion is made to appear.6
There was a brief silence.
He nodded faintly. BFhoice,6 he said, Bis always connected with pos-

sibility.6
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I let my gaAe rest upon him. BEnd possibility,6 I said, Bis seldom equally 
distributed.6

En almost imperceptible smile appeared. BOf course not.6
He let his hands come quietly together. B…ut neither is it necessary.6
The Fountess watched us both.
BSo it is not the truth that circulates,6 I said, Bbut access to it.6
Valli raised his eyes slightly. BEccess,6 he repeated.
E brief pause.
BDou are beginning to understand the connection, monsieur.6
Thereafter the conzersation found its natural conclusion without any 

true formal ending.
Valli inclined his head slightly, in a courteous gesture that might equal-

ly be interpreted as a farewell or as a continuation in another form. The 
Fountess returned the motion, and without further words we made our 
way back through the corridors of the archize, whose silence now seemed 
to bear a diverent meaning than it had upon my arrizal.

Only when we had gone some distance, and the door behind us had 
closed, did she pause for a moment.

BDou haze obtained what you came for16 she asked.
I did not answer. It seemed to me that the question had not yet been 

fully answered.
5y dear Watson,
I shall permit myself here to summariAe my preliminary reGections.
5onsieur Valli appears as a man of considerable insight. His knowl-

edge of the system—its mozements, its points of access, and its limita-
tions—seems to me complete. Nothing of consequence appears to pass 
through the archizes without his knowledge. He does not merely possess 
information. He administers it.

This alone would be suDcient to make him interesting in this case. …ut 
to this must be added the fact that he appears willing to adapt the truth to 
whatezer needs may arise. Not through direct falsi:cation, but through 
selection—through what is shown, and what remains concealed.

I cannot fail to obserze that such a position avords him the ability to 
inGuence ezents to a degree far exceeding the zisible.
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He is not merely a keeper of the archizes. He is a keeper of the 
truth—or rather“ of its form, and perhaps also of its distribution.

It therefore does not strike me as improbable that a man in his posi-
tion, with his knowledge and his access, would be capable of arranging 
a practice such as the one of which we now haze indications. E practice 
in which originals may disappear without leazing traces, and in which 
copies may take their place without arousing suspicion.

If this is the case, then he is not merely a part of the system. He is its 
center. End should such a man :nd it purposeful, I do not doubt that 
he would be prepared to act accordingly.

I therefore permit myself—with reserzation for further inzestiga-
tion—to regard him as a possible key :gure in the case.





Letter VI
THE CONVERSATION 

November 30, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
I found it necessary to return to the place itself.

There are many who speak—and still more who imply—but in a case 
of this character one must constantly return to what actually lies before 
one. And what lay before me was not words, but an icon.

It therefore had to be subjected to renewed examination. Not because 
I doubted my earlier conclusion, but because any certainty not rest-
ing upon repeated observation is, at best, provisional. I wished to see 
again—and perhaps to see something I had not previously had occasion 
to notice.

I arrived at the entrance without stopping. The name—Montfau-
con—was not spoken this time. It no longer seemed necessary. My pres-
ence was accepted without question, and I was greeted with the same 
discreet acknowledgment I had noted before.

I allowed myself to be conducted onward. Through the corridors, 
which now appeared less like a labyrinth and more like a structure whose 
logic I was beginning to discern, I was led down toward the workshops. 
Doors were opened without my needing to do anything for it, and the 
movement through the system took place with a calm that might almost 
have been mistaken for chance. At length we arrived.
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The workshops lay before me as I remembered them—and yet with 
a diBerent signizcance. The rooms were already in full activity. Artists 
worked at their tables, voices were exchanged in muted tones, and the 
air bore the mark of concentrated labor performed without need of 
outward display.

I was now a man with access. That fact could not be ignored. 7ut 
access in itself is not equivalent to free movement, and I therefore found 
it advisable not to be recogni:able in the form in which I had previously 
appeared. A minor adjustment had to su8ce—not a disguise that would 
attract attention, but one that would allow me to pass unnoticed among 
the others.

I moved in among them. This time not as a guest, and for that reason 
I permitted myself to move without haste.

There was no reason to make directly for any one point. On the con-
trary, it seemed to me more advisable to let my ga:e wander and allow the 
observations to gather of themselves, as is often the case when a pattern 
has not yet been fully disclosed.

I stopped at several of the works in progress.
Pigmentation was no longer foreign to me now. The blue in par-

ticular—produced from lapis la:uli—had already shown itself to be of 
decisive importance. It was a material whose value once exceeded even 
gold, and whose origin in the distant mountains to the east made it both 
costly and distinctive.

Its treatment required not merely skill, but understanding.
I let my ga:e pass over a painting in which this very color had been used 

in generous quantity. The surface appeared convincing at zrst glance, 
and the work had been executed with a technical assurance that would 
satisfy most observers.

I stepped closer. 7y a simple examination—a change in angle, an 
adjustment of the light—the diBerence became clear. The structure was 
too uniform. There was no variation in the surface, none of the irreg-
ularities the natural material would inevitably produce. The crystalline 
re“ection I had previously observed in the original was absent here. The 
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light was absorbed—but not broken. This was not lapis in its original 
form. It was an imitation. A skillful one—but still an imitation.

I allowed my hand to rest for a moment upon the edge of the frame 
and continued my examination with an attention that excluded the rest 
of the room. It was only after some time, therefore, that I became aware 
of voices behind me.

One I recogni:ed at once. The Countess.
The other followed shortly after—and did not strike me as unknown.
I remained standing, without turning.
At that moment it seemed far more advisable to preserve my anonymi-

ty than to seek conzrmation by a glance. The small adjustments I had 
made to my appearance would be of no value if I myself nullized their 
eBect.

The voices drew nearer. It was the tone I noticed zrst. Not the words, 
but the manner in which they were exchanged. There was a lowering of 
their force that did not arise from distance, but from intention. Neither 
of them spoke softly by nature—it was a choice.

Their footsteps followed the same pattern.
Calm, but closer together than necessary. Not two persons in ordinary 

conversation, but two moving with a shared awareness directed toward 
their surroundings. None of the small variations was present that ordi-
narily marks informal movement. Everything seemed coordinated.

I had no need to turn. It was clear to me that their conversation was 
not intended for others. They passed close by me.

I registered without seeing… a slight change of pace, a brief pause in 
their exchange, and then a resumption, even lower than before. The 
direction was unmistakable. They were moving toward the inner room. 
The same room in which the icon had previously been shown.

The door was opened without delay. And closed again.
I allowed my attention to remain directed toward the work before me, 

but without losing awareness of the arrangement of the room.
It was then that I noticed the opening. A narrow ventilation shaft, 

discreetly ztted into the wall, precisely where the transition between the 
larger rooms and the inner chamber took place. It was not visible at zrst 
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glance, but its placement—and the faint diBerence in the movement of 
the air—made its function clear.

I moved slowly in its direction. Not as one seeking, but as one still 
examining.

A smaller sculpture stood upon a table at a suitable distance. I stopped 
beside it, bent slightly forward, and let my ga:e rest upon its surface, as 
though it were this alone that occupied my full attention.

From there I could hear. Not everything—but enough.
One of the voices I recogni:ed at once. Cardinal Mariano Rampolla 

del Tindaro. The other belonged to the countess.
There was a brief pause, and then the cardinal’s voice sounded, sub-

dued, yet without hesitation… HIt cannot continue in this manner.9
A pause.
HMeasures must be taken.9
The countess’s answer came calmly. HIt is continuing already.9
She let the words fall without haste. HIt would be0 di8cult to stop.9
A moment of silence followed.
Then the cardinal again… HAnd the Englishman19
A brief pause.
I did not hear her movement, but I registered the change in her voice. 

H?e knows what he is to know.9
The silence stretched a little longer this time.
Then, lower… H?e must not come any nearer.9
Nothing more was said.
The footsteps approached again.
I allowed myself to bend a little farther over the sculpture, as though 

some particular detail required my attention. I did not alter my position 
but let my presence fall wholly into the rest of the room’s activity.

The door was opened. The footsteps passed. And were gone.
I  remained by the sculpture for another moment before slowly 

straightening. There was nothing in my movement to suggest that any-
thing unusual had taken place. Only when the silence had once more 
settled did I move toward the inner room.
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The door no longer stood under observation, as I had expected it 
would not.

I entered.
The icon stood before me, unchanged in its appearance. I approached 

it and repeated my examination—not hurriedly, but with the same me-
thodical precision that had earlier led me to my conclusion.

The structure of the lapis appeared with the same irregular clarity. The 
light was broken into small, living variations. There was no doubt. This 
was still the original.

I let my ga:e rest upon it for a moment, as though to hold fast to this 
one certain point in a matter that increasingly seemed to shift beneath 
me. For my attention was no longer centered upon the icon alone. The 
conversation I had just overheard did not readily zt itself into the pattern 
I had thus far established. The pieces I had believed were on the point of 
falling into place now seemed capable of assuming other meanings—and 
possibly of belonging to an altogether diBerent arrangement.

I had earlier had occasion to assume that the case could be bounded. 
It now seems to me less likely. Rather, it appears to be expanding. Not 
merely in scope, but in character.

I cannot exclude the possibility that the countess is playing a role I have 
not yet understood.

The game, which I had thought I understood in its basic form, is not 
concluded. It has been opened anew.

My dear Watson,�
I znd it advisable to gather my observations before taking the next step.

The connection I had earlier only sensed between the events in Paris 
and what I have now had occasion to observe here in Rome no longer 
presents itself to me as accidental. On the contrary, it appears structural.

What we in Paris regarded as a series of isolated incidents has here 
assumed another character. It is no longer a question of individual works 
or isolated acts. It is an organi:ation.

And like every system, it must have its point of departure—or at least 
a connection that can be followed backward.
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It therefore does not strike me as improbable that the key to what is 
now unfolding in Rome is in fact to be found in what we have already 
seen in Paris.

Not in the obvious. 7ut in what was overlooked. There must have 
been some detail to which we did not then attach su8cient importance. 
A repetition, a pattern, or a connection, which only now—in the light 
of the larger picture—can be recogni:ed.

I therefore znd myself compelled to return to that beginning. I have 
decided to communicate with Monsieur Moreau. Whether he is still in 
prison, I cannot say with certainty, but I have chosen to let the letter pass 
through our mutual acquaintance, Camille Ardent, whose discretion 
and resourcefulness I continue to regard as reliable.

It is my intention to have conzrmed—or disproved—whether the 
traces we then had in hand follow a route we have not yet mapped.

Should this prove to be the case, the aBair will not merely change 
direction. It will change in scope.

I give you here the letter in its full extent…

My dear Monsieur Moreau,

I take the liberty of addressing you once again, as the matter we began in 
Paris has now assumed a character far exceeding its original frame.

What we then regarded as a series of isolated forgeries now appears to me 
as parts of a far more extensive and coherent structure. The traces point not 
in one direction, but in several—and it is precisely this circumstance that 
makes it difficult to delimit the matter with the precision I should otherwise 
prefer.

There is, however, one element that still remains fixed.
The pigment.
The blue color produced from lapis, whose particular qualities we both 

had occasion to note in Paris, appears not merely to be an accidental choice, 
but rather a recurring mark. Here, in Rome, I have had the opportunity to 
study its use at the source—and I can now state with reasonable certainty 
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that the technique we observed has its origin in the restoration workshops 
operating under the highest artistic standards.

This, however, raises a question to which I did not at the time attach 
sufficient weight.

How does this pigment move in purely logistical terms?
I must therefore ask you to recall whether, in your investigations in Paris, 

there emerged any indication of its route. Were there signs of a particular 
supply chain, a repetition in the deliveries, or a connection that may have 
been overlooked as ordinary commerce?

I permit myself to offer a preliminary supposition.
It does not seem improbable to me that such a distribution could not take 

place without some form of institutional framework. The places where art 
is not merely kept, but also maintained and restored, must necessarily have 
access to precisely such materials—and on a scale exceeding the ordinary.

It would therefore be natural to assume that the connection is of a com-
mercial kind.

I shall not at present draw hasty conclusions, but I find it necessary 
to examine whether, in Paris, there were traces that might point in this 
direction.

Any information you may be able to recall—a name, or even the smallest 
detail—may prove of decisive importance.

With highest esteem,
Sherlock Holmes





Letter VII
FATHER LORENZO BELLINI

December 7, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
It gives me an unusual, though no less sincere, pleasure to begin these 
lines with an inquiry into your own well-being. I trust that you are 
in good health, and that your daily existence proceeds in a tranquility 
which you especially deserve. Allow me also to express the hope that you 
continue to look well after the household in Baker Street—and not least 
after Mrs. Hudson, to whose care and steadfastness we both owe more 
than we have perhaps ever fully acknowledged.

I still await a reply from Monsieur Moreau.
His situation makes it uncertain, however, when such a reply may 

reach me. Should he still be under detention, I must necessarily prepare 
myself for the likelihood that any communication will be delayed—if 
indeed it can be carried out at all.

I cannot permit the matter to remain at rest in the meantime. I must 
work in parallel.

It is now clear to me that this case cannot be followed through traces 
alone in the traditional sense. The individual Nndings—the pigment, 
the works, the seemingly isolated incidents—have proved insuPcient 
when considered separately. What emerges instead is a network, in which 
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persons and positions appear to be of as great an importance as the 
physical evidence.

I have therefore decided to direct my attention toward those persons.
The Nrst whom I wish to examine more closely is the archivist, Mon-

sieur Valli.
His role in this system strikes me as signiNcant. Eot necessarily as 

an active force, but as the one who determines what may be known 
and what remains concealed. Such a point within the structure must 
necessarily be examined with the greatest care.

I therefore intend to pay a visit to the archive. Eot in the character of 
an investigator, but under a pretext that will not attract undue attention.

It seems natural to me to choose a sub:ect that may readily be associat-
ed with my origins. The ’nglish Frusades—and in particular the course 
of ;ing Cichard the 4irst in the Holy Land—will scarcely give rise to 
suspicion. 6n the contrary, it will appear a Ntting and expected area of 
interest for a visitor of British origin.

This will give me access to the documents. But more important still5 it 
will give me the opportunity to observe the archivist in his own domain. 
There, where his function is not merely visible, but active.

6n this day I chose to make my way to the archive on foot.
It seemed advisable to me not merely to move from one point to 

another, but to allow the city itself to emerge as part of the investigation. 
Come does not permit itself to be reduced to placesY it must be observed 
in its movement, in its transitions, in the rhythm with which its inhabi-
tants and visitors glide through its spaces.

I therefore allowed my steps to follow the narrower streets, where the 
light breaks between the buildings, and where sounds are softened into a 
more concentrated form. Here the movement was less conspicuous, and 
observation the freer for it.

As always, I permitted myself to register without fastening upon any-
thing. A priest who paused a moment too long at a gate. A tradesman 
whose attention seemed directed more toward the passersby than toward 
his wares. A group of pilgrims whose shared pace was determined by a 
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single member among them. Eone of this was in itself remarkable. But 
the whole was.

I turned a street corner. And there—at a distance which was neither 
accidental nor intrusive—I again observed the Ngure who had previously 
attracted my attention. The Hat Man.

He was not standing still. Eeither was he moving visibly in my di-
rection. “et there was a relation between his position and my own that 
could not be explained away. Eo direct exchange took placeY our eyes did 
not meet. And yet our movements were ad:usted to one another with a 
precision that excluded chance. The distance was maintained. Without 
being visibly corrected.

I continued my walk without altering my pace.
He did the same.
It now seemed to me less likely that he wished to be noticed. Cather, 

his purpose appeared to be another. Eot to be seen—but to be certain 
that I was.

I paused for a moment before the entrance to the archive. Eot in 
hesitation, but in observation. It is my experience that the few seconds 
employed before an entry often yield more than what may later be 
deduced from within. I therefore let my gaDe move discreetly over the 
square, without Nxing it upon any one point.

After a short time, I saw him. Eot close by but not placed at random 
either. By the fountain. The silhouette was recogniDable even at that dis-
tance. He was doing nothing that might attract notice. “et his presence 
was suPcient. He had taken up a position from which he could observe 
without himself appearing to be an observer. That was suPcient for me. 
I turned and went in.

The admission, which had previously required a name, now seemed 
to have become a habit. I was received without question and led onward 
through the inner rooms with a calm that can arise only in systems where 
the movement has already been accepted.

I was brought to the archive.
He stood where I expected him to be. Archivist Valli.
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He regarded me for a moment, as though allowing recognition to 
settle into place before he spoke. ”…r. Harrington.?

A brief pause.
”“ou are still seeking the truth.? There was in his tone something that 

might be taken as dry—and at the same time a slight hint of irony.
I nodded. ”Truth has many faces,? I replied, ”not least here in Come.?
I let my gaDe rest upon him for a moment. ”That must apply to the 

Vatican as well, Monsieur Valli.?
He nodded slowly, almost thoughtfully. ”Fertainly7 certainly, …r. 

Harrington.?
His gaDe grew sharper. ”And how may I be of assistance to you—more 

concretelyJ?
I stated my errand without further circumlocution. ”As an ’nglish-

man, I have long entertained an interest in the Frusades. I should there-
fore be grateful to have access to documents concerning ;ing Cichard 
the 4irstOs course in the Holy Land—provided such materials are to be 
found here.?

A slight shift in his expression. Almost a brightening. ”“ou have come 
to the right place.?

He turned. ”4ollow me.?
I did as instructed.
We moved among the high shelves, where documents and rolls were 

arranged in a system that at Nrst glance seemed impenetrable, but which 
bore the mark of a strict and deliberate order. Valli led me onward with 
assurance, without hesitation, without searching. Like a man who not 
only knew the archive—but mastered it.

Valli stopped at one of the deeper rows and let his hand move with 
certainty along the spines, as though he did not read them, but recog-
niDed them. Without hesitation he drew forth two volumes. Thick, dark 
in their binding, and with a weight that seemed equal to their contents. 
He laid them before me.

”Here,? he said with a faint smile, ”you will Nnd the whole truth.? 
There was a slight emphasis on the word that did not escape my notice.



L’TT’C VII j8

”And should you, …r. Harrington,? he continued, ”have need of assis-
tance—whether with translation or other matters—I would recommend 
4ather LorenDo Bellini.?

He made a brief, precise motion with his hand down the aisle. ”He is 
a Gesuit priest and is of the greatest assistance to me here in the archive.?

I followed the direction. A tall Ngure stood at one of the upper shelves, 
dressed in the simple Gesuit cassock. He was occupied with his work and 
did not appear to allow himself to be disturbed by his surroundings. His 
movement was calm, without haste, but with a precision that testiNed to 
familiarity with what he handled.

I nodded. ”I am obliged to you.?
Valli returned the gesture, already on his way elsewhere.
I seated myself at one of the smaller tables and opened the Nrst volume. 

The paper bore the marks of age, but not of decay. The writing was 
dense, but orderly, and the Nrst lines conNrmed that I had indeed been 
given access to what I had requested.

I began to read. Eot in order to Nnd answers. But to observe what 
might present itself.

I had for some time been occupied with my examination of the Nrst 
volume when a voice—without any prior sign of a presence—made itself 
heard at my side.

”The ’nglish history in the Holy Land.?
I did not immediately raise my eyes.
”A most interesting—and, if I may say so, heroic chapter in the history 

of your country.?
I pushed my chair back slightly and turned.
The man stood closer than I should have thought possible without 

having registered his approach. He was tall, dressed in the simple Gesuit 
habit, which fell in calm, orderly folds. A pair of small reading glasses 
rested upon his nose, and his hair, which bore the mark of age, was 
fair—almost white—without appearing neglected.

I let my gaDe pass over him. Eot as a whole, but in details.
The hands Nrst. Long, slender Nngers, without any sign of hard labor, 

yet not without activity either. The nails well kept, but not vain. The 
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skin thin, with that slight translucence that often attends a life spent 
indoors—but without weakness.

The glasses next. A discreet frame, not of a cheap sort. The make 
suggested continental origin—not Italian, but rather 4rench or Cerman.

The cassock. Well, cared for, but not new. It bore marks of use, not 
wear. A distinction that is seldom accidental.

6n the whole, a man whose appearance did not seek to emphasiDe 
itself—but neither did it allow itself to be reduced to the surroundings. 
An intellectual.

And so, it seemed to me, a man possessed of a certain independence in 
his position—not merely part of the system, but one who moved within 
it without being wholly sub:ect to it.

I inclined my head slightly.
He returned the movement.
”4ather Bellini,? he said. ”LorenDo Bellini. Gesuit.?
He paused brieDy, as though considering his phrasing.
”In all modesty, I have had occasion to travel through a good part of 

the known world. 4rance, Cermany, …enmark, Holland—and naturally 
the Holy Land. ’ngland, by contrast, I have not yet had the pleasure of 
seeing.?

I allowed my head to incline slightly. ”Then you will Nnd it less sunny, 
though not necessarily less interesting.?

A faint smile. ”So, I have heard.?
He let his gaDe move brieDy over the open volume before me. ”Should 

you require assistance—linguistic, historical, or perhaps merely7 of per-
spective—I should be glad to place myself at your disposal.?

A slight motion of the hand, as though dismissing something unspo-
ken. ”As a more neutral observer. Eot bound to any single tradition or 
doctrine but possessed of a certain familiarity with several.?

I regarded him for a moment. His tone was eEortless. His oEer with-
out weight. And for that very reason not without signiNcance.

”I thank you,? I replied. ”It may prove useful.?
He nodded again, as though this were already understood. And with-

out further remark he allowed me to return to the text.�
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My dear Watson,�
Rermit me here to add a few remarks which concern not directly the 
documents I have had before me, but rather the man who unexpectedly 
entered into my investigation.

4ather LorenDo Bellini strikes me as being of a character one does not 
often encounter in such surroundings.

His knowledge is obvious, but not demonstrative. His bearing is mod-
est but not subordinate. And what strikes me as most remarkable is that 
he appears to move within this system without being entirely bound by 
it.

It is a quality I do not readily overlook.
Rerhaps I have—amidst this, which I can only describe as an empire 

of truth—found a man who understands that truth cannot be separated 
from a knowledge of diEerences. That it rests not upon documents 
alone, but upon insight into the cultures from which they arise. And 
above all, that it requires a certain independence from those who lay 
claim to administering it.

I am, naturally, fully aware of the need for reserve in :udgments of this 
kind.

And yet I permit myself to note this much5 this LorenDo Bellini may 
prove of decisive assistance to me. Eot least in a situation where I must 
otherwise seek my allies in an environment where all seems woven to-
gether by the Nnest—and most diPcult to disentangle—threads.

“ours devotedly,�
Sherlock Holmes





Letter VIII
DE TRANSLATIO IMAGINIS

December 11, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
I spent the following days, to a considerable extent, in the archive.

It seemed to me not merely advisable, but necessary, to allow time 
to work on my behalf in that room. I directed my attention in two 
directions.

The Hrst was the archivist, Monsieur Valli.
It was clear to me that his position extended farther than his title 

immediately suggested. qe was fre…uently sought out, not only by those 
who had some concrete business, but also by persons whose presence 
appeared to be of a moreC informal character. -onversations were con—
ducted in brief exchanges, glances were shared, and decisions at times 
seemed to be made without words.

qe moved within all this with a naturalness that testiHed to both 
oversight and control.

The second direction was the documents themselves.
I continued my examination of texts concerning the -rusades, not 

with a view to their historical  content,  but to their construction. 
Their structure, their phrasing, the slight variations in the language, 
andSmost importantSthe places where the hand changed, though 
the meaning apparently did not. -orrections that were not corrections. 
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-ontinuations that were not accidental. Pot clearly enough for a con—
clusionSbut su“cient to attract my attention.

Nnd amid all this I must confess that I found a certain …uiet in the 
company of 7ather ”ellini. It is not often that I render myself dependent 
upon the presence of others in my work. Nnd yet it seemed to me that 
here I had found a man whose understanding did not obstruct my own, 
but rather supplemented it.

Pot since my association with Monsieur Moreau in Earis have, I had 
occasion to make a similar observation.

We exchanged few words. ”ut the few that were spoken were su“—
cient.

The following day I presented myself once more at the archive.
”ellini had, it seemed, already anticipated my arrival. qe had laid a 

document out upon the table.
DThis,j he said calmly as I approached, Dwill interest you.j
I took my seat. Nnd began to read.
The document bore the title :e Translatio Imaginis and was com—

posed by 7rancesco Nldrovani.
I turned through it with care. Nt Hrst glance alone it was clear to me 

that this was no ordinary text. The handwriting was unusually beau—
tifulSnot merely in form, but in consistency. Rvery line was balanced, 
every transition carefully ad3usted. In several places the text was accom—
panied by small sketches, executed with a sureness that testiHed to both 
technical skill and aesthetic understanding.

It was not hurried work. It was a work.
DThis will interest you,j ”ellini had said. Nnd after a brief pause had 

added; DNnd perhaps even more this.j qe had then placed an Rnglish 
translation beside the original.

I gave him a slight nod and allowed him to leave me without further 
words. Thereafter I directed my attention to the text.

Its contents were formulated in a language at once scholarly and re—
markably sober. It did not describe forgerySa word evidently too coarse 
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and imprecise to be employed hereSbut rather an art. N discipline. The 
Dtranslationj of an image.

I …uickly observed that a more direct term would have been imita—
tionSor even copyingSbut such words would not merely have been 
insu“cient? they would have been inappropriate in relation to the workOs 
own conception of itself. qere there was no …uestion of deception. ”ut 
of reproduction.

The document set forth in detail the technical aspects of this process. 
The selection of materials, the structure of pigments, the treatment of 
surfaces, and the various layers by which an image might be built up 
orSas it was phrased hereSrecreated. ”ut it did not stop at craftsman—
ship.

Ns I read further, it became clear that the text moved into a more 
principled realm. It spoke of the application of such recreations. Ff their 
role and function.

Nn image, according to Nldrovani, could maintain its signiHcance 
even when its physical form was reproduced elsewhereSprovided the 
reproduction was perfect in its execution and correct in its context. The 
original was not necessarily bound to a single place. In a certain sense, it 
could exist in multiple forms.

I paused for a moment in my reading. There was in this not merely a 
technical account. ”ut an idea. Nnd possiblySa 3ustiHcation. I contin—
ued.

7ather ”ellini had withdrawn slightly once I began my examination of 
the document. Pot so far as to leave the room, but su“ciently that his 
presence did not make itself felt. qe moved among the shelves with the 
same calm precision I had noticed before, and allowed me to immerse 
myself without interruption.

When after some time I let my eyes rise from the text, he was again near. 
qe stood by the edge of the table. Like one who had already foreseen that 
a …uestion might arise.

I let my ga4e rest for a moment upon the document before me before 
I spoke. DThis 7rancesco Nldrovani,j I asked, without truly expecting an 
elaborate reply, Dis he a known HgureYj
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N brief pause.
DNre his worksC respected in the tradition you represent hereYj I 

added, clarifying my in…uiry.
”ellini answered without hesitation. Dqe is the most widely read.j
I looked up.
There was no emphasis in his voice. Po hint of exaggeration.
DThis document is not uni…ue,j he continued calmly. DIt is one among 

several.j qe let his ga4e pass brie6y over the volume. DNnd it belongs to 
a series of writings that, to a considerable degree, form the basis of the 
work carried out here.j

N slight pause.
DIn the workshops,j he continued.
I laid my hand upon the page. There was in this answer an implication 

that could not easily be dismissed. D@ou mean,j I said slowly, Dthat these 
principles are not merely theoretical.j

”ellini nodded. DThey are applied.j
I let my hand pass …uietly across the page, as though to gather the 

impression before closing the volume. There was no need for further 
…uestions. Pot at that moment. I rose.

D@ou have been of considerable assistance to me, 7ather ”ellini,j I said. 
DI owe you my thanks.j

qe did not answer the words at once, but regarded me for a moment 
with the same calm presence I had gradually begun to associate with him.

DI assume,j I continued, Dthat we shall have occasion to continue this 
conversation.j

Nn almost imperceptible nod. DThat would please me.j
I made my papers ready to be put back but paused for a moment when 

he spoke again.
DI am, of course, at your disposal.j
qis voice was unchanged, but the words seemed to possess a wider 

scope than their immediate meaning suggested. DMy knowledge is not 
limited to the documents here in the archive.j

N brief pause.
D”ut includes what as well is otherwise undertaken in this place.j
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I looked at him.
qe had already turned slightly away, as though the remark re…uired no 

further attention.
I nodded. Nnd left the archive.

My dear Watson,�
Eermit me to continue these notes with a certain enthusiasm, which you 
may perhaps Hnd unusual, but which I see no reason to conceal.

My visit to the archive has not merely conHrmed my earlier supposi—
tionsSit has enlarged them.

Monsieur Valli continues to present himself as a central Hgure. qis 
role does not seem to be executive, but directive. qe moves with an 
assurance that bespeaks oversight, and his circle of associationSwhich I 
have continued to have occasion to observeSconHrms that his in6uence 
extends farther than his title at Hrst suggests.

The archive itself deserves in this connection a separate remark. It 
is not merely a place where documents are kept. It is a place where 
knowledge is gatheredSand, I must add, organi4ed.

There are traces here of almost everything. Nnd therefore, necessarily, 
also of that which I seek. I therefore attach no small importance to the 
fact that I now seem to have obtained a certain accessSnot merely to the 
rooms, but to the persons who move within them.

I must particularly emphasi4e 7ather Loren4o ”ellini. qe may prove 
of inestimable assistance to me. This day conHrmed that impression.

I presented myself earlier than on the preceding days, with the inten—
tion of spending as much time as possible in the archive. My access now 
seemed to be fully acceptedSboth at the entrance to the Vatican and 
with Monsieur Valli, who this time contented himself with a brief nod 
and a smile that re…uired no further exchange.

I took my place at my customary table and resumed work with a 
document I had not yet examined to the end.

Nfter some time, I noticed that ”ellini was approaching.
qe carried two sheets.
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Without preamble, he laid them before me and then continued on his 
way, as though the act in itself were su“cient.

I turned my attention to the material, which proved to be newspaper 
clippings. Fne from Earis. The other from Pew @ork. ”oth written in 
Rnglish.

I began to read without any particular expectation. The contents 
seemed at Hrst of limited signiHcance; a notice of the opening of an art 
exhibition in Earis and, in the other case, the dedication of a church in 
Pew @ork. I continued reading.

Fnly some way into the text did I notice the coincidence. The same 
painting was mentioned in both places. In Earis as a donation to a muse—
um and in Pew @ork as part of the decoration of the church in …uestion.

I read both articles once more. This time with closer attention. There 
was no doubt. The descriptions were identical. The photographSre—
produced in both articlesSconHrmed it. The dates, however, diCered by 
approximately one year.

I laid the sheets aside and let my ga4e rest for a moment before me. It 
was a clear pattern. The workshops did not merely work with restora—
tion. They worked with reproductions. Nnd these reproductionsSor 
possibly the originalsSwere distributed to places where their presence 
would not immediately be called into …uestion. Museums. -hurches. 
Institutions.

I was beginning to sense the full extent of the system.



Letter IX
AN ART AUCTION IN PARIS

December 13, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
On the morning in question, I had intended to resume my work in the 
archive, when an occurrence intervened that made a change of plans 
necessary.

During breakfast—which otherwise was without any remarkable fea-
ture—a folded note was placed before me. The waiter did so without a 
word.

I let my hand rest for a moment upon the paper before opening it. The 
name of a place. A café. Eleven o’clock. Nothing further.

I examined the paper more closely. It was not unfamiliar to me. The 
texture was the same. The folding identical. The quality and thickness 
of the paper corresponded to what I had previously had in hand. And 
most important of all: the handwriting bore the same characteristics—a 
steady hand, without unnecessary variation. There was no doubt that 
the sender was the same.

I set the note down.
My original plan had been simple: a direct movement toward the 

archive and a continuation of the investigations I had begun there. I 
chose to depart from my plan, left the hotel, and made my way in the 
direction of the address indicated.
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My thoughts did not gather around any single matter but moved 
among several. I returned in mind to the workshops. To the moment 
when I had observed the countess in conversation with Cardinal Mar-
iano Rampolla del Tindaro. Their exchange had been brief, but not 
without signizcance. It had borne the mark of familiarity—and at the 
same time of a restrained tension that could not be explained by ordinary 
acquaintance.

I also allowed my thoughts to turn toward Father LorenBo …ellini. The 
trust that had been shown to me—and which I must admit I had, to a 
certain extent, returned—did not seem to me without importance. It is 
rare for me to allow myself to lean upon another in such investigations. 
And yet his presence had proved to beH eèective.

At last my reGections returned to Monsieur Moreau. 9is reply, which 
I still awaited, had lost none of its relevance. On the contrary. The 
questions now before me increasingly seemed to have their origin in what 
we had already touched upon in Paris.

I continued on my way. The city opened before me in its usual move-
ments, but for my own part its direction had changed.

I paused for a moment at a corner where the street widened somewhat, 
and let my hand draw forth my pipe, packed it carefully, and lit it with 
the calm the occasion allowed. The smoke rose steadily, and with it my 
thoughts settled into place.

The countess did not summon me without purpose. Of that there was 
no doubt. I brieGy reviewed the possible explanations.

She might wish for an account—a report of my observations. That 
seemed to me less likely. She had thus far shown a knowledge that reached 
farther than what I myself had yet put into words.

There remained another possibility.
That she wished to lead me onward. Not necessarily by giving me 

answers—but by placing me somewhere I might znd them for myself.
I noted this as the most plausible reason for the meeting.

I arrived at the Antico Caèj “reco at the appointed hour.
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Even at a distance the place declared itself. The tables were occupied 
by artists whose hands bore traces of their work, aristocrats with a certain 
distance from their surroundings, and persons of the better bourgeoisie 
for whom time was not a limitation, but a domain at their disposal.

The arrangement proved more extensive than the facade had zrst sug-
gested. The café continued inward through a succession of rooms, where 
the light fell more dimly, and where the atmosphere assumed another 
character—less outward, more concentrated.

I let my gaBe move slowly through the room. At a table somewhat far-
ther inside sat two men and a woman in a conversation which—without 
being heated—bore the mark of a certain intensity. Their voices were 
raised 0ust enough for the substance to be sensed. The tone suggested 
politics.

I allowed my gaBe to continue.
In a corner, at a table meant for two, she sat. Alone.
I noticed at once that she had arrived before me.
She sat slightly reclined, with an attentiveness that was not directed 

toward any one point, yet nonetheless seemed to encompass the room as 
a whole. Not with any sign of impatience, but with a calm that clearly 
showed the interval of waiting had already been reckoned into her dis-
position.

My gaBe had scarcely settled upon her before I observed the manner in 
which she belonged to her surroundings.

She was elegantly dressed, but without any kind of display. Nothing 
in her appearance sought to draw attention, and for that very reason it 
did so. 9er style was attuned to the place—or perhaps, rather, the place 
was attuned to her.

As I approached the table, she lifted her hand in a brief, precise motion 
indicating that I might take my seat.

I nodded and sat down. Without beginning the conversation, I drew 
out my pipe and began to pack it. It is, as you know, an act that not only 
serves its practical purpose, but also gives a ztting rhythm to thought.

YI have taken the liberty of ordering coèee,J she said.
I nodded again, without raising my eyes.
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YVou have had productive days, Mr. 9olmes,J the countess continued.
I allowed time to do its work for a moment.
1ust then the waiter approached and set the service upon the table. A 

small porcelain pot, two cups, and a service whose simplicity testized to 
quality rather than ornament. The movement was calm, almost noise-
less.

Only when he had withdrawn did I raise my eyes. YThey have been 
eventful days,J I said quietly. YAnd my observations have not been with-
out result.J

She took up the cup, sipped lightly at the coèee, and let her gaBe 
rest upon me. YIs there anything in particular,J she said, Ythat has con-
tributed to this progress2J There was no sharpness in the question.

I brought the pipe to my lips and allowed the zrst smoke to spread 
in a calm, controlled motion. A thin veil settled between us—not as 
concealment, but as distance.

I had considered my answer on the way, but it did not seem advisable 
to give it too quickly.

YI have spent part of the time in the Uatican Archive,J I said. YA place 
which must in itself be described asH remarkable.J

I let my eyes rest upon her for a moment. YAnd not without prozt.J
She nodded slightly. YWith assistance from the archivist, Monsieur 

Ualli2J
I let the question hang for a moment.
YIn part,J I replied. Y…ut to a greater degree through anotherH con-

nection.J
I took another quiet pull at the pipe. YA person whose insight has 

proved particularly useful.J
I got no farther.
She leaned slightly forward. Not hastily—but with a clear alteration in 

her attention.
YAm I to understand you correctly, Mr. 9olmes,J she said, now in a 

sharper and more direct tone, Yif I mention the name LorenBo …ellini2J
She looked at me. Penetratingly. Like one who not only wanted an 

answer—but expected it.
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I allowed myself no visible reaction to the name she had 0ust uttered. 
That would have been premature. I brought the pipe once more to my 
lips, let the smoke gather, and nodded lightly.

YVes,J I said calmly. YFather LorenBo …ellini has been of considerable 
assistance to me. A man of extensive knowledge—and of a remarkable 
ability to make it accessible.J

She leaned slightly forward over the table. 9er gaBe now rested directly 
upon me, and her voice—low, yet without hesitation—carried a dièerent 
weight than before.

YThat man is dangerous.J
I stopped and laid the pipe upon the table. I looked at her, without 

forming any immediate 0udgment.
YWill you elaborate2J
She leaned back again, as though the words had already been chosen 

and now had only to be given their proper form. 9er tone was calm once 
more.

YThat 1esuit priest was intended for a very high post.J She kept her 
eyes upon me.

I waited.
Y…ut he was moved,J she continued. YCircumstances made it neces-

sary.J
YVou imply a demotion, Countess.J
YI imply,J she answered without hesitation, Ythat he perhaps did not 

understand the task of mediation—and in particular not its limitations.J
A brief pause.
YIt requires both opennessH and proper discretionH to administer a 

position of power.J
I heard her words. …ut I did not allow them to znd an answer at once.
We both drank our coèee in silence.
When she set her cup down, she did so with a calm that left no doubt 

the conversation had reached its conclusion.
Y…eware of that man,J she said.
I did not answer. …ut I took note of it.
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After her znal remark, she let her hand rise in a brief, almost imper-
ceptible motion.

The waiter was at her side without hesitation.
She settled the account with the same discreet precision that had 

marked her entire bearing and then rose. No further words. No con-
cluding gesture.

She left the café.
I remained seated.
The pipe found its way once more into my hand, and I let the smoke 

gather in a calm veil before me while I allowed the moment to settle into 
place.

There were more guests outside now. The voices had altered in char-
acter—not louder, but denser. The movement at the tables had grown 
more interwoven, and the earlier calm had taken on another intensity.

I let my gaBe move toward the entrance. And stopped.
At a table with his back turned sat a man. The hat was tall.
I had no need to see his face. What I saw was su5cient. The room was 

not so large that any presence went unregistered.
I laid the pipe aside and rose. My next destination was the Uatican 

Archive.

Hpon my arrival at the archive, I was received by Monsieur Ualli. 9e came 
forward with his customary composure and let a slight smile accompany 
his words.

YVou are most welcome, Dr. 9arrington. I must confess to admiring 
your patience—and not least your perseverance in the search for truth. I 
hope my modest archive may be able to contribute the answers you seek.J

I nodded brieGy and did not permit the remark to occasion any further 
exchange. My steps led me directly toward the table that had by now 
become my regular place in the room. I had scarcely taken my seat before 
his voice reached me again—this time from behind, without his having 
followed me all the way there.

YFather LorenBo …ellini is not present today, by the way,J he said.
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A brief pause.
Y…ut he has left something for you.J
I did not turn.
YOne moment,J he added.
I let my hands rest upon the table and waited.
Shortly afterward I heard his steps approaching.
9e laid a letter before me. On the front was written: Dr. 9arrington. 

I noticed the seal at once. The seal of the archive.
I took up the letter.
YDid you seal it, Monsieur Ualli2J I asked calmly.
9e shook his head slightly.
YNo.J
A faint smile.
YFather …ellini himself did so. 9e makesH frequent use of his privi-

leges.J
I let my gaBe rest for a moment upon the seal. There was in this detail 

a signizcance that could not yet be fully determined. I nodded.
Ualli withdrew without further remark.
I was alone again and could without hesitation break the seal and open 

the envelope.
It contained no letter. Instead I found a printed notice—a kind of an-

nouncement—concerning an impending art auction, which, according 
to the information given, was to take place the following Saturday in 
Paris. The material bore the character of a small brochure.

It listed a number of works that were to come under the hammer—ti-
tles, artists, and in certain cases only the indication of the place of origin, 
where the artist’s name was either unknown or deliberately omitted.

I let my gaBe move slowly down the list. Approximately twenty-zve 
lots. Nothing immediately remarkable. And yet—three of the titles were 
marked. A single cross beside each.

I took out my lens and examined the markings more closely. The ink 
dièered slightly from the print. The pressure of the line was dièerent. 
The movement less mechanical. There was no doubt. The markings 
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had been added afterward. Not as part of the original printing, but as 
a subsequent intervention.

I laid the lens aside and looked again at the list. It did not seem likely 
to me that this was accidental. The most immediate explanation was that 
the markings had been made by Father LorenBo …ellini. And that it was 
precisely these three works that held the greatest signizcance for me.

I then read the list once more. More slowly. With greater attention.
The three marked works now stood forth more clearly. Two paintings 

and one sculpture. I noted the titles.
I allowed the brochure to remain lying before me for a moment, 

without taking any further action. It seemed advisable not to give the 
impression of haste.

After some time I rose.
My next destination was clear to me: the Uatican workshops.
Admission to the workshops had by now become so eèortless that it 

could almost be described as routine.
9alf an hour after leaving the archive, I once more stood among the 

many works under restoration—and I permitted myself to note, under 
reproduction.

I made a slow circuit of the room. Not with haste, but with the 
necessary patience such places require.

The brochure from the auction still lay clearly in my memory, and 
I continually compared the works I passed with the titles I had 0ust 
reviewed.

Suddenly I stopped. …efore me hung a painting whose title I had no 
di5culty recalling from the list.

A landscape. The sub0ect appeared to come from Liguria—the north-
ern coast, where the light falls dièerently than farther south. The colors 
were balanced with a precision that testized not merely to technical skill, 
but to familiarity with the place.

I continued my progress through the room.
After some time, I found yet another work that could be connected 

with one of the marked titles in the brochure. Another sub0ect.
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I noted the coincidence, and it was now clear to me that a full under-
standing of this relationship could not be obtained through investiga-
tions in Rome alone. The auction in Paris must be included.

I was therefore obliged to consider how such a movement might in 
practice be carried out.

There is in this connection yet another matter I must take under 
advisement. My own presence would in every respect appear unrealistic.

I recalled that on previous occasions there had been reason to make 
use of a person whose abilities in such contexts have proved especially 
serviceable.

The woman of many faces.
Camille Ardent.
It therefore seems natural to me to seek her assistance once more.
Tomorrow, as my zrst act, I shall send her an express letter requesting 

that she present herself and attend the auction.





Letter X
THE LETTER FROM MOREAU

December 15, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
After several eventful days, I had originally resolved to allow time to work 
on my behalf.

There are, as you know, moments when action is required—and oth-
ers when it is far more fruitful to await the reactions that must necessarily 
follow.

My reFections in this regard gathered themselves around two matters.
pirst, my communication to Monsieur Moreau, whose reSly I had not 

yet received, but whose imSortance had not diminished with the new 
connections that had come to light.

Pecond, the forthcoming art auction in xaris on the following Patur-
day.

As my Crst act that morning, I had sent an ejSress letter to Madame 
Namille Ardent, with a request that she—should the letter reach her in 
time—be in a Sosition to Sresent herself at the auction.

Thereafter it had been my intention to let the days Sroceed in a quieter 
rhythm, with daily observations. A review of the newsSaSers.

And, I Sermitted myself to note, a certain attention to my SiSe, which 
in recent days had not received the care it might Eustly ejSect.
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Taken altogether, I had SreSared myself to give my thoughts time to 
settle into their SroSer order.

zut that was not how matters were to Sroceed.
After breakfast I had taken my Slace in the hotel foyer, where—in the 

comSany of my SiSe—I allowed the moment to subside into calm.
It was there that one of the waiters aSSroached me and informed me 

that a letter had arrived, which could be collected from the hotel o:ce 
uSon acknowledgment of receiSt.

I rose without delay and followed him.
It Sroved to be the reSly I had been awaiting. prom Monsieur Moreau.
My dear Watson,
I enclose herewith the letter in its original form, so that you may 

yourself form an imSression of it, without my own remarks beforehand 
coloring your reading.

I have, naturally, read it through several times myself.
And I Sermit myself only to observe that it contains information of no 

small signiCcance.

DDD

Watson8s gaHe fell uSon the smaller enveloSe, which now lay uSon the 
desk.

Addressed to9 0r. 1arold 1arrington.
The seal had been broken. zut its imSression still stood out clearly in 

the waj. The signature9 N.A.
Watson regarded it for a moment and then oSened the letter.

My dear Dr. Harrington—or should I rather say Sigurdson… or perhaps 
simply my Norwegian friend with the English accent,

I write to you from my present lodgings, which, as you know, are not of a 
voluntary nature. I continue to await the hearing of my case. I still enter-
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tain the hope that the matter in its essence rests upon a misunderstanding, 
but it must at the same time be acknowledged that Professor Delacroix has 
succeeded in compromising my person to a degree not easily dismissed.

I expect that the case will come on within the month, and that thereafter 
I shall once more be a free man.

Until then, however, I have not been without opportunities.
A prison is—as you may well imagine—a world unto itself. My fellow 

prisoners, if I may employ so imprecise a designation, represent to a great 
extent that stratum of society of which one in freedom gains only glimpses 
through fragments. Here it is gathered together. And here people speak.

It has therefore been of considerable use to me to be able to converse with 
persons possessed of an intimate knowledge of what I permit myself to call 
the domain of shadows in Paris.

You inquired specifically about the pigment—and the possible routes by 
which it might have been transported from Rome to Paris.

Several explanations exist.
But the traces gather—with remarkable consistency—around one par-

ticular circle: the Roman Jesuit order. One name appears repeatedly.
I cannot explain with complete certainty its precise significance. But it 

cannot be ignored.
The name is: Lorenzo Bellini.
The deliveries of pigment that have been the subject of our earlier re-

flections appear, with considerable probability, to be traceable back to this 
name.

I leave it to you to judge what weight should be attached to this.
There is one further matter that may be of interest to you.
A person with connections to the underworld in London has recently been 

observed in a number of different contexts here in Paris.
The name mentioned is Sebastian Moran.
I do not know whether it is known to you.
But when it is spoken here, it is rarely done without a certain lowering 

of the voice—and at times with something best described as fear. His con-
nection to organized forgery appears to be real, though his precise role is not 
yet clear.
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I therefore permit myself to recommend the necessary caution.
In all other respects, I hope that you are well, and that before long we 

may have occasion to resume our conversations under more fitting circum-
stances.

Yours devotedly,
Moreau

Watson read the letter once again. This time more slowly.
1is gaHe stoSSed at the two names—and remained there.
LorenHo zellini.
And Pebastian Moran.
’ach bore a weight that could not be overlooked. zut of a very di;er-

ent character.
The Crst name stirred a Sarticular uneasiness in him. Rot solely be-

cause of its content—but because of what it imSlied. That 1olmes, his 
old friend, might Sossibly have been mistaken. That he had shown trust 
where caution had been required. That a man who aSSeared learned and 
helSful might in truth be something quite di;erent.

The second name worked uSon him in another way. More direct, and 
more threatening.

Watson leaned back slightly in his chair. 1e knew that name. And he 
knew its signiCcance.

As heir to xrofessor Moriarty8s network, Moran was not merely an-
other criminal—but a man who acted where others Slanned.

A hunter. And a man one did not survive by underestimating.
Watson raised his hand to his brow and drew out his handkerchief. 

Bnly now did he feel the warmth in the room—or SerhaSs rather the 
tension the letter had left in him. 1e wiSed the SersSiration away. And 
read on in 1olmes8s letter9
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My dear Watson,�
The information Monsieur Moreau has sent comSels me to an acknowl-
edgment I cannot readily evade.

The name zellini—in the contejt in which it now aSSears—surSrises 
me. Rot because it is imSrobable. zut because I have already had occa-
sion to Slace trust in the man. I must therefore admit that I may, to some 
ejtent, have allowed myself to be led. This requires an adEustment in my 
assessment.

As for the name Moran, I can only associate it with India and a zritish 
colonel.

I have noted it. And shall keeS it under close observation.

=ours devotedly,�
Pherlock 1olmes





Letter XI
THE JESUIT PRIEST’S PALAZZO

December 17, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
It was at the breakfast table that I made my decision.

The hotel salon appeared as it had on the preceding days, with a calm 
and order that seemed almost untouched by the movements that other-
wise appeared to course through the city. The waiters moved noiselessly 
between the tables, and the conversations around me were subdued, 
almost as though they all belonged to another world than the one in 
which I myself found myself.

Before me stood the day’s Orst meal, yet I was obliged to acknowledge 
that it served more as an occasion for reHection than for any true nour-
ishment.

The information I had received, and the observations I had made in 
recent days, could no longer be Otted together with the same ease to 
which I had otherwise been accustomed. Sn the contrary, it seemed to 
me that each new detail not only contributed to the clariOcation but also 
enlarged the Oeld within which the case must be understood.

The name Bellini pressed itself forward with steadily increasing 
weight.

Ais role had thus far appeared helpful, almost indispensable, and yet 
it was precisely this accessibility that now gave rise to my greatest doubt. 
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4or in matters of this kind, it is seldom the man who hides himself that 
ought to attract the greatest attentionzbut rather the one who places 
himself at one’s disposal without reserve.

I considered brieHy the possibility of confronting him directly. It 
would have been the simplest course. But simplicity is rarely synony-
mous with clarity.

I therefore found it more advisable to seek him out once again and 
allow the meeting to develop without predetermined limits. P :uestion 
asked too early may close more doors than it opens, and I did not wish 
to lose the access I had obtained with some exort.

I allowed my gaVe to pass once more over the room, as though to assure 
myself that nothing there re:uired my further attention.

Then I rose. My decision had been made. I would seek out LorenVo 
Bellini.

In order not to let time slip from my grasp, I chose that morning to 
take a cab. It is not a habit to which I often surrender myself, since the 
rhythm of the city and the impressions one ac:uires on foot have often 
proved of greater value than speed itself. But this time it seemed to me 
that the matter had reached a point at which forward movement had to 
be accorded a certain priority.

I therefore allowed myself to be conveyed through the streets of Fome 
at an even but deOnite pace, and while the monotonous movement of 
the wheels beat out its rhythm against the cobblestones, I gathered my 
thoughts.

It was then that it struck me with a clarity I could no longer ignore5 
this case contained too many e“planationszand too few answers.

Cvery connection seemed possible. Cvery e“planation seemed, to a 
certain e“tent, capable of standing its ground. Pnd for that very reason, 
one of them must necessarily be wrong.

When I arrived at the archive, I was received by Prchivist ”alli, whose 
e“pression bore the same faintly mischievous cast I had previously no-
ticed in him. Ae greeted me with a friendliness that seemed as carefully 
measured as always and showed me in without further ado.
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I wasted no time on introductory remarks but asked at once for 4ather 
Bellini.

”alli hesitated for a moment, as though the :uestion were not une“-
pected, but still re:uired a certain consideration.

j4ather Bellini is not present today,6 he replied, still with the same 
faint smile. jAe is a man occupied with many things.6

There was nothing in the words that could be directly challenged, and 
yet there was a tone in them that did not escape my notice.

I chose not to press further. Instead, I took my seat at one of the smaller 
tables and behaved as though I resumed my studies, reviewing some of 
the documents already familiar to me. It seemed advisable not to let my 
errand appear too clearly, and so I spent some time in :uiet occupation.

But my mind was no longer in the te“ts. It was directed toward the 
absence.

Pfter a suitable interval, I rose and made as though to leave the archive.
Ps I passed ”alli, he stopped me with a slight motion, as though he 

merely wished to mark my departure.
jMr. Aarrington,6 he said :uietly, jsome seek the truthJ while others 

are overtaken by it.6
I stopped. The words had been spoken without emphasis, almost as 

a simple observation, and yet they carried a weight that could not be 
e“plained away.

I turned halfway toward him but found nothing in his e“pression that 
might immediately deepen their meaning. The smile was still there, but 
it now seemed to rest upon a depth I could not readily penetrate.

4or a moment I remained standing. Then I nodded brieHy and con-
tinued on my way out.

But I could not rid myself of the impression that the words had not 
merely been spokenzbut chosen deliberately.

I left the archive with a realiVation I no longer found reason to doubt5 
”alli knew more than he had said. Ais words had not been accidental, 
and his silence even less so. In matters of this kind, it is often not what is 
said that weighs most heavily, but what is omittedzand I could not free 
myself from the impression that I had 7ust witnessed such a withholding.
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I chose to continue on foot.
Bellini’s residence was said to lie in the immediate vicinity of the 

”atican, and I found it advisable to register for myself the surroundings 
in which he moved outside the conOnes of the archive.

It was not long before I sensed a distinct change in the city’s character. 
The lively current of people that otherwise marks the streets of Fome 
seemed here to subside, and in its place another kind of order emerged. 
The streets were :uieter, the movements more restrained, and the few 
persons I passed bore the mark of a certain self-possession in their way 
of movingzas though they belonged to the place rather than merely 
happened to be in it.

It was a district of another character. More aristocratic. Less popular.
I stopped before an iron gate. The address was correct. Through the 

wrought iron, my eye could easily travel over the property, and what I 
saw did not a little diverge from the picture I had formed beforehand.

I had e“pected a dwelling of a certain modestyzsomething whose 
appearance corresponded to the religious simplicity ordinarily associated 
with the orders to which Bellini belonged.

But what lay before me was a small palaVVo. Cven from my position 
at the gate, I could distinguish a fountain in the middle of the garden, 
surrounded by well-kept Howerbeds whose colors stood out clearly even 
in the muted morning light. Pround them, statues and busts had been 
placed with a precision that did not seem accidental, but rather carefully 
considered in relation to the whole.

I noted this without allowing any immediate 7udgment to show itself, 
but I could not help registering that Bellini’s interest in system and 
structure had here assumed a form that seemed no less governed by a 
sense of the beautiful. This ?esuit priest was certainly not a man without 
means.

I stood for a moment before the iron gate without making myself 
known.

It seemed advisable Orst to let my gaVe rest upon the place, as though 
the impression itself might oxer me some sense of the man I had come 
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to seek. There was an order in the garden, a :uiet precision in the placing 
of every ob7ect, that could not be e“plained by chance alone.

I stepped closer and let my hand rest lightly against the cold iron 
before, with a Orm motion, making my presence known.

Pfter a short interval, a Ogure appeared farther inside the grounds. P 
servant, who moved toward the gate with a composure that seemed as 
well practiced as the rest of the place.

j8ou wish16 he asked, stopping on the other side of the ironwork.
jI hope to see 4ather LorenVo Bellini,6 I replied. jI have previously had 

occasion to speak with him in the ”atican Prchive and wish to continue 
a conversation which cannot yet be said to be concluded.6

The servant regarded me for a moment, not with suspicion, but with 
an attentiveness clearly intended to weigh my words.

j8our name16
j0r. Aarold Aarrington.6
Ae nodded faintly, turned without further remark, and disappeared 

along the path leading toward the house.
I remained standing.
It was not the waiting in itself that occupied me, but its character. It 

seemed determined not by necessity, but by will. Ps though the decision 
concerning my admission had already been madezonly not yet com-
municated.

I let my gaVe pass once more over the garden, over the fountain and 
the well-ordered beds, and found it diécult not to regard the whole as 
an e“pression of deliberate staging.

Pfter some minutes the servant returned. Ae stopped at the gate, laid 
his hand on the latch, and opened it with a calm movement.

j4ather Bellini is e“pecting you,6 he said.
I entered.

Without further words, Aolmes was led along the narrow path that cut 
through the garden. Ae allowed his gaVe to wander from one ob7ect to 
the ne“t, without stopping, yet without losing sight of anything. There 
was in this garden the same spirit he had observed in the archivezan 
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ordered, almost systematic approach to the worldzbut here it had as-
sumed another form. Where the archive had been marked by struc-
ture and classiOcation, here it unfolded as aesthetics. Srder had become 
beauty.

They continued along the path, and the house now emerged more 
distinctly. The servant led him in through a discreet side door and on-
ward through a short passage before they stopped before a smaller room, 
whose door stood a7ar.

j4ather Bellini,6 said the servant in a subdued tone, and then with-
drew.

Aolmes entered.
The room was not large, but it bore the mark of the same well-consid-

ered simplicity as the garden. The furniture was sparse, but chosen, and 
the light fell in from the side through tall windows that gave the room a 
calm, almost secluded character. It was neither ostentatious nor austere, 
but balanced.

Pt a small table sat LorenVo Bellini.
Ae rose when Aolmes entered and received him with a friendliness 

that seemed as natural as it was controlled.
j0r. Aarrington,6 he said, bowing his head slightly. j8ou must forgive 

my not having been found in the archive these last few days. P slight 
stomach complaint has kept me back, though fortunately it now seems 
to be improving.6

Ais voice was calm, and his appearance bore no evident signs of weak-
ness, though there rested a faint dullness upon his face, which Aolmes 
did not fail to note.

Bellini indicated a chair opposite him, and Aolmes took his seat while, 
with measured motions, he drew out his pipe.

The conversation could begin.
Bellini let his hand rest lightly on the edge of the table and looked out 

into the room for a moment, as though contemplating it with a certain 
satisfaction, before turning his gaVe back to Aolmes.

jI have succeeded,6 he said calmly, jin uniting my two passions. My 
devotion to the religiousJ and my sense for the aesthetic.6
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Aolmes nodded faintly, as though he had already reached the same 
conclusion during his passage through the garden. Ae brought the pipe 
to his lips, lit it with a calm movement, and let a moment pass while the 
smoke slowly settled like a light veil between them.

jWhen last we spoke,6 Aolmes continued, jwe were speaking of what 
you called disseminationJ or perhaps rather distribution, depending 
upon which word you prefer, 4ather Bellini.6

Pn almost imperceptible smile passed across Bellini’s face.
j8es,6 he replied. jThe dissemination of art is among my specialties.6
Ae leaned slightly forward, as though he now wished to bring the 

conversation nearer its true sub7ect. jBut tell me, 0r. AarringtonJ what 
interests you most1 Is it the paintings1 The sculptures1 The icons16 Ae 
paused brieHy and then continued with slightly sharper precision5 jSr, if 
we are to speak even more concretelyJ do you prefer the original worksJ 
or their reproductions1 ”ariations, if you will.6

Aolmes did not answer at once. Ae merely nodded thoughtfully, 
let the smoke drift out in a slow stream, and gave the impression of 
considering the :uestion with the care it appeared to re:uire.

Bellini observed him for a moment before himself speaking again. 
j8ou must understand one thing, 0r. Aarrington5 everything is, in its 
origin, accessibleJ to the man who possesses the proper will, the neces-
sary abilitiesJ and naturally the means re:uired.6

There was silence for a moment.
Aolmes let the pipe rest in his hand and raised his eyes. There was 

nothing in Bellini’s tone that could directly be described as insistent, and 
yet the meaning was unmistakable. It was an oxer.

Aolmes laid the pipe aside and rose. jI shall consider your words, 
4ather Bellini,6 he said :uietly. jPnd return to you with an answer.6

Bellini nodded.
jBy all means do so, 0r. Aarrington,6 he replied. jBut do not consider 

it too long.6
Aolmes inclined his head slightly. jI hope your health will soon be 

fully restored,6 he added. jRerhaps we might continue the conversation 
in the archive one of these coming days.6
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jThat would please me,6 said Bellini, rising. jPnd I thank you for your 
visit.6

The servant appeared once more in the doorway and led Aolmes back 
by the same route he had come. Through the :uiet salon, out into the 
garden, where the symmetry still lay undisturbed, and onward toward 
the iron gate.

When Aolmes stepped out into the street again, the gate closed behind 
him with a muted, but deOnitive sound.

Aolmes once more chose the cab. Eot from convenience, but for the 
sake of time. The conversation he had 7ust left re:uired another kind 
of attention than the city’s streets could oxer, and he desired a space in 
which his thoughts might settle without interruption.

The carriage set itself in motion with an even rhythm, and while the 
sound of the wheels against the cobblestones repeated itself in an almost 
uniform pattern, Aolmes let his gaVe rest for a moment before once more 
turning it inward.

Bellini was not a man who lent himself to capture by any single e“-
planation. Ais bearing had been calm, almost accommodating, and yet 
every word had seemed to carry a weight e“tending beyond what had 
been said. Ais reference to the religious, his obvious devotion to the aes-
theticzand in addition to this, the undeniable presence of meanszdid 
not form a single portrait, but rather several layers that did not readily 
cohere.

There was a passion. Rerhaps more than one. 4or the religious, with-
out doubt. 4or beauty, 7ust as clearly. Pndzthough less openly e“-
pressedzfor that which in more earthly circles is called mammon.

Aolmes let the thought stand for a moment, as though wishing to test 
its weight. The man was not simple. Eor was his position. If he was part 
of the system Aolmes had sought to uncover, it was not as a peripheral

 Ogure. Pnd if he stood outside it, it was scarcely without inHuence.
The carriage turned into the street that led toward the hotel, and 

Aolmes now allowed his gaVe to drift out through the window. It was 
at that moment that he noticed a Ogure standing at a street corner. The 
hatztall and darkzcut a sharp silhouette against the lighter facade of 
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the building. There was no direct movement, no obvious observation. 
Pnd yet there was something in the manner in which the man stood that 
could not be mistaken for chance.

The carriage continued on.
When Aolmes stepped out before the hotel, the Ogure had vanished.
Aolmes was 7ust making his way up the stairs to his room when one 

of the hotel servants discreetly stepped forward and, with a slight bow, 
handed him a small piece of paper. j4or you, monsieur.6

Aolmes took it without coming fully to a stop, though he did pause on 
the ne“t step, lowering his eyes to the paper. Cven before unfolding it, he 
recogniVed its character. The folding was the same. The paper likewise. 
Pnd when he opened it, the impression of the sparse handwriting was 
conOrmed.

It contained only the words5 The cafG at H o’clock
Aolmes let his gaVe rest upon the words for a moment before drawing 

out his watch. It was half past one. Without hesitation he turned, went 
back down the stairs, and continued directly through the hotel foyer and 
out into the street. Sutside he paused only brieHy, raised his hand, and 
hailed a cab, which at once carried him ox.

P few minutes before the appointed time, he arrived at the cafG. The 
weather was unusually mild for the season, and the sun had drawn a 
considerable number of people out into the streets. The tables outside 
were occupied, and a lively hum of voices and movement lay as a constant 
backdrop around the place.

Aolmes stopped for a moment outside and let his gaVe pass through 
the window. Nhe was already there. The countess sat at the same table 
as before, placed in a corner from which she seemed to command an 
unobstructed view of the room. Aer posture was calm, almost e“pectant, 
and yet there was something in her bearing that suggested she was not 
merely waitingzbut had already decided.

Aolmes simultaneously took in the rest of the room. The sunshine 
had drawn many into and out of the cafG, and there was movement 
everywhere. 9onversations beginning and breaking ox, waiters crossing 
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the room, guests coming and going. Ae noted it without lingering upon 
it. Wherever he sat, he would not be alone. Ae entered.

The countess raised her eyes, nodded brieHy, and indicated with a 
slight movement of the hand that he might take his seat. jI am glad you 
could come at such short notice,6 she said. jThings have developed.6 Nhe 
added, almost in the same breath, that she had ordered coxee for them bot
h.

Aolmes sat down :uietly, drew out his pipe, and began with familiar 
care to pack it. Ae said nothing. It was evident that this was not his 
conversation. Ae waited.

The countess let her gaVe rest upon Aolmes for a moment, as though 
she wished to 7udge how much needed to be saidzand how much was 
already understood. jPllow me Orst,6 she began calmly, jto thank you, 
Mr. Aolmes. 8our exorts in this matter have been both precise andJ 
remarkable in their attention to detail.6

Nhe paused brieHy. jIn every respect, you have lived up to the reputa-
tion that precedes you.6 The words were delivered with a kindness that 
could not be challenged. Pnd yet there was in her tone something Onal, 
as though the assessment no longer belonged to the present, but had 
already been placed in the past. Ps a matter settled and concluded.

Aolmes nodded slightly. j8ou are very kind,6 he replied, without 
further addition. Ais voice was calm, but without the sharpness that so 
often accompanied his remarks. There was no contradiction, no interest 
in e“panding or challenging her 7udgment.

The countess regarded him for a moment before continuing. jI must, 
however, regret,6 she said, jthat I have in some measure been obliged to 
anticipate the course of events.6 With these words, she lowered her hand 
into her bag and drew out a letter, which she laid before him on the table.

Aolmes took it up. Ae noticed at once that the seal had been broken 
and let his gaVe rest for a brief moment on its remains before turning the 
envelope and recogniVing the signature, C.A.

The countess made a slight gesture with her hand, as a sign that he 
should read.
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Aolmes opened the letter and let his eyes move over the brief, precise 
te“t5

My dear Mr. Sigurdson,
I know that you are a man of few words and great decisiveness and shall 
therefore go directly to the point.

I attended the conduct of the auction, and the two works mentioned were 
indeed part of the collection. Both attracted considerable interest, and the 
prices appeared correspondingly high.

I do not, however, think that this alone will suffice for you, and I have 
therefore taken the trouble to follow the trail further.

Apparently, it was Americans who acquired the paintings. As for the 
seller, the name appears to be Signor Vittorio Albrisi, resident in Rome.

Should you require further assistance, I remain, naturally, at your dis-
posal.

Yours devotedly,
C.A.

Aolmes slowly lifted his gaVe from the letter and looked at the count-
ess. There was no direct :uestion in his face, but an e“pectationza :uiet 
invitation that what had not yet been said ought now to be said.

The countess met his gaVe without hesitation. jThe name was, nat-
urally, an alias,6 she said calmly. Nhe allowed a brief pause to intervene, 
as though she wished to let the words settle before continuing. jBut we 
followed it.6

Pnother brief silence.
jIt leads us to LorenVo Bellini.6
Aolmes’s brows drew together slightly. The reaction was immediate 

but controlled. There was nothing in his bearing that suggested confu-
sion, and yet the surprise could not be entirely concealed. It was the same 
conclusion to which he himself had comezonly by another route. Ae 
said nothing.

They Onished their coxee in silence. The hum of the cafG continued 
around them, undisturbed by the conclusion that had 7ust been laid 
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before their table. ”oices rising and falling, silver against porcelain, a door 
opening and closingzall seemed to continue in their own rhythm.

The countess set down her cup. jSnce again, Mr. Aolmes,6 she said, 
jthank you for your exorts. Pt this point, the matter must be considered 
concluded.6

Nhe made a brief movement of the hand suggesting that the practical 
matterszincluding the Onancial onezwould naturally be taken care of. 
It was said without further elaboration. Nhe rose.

Aolmes followed her with his eyes for a moment, as though consid-
ering whether anything further ought still to be added. Ps she turned to 
leave the table, he spoke.

jPnd as for 4ather Bellini16 The :uestion was brief. Without circum-
locution.

The countess did not stop. jThe necessary measures have already been 
taken,6 she replied. There was no sharpness in her tone, no emotional 
coloring. Nhe continued without looking back and left the cafG.

Aolmes remained seated and drew out his pipe, packed it with familiar 
precision, and lit it. The smoke rose slowly before him while he allowed 
his gaVe to rest somewhere in the room, without truly fastening it upon 
anything.

Nomething had shifted. P sense that timezwhich until now had been 
moving at a pace he could followzwas now suddenly running faster.

The letter still lay before him. Ae took it up again and read it once 
more, more slowly this time, as though each word might contain more 
than it immediately revealed. Ais thoughts gathered themselves into a 
pattern that had once again allowed itself to be conOrmed. Thereafter 
he reviewed the conversation. Eot the words alone, but the manner in 
which they had been spoken.

4rom the moment he had entered the cafG, the countess had held 
the initiative. Aer calm, her decisivenessznot a hesitation, not a search 
for conOrmation. Cven her acknowledgment of his work had borne the 
character of a conclusion rather than a beginning. Nhe had presented her 
results.
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The letterJ already opened. The apologyJ oxered, but without any 
true weight. Pnd Onallyzher words. Aolmes let them repeat themselves 
in his mind, as though only now they found their proper weight.

The necessary measures have already been taken.
Ae slowly lowered the letter. There was no longer any doubt that 

something had been set in motionzsomething that could not readily 
be stopped.

jTime is running out,6 he said :uietly to himself.
Ae stepped out into the street with a determination that no longer left 

room for hesitation. The pace around him seemed unchangedzpeople 
passing, conversations continuing, carriages rolling byzbut for Aolmes 
the rhythm had altered. What but a moment earlier had been an ob7ect 
of reHection had now become action.

Ae raised his hand and stopped a cabzalmost in the same motion 
as another gentleman stepped forward with the same intention. jI beg 
your pardon,6 said Aolmes brieHy, having already opened the door. jIt 
is urgent.6 There was no time for further e“planations. Ae climbed 
in, leaned forward, and gave the address of Bellini’s residence without 
circumlocution.

j0rive as fast as you can.6
The driver looked at him for a moment, as though to gauge the seri-

ousness of the re:uest, but something in Aolmes’s tone left no room for 
doubt.

The reins were tightened. The horses sprang forward.
Aolmes leaned back for a brief moment, but his gaVe was O“ed, and his 

thoughts already ahead of him. There was no more time to lose.
My dear Watson,�

What was now unfolding around 4ather LorenVo Bellini’s residence was 
of an altogether dixerent character from what I had observed there only 
a few hours earlier. Cverything seemed changed. Where before there had 
prevailed a :uiet order and an almost artistic calm, there was now an 
underlying unrest that could not be concealed. The atmosphere was 
heavier, more seriouszand above all marked by a nervousness that be-
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longed not only to the place, but to its inhabitants as well. I noticed it at 
once.

The servants moved more :uickly, but with an uncertainty in their 
movements, as though they did not :uite know where their attention 
ought to be directed. 4rom the kitchen came subdued voices that ceased 
as soon as I passed, and in the garden two gardeners e“changed a glance 
that was anything but accidental.

I was shown in without delay. This time not through the same :uiet 
rooms, but directly to the sitting room, where Bellini had taken his place 
in a large armchair. I paused brieHy in the doorway.

Ais condition had plainly worsened.
Nweat stood in One beads upon his brow, and his face had taken on a 

grayish tone that made it appear almost lifeless. I let my gaVe move down 
toward his hands and at once noticed signs of dehydrationzthe skin 
drawn taut, the movements weak. These were not the symptoms of an 
ordinary stomach complaint.

Bellini made a faint attempt to rise but abandoned the movement and 
contented himself with a slight gesture.

jPs you can see, 0r. Aarrington,6 he said calmly, jmy condition has 
worsened considerably in only a few hours. I believe it is well that you 
came now.6 Ais voice bore no fear. Father a kind of composure.

I stepped nearer. jAave you had visitors since last we met16 I asked.
jEo,6 he replied without hesitation. jThere has been no one.6
jEo one at all16
Ae turned his head slightly and called to one of the servants, who at 

once stepped forward. jAave I had visitors16
jEo, 4ather,6 replied the servant. jEo oneJ e“cept the messenger 

from the apothecary.6
I let my gaVe remain upon him a moment longer than the :uestion 

itself re:uired.
jMy medicine,6 said Bellini, gesturing faintly toward a small bottle on 

the table beside him. jThe drops.6
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jPllow me.6 I took up the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and brought it 
to my nose. The smell was not strong. But it was suécient. jPrsenic,6 I 
said.

Bellini nodded faintly. jNo I have been poisoned,6 he observed.
I e“amined the bottle once more and then :uietly set it down again. 

jIt is likely.6
jThen my time has evidently been O“ed,6 he replied, without any trace 

of dramatics.
Ae looked before him for a moment, as though collecting his thoughts 

before continuing. jSur meeting now has another character, 0r. Aar-
rington. I am no longer the sellerJ and you are no longer the buyer.6

Ae turned his gaVe upon me. jI am going to ask a favor of you. P great 
favor. Eot for my sake aloneJ but for that of many others. Rerhaps more 
than either of us can fully reckon.6

I did not answer but indicated that he might continue.
jI shall not deny,6 he said, jthat I have had myJ business. My own 

manner of working with art.6 Ae drew his breath a little more heavily 
but continued. jBut it did not begin there.6

Ais gaVe grew more distant.
jThere was a time, many years ago, when I stood on the verge of 

considerable advancement within my order. My interest in writings and 
old documents was well known, and over the years I ac:uired a number 
of collections from private hands.6

Ae paused brieHy. jIt was in one such collection that I found it.6 Ais 
voice changed almost imperceptibly. jThe document.6

I said nothing.
jIt was sealed,6 he continued. jI did not break it. I had no need.6
Ae looked directly at me. j4or the title was suécient.6
Ae let the words fall slowly. jSaint Peter’s Confession.6
4or a moment there was silence.
jIt was at once new to meJ and yet not altogether so. The name 

had a resonance. I had heard it mentioned beforeznot openly, but in 
fragments, in hints, in the :uieter corridors of the monastery and the 
”atican.6
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Ae closed his eyes brieHy. jThere were rumors. Eot of the con-
tentszno one knew themzbut of its e“istence.6

Ae opened his eyes again. jPnd that was enough.6
Ais voice grew slightly darker. j4or what might it not contain16
Ae raised his hand a little, as though trying to gather the many possi-

bilities into a single motion. j9ould it alter our understanding of 9hris-
tianity1 9ould it shift the balance of power within the ”atican1 9ould it 
place ?ews and 9hristians in another relation to one another1 9ould itJ 
e“pose an error upon which the whole of the 9hristian faith rests16

Ae let his hand fall. jPll these thoughtsJ streamed through my mind 
merely at the sight of the title.6

Ae looked at me and repeated, jSaint Peter’s Confession.6
jThat document cast a curse over me,6 Bellini continued, his voice 

weakened, but still clear.
Ae drew his breath more heavily but continued with a calm that 

stood in sharp contrast to his condition. jI resolved to keep it hidden. 
9ompletely hidden. But there are eyesJ and there are earsJ everywhere. 
Pnd in time the rumors began to spread.6

Ae closed his eyes brieHy, as though calling those years back to mind. 
jIt became knownznot publicly, but in the proper circleszthat I pos-
sessed somethingJ of signiOcance. I was pressed from every side,6 he said 
softly. jPnd in the end placed in the archiveznot as a reward, but as a 
form of house arrest.

Aolmes raised his head slightly. j”alli16
Bellini nodded faintly. j8es. ”alli.6 Ae drew his breath with diéculty 

before continuing. j8ou can scarcely imagine what means have been 
employed to make me speak, or what sums have been oxered.6

Aolmes regarded him calmly. jAas anyone distinguished himself16
jSne,6 Bellini answered. jPn Pmerican. P collector with connections 

to the ?ewish :uarter in Eew 8ork. Rersistent, relentlesszand without 
scruple. Ae has not only made repeated oxers but has also attempted to 
gain access to the document by less honorable means.6

jP name.6
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jMany names,6 said Bellini faintly. jEever the same. But always the 
same pattern.6

P faint, almost dry smile touched his face. jI kept it.6 Ae looked 
directly at Aolmes. jCven in my situation it gave me a form of powerza 
protection. Men go only so far when they know that one carries some-
thing capable of destroying them.6

Ais voice sank somewhat. jThe document was like a bomb. P bomb 
I could detonate if I wished.6

jBut also, a bomb whose e“plosion would destroy you with it,6 
Aolmes remarked :uietly.

jRrecisely,6 whispered Bellini, letting his head fall back slightly. jPnd 
so, it remained where it waszas an insurance. It allowed me to continue 
my little business without too much interference.6

Ae opened his eyes again and looked at Aolmes. jJntil now.6
P moment of silence settled between them.
jEow time has overtaken me,6 he continued, and there was a percep-

tible strain in his voice. jMy wish of you, 0r. Aarringtonzwhom, for 
reasons I do not fully understand, I have come to trustzis that you do 
what I never did.6

Ais gaVe grew O“ed. j0estroy the document.6
Aolmes said nothing.
Bellini drew his breath heavily. j9astel Nant’Pngelo,6 he whispered. 

jThe little chapel. Jse the Rassetto di Borgo.6 Ae made a faint move-
ment with his hand, as though to indicate the direction. jThere you 
will Ond it.6 Ae closed his eyes brieHy and continued with visible exort5 
jBut you must understandzas soon as the rumor of my death spreads, 
they will begin to search. The religious, the politicalJ and not least the 
greedy.6

Aolmes nodded faintly. jIt seems to me,6 he said :uietly, jthat they 
have already begun.6

jMany eyes will turn toward you.6 Ae opened his eyes one last time. jI 
hopeJ you will be able to doJ what I could not.6 Ais gaVe drifted away. 
Ais breathing continued for another momentzheavy, laboredzlike a 
slow, ebbing rhythm.
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Aolmes 7udged the silence. It was a matter of hours. Rerhaps less. Ae 
rose without haste, but without hesitation. Sne Onal look at the man in 
the chairznot now as an adversary, no longer as an actor, but as a human 
being who had played his last move.

Then he turned and left the room. It would not have been advisable 
to become too closely attached to the fate of the signiOcant ?esuit priest.

Later that evening Aolmes received a message from the countess5
j4ather LorenVo Bellini has passed away.6



Letter XII
SAINT PETER’S CONFESSION

Watson sat alone in his study. The light from the window fell slantwise 
across the desk and touched the small stack of letters that lay before 
him—some already opened, others still sealed. He let his hand rest for 
a moment upon the paper, as though by that touch he might preserve a 
connection to the man whose voice spoke to him through the lines.

Lorenzo Bellini. The name had xJed itself in his mind.
Watson leaned back slightly and allowed his thoughts to gather. It still 

seemed diOcult to him to place the Aesuit priest in any dexnite way. He 
had been of help to Holmes. …f that there could be no doubt. ’nd yetE 
there was something in his role that could not be reconciled with any 
simple eJplanation.

Watson raised a hand to his brow and let his xngers pass over it, as 
though he might smooth away the uneasiness that had slowly taken 
shape within him.

His death. It had been too violent. Too swift. It was as though events 
had accelerated without warning, and Watson could not free himself 
from the feeling that something had been set in motion which could no 
longer be stopped.

He looked down at the letters again.
HolmesSs tone was as it usually was—calm, precise, almost measured. 

Nven in the face of the uneJpected, he seemed to preserve a distance that 
enabled him to analyze where others would merely react.
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Watson knew that calm. He had seen it before. But he also knew that 
it at times concealed a situation far more serious than Holmes himself 
allowed to appear.

”qou are in greater danger than you yourself realize,M he muttered 
softly, not fully aware that the words had left his lips.

He straightened.
His gaze fell upon the neJt letter in the se-uence—still sealed.
There was a momentSs hesitation. With every seal he broke, he stepped 

one pace farther into HolmesSs world—and into what awaited him there.
He took up the letter. Turned it briejy in his hand. ’nd broke the 

seal.

December 18, 1891
Rome

3y dear Watson,�
’mong the many possible directions this matter has opened, there is now 
only one that strikes me as urgent. I shall therefore begin my search for 
the oftVmentioned document—Paint CeterSs 1onfession.

I have come to the conviction that this document is not merely an 
element in the case, but its true core. It is here that the darker connecV
tions seem to gather, and it is around this that attention—from widely 
di:erent -uarters—is increasingly concentrating itself. It is therefore no 
longer a -uestion of whether the document is of signixcance, but rather 
of what signixcance it possesses.

I therefore intend to return to the archive. Rot merely to continue 
my studies, but to xnd—if possible—maps, descriptions, or other indiV
cations that may lead me farther. 3y xrst obDective must be to locate 
the passage of which Bellini spoke, and from there—if circumstances 
permit—to xnd the chapel where the document is said to be kept. I 
entertain no illusions that this will be a straightforward undertaking. But 
neither do I see any other course.
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’fter breakfast I chose to make my way to the Gatican on foot. It 
seemed advisable to allow my thoughts to fall into rhythm with my 
steps, and at the same time it gave me the opportunity to observe my 
surroundings with the attention the situation now re-uired. ’t this 
point I entertain no doubt that my access to the archive will continue 
to be maintained. There is a task that must be carried out, and I see no 
reason to suppose that this access should suddenly be denied me.

’nd yet something had changed. I noticed him again. The man with 
the dark hat. Narlier his presence had been sporadic—a xgure appearing 
at a distance, at a street corner, in a rejection, without declaring itself 
as anything more than a possibility. This time it was otherwise. He did 
not merely stand still and wait. Row he followed me. Rot closely, not 
obtrusively, but with a consistency that could not be eJplained away. 
Nach time I let my gaze move back, he was there—at a proper distance, yet 
always within sight. His movements were measured, almost disciplinariV
ly precise, as though he adDusted himself to my rhythm without allowing 
it to appear as imitation. There was an insistence in his presence that had 
not been there before. ’nd with it—a sense that events had moved into 
a new phase.

Nverything had become a shade more concentrated. I thought of the 
name 3oreau had mentioned in his letter5 1olonel Pebastian 3oran. It 
could not be eJcluded that this was he.

I continued toward the Gatican without stopping. This time not as a 
visitor. But as a man who knew that time was working against him.

Without further hindrance I found myself shortly afterward at the enV
trance to the archive. ’t xrst glance everything seemed unchanged—the 
same halls, the same subdued lighting, the same order. ’nd yet there was 
a di:erence that could not be overlooked.

Galli was already waiting. He greeted me as he usually did, but this 
time there was a gravity in his bearing that I had not noticed before. His 
gaze was xrmer, his movements slightly slower, as though he had already 
decided what was to be said.

”;r. Harrington,M he began, ”I must xrst and foremost eJpress my 
regret.M
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He paused briejy. ”The assistance from which you have so clearly 
benextedE is unfortunately no longer present.M

I nodded. ”I have heard,M I replied -uietly. ”’nd I am grieved by it. 
Clease accept my condolences.M

Galli bowed his head slightly, but his answer came in a tone that bore 
the mark of something more than sorrow alone. ”7reat truths,M he said, 
”are sometimes better left in shadow. When they are brought into the 
lightE they do not always appear in the form one had imagined.M

I allowed the words to stand for a moment. There was nothing in them 
that could be directly contradicted—and yet they seemed to contain 
more than was immediately said.

”I still seek the truth,M I replied.
Galli looked at me for a brief moment before nodding. ”That I have 

observed.M He made a slight movement of the hand, as though indicating 
that I might continue my work.

I took my place at the table that had by now become familiar to me, 
and turned the conversation in another direction. ”3y interests have 
changed somewhat,M I said. ”I have had occasion to study both the 
workshops and the archiveSs collections, but I now wish to direct my 
attention toward the structure itself—the architecture. I should like to 
gain an overview of the GaticanSs arrangementE and its connections.M

Galli nodded slowly. ”Raturally.M He disappeared for a moment 
among the shelves and returned shortly thereafter with several maps, 
older works, and architectural drawings, which he laid out before me. 
”Here you will xnd what you seek—or at least the beginning of it.M

I thanked him briejy and at once began to eJamine the material. The 
maps were detailed, but re-uired a certain acclimatization. The older 
drawings bore the mark of several hands and several periods, and it 
was necessary to compare them in order to form an accurate picture. I 
worked systematically, laying maps side by side, comparing lines, noting 
discrepancies.

3y obDective was clear. The Cassetto di Borgo. The passage that for 
centuries had connected the Gatican with 1astel PantS’ngelo—a route 
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of escape, but also a connection whose signixcance could scarcely be 
conxned to the merely practical.

’fter some time at the task, the pattern began to emerge. There 
were variations in the drawings, slight displacements, individual omisV
sions—but one thing remained xJed5 the passage still eJisted.

I devoted the afternoon to xJing the impressions I had formed in the 
archive into a more tangible shape. ;uring my studies I had drawn up a 
sketch—not complete, but suOcient to give me a direction. I took this 
with me as I once more moved through the Gatican corridors, this time 
with a more purposeful eye for the structures that had earlier formed 
only a background. I paused in several places, compared my notes with 
what I saw, and corrected along the way the minor inaccuracies that only 
direct observation can reveal.

’fter some searching, I found it. Rot as an obvious entrance, but as a 
deviation. ’ passage that did not -uite xt into the rest of the se-uence. ’ 
door that seemed rather to be part of the wall than an opening within it. 
Its position accorded with my calculations. I took the handle and opened 
it.

What lay beyond was not merely a corridor, but a space bearing the 
imprint of time to a far greater degree than the halls through which I had 
thus far moved. The air was cooler, the light more subdued, and the walls 
seemed to bear traces of use through several centuries. I stepped inside.

Through the centuries this passage must have served as a route of 
escape. I imagined the movements there—not as individual persons, 
but as streams of human beings. Crelates, oOcials, servants—all moving 
through this narrow corridor with a common aim5 to reach safety, to 
escape, to preserve something that must not be lost.

But it was not only an escape route8 it was also a hidden connection 
by which one might move between the centers of power without being 
seen. ’ corridor through which decisions might be carried as swiftly as 
the men who bore them. Cowerful men had passed through here.
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I stopped suddenly. ’t xrst without entirely knowing why. Cerhaps 
a sound—not something that could immediately be identixed—but 
rather a slight deviation in the silence. ’n almost imperceptible break, 
which in this space was amplixed by the corridorSs length and its many 
surfaces. The echo made it unclear whence it came. But it was there.

I stood perfectly still and let my gaze move forward into the darkness 
while I listened. There came another sound. Ro louder. Ro clearer. It 
did not come from the building, nor from some accidental meeting of 
stone and air. I drew my breath more slowly and allowed all my senses to 
gather upon that single point.

’gain, a faint sound, and I understood that I was not alone.
The passage eJtended farther than I had at xrst supposed, but its charV

acter remained unchanged—narrow, muted, and marked by the wear of 
time. 3y footsteps sounded heavier here, not because I walked di:erV
ently, but because the space amplixed even the smallest movements.

’fter some time, I noticed a change. The air grew less stagnant. ’ 
slight movement, almost imperceptible, but enough to suggest that the 
passage was nearing an opening. ’t the same time the sound altered—the 
echo grew broader, less concentrated, as though the space before me were 
no longer conxned in -uite the same way.

The opening was not dramatic. Ro gate, no distinct transition. 3erely 
an eJpansion, where the walls drew back, and the darkness assumed 
another character.

I stepped into 1astel PantS’ngelo.
The space that opened before me was considerably larger than the 

passage, but no less oppressive. The walls bore the marks of several 
ages—smooth and worked in some places, raw and dark in others, as 
though they had witnessed another use. There rested over the place a 
particular atmosphere that could not be eJplained by architecture alone.

…ne sensed clearly that this place had served several purposes through 
time. ’s a fortress—where strength and control had been essential. ’s a 
prison—where men had been held not only physically, but also in silence. 
’nd nowE something else.
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’long the walls stood several chests and locked cabinets, unmarked, 
uneJplained. ’ place where things might be kept without -uestions. ’ 
place where obDects—or perhaps documents—could remain beyond the 
public eye.

I stood for a moment and allowed my gaze to move through the room.
There were people there. Rot many, but enough to conxrm my imV

pression. …ne man in dark clothes moved along one wall and disappeared 
through a low opening without taking notice of my presence. ’nother 
stood for a moment at a door, which he locked behind him before 
disappearing farther into the compleJ.

’nd then—two monks. They emerged from one of the more distant 
passages and moved through the room with calm, almost routine steps. 
Their presence was not in itself remarkable, but their direction impressed 
itself upon me. To the left.

I let my gaze fall to my sketch and at once recognized the orientation. 
The chapel. I waited for a moment, allowed them the necessary distance, 
and then followed.

I entered the chapel with the calm appropriate to such a place, one 
that re-uires not only silence, but a kind of presence that does not attract 
notice. I lit a candle at the entrance and let it stand for a moment before 
moving onward and taking my place on one of the plain benches.

The two monks I had followed appeared to attach no special signixV
cance to my presence. They moved -uietly about the room, occupied 
with their duties. …ne gathered up the small coins that had been laid in 
the bowl beside the altar, while the other removed burnedVdown candles 
and replaced them with new ones. There was no haste in their moveV
ments—only a routine that had evidently repeated itself many times 
before.

I let my gaze move through the chapel. If one wished to conceal 
something here—something of such signixcance that it must not be 
discovered—where would one choose to place it* Rot in a spot that was 
regularly touched. Ror in a place re-uiring maintenance.

Rot in a place where random hands might be tempted to eJamine 
more closely.
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3y rejections were interrupted by the monksS movement. They had 
evidently xnished their tasks and, without giving me further attention, 
left the chapel and left me alone with the silence.

I remained seated for a moment longer, while the sound of their 
footsteps faded. Then I rose and followed the row of benches up toward 
the altar. It was then that I noticed it. ’ single candle, placed low—close 
to the joor, o: to one side of the room. Its jame was steady, but its 
placement was unusual. I stepped nearer and saw what it illuminated. ’ 
stone slab over a grave.

The decoration was simple, but suOcient to suggest that this was no 
ordinary burial. ’ saint, I supposed.

Crecisely such a place as no one would disturb. Ro one would lightly 
violate the peace of the grave—not without compelling reason. Rot 
without particular authority.

I allowed myself a momentSs rejection. 2ather Bellini had possessed 
precisely that special -uality—the ability to unite the forms of faith with 
a moreE pragmatic view of their use.

I looked around. The chapel was still empty. Then I drew out my knife 
and knelt beside the slab. With caution I began to work at the edge where 
the stone met the joor. It re-uired time—and a certain patience—but 
gradually the material gave way somewhat, and a small gap opened.

I slipped my xngers in and lifted carefully. The slab yielded. Beneath 
it there revealed itself a cavity. Rot large, but large enough. I let my 
right hand follow the edge down to the bottom and felt it come against 
something. Rot a stone, but something softer and more pliable.

I drew my hand back and placed the candle nearer, so that its light 
might reveal what the hollow concealed.

Row I saw it clearly5 a parchment roll. I took it up.
1arefully I blew the dust away and turned the roll about, to see, if 

possible, what it might reveal. The seal appeared untouched and intact. 
…n the opposite side there appeared something resembling writing.

With my lens and the candle closer at hand, I succeeded in making out 
the words, which read5
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Saint Peter’s Confession.

I did not let my gaze rest upon it longer than necessary. The slab was 
replaced with the same care with which I had loosened it, and I made 
certain that nothing immediately betrayed what had Dust taken place. 
The roll I concealed within my coat. Then I left the chapel in haste.

Back in the larger room, I now noticed more people than before. 
3ore guards stood along the walls, and the atmosphere seemed a shade 
tighter—as though something were already in motion.

I chose the oOcial eJit. Rot from convenience, but because at that 
moment it seemed the least conspicuous route.

It was at the door that I nearly collided with him. The man with 
the hat. He was on his way in. The distance between us was too short 
to pretend otherwise. …ur eyes met for a moment that could not be 
avoided. I nodded slightly. He did not answer, but continued inward at 
a rapid pace.

…nly when I stepped out into the light did I allow myself to increase 
my speed.

Back in my hotel room, I closed the door behind me with an awareness 
that had not previously accompanied my actions. I was no longer merely 
in possession of a clue. I now carried something that had itself been the 
obDect of centuries of searching.

I drew out the parchment roll and let it rest in my hands for a moment 
before once again allowing my eyes to fall upon its careful inscription5 
Saint Peter’s Confession.

There was a weight in the words that could not be eJplained by 
their form alone. They seemed to contain a signixcance that had moved 
through generations—not as knowledge, but as a hidden possibility, 
suOcient in itself to awaken both hope and fear.
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I allowed myself to consider who had sought this document. Feligious 
authorities, without doubt—not necessarily to preserve it, but perhaps 
to prevent its contents from becoming known. Coliticians, who might 
use it as an instrument of injuence. ’nd not least those circles that do 
not operate in the light, but in shadow—for whom any truth of this sort 
represents a value that can be converted. Pome would seek it for power. 
…thers out of fear. ’nd yet othersE for proxt.

I set the roll down for a moment. It was now clear to me that my 
position had changed. Po long as the document remained hidden, it 
had been an obDect of speculation. Row that it had been found, it had 
become a target.

’nd I was—temporarily—its bearer.
I had no doubt that there eJisted at least one person who had pursued 

this document for a considerable time. ’ person who had followed its 
trail from Caris to FomeE and who was now in all probability fully aware 
of where it was.

1olonel Pebastian 3oran.
This was not a situation that permitted hesitation. I rose and began to 

move through the room while my thoughts gathered themselves into a 
decision that could not be postponed.

The document must not remain in my possession. Rot because I 
doubted my ability to protect it—but because its very presence created a 
condition that would inevitably attract action. ’nd actionE would lead 
to disaster.

The only defensible course was to remove it from circulation. Rot by 
hiding it anew. But by making it inaccessible to all.

I took up the parchment roll once more. The decision had been made. 
It must be destroyed. ’nd it must be done before others arrived.

3y dear Watson,�
3uch has now taken shape. The systematic falsixcation that for so long 
has presented itself as a series of isolated incidents has proved to be 
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precisely that—a system—and I must, to the best of my conviction, 
attribute to Lorenzo Bellini the fact that he stood as its central xgure.

The countess appears, in this connection, credible. Her intention has, 
so far as I can Dudge, been to restore order to matters and to ensure the 
preservation of the originals where these have been threatened.

’t last, too, the shadow that has so long accompanied me has stepped 
into the light. The man with the hat may now, with reasonable certainty, 
be identixed as 1olonel Pebastian 3oran—a name which I note with the 
utmost seriousness.

…n this basis, one might be tempted to regard the matter as concluded.
But one point remains.
’fter careful consideration, I cannot remain passive with regard to 

the wish Bellini entrusted to me in his xnal hours. The document he 
carried with him through so many years—Paint CeterSs 1onfession—is 
not only of historical signixcance, but of such a character that its mere 
eJistence appears to attract forces the reach of which has not yet been 
fully uncovered.

If the roles have truly been reversed, then the responsibility must also 
be reversed.

I shall therefore do my utmost to fulxll BelliniSs xnal wish and deterV
mine for myself the fate of this document.

qours devotedly,�
Pherlock Holmes

KKK

I remained seated for a long time with the letter in my hand. It did 
not seem necessary to go through its contents once more8 I knew 
HolmesSs cast of mind well enough by now to understand what had been 
said—and perhaps even more, what had not been eJpressed directly.

I could not but once again acknowledge his rare abilities. His sharpV
ness, his unparalleled power of Doining even the smallest details into a 
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whole, stood before me with a clarity that only time and distance can 
give. ’nd yetE it was precisely this clarity that gave me no peace.

2or the more clearly his reasoning emerged, the more diOcult I found 
it to free myself from a growing unease about the course he now seemed 
to have chosen.

It was not the mystery itself that troubled me.
It was Holmes.
I carefully laid the letter down on top of the others that had already 

been opened and read, and for a moment let my gaze rest upon the 
remaining stack—the sealed, still unopened letters that lay before me.

I knew that they contained the continuation. ’nd perhaps the end as 
well.

I reached out my hand—but stopped. 2or the xrst time since I began 
opening them, I hesitated. Rot from any doubt as to my duty. But from 
the realization that in these letters—layer by layer—lay my friendSs fate, 
still hidden from me.

’nd that each broken seal brought me nearer to it.



Letter XIII
THE TRIAL OF STRENGTH ON THE 

BRIDGE

December 19, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
It is not often that I permit myself to speak of mistakes, but what 
followed was marked by an underestimation I ought to have avoided. I 
ought to have made greater e—orts to understand the man who had been 
following me-not merely as a cgure at the periphery of my observax
tions, but as an aFtor with a will of his own, motives of his own, and a 
disFipline e’tending far beyond the ordinary. I had seen him.

Aor a long time, it seemed to me that he was merely one more among 
the many who move through the FityTs spaFes without leaving behind 
anything more than a passing impression-a man in a dark hat, whose 
presenFe might be e’plained by FhanFe or Furiosity. Hn observer, perhaps 
even one who in Fertain situations had seemed to Fontribute to events 
taking a favorable turn for me.

Nhat assumption was my error. Aor the man with whom I found 
myself Fonfronted was not a Fasual bystander. Se was dangerous. Pot 
in the obvious manner, where violenFe or threats are employed without 
thought, but in a far more preFise and therefore far more e—eFtive way. 
Se possessed a hunterTs instinFt-the ability to observe, to wait, and to 
Fhoose the proper moment without hesitation. Hnd he Fombined this 
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with something rarer stillj a soldierTs ability to aFt. Pot merely to deFide. 
qut to e’eFute.

I must admit that my understanding of him had been blurred by 
the long period during whiFh he had followed me without intervening, 
whiFh had Freated a kind of familiarity-not in the true sense, but as a 
repetition that in time loses its sharpness. Nhat on a few oFFasions he 
had seemed to aFt in a way that did not direFtly work against me had 
Fontributed further to this mis?udgment. I had grown aFFustomed to his 
presenFe. Hnd preFisely there lay the error.

Aor I had not asked myself the deFisive 5uestionj What was he waiting 
forD

Nhat answer I was soon to reFeive.
I had made my deFision with regard to the doFument.
Hnd yet-a deFision of suFh a nature does not e’eFute itself without 

one cnal weighing. Nhere were still matters that had to fall into plaFe 
before I Fould take the cnal step toward its destruFtion. Pot beFause I 
doubted the neFessity, but beFause the Fonse5uenFes of the aFt e’tended 
farther than even I Fould at that point fully foresee.

I therefore Fhose to let my thoughts Fome to rest.
Pot in stillness-but in movement.
H short walk along the Niber seemed to me the most advisable Fourse.
I was, however, fully aware that I sFarFely moved unnotiFed through 

the Fity. Nhe attention I had previously observed I was now obliged to 
assume was both persistent and deliberate. Aor that reason, I did not 
Fhoose the obvious route through the hotel foyer, but instead made use 
of the baFk stairFase, whiFh I had notiFed on an earlier oFFasion. It led 
down through the building and out into a small Fourtyard. Nhe plaFe lay 
in shadow, sFreened from the street, and a narrow path led from it down 
toward the river.

I paused for a moment at the e’it and Fonsidered whether it might be 
wiser to leave the parFhment in my room. It was a possibility. qut not a 
defensible one.

Eo long as it remained in my possession, the responsibility for its fate 
must also remain mine. I therefore deFided to take it with me.
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I went out Farefully, without haste, but with an attention that e’Fludx
ed any unneFessary sound. zown one 6ight, through another passage, 
and from there out through the rear e’it. I enFountered no one. Cveryx
thing proFeeded unnotiFed.

H few moments later I found myself on the narrow path that led me 
down toward the Niber, where the afternoon light was beginning to fade, 
and where the Fity, despite its nearness, seemed to step a paFe baFk. Sere 
thought might cnd its form.

2r-as was soon to prove the Fase-its deFision.
Nhe path led me down to the river without diYFulty, and I followed 

its Fourse at a paFe even enough to gather my thoughts, yet swift enough 
not to let them dissolve into needless Fare. Nhere was no longer any need 
to review eaFh detail individually. Nhe essential lines stood Flear.

qellini had been the Fenter. Nhe forgeries, the workshops, the distribx
ution-all pointed toward him. Madame HrdentTs information from the 
auFtion had merely Flosed the FirFle. Nhe name she had brought forth 
had made it possible for the Fountess to aFt with a Fertainty that had 
sFarFely been aFFidental.

Se had been skillful. Hnd dangerous. Pot by forFe of violenFe, but by 
his ability to unite what is rarely unitedj faith, aesthetiFs7 and Fontrol.

I let my ga8e move aFross the river for a moment as I Fontinued my 
review.

Nhe Fountess still appeared Fredible. Ehe had aFted purposefully, emx
ployed her FonneFtions, and-where it had been neFessary-made use 
of my insight without hesitation. Ser method had been direFt. Rerhaps 
even too direFt. I thought brie6y of qelliniTs death. qut let it lie. Aor the 
matter had already moved onward. It had Fhanged level.

What had begun as an investigation into forgeries had revealed itself 
to be an entranFe into something far larger. H network in whiFh interests 
FonFerned not merely value, but in6uenFe.

Hnd within this-Moran.
I did not stop, but felt the thought gather itself with a new preFision.
Se had been there from the beginning. Pot as a FhanFe shadow, 

but as a Fonstant. Rresent, without being visible. HFtive, without being 
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e’posed. 2n a few oFFasions his presenFe had even led me forward-not 
by helping, but by plaFing me where I was meant to be.

I had not been followed. I had been led.
I Fontinued onward.
Nhere was no longer any doubt as to the deFision. Nhe doFument must 

go. Hnd the sooner the better.
Noo muFh had already been set in motion. Noo many interests were 

attaFhed to its e’istenFe-and not all of them were visible. It seemed 
to me at that moment that the Fonse5uenFes of its Fontinued e’istenFe 
e’tended far beyond the persons we had already identiced. Nhere were 
forFes at work that Fould neither be bounded nor foreseen.

I stopped.
“et there was one 5uestion that had still not found its answer. Whether 

I should read it.
I drew out the parFhment roll and let my cngers rest upon the seal. It 

was intaFt. What qellini had never done, I Fould now do with a single 
movement.

I Fould beFome the crst-and perhaps the only-man to know its 
cnal wording. Nhe truth lay within reaFh.

I stood for a moment.
It was not the temptation in itself that made an impression, but the 

reFognition of what it might entail. Aor if the doFument truly Fontained 
what so many had feared-or hoped-my knowledge would not be 
without Fonse5uenFe. Pot merely for the matter. qut for my deFision.

I let my hand fall.
No.
RreFisely for that reason it must remain unread.
Nhe  deFision  had  to  be  made  without  in6uenFe  from  its  Fonx

tents-and maintained without wavering. It was to be destroyed.
I looked up. qefore me, raised above the riverTs 5uiet movement, lay 

the bridge-Ronte EantTHngelo. Its lines were Flear, its position un5uesx
tionable. H plaFe where movement and transition met. In the middle of 
the bridge the cre would be able to do its work, and the river below would 
Farry the remains away without traFe.
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It seemed ctting. Pot symboliFally-but praFtiFally. I turned toward 
the bridge and set myself in motion. Nhe deFision had been made. 2nly 
the aFt remained.

I took the crst steps out upon the bridge with a Falm more resolute 
than rela’ed.

Nhe plaFe still seemed well Fhosen to me.
Nhere were only very few people in motion, and the distanFe between 

them was suYFient that-with a little patienFe-one would be able to 
cnd a moment of solitude. In the middle of the bridge, I would be able 
to stop without attraFting partiFular attention, and there Fomplete what 
now remained as the sole neFessary aFt.

It was not, in the true sense, a Feremony. qut it bore the FharaFter of 
an ending. H cnal mark. Pot merely for the matter as it had unfolded 
within my immediate hori8on, but for something that seemed to e’tend 
far baFk-farther than I Fould at that moment fully oversee.

I Fontinued.
Nhe bridge rose gently in its crst stretFh, and my steps followed its 

inFline without haste. No my left beneath me the Niber moved with a 
forFe that stood in Fontrast to the Falm resting upon the bridge itself. 
Nhe Furrent of the water was unbroken, indi—erent to whatever aFtions 
might unfold above it.

I let my ga8e follow the river for a moment. When I raised it again, I 
had reaFhed a point where the arFh of the bridge allowed a full view of 
its Fourse.

It was then that I saw him. H solitary cgure. 1oming from the oppox
site side. Se did not move 5uiFkly, but with a purpose that Fould not be 
misunderstood. Sis steps were even, measured, and his Fourse led him 
direFtly toward the middle-the same point I myself had Fhosen.

I did not stop but lowered my paFe slightly.
Nhe distanFe between us slowly diminished. Hnd with every step one 

thing beFame Flearerj I was not alone.
Aor a brief moment there was still room for doubt-not muFh, but 

enough that I let my ga8e rest a little longer upon the approaFhing 
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cgure. Sis movement was even, his bearing untroubled. Pothing in his 
appearanFe sought to attraFt attention.

Hnd yet there was something. Eomething familiar.
It was only when he raised his hand toward his head that the last 

unFertainty vanished. With a Falm movement he plaFed the hat upon 
it-the dark hat I had over these past days observed at the edge of my 
perFeptions. Nhere was no longer any doubt. Nhe Sat Man.

Hnd thereby-inevitably-the man who had thus far moved in shadx
ow.

1olonel Eebastian Moran.
Nhe reali8ation Fame not as a surprise, but as the FonFlusion to a series 

of observations now cnding their proper plaFe. I allowed my ga8e to 
rest upon him for a moment as we Fontinued toward one another and 
permitted myself a brief Fonsideration.

1ould it still be doneD 1ould I Farry out the aFt now-before our 
paths FrossedD I felt the distanFe. Gudged the time. Hnd with that disx
missed the thought. It would not be possible. Pot without giving him 
the advantage to whiFh he had so Flearly already positioned himself.

I Fontinued.
Nhere was no longer any 5uestion of FhoiFe. 2nly of what must 

follow. I set my Fourse. Noward him.
We stopped almost at the same time.
Nhe distanFe between us was no more than a yard, and within that 

brief celd of tension, where every movement had to be weighed against 
its Fonse5uenFe, time itself seemed to gather into a single instant.

K“ou have something that belongs to me,3 he said.
Sis voiFe was Falm. Airm. Without the slightest traFe of hesitation.
KIt is seldom,3 I replied, Kthat truth belongs to anyone.3
Aor a moment we stood thus.
Nhen his hand slipped into his Foat and Fame forth again in a motion 

so preFise that it left no room for misunderstanding. Nhe pistol was 
raised and direFted straight at my breast.

K“ou leave me no FhoiFe, Mr. Solmes,3 he said.
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Sis ga8e did not leave mine. KWhatever you may be Fonsidering, I shall 
leave this bridge with the doFument you Farry in your inner poFket.3

I measured the distanFe. Gudged the angle.
K*ive it to me now,3 he Fontinued, Kand we may avoid unneFessary 

FompliFations.3
I slowly drew my hand inside my Foat. Nook out the parFhment roll. 

C’tended it toward him.
Se stretFhed out his left hand to reFeive it.
It was in that instant that I aFted. In the same movement with whiFh 

I let the doFument slip from my hand, I thrust my right hand forward 
and sei8ed the barrel of the pistol. I got hold of it-and with a 5uiFk 
twist forFed his arm aside, so that for a brief seFond the weapon no longer 
pointed at me.

qut it was only a seFond.
Sis reaFtion was immediate. H hard, Fontrolled downward ?erk of the 

arm broke my grip, and before I Fould reFover my balanFe the pistol was 
onFe more direFted at my breast-this time Floser, more preFisely.

Sis e’pression did not Fhange.
K“ou are 5uiFk, Mr. Solmes,3 he said Falmly. Kqut not 5uiFk enough.3
Nhe parFhment was already in his possession. Se slipped it beneath 

his Foat without lowering the weapon.
KMy thanks. “ou have been of great assistanFe to me.3
Nhere was no triumph in his voiFe. 2nly statement.
KNurn around,3 he Fontinued. KHnd get on your knees.3
I did not hesitate this time.
Kzo not move for the ne’t cve minutes,3 he added, Kif you wish to 

leave this bridge alive.3
I turned. Gnelt.
I heard his footsteps behind me-crm, unhurried. Nhen fainter. Hnd 

at last7 nothing.
When I rose again, the bridge was unFhanged.
qut he was gone. Hnd with him-the doFument.
I remained for a moment upon the bridge. Pot as a man Fonsidering 

his ne’t move-but as one who must aFknowledge that a move had 
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already been made7 and lost. What had ?ust oFFurred Fould not be 
e’plained away.

Se had aFted faster. More Fonsistently. Hnd with a Flarity of purpose 
to whiFh, despite all my prior observations, I had not attaFhed its full 
weight.

I turned slowly and began to walk baFk toward the opposite bank. 
My steps were Falm, almost meFhaniFal, as though the body Fontinued 
before the thoughts had fully Faught up with the situation. Nhe bridge, 
whiFh only moments earlier had been the setting for a deFision, now 
appeared merely as a plaFe where something had been FonFluded-not 
upon my terms.

I reaFhed the bank and followed the river baFk toward the hotel. Nhe 
Fity was unFhanged. Nhe sounds the same. Nhe movements the same. 
Hnd yet7 not entirely.

Aor the crst time in a long while I no longer sensed the presenFe I had 
earlier observed. Po glanFe at the edge of my celd of vision. Po cgure 
following at a distanFe. Po suggestion that my movements were being 
watFhed. I was no longer the ob?eFt of attention. I was7 alone.

It seemed to me at that moment that my role in the matter had 
Fhanged. Carlier, several interests had gathered around my person. I had 
been a Fenter-not by my own will, but as the bearer of a knowledge 
others sought. Pow that Fenter had shifted. Nhe doFument was gone. 
Hnd with it-the immediate reason for following me.

I Fontinued on in silenFe.
Nhe feeling that aFFompanied me was not merely defeat, but somex

thing more preFisej the reali8ation that the initiative had been taken from 
me. Nhe roles had Fhanged.

I stopped brie6y before reaFhing the hotel.
KIt seems, Watson, as though the game has now been turned.3
I lifted my eyes for a moment. KNhe 5uestion is only7 whether I am 

willing to enter it again.3
Hnd if I do, it must be in another role. Pot as the one who is followed. 

qut as the one who hunts.
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Watson remained seated for a moment longer than he otherwise would 
have done.

Nhe letters lay before him in an order that was not aFFidental but not 
entirely Falm either. Nhe opened ones lay to the left, the unopened to the 
right. Se let his ga8e pass from one staFk to the other and stopped at the 
point where the weight seemed to shift.

Solmes had met his superior.
Pot in the sense that his abilities had failed him-Watson knew that 

better than anyone-but in the FonFrete outFome. 2n the bridge anx
other had aFted faster. More deFisively. Hnd in that one moment, it had 
been enough.

Watson leaned baFk slightly and let his cngers rest against the edge of 
the desk.

Nhere was something unfamiliar in the reali8ation. Solmes had not 
been defeated in thought, but in timing. Hnd yet7

Se let his ga8e fall upon the letters again. Nhere were only two remainx
ing with Ooman dates. Nwo.

Nhe rest-and they were not few-bore another origin. Pew “ork. 
Nhe Pew World. H di—erent tempo, a di—erent stage. Watson had no 
need to open them to understand what that implied.

Nhe story Fontinued. Nhere was a way forward. What now appeared 
as a defeat was not an ending, but a displaFement.

Se drew a 5uiet breath.
Aor the matter in Oome was, in its own right, FonFluded. Nhe forgx

eries had been unFovered. Nhe system laid bare. qelliniTs role underx
stood-and brought to an end, though in a manner that left more 5uesx
tions than answers.

qut the Fentral thing7
Nhe doFument. Eaint ReterTs 1onfession. It was no longer in SolmesTs 

possession. It was now in the hands of a man whose name itself bore a 
weight about whiFh Watson had no doubtj
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1olonel Eebastian Moran.
Hnd with him-the immediate traFes also vanished.
Watson let his hand rest for a moment upon the unopened staFk. 

Nhere was a silenFe in the room that was not empty, but Fharged. Se 
broke o— his re6eFtion. OeaFhed out and took the ne’txtoxlast letter.

Nhe seal broke with a short, dry sound.



Letter XIV
ON THE TRACK OF SEBASTIAN MORAN

December 20, 1891
Rome

My dear Watson,�
I began the day in the hotel foyer, where I took my seat with my pipe, 
as I had done on several previous occasions. I allowed myself ample 
time—a decision which in itself stood in stark contrast to the situation 
in which I found myself. Around me, the morning unfolded with an 
almost demonstrative calm. The same guests I had observed over the 
preceding days moved toward the dining room with quiet steps, and the 
same messengers entered through the door with parcels for the reception 
desk. The conversations were subdued, the movements predictable, and 
nothing seemed to depart from the ordinary.

It was precisely this that made an impression.
I took a few slow draws upon the pipe and let my gaze pass through 

the room without xEing itself upon anything in particular. Bverything 
was normal—on the surface. jut not within me. There prevailed there a 
condition that was not unrest in the usual sense, but rather a sharpened 
attentiveness, in which every thought was at once weighed and Oudged. I 
was on alert, not as a reaction, but as a necessity.

It was clear to me that my role in the matter might change within a very 
short time. The neEt step—whoever took it—would be decisive. Moran 
might already have vanished, far beyond my reach. Sr he might still be in 
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’ome, engaged in carrying out the neEt phase of his plan with the same 
precision he had displayed upon the bridge.

The question was not whether he would act. jut where and when.
I let the pipe rest for a moment and regarded the glow. Where was 

he bound- That was the central question. 1or only when that direction 
stood clear would it become possible to follow him.

I did not conceal from myself that time was working against me. 
Sbservation was no longer suHcient. Action had become necessary.

My mind searched every corner, not in agitation, but in a disciplined 
review of what was already known. BEperience has taught me that when 
a course of events seems to close itself without any evident eEit, the cause 
is seldom a lack of traces, but rather that the decisive point has not yet 
been recognized. There had to be some place—a fragment, a word, an 
irregularity—which, detached from its original conteEt, might point in 
the proper direction.

I let the events pass once more before my inward eye, not as a contin5
uous narrative, but as separate parts, capable of being turned and viewed 
from new angles. And it was then that my thought fell upon jellini—not 
upon his great confessions, but upon the more sober remarks which at 
the time had seemed subordinate, but which now emerged with another 
weight.s

6e had spoken of those who had pursued the document. Pot one, but 
several. And among them one who stood out—an American, persistent, 
returning again and again, changing identities as need required. Nuch an 
interest does not end with one defeat. It repeats itself, adapts, continues.

It therefore seemed unavoidable to me that he would try again.
And if that attempt this time had been more direct, more deliberate, 

then it must have been carried out through a person capable of pre5
cisely that. Moran appeared in this light not as a chance actor, but as a 
choice—a deliberate choice of a man who could not merely observe, but 
act swiftly, precisely, and without hesitation.

If this reasoning was correct, it altered not merely my understanding of 
Moran, but of the entire character of the case. It was no longer a question 
of ideology, nor of ecclesiastical interests, nor of the search for truth in 
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itself. It was a question of something far simpler—and therefore also far 
more predictable.

A buyer. Sne who wished to possess.
And it was precisely this simplicity of motive that caused the direction, 

which had previously been blurred, now to emerge with a clarity I could 
not ignore.

I allowed my thought to follow this track farther, no longer as a loose 
speculation, but as a structured analysis. The question was not merely 
who desired the document, but how it might most eYectively be brought 
into safety with the proper recipient. 6ere logic had to be decisive—not 
human logic, but practical logic.

If the document was to be conveyed to America, it seemed to me, xrst 
of all, improbable that one would choose to hide it for any length of time. 
Time did not work for the man in possession of it, but against him. Bvery 
delay would increase the risk of interference, discovery, or unforeseen 
events. Likewise, transport by land had to be eEcluded. It would be slow, 
uncertain, and full of needless eEposures.

Po. The movement had to be direct. And it had to be swift.
In any event, a ship would be the necessary condition for the docu5

ment ever to reach its destination. jut not Oust any ship—one departing 
as soon as possible, and able without delay to carry its cargo westward.

If one follows this line of thought to its end, the conclusion becomes 
unavoidable.

The document was already on its way. Toward America. And it would 
go by sea.

I allowed the reasoning to proceed to its practical consequence. If the 
document was intended for America, and if its transport had to take 
place by sea, then the question was no longer whether it would leave Italy, 
but from what port this would most likely occur. In relation to ’ome, 
the possibilities were in reality limited. Two ports might be considered, 
but among them Paples stood forth as by far the most probable. It 
was larger, better connected, more heavily traHcked, and oYered more 
departures and faster ships.

I thought of Moran.
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6e was not a man who waited once the decision had been made. 6is 
earlier patience had been part of the hunt” his present speed was part of 
the 7ight. 6e had changed tempo, and that shift was in itself a piece of 
information. The man who for weeks had been content to observe and 
direct events from a distance had now passed over to swift and consistent 
eEecution.

6e had changed tempo.
And so, must I.
I set the pipe aside and rose. The foyer lay almost empty around me, 

and the silence in the room made my own steps more audible than I had 
eEpected. I paced a few turns, not in agitation, but as part of the xnal 
testing of my reasoning. I let it pass once more through my mind, link by 
link, without xnding any weakness that might cause me to hesitate.

When I stopped, the decision had been made. I must follow after him. 
At once. Without further hesitation.

The decision admitted of no further delay.
I left my place in the foyer, went directly to the desk, and settled my 

account without unnecessary remarks. There was no reason to attract 
attention, and nothing in my manner was to suggest the haste that in 
truth governed my thoughts. 8et I must admit that I scarcely appeared 
altogether as composed as I might have wished.

A few moments later I stepped out into the street.
The air seemed sharper—or else it was merely my own condition that 

made it so. I did not pause but raised my hand and hailed the xrst cab 
that passed. The driver hesitated for a moment, as though measuring me, 
before drawing in the horses.

:The station,… I said brie7y.
6e nodded.
I climbed in. :As quickly as possible.…
Po further eEplanation was required.
The wheels set themselves in motion, xrst with a heavy sluggishness 

that was quickly replaced by a xrmer rhythm as we found our way 
through the traHc. I leaned slightly forward in my seat, not in agitation, 
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but in a sharpened attentiveness in which every turn, every stop, and 
every delay was at once registered.

Time was no longer a background factor. It had become decisive.
I let my gaze move through the window. The movement of the city 

now seemed slower to me than I had eEperienced it before. Pot because 
it had changed, but because my own tempo had done so.

Moran would not wait. 6e would act. And if my assumption was 
correct, he was already on his way—perhaps already arrived—in Paples.

It was no longer a question of following traces. It was a question of 
overtaking a man.

The cab took another turn, and I felt the pace increase.
1or the xrst time since the bridge, I permitted myself a thought that 

was not analytical, but directed toward action.
If I was to reach him—I must catch the train.
I reached the station at that moment when the diYerence between 

calculation and chance becomes decisive.
The steam lay heavy over the platform, and the train that was to carry 

me toward Paples was already in motion. There was no time to stand 
in line, no possibility of weighing alternatives. I stepped out of the cab, 
cast a quick glance toward the ticket oHce—and dismissed the thought 
in the same instant that it arose. It would take too long.

I moved directly toward the platform. The train began slowly to pull 
out, the wheels starting to work themselves forward with a rhythm that 
still permitted a decision—but only for a few seconds. I ran alongside it, 
caught hold of the railing beside one of the cars, and pulled myself up 
with a motion that was scarcely elegant, but suHcient. I was aboard.

Snly when the train had gathered speed did I permit myself to draw 
a quiet breath again. I moved inward through the corridor and found 
an empty seat in one of the compartments, where I sat down without 
attracting undue attention.

The problem presented itself only shortly afterward. The conductor. 
6e moved methodically through the carriage, stopping at each compart5
ment, checking tickets with a routine that left no room for improvisa5
tion. I had, of course, none.
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When he entered, I raised my eyes with a composure I did not feel and 
brought my hand to my inner pocket as though I already knew where 
the ticket was to be found. It was not there.

I repeated the motion, this time more slowly, and allowed a suggestion 
of perpleEity to show itself. I went through my other pockets, took out 
my bag, and opened it with a care intended to give the impression of 
system, but which in truth served only one purpose0 time.

:Sne moment,… I said.
The conductor looked at me with growing impatience.
I continued my search, turning through papers, pausing as though I 

had Oust found something—and then shaking my head faintly.
:This is most singular,… I remarked. :I must have misplaced it.…
6e did not answer at once. Merely looked at me. :I shall return,… he 

said at last shortly, and moved on.
I closed the bag. The situation was not tenable.
As the train continued its course, I moved discreetly through the car5

riage and found another compartment. Later still, a third. Bach time for 
the same reason0 to avoid a repetition of the same confrontation. It was 
not a method I should have recommended under other circumstances, 
but it served its purpose. Time passed.

The landscape changed gradually outside, but I allowed it to pass 
without truly registering it. My attention was directed elsewhere—to5
ward the distance, which was either diminishingU or remaining too 
great.

After approEimately four hours, the train began to slow. Paples.
I stepped down onto the platform without further incident. Snly 

when my feet again struck xrm ground did I permit myself a brief as5
sessment. I had arrived.

jut the question was no longer whether I was in the right city. It was 
whether I had come in time.

My haste did not end with my arrival.
I hailed the xrst cab I saw and stepped into it without further thought.
:The harbor,… I said brie7y. :The America steamer.…
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The driver turned halfway around, as though to Oudge my seriousness, 
and then nodded. To my good fortune he knew the place—not only the 
harbor, but the oHce where tickets were issued. I let him understand that 
time was not in my favor.

6e understood the hint.
We set oY at a pace that quickly carried us away from the broader 

streets and into a network of narrower lanes, where movement was less 
predictable. More than once pedestrians had to spring aside, and on one 
occasion a carriage was forced up against a wall to give way. The driver 
did not deviate from his course.

In less than half an hour we stopped before the ticket oHce. I stepped 
down and let my gaze pass over the gathering before me. I was far from 
alone.

Reople of widely diYering character had assembled there with the same 
purpose. jusinessmen with light baggage and xEed eEpressions. Fouples 
who seemed to stand somewhere between eEpectation and uncertainty. 
And families—many families—with possessions eEtending far beyond 
the necessary, as though they were not merely traveling, but departing.

It was not diHcult to understand their purpose. A new continent. A 
new beginning.

I brie7y considered taking my place in the line.  I  dismissed the 
thought.

To my advantage, I noticed an open window where third5class tickets 
were being issued without much delay. I stepped there, not to purchase, 
but to obtain information.

:1irst class-… I asked.
The clerk cast a quick glance at me and pointed toward another 

counter farther inside.
I moved in that direction. There was no doubt in my mind. If Moran 

had acted as I supposed, he would not have chosen a solution that 
restricted his freedom of movement or eEposed him to unnecessary at5
tention. 6is background, his discipline, and his sense of himself eEcluded 
that.

6e would travel comfortably. Qiscreetly. 1irst class.
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I allowed myself one further moment of re7ection before proceeding. 
My decision to follow the trail toward America rested at its core upon a 
line of reasoning that—however logical it appeared—did not constitute 
any actual proof. It was possible that Moran had chosen the same route. 
It was also possible that I was already on my way in the wrong direc5
tion. Nuch uncertainty was not unfamiliar to me, but in this instance, it 
seemed less acceptable.

It was then that the idea arose. I stepped to the counter and framed 
my inquiry in a manner that would attract no attention. I gave out that 
I was traveling in company with another, and that I wished to inquire 
whether he had already checked in. If so, I should like to secure a cabin 
nearby. The man behind the window reacted routinely, nodded brie7y, 
drew forward a list, and asked for the name.

I gave it without hesitation0 Nebastian Moran. I thought it likely that 
he no longer had any need to conceal his identity. The phase in which 
he had moved in shadow was over” now it was a matter of eEecution, 
and in that role his name and rank would be more an advantage than a 
hindrance.

The clerk let his xnger move down the list, once, then once more, 
before it stopped.

:Folonel Nebastian Moran,… he said.
I nodded.
:6e has checked in. Fabin forty5seven.…
6e eEamined the list a moment longer before adding that he could not 

immediately oYer me a cabin nearby, though he could give me one on the 
same deck. I accepted without hesitation and stepped back.

I did not allow my reaction to show itself, but I was fully aware of 
the change that had Oust taken place. Hncertainty had been replaced by 
certainty. We were on the same ship. Sn the same voyage.

And for the xrst time since the bridge, the obOective seemed to me not 
merely conceivable—but within reach.

III
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Watson remained seated for a long time after he had laid the letter aside.
The rooms around him lay in their usual calm, and nothing in their 

appearance suggested that anything had shifted. The desk was illuminat5
ed by the steady glow of the lamp, and the letters lay before him in the 
same orderly arrangement he himself had made—the ones already read 
to the left, the unopened to the right.

6e let his gaze rest upon them without at once reaching out.
The rest bore another date.
Pew 8ork.
The name stood repeated upon the envelopes with a regularity that in 

itself made an impression. Like a continuation not yet read but already 
present in the room.

Watson leaned back slightly and allowed the silence to settle fully into 
place. It was not an empty silence. It held something—an after5tone of 
the events he had Oust followed through the letters. The bridge. The 
meeting. The loss. And now the hope.

6e let his hand pass over the surface of the desk and stopped at the 
edge of the unopened stack, without touching it.

Watson allowed his gaze to rest upon the letters for another moment 
before slowly gathering his thoughts.

6olmes had met his superior. Pot in ability—of that he had no 
doubt—but in the one decisive moment when action had weighed more 
heavily than analysis. Sn the bridge another had acted xrst. 1aster. More 
consistently. And that had been enough.

6e drew a quiet breath. It was an unfamiliar realization. Pot because 
6olmes was infallible—Watson had never believed that—but because it 
was seldom the outcome itself that turned against him. 6ere it was not 
the reasoning that had failed, but the timing. A shift of a single moment, 
and the entire balance had changed.

6e leaned forward again and let his xngers rest lightly against the edge 
of the desk.

And yetU
There was something in the letters that did not point toward an end5

ing. Juite the reverse.
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6olmes had not withdrawn. 6e had not sought eEplanation in defeat. 
6is tone had been clear, his thoughts collected. Bven in acknowledging 
the loss, there had been no hint of surrender—rather a displacement, an 
adOustment.

Watson nodded faintly to himself.
This was not an ending. It was a transition. Another phase.
And if 6olmes himself had accepted that—if he had taken the step 

from being followed to following in turn—then what now awaited must 
be of a character that had not yet revealed its full eEtent.

Watson let his gaze move toward the stack of unopened letters.
:I looked at the letters from Pew 8ork and understood that the game 

was far from over. The Oourney west had begun.…


