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Foreword

T here are certain cases in the career of Sherlock Holmes that are 
remembered for their crimes, their villains, or the dangers they 

presented. Others are remembered for entirely diuerent reasons.
The foAr adventAres collected in this volAme belong to that second 

category.
zlthoAgh each mystery contains its own pAEEle, none begins with 

a mArder, a stolen fortAne, or a threat to the secArity of the Impire. 
:nstead, they begin with something far more ordinaryY a raven, a pigeon, 
a canary, and a groAp of frightened horses.

Bet readers familiar with Holmes will know that no mystery is ever 
trAly ordinary. qeneath these seemingly simple events lie hidden motives, 
forgotten histories, hAman misAnderstandings, and the cArioAs ways in 
which people and animals in'Aence one another.

These stories come from a -Aieter period in HolmesVs career. They are 
tales in which observation often proves more valAable than confrontaR
tion, where patience matters more than pArsAit, and where the solAtion 
fre-Aently lies not in the darker corners of hAman natAre bAt in the 
sAbtle connections between instinct and intention.

znimals occApied a cArioAs place in the Nictorian world. They lived 
beside people in city streets and coAntry villages alike. They carried mesR
sages, gAarded homes, provided companionship, and often witnessed 
far more of hAman behavior than anyone realiEed. Holmes Anderstood 
this better than most. He recogniEed that an animalVs actions are seldom 
random. z frightened horse, a missing pigeon, an agitated canary, or a 
gathering of ravens may reveal trAths that hAman witnesses overlook.



THI WzNICS OF PH:TILHz2Ixj

:n The Wavens of Phitechapel, Holmes investigates a series of AnR
settling events in xondonVs Iast Ind, where sAperstition threatens to 
obscAre the trAth.

:n The 2igeons of Fleet Street, the disappearance of messenger pigeons 
leads Holmes into a mystery hidden high above the rooftops of xondon.

:n The Lanary in qaker Street, a small yellow bird becomes the Ane3R
pected key to a story of loss, memory, and endAring hope.

znd in The Street the Horses Feared, Holmes confronts a pAEEle in 
which the instincts of animals point toward a danger that hAman eyes 
have failed to recogniEe.

Together these foAr adventAres form the 4rst volAme of The znimal 
Lases, a collection dedicated to those investigations in which the natAral 
world plays as important a role as the people who inhabit it.

: have always been particAlarly fond of these -Aieter tales. They reveal 
a side of Holmes that is sometimes overshadowed by his more famoAs 
e3ploits. Here we see not only the master detective, bAt also the carefAl 
observer of natAre, the stAdent of behavior, and the man who AnderR
stood that the boAndary between hAman and animal e3perience is often 
far smaller than we imagine.

: hope yoA en5oy these cases as mAch as : have en5oyed bringing them 
together in this volAme.

Alistair Croft





The Ravens of 
Whitechapel 

M ornings such as that one had, in my experience, a habit of herald-
ing either a long period of inactivity or the beginning of some-

thing entirely unexpected. For several days London had lain beneath 
its customary gray sky, yet on this particular morning a few shafts of 
sunlight managed to break through the cloud cover and cast bright 
patches across the brick façades opposite Baker Street. It was not enough 
to transform the city, but sujcient to lend it a friendlier appearance than 
it usually presented at that time of year.

I was seated at the breakfast table with my coHee and a medical Aournal 
in which I had been trying, without much success, to take an interest 
for some considerable time. From where I sat, I could see qolmes in his 
favorite armchair by the window. qe had spread the morning newspa-
pers around him and appeared, at zrst glance, absorbed in their contents. 
“fter many years of ac”uaintance, however, I knew perfectly well that 
his attention was rarely directed solely toward the printed page. When 
criminal news was scarce, he had a tendency to read the same column 
several times without truly registering what it contained.

That morning he seemed to me somewhat restless. Twice he laid down 
his newspaper only to pick it up again moments later. The third time, he 
rose, crossed to the window, and gaEed down at the street below before 
returning to his chair with a small sigh which I doubt he was even aware 
of having uttered.

VIt is troubling, Watson,N he said suddenly.
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I looked up from my cup.
VWhat is troubling’N
qe lifted the newspaper between his zngers.
V?rime.N
V?rime’N I repeated.
V7es. It appears to have fallen to an alarmingly low level.N
I could not help smiling.
VIt is not often one hears complaints about a lack of crime.N
V7ou view the matter as a physician,N he replied calmly. VI regard it as a 

naturalist. If all the symptoms suddenly disappeared from your patients, 
you would hardly znd it reassuring.N

V5n the contrary, I should call it a success.N
VYrecisely why you are a doctor and not a detective.N
qe folded the newspaper and tossed it onto the table beside him.
VThree pickpockets. 5ne fraud case. “ missing dog in ?roydon. That 

is what London oHers us this morning. I almost fear that civiliEation is 
getting out of hand.N

qis tone was so grave that I found myself smiling once again. qolmes, 
however, remained entirely unaHected by my amusement. For a moment 
he sat staring at the ceiling as though searching for some 8aw in the 
natural order of things, and it was at that precise moment that we heard 
the familiar footsteps on the stairs.

“ moment later the door opened and Mrs. qudson entered. 5ur 
faithful landlady possessed the remarkable ability to announce even the 
most ordinary matters with a dignity suggesting she carried a message 
from the government itself.

VBegging your pardon for the interruption, Mr. qolmes,N she said, 
Vbut there is a lady downstairs who wishes to see you.N

I noticed immediately the subtle change that came over my friend. The 
restlessness vanished. qis back straightened slightly and his eyes grew 
sharper. To an outsider, the transformation might scarcely have been 
visible, but I had witnessed it many times before. It was the same change 
one sees in a hunting dog at the very instant it catches a scent.

V“ lady’N he said.
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V7es, Mr. qolmes.N
V7oung or older’N
Mrs. qudson considered.
VYerhaps around zfty.N
qolmes nodded with satisfaction.
V“nd does she appear concerned’N
VCery concerned.N
VOxcellent.N
For a moment Mrs. qudson looked faintly puEEled by this reaction, 

but as usual she chose not to comment upon it.
VShall I show her up’N
VIf you would be so kind.N
When the door closed behind her once more, qolmes leaned back in 

his chair and steepled his zngers. “ faint smile appeared upon his face.
V7ou see, Watson,N he said.
VWhat do I see’N
VThat civiliEation has not ”uite triumphed after all.N

Mrs. Eleanor Hale
The door opened again a short time later, and Mrs. qudson ushered our 
visitor into the room. I rose politely, while qolmes remained seated in his 
armchair by the zreplace, though with that alert posture which always 
told me that his interest had already been engaged.

The lady who now entered our sitting room was, by my estimate, 
indeed around zfty years of age. She was dressed with a simple dignity 
that I have often observed in those who, over the course of a long life, 
have learned the value of order and self-respect without ever having pos-
sessed the means for luxury. qer dress was neat and carefully maintained, 
though even my less trained eyes could detect the signs of many yearsU 
wear. There was nothing ostentatious about her appearance. 5n the 
contrary, she struck me as a woman accustomed to placing the needs of 
others before her own.

It was, however, her hands that particularly drew my attention. They 
bore unmistakable signs of a life spent working. Pot the coarse phys-
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ical labor one associates with factories or docks, but the daily, tireless 
eHort involved in keeping a household, caring for guests, or managing 
a small business. “t the same time, she appeared neither nervous nor 
agitated. She possessed none of the characteristics so often found in 
those driven to Baker Street by fear or superstition. Rather, she seemed 
calm, thoughtful, and almost slightly embarrassed at the prospect of 
occupying qolmesUs time.

VMrs. Oleanor qale, I presume’N said qolmes kindly, rising and ges-
turing toward the chair opposite him.

She looked surprised.
V7es, that is correct.N
VYlease, take a seat.N
She thanked him and perched carefully on the edge of the chair, as 

though she had not yet decided whether she had any right to be there at 
all.

By this point I had already formed the impression that she was precise-
ly the sort of client qolmes valued most highly. Pot because her case was 
necessarily more important than others, but because she appeared hon-
est. There was nothing theatrical about her. Po attempt to manufacture 
drama. She seemed the sort of person who would struggle to solve every 
dijculty alone before reluctantly seeking help.

qolmes studied her for a moment without speaking. Then he leaned 
back and pressed his zngertips together.

V7ou run a business from your home, Mrs. qale.N
She blinked in surprise.
V7es.N
qolmes nodded.
V7ou are a widow.N
This time her surprise was even more evident.
V7es, I am.N
V7ou live in Whitechapel, or very near it.N
Pow she looked from qolmes to me and back again.
VI do.N
V“nd you have had znancial concerns recently.N



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOL0

I watched her straighten slightly in her chair.
Vqow on earth could you know that’N
qolmes smiled, though he did not answer immediately.
I confess that I was nearly as astonished as our visitor. Though years 

of companionship had accustomed me to his remarkable abilities, there 
were still occasions when his conclusions seemed almost supernatural.

VThere is nothing mysterious about it,N he said at last. V7our left cuH 
is slightly more worn than the right, something often seen in people who 
keep accounts or perform administrative work at a desk. The small traces 
of polish on your sleeve tell me that you personally assist in maintaining 
the property. 7our wedding ring was worn for many years but has been 
absent long enough to leave a lighter mark on the skin. “nd znally, both 
your accent and the dust still clinging to the edge of your shoes reveal 
which part of London you come from.N

qe gave a slight shrug.
V“s for the znancial concerns, a business owner would scarcely seek 

me out on an ordinary Tuesday morning if everything were going well.N
For the zrst time since entering the room, Mrs. qale smiled. It was 

not merely a smile of surprise. It was a smile of relief. I have often 
observed how qolmesUs small demonstrations of his abilities could seem 
almost magical to new clients. Pot because they necessarily understood 
his reasoning, but because such displays gave them the feeling that their 
problem was already half solved. I could see that eHect ”uite clearly upon 
Mrs. qale.

She leaned forward slightly.
VMr. qolmes,N she said, VI believe you may be the only man in London 

who will take my story seriously.N
qolmes nodded encouragingly.
VThen let us hear it.N
“nd thus began the curious tale that, some months later, would come 

to be known as The Ravens of Whitechapel.

It Began with the Ravens
Mrs. qale sat for a moment with her hands folded in her lap, as though 
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wishing to gather her thoughts before she began. There was nothing in 
her manner to suggest a person who enAoyed attention or who habitually 
exaggerated small problems. 5n the contrary, she struck me as the sort 
of individual who would spend years attempting to overcome every dif-
zculty alone before reluctantly seeking assistance. For that very reason, 
qolmes listened with an attentiveness that I noticed at once.

V“s you have already guessed, Mr. qolmes,N she began, VI run a small 
boarding house in Whitechapel. I have done so ever since my husband 
died nearly zfteen years ago. It is not a large place, but it has been enough 
to keep me a8oat.N

She smiled faintly.
VI have never had any ambition to become wealthy. I have only wanted 

to run a respectable house.N
There was a ”uiet pride in her voice as she spoke, and I could easily 

picture the little establishment. It was no doubt one of those places 
where the 8oors were scrubbed a little more thoroughly than necessary, 
where the linens were always clean, and where guests were greeted with 
the kind of kindness that money could not buy.

V“nd have you succeeded’N asked qolmes.
V7es,N she replied. VQntil recently. For many years I had a good reputa-

tion. Yeople returned year after year. Some of my guests are craftsmen or 
sailors, others are traveling salesmen, and from time to time I have even 
had more prosperous people stay with me. But over the past few months 
things have begun to change.N

She hesitated and looked at us almost apologetically.
VI know how strange this is going to sound.N
qolmes leaned back in his chair.
V7ou would be surprised how few things sound strange in this room, 

Mrs. qale.N
The remark seemed to reassure her.
VThen I shall say it plainly. I believe the trouble began with the ravens.N
I confess that at those words I glanced toward qolmes to observe 

his reaction. To my surprise, he showed no sign of either skepticism 
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or amusement. qe merely inclined his head slightly and invited her to 
continue.

VThere have always been birds in Whitechapel,N she said. V3ulls, pi-
geons, and every other sort of creature. But last winter a large 8ock of 
ravens began settling in the area around my boarding house. “t zrst 
nobody paid much attention. But they kept coming back. “nd gradually 
there were more of them.N

She gaEed toward the window, as though seeing them in her mindUs 
eye.

VPow they are everywhere. 5n rooftops. 5n chimneys. In the trees 
around the vacant lot behind the boarding house. From morning until 
night you can hear them.N

Vqow many would you estimate’N qolmes asked.
VI do not know exactly. Forty or zfty, perhaps. Some days more.N
I could not help imagining the sight. “ great 8ock of black birds 

gathered above the crowded streets of Whitechapel would undoubtedly 
appear ominous, particularly to those with vivid imaginations.

V7ou dislike them’N I asked.
To my surprise, she shook her head.
V4uite the opposite, Kr. Watson. I actually znd them fascinating. 

They are intelligent birds. Far more intelligent than most people realiEe. 
I have often stood watching them from my window.N

She almost smiled at the thought.
VThe birds are not the problem.N
VBut your guests are’N qolmes suggested.
VOxactly.N
The smile vanished once more.
VIt began with small remarks. 5ne guest claimed the ravens had stolen 

something. “nother believed they followed certain people. Then came 
the stories about misfortune. “bout illness and bad omens.N

She sighed.
V7ou know how rumors behave in a neighborhood like Whitechapel, 

Mr. qolmes. They grow by themselves.N
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I was obliged to agree. Pothing spreads more rapidly through Lon-
donUs working-class districts than a good story, particularly one contain-
ing the proper mixture of fear and mystery.

V“nd what stories are being told now’N I asked.
VWhere shall I begin’N she replied with a weary smile. VSome say the 

ravens steal Aewelry and coins. 5thers claim they follow people. “n elder-
ly woman told me only last week that ravens gather wherever someone is 
soon to die.N

I must admit that the stories intrigued me. There was something 
particularly compelling about these old beliefs that had survived through 
generations. I found myself thinking of the many legends associated with 
ravens, both in Ongland and elsewhere, and I could easily understand 
why a large 8ock of black birds might set imaginations racing. qolmes, 
however, seemed far less interested in the stories themselves.

VWho began telling these stories’N he asked.
Mrs. qale blinked in surprise.
VI honestly do not know.N
VWas there one particular person’N
VPo.N
V“ guest, perhaps’N
She shook her head.
VPot as far as I know.N
qolmes folded his hands before him.
VThen how did the stories begin’N
Mrs. qale considered.
VThat is the strange thing. I do not think anyone started them. They 

simply appeared.N
She looked down at her hands.
VThe more ravens there were, the more stories people told. “nd the 

more stories people tell, the more frightened they become.N
For a moment there was silence in the sitting room. I could hear the 

sound of carriages passing along Baker Street and the distant tolling of a 
church bell. qolmes sat with his eyes half closed, studying our visitor as 
though trying to see beyond her words.
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V“nd now’N he asked at last.
Mrs. qale drew a deep breath.
VPow people are beginning to avoid my boarding house. Some guests 

have left. 5thers have chosen to stay elsewhere. “nd I fear that if it 
continues much longer, I shall lose the only livelihood I have.N

For the zrst time since her arrival, I could hear the concern she had 
thus far attempted to conceal. Pot fear of ravens or superstition, but the 
fear of watching her lifeUs work slowly crumble because of rumors that 
no one could any longer control.

qolmes nodded slowly.
VI understand.N
“nd thus the ravens of Whitechapel entered our lives.

The Thefts
Mrs. qale fell silent for a moment after her last words, and I had the 
impression that she was considering how much of our time she truly 
ought to claim.

VWhat sort of belongings have the guests lost’N qolmes asked at last.
VSmall things, for the most part. “ ring. “ pocket watch. “ silver pin. 

“ bunch of keys also went missing some time ago. Pothing of great value 
each time, but enough for people to notice.N

V“nd all these things have disappeared within the past few months’N
V7es.N
She nodded.
V“t about the same time the ravens became a subAect of conversation.N
I must admit that the connection immediately struck me as interest-

ing. Pot because I necessarily believed in it, but because human beings 
have a remarkable ability to connect events that occur at the same time, 
even when in truth they have nothing whatsoever to do with one anoth-
er. It was precisely the sort of case with which qolmes so often concerned 
himself.

VSo your guests believe the ravens are responsible’N I asked.
VSeveral of them do.N
She looked almost apologetic.
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V“nd I cannot deny that, in some instances, it sounds plausible. “ 
ring on a windowsill. “ silver pin on a table. Such things might perhaps 
attract a bird.N

VBut’N said qolmes.
VBut I doubt it.N
There was such honesty in her voice that I understood at once why 

qolmes found her interesting.
V7ou doubt it’N he repeated.
V7es. Because not all the things disappeared in that manner.N
She leaned forward slightly.
V5ne of the pocket watches was inside a room. “nother item disap-

peared from a cupboard. “nd on at least one occasion the window was 
closed.N

qolmes nodded slowly.
V3o on.N
VThere is really not much more to tell. Things simply go missing. 

Yeople begin to talk. 5thers suddenly remember something that has also 
gone missing. Before one knows it, the entire neighborhood is convinced 
that the ravens are responsible.N

She looked from him to me and back again.
VBut I have lived in Whitechapel for thirty years, and I have never 

known a bird that could unlock a door.N
“ brief silence fell over the room.
Oven to me, the sentence had a curious eHect. It contained no theory, 

no dramatic accusation, and no sensational revelation. 7et it held some-
thing far more important. It contained a logical problem.

I saw its eHect upon qolmes at once.
VPo,N he said thoughtfully. VThat would be a most unusual bird.N
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth. qe leaned back again and 

folded his hands before him.
VI believe,N he said calmly, Vthat you were ”uite right to come to Baker 

Street.N
Mrs. qale nodded and again seemed relieved.
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V“nd the ravens all keep to the immediate vicinity of the boarding 
house’N qolmes continued his ”uestioning.

VPo.N
She looked up and answered with a thoughtful expression.
VPo, that is not entirely correct. They often gather around the board-

ing house, but they also keep to the old lot behind the neighborhood. 
There are some large trees there. That is where one sees them especially.N

I noticed that qolmes stored this information away with particular 
interest.

VTall trees’N he asked.
V7es. Some of the tallest in the area.N
qolmes nodded slowly.
VI see. “nd I believe, Mrs. qale, that I should like to visit your board-

ing house and these famous ravens.N
It was said in a calm tone, but I re”uired no further explanation. The 

case had been accepted.

One Final Remark
The relief that spread across Mrs. qaleUs face was impossible to overlook. 
She thanked him several times, and after arranging how we might znd 
her boarding house, she took her leave and departed Baker Street with a 
considerably lighter step than when she had arrived.

We heard the front door close below, and shortly afterward the sound 
of her footsteps faded into the street. qolmes remained standing by the 
window for another moment before returning to his chair and beginning 
to zll his pipe with the careful deliberation that always accompanied his 
more serious re8ections.

VKo you truly believe there is something behind this story’N I asked.
qe took his time lighting the pipe before he answered. 5nly when the 

familiar scent of tobacco had begun to spread through the room did he 
lean back.

VI do not know yet, Watson.N
qe let his gaEe rest upon the smoke as it rose toward the ceiling.
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VBut I znd it highly remarkable that the ravens are being blamed for 
thefts they could not possibly have committed.N

I nodded.
VWhen everything points toward the birds,N he said at last, without 

turning around, VI instinctively begin to look for the human being.N
I had no idea then how far that thought would later lead us. “t the 

time, it seemed merely another of qolmesUs many paradoxical remarks. 
But, as so often before, it proved to contain the seed of the entire solu-
tion.

Whitechapel
Later  that  same  morning  qolmes  and  I  left  Baker  Street  to  pay 
Whitechapel the visit he had already decided upon during Mrs. qaleUs 
account. 5ne of the things I have always found most remarkable about 
London is the cityUs ability to change character without ever ceasing to 
be itself. 5ne may pass through only a few neighborhoods and yet feel 
that one has traveled much farther than the actual distance would Austify. 
This day furnished yet another example of that fact.

The zrst part of the Aourney took us through the familiar streets 
around Baker Street, where the trajc moved with the calm order that 
characteriEes the more respectable parts of the city. The shops appeared 
well kept, the pavements orderly, and the people seemed to have time 
to look about them. But as the cab worked its way farther east, the 
surroundings gradually began to change. The streets grew narrower, the 
houses stood closer together, and the airy feeling that had still marked 
the morning was replaced by a heavier and more complex atmosphere.

qere the city was no less alive. 5n the contrary. But life assumed a dif-
ferent form. Traders shouted their wares from stalls and carts. Laborers 
pushed heavy loads through the trajc. qorse-drawn wagons struggled 
onward among people who seemed to zll every available space. Overy-
where the smells mingled with one another. ?oal smoke from factories 
and private hearths. Fish from the market stalls. qorses. Wet timber. 
Kamp brickwork. “ll of it merged into that peculiar odor found only 
in LondonUs eastern districts.
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qolmes said little during the ride. qe sat back in the corner of the cab 
with his hands folded over his cane and his gaEe directed toward the street 
outside. To a casual observer he might have appeared entirely relaxed, but 
I knew him too well to be deceived. Behind those calm features his mind 
was already at work. I had seen it countless times before. qe rarely spoke 
much at the beginning of a case. The zrst impressions had to be allowed 
to gather before he began forming actual theories.

“t last the cab rolled into the neighborhood Mrs. qale had de-
scribed. The boarding house ”uickly came into view. It was a modest 
but well-kept house, ztting closely with the image I had already formed 
of its owner. My attention, however, was immediately drawn to the area 
beside it. There lay a larger open space that had clearly once served some 
other purpose. Whether it had been a market s”uare, a building site, or 
the remains of older houses, I could not immediately determine. Pow it 
appeared merely as an irregular piece of open ground among the crowded 
rows of houses. Several tall trees rose there, and it was there that we zrst 
caught sight of the birds that had sent us across London.

The Peculiar Character of the Ravens
Oven after Mrs. qaleUs description, I was surprised by their number. 
They were everywhere. In the treetops. 5n the rooftops and along the 
upper edges of chimneys.

Their dark forms stood sharply against the gray sky, and I was obliged 
to concede that Mrs. qaleUs estimate of at least forty or zfty must be 
correct. They did not seem like individual birds that had happened to 
gather in the same place. 5n the contrary, they appeared to form a true 
colony, almost a small society with its own rules and movements.

Oven more striking was the noise. From every side came their hoarse 
calls. Some were short and sharp. 5thers stretched out like rough trum-
pet blasts through the air. The sound had a peculiar ”uality that made 
it dijcult to ignore. Oven when one tried to concentrate on something 
else, one was constantly drawn back to those cries from the trees over-
head.
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VI must admit,N I said as I stepped down from the cab, Vthat the noise 
alone would be enough to make me choose another boarding house.N

qolmes glanced up at the birds.
V5ne need not be superstitious to lose sleep here.N
I smiled at the remark, but the truth was that the place did possess a 

very particular atmosphere, and the birds certainly had their share in it.
I began to notice their movements. Several of them hopped about on 

the ground with the characteristic springing motion that corvids make 
with both feet together. 5thers sat almost motionless and seemed to be 
watching the street. 5ne bird picked something up between the paving 
stones, lifted it in”uisitively, and then let it fall again.

VIt is almost as if they are watching everything.N
qolmes looked at me with a faint smile.
VTake care, Watson.N
VWith what’N
VWith attributing human intentions to them.N
qe pointed with his cane toward one of the birds.
VThat one is probably far more interested in food than in people.N
VThe one does not necessarily exclude the other.N
VPo,N he admitted. V“nd one should never underestimate a raven.N
qe stood for a moment in silence, observing the colony.
VThey are among the most intelligent birds we know.N
I could not help nodding. There was something impressive about 

them. Pot merely their number, but the manner in which they seemed 
to react to one another. When one took 8ight, others followed. When 
a bird found something interesting, several heads turned toward the 
same spot. It seemed to me almost as if some silent communication were 
constantly passing among them.

Oven qolmes, who rarely allowed himself to be impressed by the 
creatures of nature, appeared for a moment to study them with genuine 
interest.

VFascinating creatures,N he said softly.
Then he turned toward the boarding house.
VBut if they are hiding a secret, Watson, I doubt it is their own.N
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With those words he walked toward the door, while the ravensU hoarse 
cries continued above our heads like a dark and persistent background 
music to the investigation that had Aust begun.

We had scarcely reached the entrance of the boarding house when 
the door was opened from within, and Mrs. Oleanor qale came out to 
receive us. Oven from a distance I could see the relief that spread across 
her face at the sight of qolmes. She had no doubt feared that the matter 
would be dismissed as yet another local tale of superstition and fancy, 
but now that we actually stood there, and on the very same day as her 
visit to Baker Street, she seemed to recover some of the optimism that 
the worries of recent months had plainly worn down.

“t the same time, I was struck by how diHerent she seemed here than 
in our rooms. In Baker Street she had been the modest client, almost 
apologiEing for taking up our time. qere in Whitechapel, by contrast, 
she was on her own ground. “s we exchanged the zrst civilities, she was 
greeted several times by nods or salutations from passersby. “n elderly 
man raised his cap. “ greengrocer called a friendly good morning from 
the opposite side of the street. Oven some children playing at the corner 
of the open lot greeted her with the naturalness that arises only when a 
person has become a zxed part of a neighborhoodUs daily life.

I noticed this with interest, for it told me more about her situation 
than her own words had done. She was not merely the owner of a 
boarding house. She was part of this place. qer concerns were therefore 
not solely about lost income, but about her position within a local 
community where, over many years, she had built respect and trust.

VI am very glad you could come, Mr. qolmes,N she said. V“nd so 
”uickly.N

VIt is rarely an advantage to keep a 8ock of ravens waiting too long,N 
qolmes replied dryly.

“ smile passed over her face. She then pointed toward the open lot 
beside the boarding house.

VThat is where it all began.N
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We followed her gaEe. The birds still sat thickly in the trees, along roof 
edges, and on the old fences. Oven at this distance one could hear their 
hoarse cries rolling ceaselessly through the neighborhood.

V“ few years ago it was a peaceful place,N she explained. V?hildren 
played there. Yeople crossed it to save a few minutesU walk. Po one 
thought much about it.N

She shook her head.
VThen a few ravens came. Po one noticed them. But more came. “nd 

then more again. Pow people call it Raven S”uare.N
I looked up toward the dark birds.
VThey seem to have taken the name to heart.N
V7es,N she replied. VThey have taken the place over completely.N
qolmes said nothing. qe stood for a moment, studying the lot with 

that particular investigative gaEe I knew so well. It was not the birds 
alone he was studying, but the entire relationship between the birds and 
their surroundings. Where they sat. Where they 8ew. Where the people 
moved.

Mrs. qale gestured for us to follow her.
VIf you wish to understand the matter, I think you should hear the 

people tell it themselves.N
VYrecisely what I had hoped,N said qolmes.

What People Say
Mrs. qale led us through the nearby streets that surrounded the open lot. 
Several times she began to explain in greater detail what various people 
had previously told her.

qolmes interrupted her kindly.
VIf you do not mind, Mrs. qale, I should prefer to hear the stories 

directly from those who tell them.N
V5f course.N
VIt is often the small diHerences that prove most interesting.N
She nodded in understanding and led us on.
I understood at once what qolmes meant. Many people believe that 

testimony grows stronger the more often it is repeated. qolmes had 
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taught me the opposite. Oach time a story is retold, it becomes a little 
smoother. The irregularities disappear. So do the small details that often 
prove to be the most important.

“nd those very diHerences had already begun to appear.

The Butcher
The zrst of the people to whom Mrs. qale led us proved to be a butcher 
whose shop lay only a few minutesU walk from the boarding house. Oven 
before we reached him, I could see that he was a man unlikely to spend 
much time on either superstition or philosophical speculation. qe was 
powerfully built, broad-shouldered, and moved with the calm assurance 
often found in those who have been accustomed to physical labor all 
their lives. When Mrs. qale introduced us, he wiped his hands on his 
apron and nodded politely, though without much ceremony.

VSo you have come to hear about the ravens, then’N he said.
VThat is at least part of our purpose,N qolmes replied.
The butcher cast a glance up toward the nearest rooftops, where sev-

eral of the black birds sat like dark silhouettes against the sky.
VI donUt know how much help I can be. Yeople make them out to be 

something stranger than they are.N
This opening seemed at once to please qolmes.
V“nd what do you believe they are’N
VScavengers.N
qe shrugged.
VBegging your pardon, Koctor, but that is the truth of it. They are 

clever birds, yes. But zrst and foremost they are drawn to food.N
qe pointed toward his shop.
V“nd I suppose I have more of that sort of thing than most.N
“s he spoke, I could not help noticing that several ravens were, in 

fact, perched on the buildings around his shop. They seemed almost like 
regular customers.

V“t zrst I found them rather amusing,N he continued. V“ few of them 
came. I threw them some scraps. Bones and trimmings that would have 
been thrown away in any case.N



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOL :D

qe gave a short laugh.
VI should never have done that.N
VWhy not’N I asked.
VBecause more came.N
qe pointed up at the birds again.
V“nd then more after that.N
qis tone was not angry, but it carried the resigned irritation that arises 

when a problem gradually grows larger than one had ever imagined.
VPow they are everywhere. They learn ”uickly. More ”uickly than you 

might think. If anything at all is left out, they see it at once.N
qe shook his head.
V“nd they grow bolder with every week.N
VBolder’N qolmes repeated.
V7es. They are no longer afraid of people. Before, they 8ew oH when 

one approached. Pow they barely move.N
I had to admit that this agreed ”uite well with the observations I had 

already made.
VBut the stories about omens and misfortune’N I asked. VKo you 

believe them’N
The butcher laughed so loudly that a passerby turned to look.
VPo, Koctor. If ravens foretold death, I would have died several times 

a week.N
qe leaned against the doorframe.
VPo. To me they are a problem of the trade. Pothing more.N
qolmes, who until now had allowed him to speak freely, began to ask 

the more precise ”uestions I knew so well.
Vqave you seen them take money’N
The butcher looked at him in surprise.
VMoney’N
V7es.N
VPo.N
VTools’N
VPo.N
VÉnives’N
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VPo.N
qolmes continued without altering his tone.
Vqave you ever seen one of them inside your shop’N
Pow the butcher hesitated for the zrst time.
VThey keep around the door and outside. If something is left out, they 

may snatch it. But they do not 8y in and search the place.N
qolmes nodded slowly.
VSo they take what birds usually take.N
V7es, exactly.N
There was a brief pause.
I saw at once that qolmes had fastened upon the answer. Pot because 

it was surprising, but because it set a natural limit upon the birdsU behav-
ior. They took what lay open and accessible. Pothing in the butcherUs 
account suggested the almost supernatural cleverness that some of the 
rumors re”uired.

The butcher himself did not seem to attach any particular importance 
to this distinction. To him the ravens were simply ravens. Troublesome, 
noisy, and at times bold, but still birds.

When, after a few more minutes of conversation, we took our leave of 
him and continued down the street, I glanced at qolmes.

qe still said very little.
But I could see in his face that he had noted yet another small incon-

sistency in the picture the neighborhood had drawn of the black birds.
The ravens could undoubtedly steal. But they stole as ravens.

The Greengrocer
5ur next visit took us only a few houses farther down the street, where 
a greengrocer had his shop facing the open lot. Oven before we reached 
him, I understood why Mrs. qale had wished us to speak with him. 
Whereas the butcher had met the ravens with a sort of robust resigna-
tion, this man appeared to exist in far less peaceful coexistence with them.

qis goods were displayed outside the shop in a row of wooden crates 
brimming with apples, onions, cabbages, and other vegetables. “t zrst 
glance the selection looked ”uite inviting, but as one drew nearer the 
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damage became evident. Several apples bore the marks of beaks. Lettuce 
leaves had been torn to pieces. “ few crates stood crooked, as though they 
had recently been knocked over.

The greengrocer himself was a lank man with a worried face, and when 
Mrs. qale explained the purpose of our visit, he began speaking at once 
with an energy that plainly showed the subAect lay close to his heart.

V7ou need only look around, gentlemen,N he cried, sweeping out his 
arm. VThis is the result.N

qe picked up an apple from a crate and showed us the deep marks in 
its skin.

VTheir work.N
“t that very moment a raven was sitting on a nearby fence, regarding 

us with its head slightly tilted, as though following the conversation.
VThey peck at the apples. They tear at the leaves. They pull things 

down. “nd once they have begun, they come back again.N
qe tossed the apple back into the crate with an irritation that seemed 

entirely understandable.
VI have even seen them knock over the crates. Pot because they want 

the vegetables, but because they rummage about in everything.N
qolmes calmly examined the damaged goods.
V“nd the customers’N
“t this ”uestion the man gave a heavy sigh.
VThat is almost the worst of it.N
qe pointed toward the s”uare, where several ravens circled among the 

trees.
VYeople do not like shopping under such conditions. They see the 

birds, hear the noise, and go on. They need only go one street farther, 
and there are far fewer of them.N

qe hesitated a moment.
VI can feel it in the sales.N
“s he spoke, I began to see the problem in a broader light. Qntil 

then I had chie8y regarded the ravens as the background for the strange 
rumors circulating in the neighborhood. But here stood a more tangible 
result before us. Whether the birds were guilty of the thefts or not, their 
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presence had already produced economic conse”uences. They aHected 
not only the mood of the area, but also the livelihoods of those who lived 
there.

VSo you believe the ravens are the cause of your losses’N I asked.
VI do.N
qe looked at me with a seriousness that left no room for doubt.
VPot because they steal so much. But because they ruin things. “nd 

because people do not want to be near them.N
qolmes nodded thoughtfully.
Vqave you yourself seen them take money’N
The greengrocer blinked in surprise.
VMoney’N
V5r Aewelry.N
VPo.N
VTools’N
VPo.N
V“nything of that sort’N
The man shook his head zrmly.
I noticed that qolmes seemed particularly interested in this distinc-

tion. To an ordinary observer it might have seemed unimportant. “ loss 
was a loss. But to qolmes the cause was always more important than 
the conse”uence. Ruined vegetables were one thing. Missing rings and 
pocket watches were something else altogether.

When, after a few further ”uestions, we took our leave of the green-
grocer and continued through the neighborhood, I saw qolmes cast one 
last glance toward the damaged goods.

VInteresting,N he murmured.
VKid you znd anything in particular’N I asked.
qe nodded slightly.
V7es,  Watson.  “nother  example  of  ravens  behaving  exactly  like 

ravens.N

 The Dockworker
5ur next encounter took place only a short distance farther down the 
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street. Mrs. qale had noticed a dockworker who was Aust on his way 
home after his morning shift, and when she mentioned his name, he 
greeted her kindly and stopped without much hesitation. qe was a 
strongly built man with a weather-beaten face and hands that bore the 
marks of many yearsU work with rope, cargo, and seawater. Overything 
about him suggested a person who had spent more of his life at sea than 
on land.

When qolmes explained the purpose of our ”uestions, he merely 
shrugged and cast a glance up toward the black birds that still circled over 
the open lot.

VThe ravens’N he said. VThey do not worry me much.N
qis voice had the calm tone so often found in sailors who have seen 

more than most people wish to hear about.
VI have sailed since I was a boy,N he continued. V“t sea one sees birds of 

every kind. 3ulls, storm petrels, albatrosses, and much else. “nd when 
one has spent long enough at sea, one also sees fog, storms, shipwrecks, 
and drowned men.N

qe said this without drama, as a man merely listing facts.
VSo a few ravens do not make me nervous.N
I could not help smiling a little at this comparison. It seemed rea-

sonable enough. ?ompared with the forces the sea could unleash, 
WhitechapelUs 8ock of birds appeared ”uite modest.

VSo you do not believe the stories’N I asked.
qe shook his head.
Mrs. qale led us onward through some of the narrower streets that ran 

from the open lot. The ravensU hoarse calls still followed us, though they 
now sounded more distant, like a continuing echo over the rooftops. “f-
ter a few minutesU walk we came to a small church whose masonry bore 
the marks of many yearsU struggle against LondonUs damp air and coal 
smoke. The building was neither large nor imposing, but it possessed 
the particular dignity that often characteriEes churches which, through 
generations, have served the same people.

The Clergyman
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5utside the entrance stood the clergyman himself, speaking with an 
elderly man. When the conversation had ended, Mrs. qale introduced 
us, and he received us with the kindly manner I have often observed in 
clergymen who work in dijcult neighborhoods. qe was a man in his late 
zfties, with an intelligent face and eyes that seemed to have seen many 
of lifeUs less 8attering aspects without losing their fundamental faith in 
humanity.

When qolmes mentioned the ravens, the clergyman smiled faintly 
and shook his head.

VSo we have come to them again.N
V7ou do not appear convinced of their dark powers,N qolmes re-

marked.
VPot in the least.N
The clergyman folded his hands behind his back and cast a glance 

toward the s”uare, where some of the birds could be seen among the 
branches of the trees.

VYoor people often live under dijcult conditions, Mr. qolmes. When 
life is uncertain, many begin to look for signs in everything around them. 
It is a very human tendency.N

qis voice was neither mocking nor condescending.
VBut I do not like seeing these birds made into demonic omens.N
V7ou have heard the stories’N I asked.
V?onstantly.N
qe laughed brie8y.
VI have even been asked about them directly.N
VBy whom’N
VSeveral members of the congregation.N
qe hesitated for a moment, as though a particular memory had oc-

curred to him.
VThere was, in fact, an elderly woman who refused to come to evening 

service a few weeks ago. She was convinced that the ravens were circling 
over the church.N

V“nd what did you tell her’N I asked.
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VThat in my experience ravens rarely take an interest in church poli-
tics.N

qis dry humor brought a smile even to qolmesUs face.
Vqave there been thefts here’N qolmes asked.
The clergyman considered.
VPothing I can with certainty call a theft.N
VBut’N
V“ small cross disappeared at one point. “nd a decorative knob from 

a candlestick.N
qe shrugged.
VBut I honestly do not know whether it was stolen, misplaced, or 

removed by one of the volunteers. Things disappear from time to time 
in a church.N

qolmes nodded.
VSo you cannot say with certainty.N
VPo.N
When we took our leave of the clergyman and continued our rounds, 

it struck me once again how diHerent his account was from the previous 
ones. Where the butcher had seen the birds as a practical problem and 
the greengrocer as an economic burden, the clergyman regarded them 
almost as a mirror for human fears and imaginings.

The Elderly Woman
The last person with whom we spoke that morning represented precisely 
that fear in its purest form. She lived alone in a small house near the open 
lot and had been recommended by both the clergyman and Mrs. qale as 
one of those who had taken the stories most seriously. When she opened 
the door to us, I was immediately moved by compassion. She was a slight 
elderly woman with a face upon which worry seemed to have drawn deep 
lines. Oven her voice sounded cautious, as though she feared the world 
might hear her thoughts. When the conversation turned to the ravens, 
she instinctively lowered her voice still further.

VThey are not natural,N she said.
qolmes did not contradict her.
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VWhat makes you think so’N
She looked around, although we were alone.
VThey watch.N
VWatch whom’N
VQs.N
There was a sincerity in her fear that made it dijcult to dismiss.
VI no longer go out in the evening.N
VWhy not’N I asked.
VBecause they sit in the trees.N
She pointed toward the window.
V“nd when they cry out, it sounds like omens.N
I could see that her hands were trembling slightly.
VYerhaps a new sickness is coming.N
V“ sickness’N I repeated.
She nodded gravely.
VYlague. Fever. Something else. Whitechapel has seen much over the 

years.N
I found her imaginings unreasonable, but not ridiculous. “s a physi-

cian, I had met many people whose fears had taken on a life of their own. 
What moved me was not the content of her anxieties, but how deeply 
they had taken root. To her the ravens were not merely birds. They had 
become symbols of everything she feared in the world.

qolmes treated her with the same courtesy and respect he would have 
shown any other client. qe asked a few ”uestions, thanked her for her 
time, and allowed her to retain her dignity. Pot once did he suggest that 
her beliefs were foolish.

5nly when we were once more outside in the street and moving away 
from the house did he speak.

VThat was sad,N I said.
V7es.N
VI do not believe in her fear, but it seems ”uite real.N
qolmes nodded.
VFear is almost always real, Watson.N
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qe walked a few steps in silence, while the ravensU cries reached us once 
more from the open lot.

V“nd that is precisely why it is so useful.N
I looked at him ”uestioningly.
VQseful’N
qe cast a glance toward the dark birds above the rooftops.
VFear often becomes a tool in the hands of those who know how to 

direct it.N
There was something in his tone that made me look more closely at 

him. It was no longer merely the ravens he was speaking of. I did not 
yet fully understand his thought, but I had learned by then that when 
qolmes made such observations, it was usually because his mind had 
already moved a step or two ahead of the rest of us. “t that point I still 
believed we were investigating a case about birds. qolmes had perhaps 
begun to look for something ”uite diHerent.

VI am beginning to understand Mrs. qaleUs problem,N I said as we 
walked.

qolmes gave me a brief glance.
V“re you’N
V7es. The birds are not merely a rumor. They make noise. They dam-

age goods. They frighten customers away. “nd they feed all the stories 
people tell.N

VThe birds are troublesome, Watson,N qolmes replied at last.
qe let his gaEe travel up toward the black birds.
VThat does not make them criminals.N

The Boarding House
“fter our tour of the neighborhood, qolmes suggested that we return 
to the boarding house. qe had listened patiently to the various accounts, 
and I had gradually learned to recogniEe the point in an investigation 
when his interest moved away from peopleUs explanations and toward 
the more silent witnesses. qouses, rooms, and obAects themselves often 
possessed a far more reliable memory than the people who moved among 
them.
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5n closer ac”uaintance, the boarding house proved to be exactly what 
it had appeared from the outside. It was modest without being poor, 
simple without being neglected. The 8oors were well kept, the walls 
freshly painted, and everywhere one could sense the care Mrs. qale had 
invested in the place over many years. The narrow stairs creaked a little 
beneath our steps, but everything was clean and orderly. There was none 
of the wear and neglect one so often encounters in cheap lodging houses.

V7ou have a good house, Mrs. qale,N I remarked.
She smiled gratefully.
VI try to, at any rate, Koctor.N
qolmes nodded brie8y, but his thoughts were already elsewhere.
VI do not think we need more stories for the moment.N
VWhat would you like to see’N she asked.
VThe places.N
She looked at him somewhat ”uestioningly.
VYeople rarely remember correctly in any case, Mrs. qale. But rooms 

always remember.N
I could see that she did not entirely understand the meaning of the 

statement, but she nodded and led us up to the zrst 8oor. The zrst room 
looked out over the open lot. It was small, but neatly furnished with a 
bed, a washstand, and a simple table by the window. From the window 
there was a clear view across the open ground and the tall trees where the 
ravens kept themselves.

The Silver Pin
VIt was here,N said Mrs. qale. V“ traveling salesman stayed here for three 
days. qe had placed a silver pin on the windowsill.N

She pointed.
VThere.N
qolmes went at once to the window.
V“nd it disappeared’N
VThe next morning.N
VWas the window open’N
V7es.N
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qolmes opened it fully and leaned slightly forward. Below us, we 
could see the open lot. Several ravens were already sitting in the trees, and 
the distance seemed far shorter than it had from the street.

I watched him measure angles and distances with his eyes.
VInteresting,N he murmured.
VKo you think it was a raven’N Mrs. qale asked.
VIt would certainly be possible.N
qe pointed toward the windowsill.
VShiny obAect. Light weight. Cisibly placed. 5pen window. Kirect 

access.N
qe smiled faintly.
VIt strikes me, in fact, as very nearly the ideal situation for an in”uisi-

tive raven.N

The Pocket Watch
We left the room and were led to another on the same 8oor. It was similar 
to the zrst in siEe and arrangement, but the story behind it was ”uite 
diHerent.

VThis is where the pocket watch disappeared,N said Mrs. qale.
qolmes stopped in the middle of the room.
VThe pocket watch’N
V7es.N
VFrom the windowsill’N
VPo.N
She pointed toward a cupboard in the corner.
VFrom in there.N
qolmes went to the cupboard and opened the door.
VWas the room locked’N
V7es.N
V“nd the cupboard’N
V7es.N
qe examined the lock for a moment, opened and closed the door a few 

times, and then looked around the room. qis inspection lasted scarcely 
a minute.
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Then he turned to me.
VWatson.N
V7es’N
qe placed his hand on the cupboard door.
V?an you explain to me how a raven zrst opens the door to the room, 

then opens the cupboard, selects the correct pocket watch, and leaves the 
place without disturbing anything else’N

I looked at the cupboard.
Then at the window.
Then back at the cupboard.
VPo,N I admitted. VIt sounds ”uite unlikely.N
VYrecisely.N
qe closed the cupboard again.
VIt would re”uire a remarkably talented raven.N
Mrs. qale smiled in spite of her concern.
VWe have none of that sort in Whitechapel.N
VPo,N said qolmes. VI do not think you have.N
We left the room and walked slowly back toward the stairs. The cries of 

the ravens could still be heard through the open windows, though they 
now sounded more distant than before.

qe stopped for a moment on the landing and looked back toward the 
rooms above.

VIt is always useful to separate the possible from the impossible, Wat-
son. 5nly after that can one begin to search for the truth.N

qolmes seemed satiszed with the dayUs zndings, though in the ”uiet 
and restrained manner that often made it dijcult even for me to Audge 
how far his thoughts had really traveled.

VI believe I have seen what I wished to see for the moment, Mrs. qale,N 
he said. VBut if anything new should arise, I would be grateful if you 
would let me know at once.N

She nodded willingly.
V5f course, Mr. qolmes.N
There was, however, a faint trace of disappointment in her face. I 

believe she had hoped for a more deznite conclusion, or at least an as-
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surance that the mystery would soon be solved. qolmes oHered neither. 
qe merely thanked her for her assistance, after which we took our leave 
and returned to Baker Street.

Holmes’s Restlessness
The following day passed without incident. When I later think back on 
the case, that very silence seems remarkable to me, because it almost led 
me to believe that qolmes had lost interest. “t any rate, he did not appear 
occupied by WhitechapelUs ravens. 5n the contrary, he seemed to slip 
back into one of his usual intervals between maAor cases, when his energy 
sought other outlets.

qe read newspapers for long stretches.
Several times he took up the violin and allowed himself to become 

absorbed in musical pieces that only he seemed fully to understand.
Later in the day I found him bent over some chemical experiments at 

the laboratory table by the window, and in the evening he sat for a long 
time with a monograph on cigar ash, which he claimed was in need of 
revision.

5n a couple of occasions I tried cautiously to steer the conversation 
back toward Whitechapel.

VWhat do you think of the ravens’N I asked, for example, over break-
fast.

VThat they are intelligent birds.N
That was the entire answer.
5n another occasion I mentioned the many witness statements.
V7es,N he said merely.
qis gaEe remained zxed upon the newspaper.
3radually I began to interpret his silence as a sign of disappointment. 

Yerhaps the case had simply proved less interesting than it had zrst 
appeared. Pot every mystery concealed a criminal. Pot every strange 
occurrence contained a larger explanation. I had seen such cases before.

For that reason I was genuinely surprised the next morning.

Mrs. Hale Returns
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Mrs. qudson came up the stairs with a speed suggesting that she herself 
found the situation noteworthy.

VThere is a lady who wishes to speak with you, Mr. qolmes,N she 
announced.

qolmes laid down the newspaper.
VPame’N
Mrs. qudson smiled faintly.
VI do not think that will be necessary. She is an ac”uaintance.N
I had scarcely time to wonder before the door opened and Mrs. 

Oleanor qale stepped in.
This time her appearance was ”uite diHerent from that of her earlier 

visits. She seemed hurried. qer cheeks were slightly 8ushed, as though 
after a rapid carriage ride or a long walk through the city, and her eyes 
revealed an uneasiness that had not been there before.

VForgive me, Mr. qolmes,N she began almost at once. VI am sorry to 
come again so soon.N

qolmes had already straightened in his chair.
VThat is rarely a problem, Mrs. qale.N
VIt does not necessarily concern the ravens.N
She stopped for a moment.
V5r rather...N
She folded her hands.
VYeople naturally say that it does.N
I noticed the immediate change in qolmes.
qis gaEe sharpened.
The apparent indiHerence that had marked the whole of the previous 

day vanished like mist beneath the sun.
V3o on.N

Commodore Arthur Pembroke
Mrs. qale sat down.

V“ dead man was found this morning.N
“ brief silence fell over the room.
VWhere’N qolmes asked.
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VIn an alley near the boarding house.N
She hesitated.
VCery near the boarding house.N
V“nd near the s”uare’N
V7es.N
qolmes said nothing.
VI did not see the body myself,N she continued. VBut the whole neigh-

borhood is talking about it. The police have been there since daybreak.N
She drew a deep breath.
V“s I understand it, the dead man was a retired naval ojcer.N
This appeared to interest qolmes.
VPame’N
Mrs. qale took a small folded slip of paper from her bag.
VI wrote it down.N
She looked at it.
V“rthur Yembroke.N
She looked up.
V?ommodore “rthur Yembroke.N
The name meant nothing to me, but the manner in which she pro-

nounced it told me at once that he was a man of some reputation.
V7ou knew him’N I asked.
VPot personally.N
She shook her head.
VBut everyone knows who he was. qe was respected. 5ne of those 

men people speak well of.N
She hesitated.
Vqe did not live in Whitechapel at all.N
VThen what was he doing there’N qolmes asked.
VPo one knows yet.N
qe leaned forward a fraction.
V“nd the police assessment’N
V“ heart attack, I believe.N
She sounded uncertain.
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VThey say there is no reason for suspicion. That it was probably a 
natural death.N

VSo the case is already closed’N
V“lmost.N
She looked at us gravely.
VBut people are talking.N
It was said with a simplicity that only made the statement stronger. 

In Whitechapel, rumors were often faster than both the police and the 
newspapers.

V“nd what are people saying’N qolmes asked.
Mrs. qale looked down at her hands for a moment.
VThat the ravens were there.N
Peither of us said anything.
VSeveral people claim to have seen them near the alley.N
She shook her head slightly.
VI am not saying I believe it. But you know how it has become. “s soon 

as anything happens, someone points to the birds.N
qolmes sat perfectly still. Pot once did he interrupt her. I had seen this 

before. When he listened in this manner, it was rarely out of politeness 
alone. It was because a single word or a single detail might prove more 
important than the whole of the rest of the account.

Mrs. qale continued describing the rumors already spreading through 
the neighborhood, but my own thoughts circled elsewhere. It was only 
now that death had entered the picture. Qntil then we had concerned 
ourselves with stolen tri8es, superstition, and black birds. Suddenly there 
was a dead man standing at the center of the tale.

“nd while qolmes continued to listen without interruption, I began 
to have the unpleasant feeling that Raven S”uare might conceal some-
thing far more serious than any of us had imagined.

Bloodstains
It was not, however, the death itself that had brought Mrs. qale once 
more to Baker Street. qad the matter concerned only an elderly man 
overcome by illness in the street, Whitechapel would likely have spoken 
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of little beyond the ordinary sympathy such incidents call forth. It was 
another detail that had set imaginations in motion and caused the ru-
mors to spread faster than any ojcial explanation could follow.

VThere is one more thing,N said Mrs. qale, lowering her voice slightly. 
VSomething people are speaking about a great deal.N

qolmes made a small motion with his hand, inviting her to continue.
V5ne of the locals claims to have seen blood on the paving stones.N
I looked up at once.
VBlood’N
V7es.N
She hurried to add—
VI did not see it myself. I am only repeating what is being told.N
VPaturally,N said qolmes.
VIt is said to have been very early in the morning, before the police 

arrived.N
She hesitated a moment.
V“nd since then another person has come forward claiming the same 

thing.N
qolmes remained motionless.
VTwo independent witnesses’N
V“s far as I understand.N
“ brief silence followed.
I could not help thinking of the logical dijculty that immediately 

arose. If the police explanation was correct, and ?ommodore Yembroke 
had died of a heart attack or some similar natural seiEure, where had the 
blood come from’

The same ”uestion seemed to have occurred to qolmes.
VKid they say how much blood’N
VPo.N
V5nly that it was visible’N
V7es.N
She folded her hands.
VThat is precisely why people are talking about it.N



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOLJ0

I noticed that qolmes had not yet uttered the slightest theory. qe was 
merely gathering the information, as he always did at the beginning of a 
case.

Mrs. qale continued.
VBut as you can surely imagine, the story was ”uickly mixed together 

with everything else.N
VWhat else’N I asked.
She gave a small, weary sigh.
VThe ravens.N
The word seemed almost inevitable.
VSeveral people say the birds were sitting on the rooftops above the 

alley early that morning.N
VBefore the body was found’N
V“round the same time.N
She shook her head.
VI do not know exactly when. But they are said to have been very 

restless.N
VRestless in what way’N qolmes asked.
VFlying about. ?rying more than usual. ?ircling over the area.N
I could almost hear the elderly widowUs voice in my mind even before 

Mrs. qale mentioned her.
V“nd, of course, Mrs. 3rayson is utterly convinced.N
VThe elderly lady’N I asked.
V7es.N
Mrs. qale smiled wearily.
VShe is already saying the birds foretold the death.N
qolmes raised one eyebrow ever so slightly.
VThat was swift.N
VWhitechapel works ”uickly, Mr. qolmes.N
“ faint smile seemed to appear about his mouth.
V7ou are ”uite right.N
VThere is still more.N
She looked from one of us to the other.
VSome claim they saw the ravens sitting on the body itself.N
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This caused me involuntarily to straighten a little.
V5n the body’N
V7es.N
VWhen the man was found’N
VThat is how it is being told.N
She was plainly uncomfortable repeating the story.
V“nd there are those who believe the birds were pecking at him.N
I now began to understand how the rumors had developed. From 

blood on the paving stones to ravens on the rooftops, and from there 
onward to the image of birds circling death like omens from some darker 
world.

VYerhaps that explains the blood, they say,N Mrs. qale continued. VIf 
the birds had pecked at him.N

I turned my gaEe toward qolmes. If there truly had been blood on the 
paving stones, then a possibility had suddenly arisen that the police ap-
peared to have overlooked. “nd I could see in qolmesUs face that this very 
possibility had awakened his interest far more than all of WhitechapelUs 
black birds combined.

“t last qolmes lifted his head. There was no drama in the movement, 
but I recogniEed it immediately. qe had made a decision.

Without haste he rose, crossed to the mantelpiece, and took up his hat. 
I needed no explanation. “fter so many years of working together, I had 
learned to read these small signs almost as clearly as his words.

VI think, Watson,N he said as he put on his coat, Vthat we should pay 
Whitechapel another visit.N

VBecause of the ravens’N I asked.
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
VPo, my dear Watson. Because of the dead man.N

A Death in Whitechapel
“ few minutes later we were on our way through London once again. “s 
the cab worked its way eastward through the dense trajc, qolmes sat 
silent opposite me. But it was no longer the disengaged silence that had 
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characteriEed him the day before. It was the silence of a man who had 
caught a scent.

Oven before the cab set us down near Mrs. qaleUs boarding house, I 
sensed that the mood of the neighborhood had changed since our last 
visit. When qolmes and I had zrst come to the area, every conversation 
had revolved around the ravens. The birds had been the natural center 
of every explanation, every complaint, and every fear. Pow their place 
in peopleUs minds seemed to have been taken by something far more 
tangible.

Keath.
It was not something one needed to be told. 5ne could feel it in 

the air. Small groups of people stood at street corners speaking in low 
voices. When we approached, the conversations were often interrupted 
or continued more ”uietly. In several places I saw people casting glances 
toward the back alleys, as though they expected the brickwork itself to 
reveal something about the event that had taken place there at daybreak. 
Oven the tradesmen, who had otherwise seemed so occupied with their 
daily business, appeared more subdued and restrained.

The ravens were, of course, still there. From the trees around the open 
lot came their hoarse cries at intervals, and a few of the birds circled over 
the rooftops in the same manner as before. 7et I must admit that the 
sound seemed diHerent to me that day. Yerhaps it was merely my own 
state of mind, but where, on our zrst visit, I had experienced their cries 
as noisy and intrusive, they now seemed darker, almost mournful. It was 
as though the fear of the neighborhood had settled over the birds and 
colored even their natural sounds with a new meaning.

VThey talk of nothing else,N said Mrs. qale as she led us through the 
narrow side streets. VOvery single guest asks about it.N

She shook her head helplessly.
VSome are already considering leaving.N
VBecause of the death’N I asked.
VBecause of the rumors.N
She glanced brie8y up toward the dark birds above the rooftops.
VFor many people, the two have nearly become the same thing.N
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“t last we turned into a narrower passage between some warehouses. 
The buildings stood close here, and the sunlight reached down between 
the walls only with dijculty. The alley was neither dramatic nor par-
ticularly remarkable. qad I passed it on an ordinary day, I would hardly 
have given it a thought.

Pow it seemed almost uncannily still. There were no policemen, no 
barriers, no sign at all of the activity that must have marked the place 
only a few hours earlier. 5nly the high walls and the narrow strip of sky 
above them.

Mrs. qale stopped and pointed ahead toward a large gate leading into 
a warehouse yard.

VThere.N
qer voice lowered.
VThat is where they found him.N

The Alley
qolmes did not answer. qe was already moving forward. I saw the fa-
miliar transformation come over him. It is dijcult to describe to anyone 
who has not known him over a long period, but to me it was unmistak-
able. The courteous adviser who had listened to witnesses and weighed 
rumors now withdrew into the background. In his place emerged the 
Sherlock qolmes who had made himself feared among criminals and 
respected among police ojcers throughout London. qis movements 
became more purposeful.

qe reached the spot by the gate and stood for a moment without 
speaking. qis gaEe traveled along the paving stones, over the walls, and up 
toward the rooftops around the alley. I knew that he had already begun 
to gather the zrst pieces of a picture still hidden from the rest of us.

I felt again that familiar tension which so often accompanied the 
beginning of a serious qolmes investigation. Instinctively I knew we 
had crossed an invisible boundary. We were no longer searching for the 
explanation of a few petty thefts. We stood now at the beginning of a 
murder mystery.
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qolmes let his gaEe travel along the alley like a man who wished zrst 
to understand a place as a whole before turning to its details. Then he 
knelt upon the paving stones and, with the thoroughness that always 
characteriEed his work, began to examine the area inch by inch.

I have often observed that it can be a frustrating experience to accom-
pany qolmes during such an examination. To the untrained observer, 
he seems interested in the most insignizcant things. “ crack in a stone. 
“ mark upon a wall. “ diHerence in the color of the earth. Things that to 
me appeared utterly meaningless could occupy his attention for several 
minutes at a time.

So it was that day. qe examined the surface of the paving stones, the 
distances between them, and the narrow Aoints that separated them. qe 
studied the gutter along the wall, the zttings on the gate, and the distance 
between the gate and the street itself. Several times he rose, walked a few 
steps away, and then returned, as though trying to see the place from 
diHerent angles.

Mrs. qale and I remained a little way back.
V?an you see anything’N she asked softly.
VPot the slightest thing,N I had to admit.
The truth was that the alley appeared entirely ordinary to me. qad I 

passed it alone, I would scarcely have given it more than a 8eeting glance. 
But qolmes continued. Then he suddenly stopped and leaned farther 
forward. I saw him take out his magnifying lens and hold it very close 
over the paving stones. “ moment later he rose.

VThere we have it.N
I stepped closer.
VWhat’N
qe pointed down between two of the stones.
“t zrst I could see nothing, but gradually I distinguished a dark dis-

coloration deep in the Aoint.
V?lotted blood,N said qolmes.
V“re you certain’N
V“s certain as one can be without a laboratory.N
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qe knelt again and examined it more closely. There was not much left. 
Kust and trajc had already done their part to erase the traces. But there 
was enough that even I had to admit his conclusion was probably correct.

qolmes studied the spot for a long time without speaking.
VIf this is truly the place where ?ommodore Yembroke died, I strongly 

doubt the theory of a heart attack.N
VWhy’N asked Mrs. qale.
qe looked again at the paving stones.
VBecause heart attacks rarely leave blood between paving stones.N
qis gaEe rested on me for a moment.
V7ou should know that as a doctor.N
I nodded, somewhat embarrassed.
V5f course.N
qe said no more, but I could feel that the discovery had conzrmed 

something he had already suspected.

The Publican’s Observation
While we were still at the spot, our attention was drawn to a man who 
came out of a public house on the opposite side of the street. qe had 
probably been observing us through the window and seemed curious to 
discover why three people stood so intently bent over what appeared to 
be perfectly ordinary paving stones.

qe crossed the street and approached us with the conzdent air often 
found in men accustomed to speaking with many people every day.

VBegging your pardon, gentlemen,N he said. V7ou are interested in the 
poor commodore, I suppose.N

qolmes turned toward him at once.
VWe are.N
VThen perhaps I can be of some help.N
The man introduced himself as the proprietor of the public house 

opposite and explained that he had known ?ommodore Yembroke by 
sight for several years.

Vqe came here from time to time.N
V“nd he was here the evening before’N qolmes asked.
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V7es.N
The publican nodded zrmly.
Vqe sat with me for most of the evening.N
qolmes now listened with that attentiveness which always appeared 

whenever a possible eyewitness account was in ”uestion.
Vqow did he seem’N
V4uite well.N
VKrunk’N
VPo.N
The man shook his head.
Vqe drank several ales, that is true enough, but no more than he could 

carry.N
VSo you noticed nothing unusual’N
VPothing.N
qe considered.
VIf anything, he seemed in particularly good spirits.N
This caused qolmes to raise his eyebrows slightly.
Vqe laughed several times. Spoke with people. There was nothing 

about him that made me think he was ill or in trouble.N
The publican cast a glance toward the alley.
VThat is why the whole thing seems so strange.N
qolmes nodded slowly.
V3o on.N
VThere is really not much more to say. qe remained sitting there a long 

while. Longer than most. But he seemed entirely himself.N
I noticed that qolmesUs gaEe brie8y returned to the spot by the gate.

The Sailor with the Tattoo
The publican stood silent for a moment, as though going over the 
evening once more in his mind. qolmes had the eHect upon people that 
they often began to remember more details than they zrst believed pos-
sible. Where other investigators merely asked for facts, qolmes seemed 
to make people relive events before their inner eye.

VThere is one thing more, though,N the man said at last.
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I noticed immediately how qolmesUs attention sharpened.
V7es’N
Vqe was not alone the whole evening.N
qolmes said nothing, but his gaEe rested steadily on the speaker.
VLate in the evening, someone Aoined him.N
Vqow late’N
VCery late. In fact, shortly before closing time.N
The publican turned and pointed toward his public house, as though 

the building itself might help his memory.
VMost of the customers had already gone. I noticed the man because 

he came so late.N
V?an you describe him’N
The man shrugged a little.
VPot very precisely. I only saw him brie8y, after all.N
qe thought for a moment.
V7ounger than the commodore. Yerhaps early forties.N
qolmes nodded encouragingly.
V?ontinue.N
VPot very tall. “ little stoutly built. qe wore a dark cap.N
qe hesitated again.
V“nd he had a tattoo on one arm.N
“t these words qolmes suddenly seemed more interested.
V“ tattoo’N
V7es.N
V?ould you see the design’N
VPo. 5nly that it was there.N
qe smiled a little apologetically.
VBut of course, that is not so unusual among sailors.N
VPo,N said qolmes calmly. VIt certainly is not.N
Oven so, I could see that the information had lodged itself in his mind.
VKid they speak together’N
V7es.N
VKid they seem like strangers to one another’N
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The ”uestion was answered so ”uickly that there was no room for 
doubt.

VPo.N
The publican shook his head zrmly.
V5n the contrary.N
qe looked between us.
VI am actually certain they knew each other ”uite well.N
qe folded his arms.
VIf you had asked me that night, I would have said they were old 

ac”uaintances.N
This information appeared to interest qolmes at least as much as the 

description of the younger man.
Vqow long did they remain’N
VQntil closing time.N
V“nd afterward’N
The publican pointed down the street.
5nly now did I notice a bench standing against a wall a few yards away.
V5ver there.N
We followed his znger.
VWhen I closed, they were still together. I asked them, of course, 

to leave the public house, but they did not seem znished with their 
conversation.N

qe smiled faintly.
VThat happens often enough.N
VSo they merely moved outside’N
V7es.N
For a moment qolmes regarded the place without speaking. The 

bench was not far from the alley where Yembroke had later been found. 
The distance was so short that one could easily imagine the two men 
continuing their conversation there after the doors of the public house 
had been closed for the night.

VWhen I went inside and locked up, they were still sitting there,N the 
publican informed us.
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qolmes walked slowly a few steps toward the spot, while his gaEe 
moved between the bench, the alley, and the public house door. I knew 
that look. qe was not merely measuring distances. qe was trying to 
reconstruct the se”uence of events.

For my own part, a picture slowly began to form. “ retired com-
modore had spent the evening in good spirits. Shortly before midnight 
he had been Aoined by a man he knew and apparently trusted. They had 
drunk together, spoken conzdentially, and continued their conversation 
outside after closing time. “ few hours later, one of them lay dead in an 
alley.

I cast a glance at qolmes. qe still stood silent, studying the bench. 
It was clear that the younger man with the tattoo had now assumed 
a central place in his thoughts. Pot because there was yet the slightest 
proof against him, but because he was the last known person to have seen 
?ommodore “rthur Yembroke alive. “nd in any murder mystery, that 
is rarely a fact one can aHord to overlook.

qolmes tried for some time longer to draw further information from 
the publican, but without any notable result. The man had seen the two 
men leave the public house together, and he had seen them settle on 
the bench farther down the street. “fter that, his attention had been 
occupied by the closing of the day, the accounts, the tidying up, and the 
many small duties that come with running a public house.

qolmes thanked him for his assistance and stood for a moment with 
his gaEe zxed upon the bench. It was as though he were trying to imagine 
the last known hours of ?ommodore YembrokeUs life. The elderly ojcer 
and the younger man with the tattoo, seated side by side in the stillness 
of night, familiar and apparently on good terms. Pothing in the account 
suggested hostility. 5n the contrary, everything pointed to trust. But 
trust had led men to death before.

Further Discoveries
Without further remark, qolmes returned to the spot by the gate and 
resumed his examination. This time he widened the area of his search. 
Where he had previously concentrated on the exact place where the body 
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had been found, he now moved in broader circles around the gate and 
the nearest paving stones. I followed him without entirely understanding 
what he hoped to znd.

Suddenly he stopped, bent down, and picked something up between 
his zngers.

VWhat is it’N I asked.
qolmes did not answer at once. Instead, he walked a few steps farther 

and found another small piece. Then a third.
5nly when he had gathered a handful of the little obAects did I realiEe 

that they glimmered in the light. Shards of glass. They were very small 
and lay scattered across an area of several yards. qolmes placed them 
carefully in his palm and then began to turn them this way and that with 
a concentration that reminded me of a man attempting to assemble a 
dijcult puEEle.

“fter several minutesU work, a shape slowly began to emerge. Pot a 
complete shape, but enough to suggest the whole.

V?urved glass,N he said.
I knelt beside him.
V7es.N
VFrom a window’N
qolmes shook his head.
VFar too thin.N
qe lifted one of the pieces to the light.
V“nd far too zne.N
qis gaEe passed over the collected fragments.
VI should sooner think of a pocket watch.N
I looked again at the small pieces. The more I considered them, the 

more likely the explanation seemed.
VSo a watch was smashed here’N
VIt would appear so.N
qe placed the fragments carefully in his pocket.
VWho knows’ Yerhaps in a fall. Yerhaps in a struggle.N
qis gaEe moved toward the gate.
VBut scarcely during a peaceful heart attack.N
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It was another small piece of the picture, but an important one.
qolmes continued his search.
This time he found something ”uite diHerent.
Several small black feathers lay scattered around the spot. Some were 

caught between the stones. 5thers lay close to the wall or in the gutter. 
I recogniEed them at once.

VRavens.N
V7es.N
qolmes picked up a couple of them.
I shrugged a little.
VThat is hardly strange. There are ravens everywhere in the area.N
Before qolmes could answer, we were interrupted by a hoarse voice.
VIt was the ravens.N

Perhaps a Witness
We turned around. “n elderly washerwoman had come out of a nearby 
washhouse. She had evidently been watching our examination for some 
time and seemed eager to share her own conclusions.

VThe ravens’N qolmes repeated kindly.
V7es.N
She nodded eagerly.
VWhen they found him, they were everywhere.N
She pointed up toward the rooftops.
V“nd before the police came, they were even pecking at him.N
Mrs. qale visibly shuddered.
V“re you certain’N
V“s certain as I stand here.N
The washerwoman made the sign of the cross.
VCile creatures.N
She looked up toward the sky, as though the birds still hovered over 

the place.
VI said it all along. They bring misfortune with them.N
I immediately recogniEed the same superstition we had already en-

countered in several parts of the neighborhood. For her, the matter was 
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settled. The ravens had been present, and therefore they must in some 
way be connected with the death.

qolmes did not contradict her. qe rarely did so with people whose 
convictions were built upon fear rather than logic. Instead he asked only 
a single ”uestion.

VTell me, madam. Kid the birds come before or after people began to 
gather’N

The woman looked surprised.
VI do not know.N
VWere they already here’N
VI think so.N
VThink, or know’N
She hesitated.
VI only remember the birds.N
qolmes nodded.
That seemed to be answer enough. When she had gone on her way, I 

remained standing with one of the black feathers between my zngers.
Shortly afterward we decided to return to Mrs. qaleUs boarding house. 

The examination had yielded more than we had expected, and as we 
walked through the streets of Whitechapel, I tried to gather the various 
clues in my own mind.

The blood between the paving stones. The smashed pocket watch. 
The younger man with the tattoo, and not least the raven feathers around 
the place where the body had lain. Oach fact seemed signizcant, yet I 
could not yet see the connection between them. “s so often before, 
I found myself several steps behind qolmes. qe, by contrast, seemed 
more satiszed than I had seen him since the beginning of the case. Pot 
because the mystery had been solved, but because for the zrst time it had 
produced tangible clues.

The First Witnesses
Later we sat in the sitting room of the boarding house, each with a cup 
of tea before us. 5utside, Raven S”uare lay bathed in the pale afternoon 
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light. The birds still perched in the trees and on the roofs around the 
s”uare, black shapes against the gray sky.

qolmes watched them for a long time without speaking.
VWhat are you thinking about’N I asked.
qe did not answer at once, but then said—
VI am thinking, Watson, that the ravens may have been the zrst to 

arrive at this crime scene.N
I looked at him in surprise.
VThe zrst’N
V7es.N
qe leaned back in his chair.
VBefore the police. Before curious neighbors. Yerhaps before anyone 

at all had discovered that there was a dead man lying in the alley.N
qis gaEe returned to the window.
There was something almost re8ective in his voice now.
VYerhaps they were the zrst witnesses.N
I followed his gaEe out toward the black birds.
V“nd what do they tell us, then’N
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
VI do not know yet.N
qe was silent for a moment.
VBut one thing is certain.N
V7es’N
VThey do not lie.N
‘ust then the ravens rose from the trees in a dark wave and circled over 

the s”uare. qolmes followed them with his eyes until they disappeared 
among the rooftops.

VYeople remember incorrectly. They exaggerate. They conceal. They 
guess.N

qe slowly lifted his teacup.
VBut nature does none of these things.N
“nd while dusk slowly began to settle over Whitechapel, I sat watch-

ing the black birds outside and thought that qolmes might be right. 
If anyone had truly been present during ?ommodore YembrokeUs znal 



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOL6:

moments, perhaps it was not the people we had ”uestioned so far. Yer-
haps the zrst witnesses had wings.

That same evening qolmes and I were once again seated in our familiar 
sitting room in Baker Street. 5utside, the weather had changed since the 
afternoon. “ persistent rain swept across London and beat ceaselessly 
against the windowpanes, while the wind now and then caused the 
8ames of the gas lamps outside to 8icker like uncertain shadows through 
the curtains. Inside the room there reigned the pleasant warmth that only 
a good zre and old habits can create. The hearth burned steadily, and the 
golden 8ames cast their glow over the books, the furniture, and the many 
obAects that over the years had found their way into qolmesUs curious 
collection.

7et there was nothing relaxing about the atmosphere. Before qolmes 
on the table lay the few clues Whitechapel had given us. The black raven 
feathers had been placed aside in a small pile. Beside them lay the little 
pieces of glass from the shattered pocket watch, carefully sorted on a 
sheet of paper. Then there were his notes, zlled with brief remarks and 
a few names, written in the ”uick handwriting that only he seemed able 
to read without dijculty.

qolmes sat for a long time without speaking. qe had placed himself 
in his armchair near the zre, but his gaEe did not rest upon the 8ames. 
Instead, it moved among the obAects on the table, as though he were 
replaying the dayUs events again and again before his inner eye.

I had gradually learned that such periods of silence did not necessarily 
mean that he was without a clue. 5n the contrary, it was often in pre-
cisely these hours, when he seemed most inaccessible, that his thoughts 
were working with the greatest intensity.

Several times I nevertheless attempted to begin a conversation. I men-
tioned the publicanUs account. Later I returned to the unknown man 
with the tattoo. 5n another occasion I asked whether he believed the 
shattered pocket watch must necessarily be connected with the death.

Oach time I received an answer. But only barely.
VYossibly.N
V5r perhaps not.N
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VThat depends upon the rest.N
They were the sort of answers that told me his thoughts were else-

where. I therefore znally left him in peace and took up a book instead, 
though I must confess that I read the same page several times without 
really taking in its contents.

My attention kept returning to qolmes. 5nce he picked up the raven 
feathers and studied them for a long time in the lamplight. Then he laid 
them down again without comment. Shortly afterward he gathered up 
the glass fragments and tried once more to zt some of them together. 
When this produced no new result, his gaEe fell upon his notes, which 
he read through slowly and thoughtfully.

Thus nearly an hour passed, while the rain continued its monotonous 
drumming against the windows. The zre crackled softly. “nd qolmes 
thought.

Suddenly I heard him say something. Pot to me. Rather to himself.
VThere is one thing missing.N
I set the book aside entirely.
VWhat is that’N
qe leaned back in his chair and folded his hands before him.
VWe are missing the dead manUs story.N
I understood at once what he meant. Qntil now, all our investigations 

had concerned the circumstances surrounding the death. We had exam-
ined the place where the body was found. We had spoken with people 
who had seen him on his znal evening. We had gathered clues from the 
paving stones.

But of the man himself, we knew almost nothing.
VYembroke,N I said slowly.
VYrecisely.N
qolmes nodded.
VWe may know something about how he died.N
qe raised a znger.
V5r, rather, how he probably did not die.N
“ faint smile appeared for a moment.
VBut we know nothing about how he lived.N
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qe rose and began slowly pacing back and forth before the zreplace.
VWho was he, truly’N
qis gaEe turned to me.
VWhy was he in Whitechapel’N
qe took another few steps.
VWhom did he know’N
VWhom did he trust’N
VWho might have wished to meet him late at night’N
I felt how the ”uestions changed the whole perspective of the case. 

Qntil that moment, the unknown man with the tattoo had stood as the 
most interesting clue. But qolmes had already shifted his gaEe farther 
back.

Before the unknown man. Before the public house. Before the alley. 
To the man “rthur Yembroke himself.

“rthur Yembroke was no longer merely a body found in an alley. qe 
had become the central zgure in his own mystery. “nd only when we 
understood his story would we be able to understand his death.

Scotland Yard
The next morning the weather was once again typical of London. The 
rain from the previous evening had ceased, but the sky still hung low 
and gray over the city, and a damp haEe lay between the rooftops. “fter 
an early breakfast qolmes and I left Baker Street and set our course 
for Scotland 7ard. The Aourney gave me occasion to re8ect upon the 
curious contrast London had always contained. 5nly the day before we 
had moved through WhitechapelUs narrow streets among dockworkers, 
tradesmen, washerwomen, and the many people who lived their lives in 
the shadow of poverty, rumor, and superstition. Pow we were moving 
toward the administrative center of the empire, where order, procedure, 
and ojcial explanations prevailed. It often seemed to me that the two 
worlds scarcely belonged to the same city.

The buildings of Scotland 7ard possessed no true beauty, but they 
radiated that particular authority which belongs to institutions that dai-
ly concern themselves with human crimes and misfortunes. Qniformed 
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constables moved through the corridors with documents under their 
arms, messengers came and went, and everywhere there reigned the busy 
but disciplined activity I had by then come to know so well.

qolmes was immediately recogniEed by several of the staH, and after 
a short wait we were led through a series of corridors and into an ojce, 
where for the zrst time I met the man who would later become one of 
the most recurring zgures in my accounts of qolmesUs work.

Inspector Lestrade was not an impressive man in outward appearance. 
5n the contrary, many would probably have overlooked him in a crowd. 
qe was comparatively small in stature and without any particular physi-
cal distinction, but it did not take many moments before one noticed his 
eyes. They were lively, alert, and constantly at work. qis whole manner 
radiated energy and persistence. 5ne immediately had the impression of 
a man who rarely spared himself and even more rarely abandoned a trail 
once he had caught the scent of it.

qe rose from behind his desk as we entered.
Vqolmes,N he said with a nod. V“nd Kr. Watson. It has been some 

time.N
There was warmth in his voice, but something else as well. I had often 

heard qolmes speak of Lestrade and knew that their relationship was 
marked by a mixture of mutual respect and professional rivalry. They had 
worked together many times, but they seldom approached a case from 
the same starting point.

V3ood morning, Lestrade,N said qolmes. VWe hope we are not inter-
rupting.N

VThat depends upon the case.N
qolmes mentioned the name “rthur Yembroke.
Lestrade leaned back in his chair and gave a slight shrug.
VThe commodore from Whitechapel’N
VYrecisely.N
VI confess I do not ”uite understand your interest.N
“ faint smile passed over his face.
VIf every man with a scratched pocket watch were investigated as a 

murder victim, we should never get anything else done.N
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Pembroke’s Reputation
I noticed that the corners of qolmesUs mouth moved ever so slightly. qe 
had plainly heard similar arguments many times before, and experience 
had taught him that it was rarely useful to contradict them too soon.

V“ll the same, I should like to hear a little more about the man him-
self,N he said.

Lestrade drew a folder from a pile on his desk and opened it.
VThat I can help you with.N
qe turned through several pages.
V“rthur Yembroke. Former commodore in the Royal Pavy. Retired 

some years ago.N
qe glanced down at the papers.
VQnmarried.N
“nother glance.
VLived alone in a respectable neighborhood.N
qe continued reading.
V3ood znancial position. Po known debts. Po recorded con8icts. 

Po criminal record, naturally.N
Lestrade looked up.
V4uite the opposite.N
There was almost a hint of respect in his voice.
VOverything we have found points to a thoroughly honorable man.N
I noticed that this assessment recurred in everything said about the 

deceased. Overy time we encountered his name, it was accompanied by 
words such as upright, reliable, or well-liked. It was unusual. Most people 
leave behind both friends and enemies, but Yembroke seemed to have 
achieved a rare kind of respect that extended far beyond his own social 
class.

Vqe was known in Whitechapel’N qolmes asked.
V7es.N
Lestrade nodded.
VThat is in fact one of the more interesting points.N
qe leaned forward.
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V“ man like Yembroke had no obvious reason to spend time in those 
neighborhoods.N

VBut he did’N
VRegularly.N
Lestrade half closed the folder.
VWe have spoken with several people out there. qe was well received. 

Many knew him by name.N
V?harity’N I suggested.
VYossibly.N
Lestrade shrugged.
V“t any rate, he had a reputation for helping people.N
For a moment there was silence.
I looked at qolmes. qis face revealed nothing, but I could feel his 

interest growing with every new piece of the commodoreUs history. We 
had come to znd a dead man. Instead, we were slowly beginning to meet 
a human being of 8esh and blood.

The more positive the portrait of “rthur Yembroke became, the more 
peculiar his death appeared. For if LestradeUs information was correct, 
we were not dealing with a drunkard, a gambler, or a man surrounded 
by scandal. We were dealing with a respected ojcer who had served his 
country, preserved his honor, and earned the trust of his fellow men. 
“nd yet he had been found alone in an alley in Whitechapel, with blood 
between the paving stones and a shattered pocket watch by his side. It 
seemed to me that the ”uestion was no longer merely how he had died. 
The ”uestion was how a man like “rthur Yembroke had ever ended up 
there at all.

Lestrade let his zngertips rest upon the case folder for a moment while 
he looked over another couple of pages. It seemed to me that he was 
genuinely trying to help qolmes, even if he still did not entirely share his 
view of the caseUs signizcance. To him, “rthur Yembroke was zrst and 
foremost a death that, by all ojcial signs, pointed toward natural causes. 
To qolmes, it had already become a mystery. The diHerence between the 
two men often lay less in their intelligence than in their willingness to 
accept the zrst explanation that oHered itself.
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VWe have, of course, made the usual in”uiries,N Lestrade continued. 
VPeighbors, business ac”uaintances, former colleagues, and other per-
sons who have known him over the years.N

qe turned once more through the papers.
V“nd the result is remarkably consistent.N
VIn what way’N qolmes asked.
VOveryone says much the same thing.N
Lestrade looked up.
Vqonorable. qelpful. Kisciplined. Reliable.N

A More Complex Picture
For a moment I thought the conversation was nearing its end, but then 
Lestrade suddenly hesitated. qe let his znger move down one of the 
pages and read a couple of lines once more.

VThere is one thing, however.N
I noticed at once that qolmes changed his posture.
Pot much.
But enough for me to know that his interest had been awakened.
V7es’N he said.
VPothing serious.N
V7ou must allow me to Audge that.N
Lestrade nodded.
V“s you wish.N
qe leaned back.
VYembroke maintained, throughout his life, his connection with peo-

ple from his years at sea.N
VThat does not seem unusual.N
VPo.N
Lestrade looked down at the papers.
VBut it did not apply only to ojcers.N
Pow qolmes leaned slightly forward.
V3o on.N
Vqe also kept in contact with ordinary sailors.N
V5ld crewmen’N
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V7es.N
V“nd’N
Lestrade shrugged.
VSome of them were respectable enough.N
qe paused brie8y.
V5thers less so.N
For the zrst time qolmes appeared genuinely interested.
VIn what way’N
VIn the sense that several of them have had trouble with the law over 

the years.N
qe laid the papers aside.
VPot necessarily serious crimes. But the sort of people a cautious man 

would normally keep at some distance.N
I could see that this information surprised qolmes less than it sur-

prised me. 5n the contrary, it seemed almost to conzrm something he 
had already suspected.

Lestrade found another note.
V“ former dockworker says that Yembroke several times found work 

for men who otherwise could not get a berth.N
“nother sheet.
V“nother says he lent money without expecting to get it back.N
qe turned another page.
V“nd several describe how he regularly visited the docks to speak with 

old ac”uaintances. That tells us something important about the man.N
qolmes rose slowly and walked to the window.
The gray morning lay over the city outside.
V“ manUs enemies do not always arise among those he has harmed.N
qe looked out toward the street.
VSometimes they arise among those he has tried to help.N
Lestrade raised his eyebrows.
I must admit that the remark seemed somewhat enigmatic to me, 

but I noticed that qolmes now appeared far more interested in “rthur 
Yembroke than he had only a few minutes before. “ more complex 
picture of the deceased was beginning to emerge.
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“ man who moved between two worlds. “ man who was welcome in 
the better neighborhoods, yet who also sought out the docks, the taverns, 
and the people whom society often preferred to overlook.

“nd as Lestrade continued going through the case zle, I began to feel 
that sensation which so often had heralded the beginning of a larger 
discovery. We were perhaps no longer merely searching for the manner 
in which “rthur Yembroke had died. We were beginning to understand 
why his life might have placed him in danger.

V7ou have been most helpful, Lestrade,N qolmes concluded.
The inspector smiled wryly.
VBut if you znd a murder where I znd a heart attack, I shall naturally 

be the zrst to admit it.N
VI shall remind you of that.N
VI do not doubt it.N
The two men exchanged a nod that contained years of experience with 

both cooperation and disagreement, and shortly afterward Watson and 
I found ourselves once more out in the corridor.

Scotland 7ardUs hallways hummed with their usual activity. ?onsta-
bles passed us with folders under their arms. Koors opened and closed. 
Somewhere farther down the corridor came the sound of a typewriter. 
Overything seemed orderly, systematic, and rational.

I cast a glance at qolmes as we walked toward the exit.
VSo Lestrade may still be right’N I asked. VIt may still have been a heart 

attack.N
qolmes did not answer.
We continued down the stairs and through the entrance hall.
5nly when we had come out into the street and moved a few steps 

away from the building did he speak.
VYerhaps.N
The single word was followed by silence. LondonUs trajc moved 

around us. ?abs rolled past. Pewsboys shouted the dayUs headlines. 
“ policeman directed a stream of carriages through an intersection. 
qolmes walked with his hands behind his back and his gaEe zxed ahead. 
Then he continued.
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VBut I znd it remarkable, Watson, that a man without enemies should 
die in an alley after midnight in the company of an unknown sailor.N

I had no answer to that. When he framed the matter in that way, the 
heart attack suddenly seemed less convincing.

We reached the edge of the pavement and stopped for a moment while 
a line of carriages passed. qolmes stood still, watching the crowd. I have 
often noticed that in such moments he seemed to step back from the 
individual clues in order to consider the whole pattern instead. It was as 
though his mind rose above the details to see the larger connection.

VBut we have accomplished something important today,N he said at 
last.

VWhat’N
qe turned to me.
VWe now know considerably more about who Yembroke was.N
I nodded.
It was true.
The dead man was no longer merely a name in a police report or a body 

in an alley. qe had become a real person with a lived life, a past, and a 
network of connections. “ man who moved between LondonUs better 
”uarters and the more doubtful circles of the docks.

qolmes looked out over the trajc for another moment.
Then he turned to me again.
V“nd now, Watson...N
There was a new energy in his voice.
V...we must znd the man with the tattoo.N
I immediately felt the familiar sensation that the case had passed a 

decisive point. Qntil now we had been moving backward through the 
traces left by a dead man. Pow the investigation turned forward toward 
a living one. Somewhere in London there was the man who had drunk 
ale with “rthur Yembroke on the last evening of his life.

Yerhaps he was an innocent witness. Yerhaps he was the key to the 
entire mystery. But one thing was certain. Sherlock qolmes had decided 
to znd him.
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The Ravens’ Nests
The  following  morning  qolmes  and  I  once  again  returned  to 
Whitechapel. The air was cooler than on the preceding days, and after 
the nightUs rain even the soot-blackened bricks seemed to stand out a 
little more sharply against the pale sky. The neighborhood, however, 
had lost none of its particular character. Long before we reached Mrs. 
qaleUs boarding house, we could hear the familiar cries which had by 
now become as inseparably linked with the area as the shouts of the 
greengrocers, the sound of wheels on paving stones, or the eternal smell 
of coal smoke and damp timber.

I had to admit that over the past few days the ravens had become more 
than mere scenery to me. The zrst time I heard them, their voices had 
sounded like a chaotic confusion of hoarse and unpleasant cries, but the 
longer we remained in Whitechapel, the more I began to sense a kind of 
order behind the noise. ?ertain calls seemed to be answered by others 
farther away, and at times it almost appeared to me that the birds were 
conducting their own conversations above the rooftops. Whether this 
was due to the birdsU intelligence or merely to my growing familiarity 
with them, I cannot say, but I found myself listening to them with 
an attention that would have seemed ridiculous to me only a few days 
earlier.

Mrs. qale received us outside the boarding house. She seemed sur-
prised to see us so early, but her surprise was ”uickly replaced by hope 
when she read something in qolmesUs face that I myself had learned to 
recogniEe over the years. It was not necessarily a sign that he had found 
the solution, but rather that he had found a direction.

Vqave you found something new, Mr. qolmes’N she asked.
VYossibly,N he replied. VBut before I draw any conclusions, I wish to 

look at our friends once more.N
qe pointed up toward the many birds scattered among the trees and 

roofs around the s”uare. Mrs. qale followed his gaEe and sighed.
VWe certainly have not lacked for them since last time.N
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qolmes merely smiled and walked to the edge of the s”uare. There 
he stood for a long time without saying anything, while his gaEe moved 
through the 8ock. I remained beside him and watched zrst the birds, 
then qolmes himself. “t zrst it seemed to me that his attention Aumped 
at random from one bird to another, but gradually it dawned on me 
that he was not observing the individual ravens. qe was observing their 
movements as a whole. Where I saw birds, he saw a pattern.

Several minutes passed in complete silence before he znally spoke.
VSince the ravens are our only witnesses, Watson, we must hear what 

story they have to tell.N
The remark sounded so characteristic of qolmes that I immediately 

took it for another of his paradoxical notions.
VI was not aware that you spoke raven.N
VI do not.N
qe raised his binoculars without taking his eyes from the sky.
VBut habits lie less often than people.N
That was the only explanation he gave, and I knew from experience 

that further ”uestions would be useless. Instead, I watched him work. 
5ver the years I had seen him apply the same method to everything from 
criminals to dogs, horses, and pigeons. Where other people concentrat-
ed upon individual details, qolmes always searched for the movement 
behind the details.

“fter some time I began to see it myself, though far less clearly. Most 
of the ravens remained near the s”uare. They hopped among the trees, 
examined the refuse on the ground, or settled along the roof ridges. But 
certain birds behaved diHerently. “t regular intervals two birds would 
take 8ight together and set oH toward the east. Shortly afterward another 
pair followed. There was nothing dramatic about any single instance, but 
the regularity was striking.

VThere,N said qolmes suddenly.
I followed his gaEe and saw another pair disappear between the 

rooftops.
VKo you see anything in particular’N
V7es.N
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qe lowered the binoculars.
VThe maAority remain here. But a few commute.N
VTo what’N
“n almost boyish smile appeared for a moment on his face.
VThat I intend to znd out.N
“ few minutes later we were already making our way through the 

streets. I cast an apologetic glance back at Mrs. qale.
V7ou know Mr. qolmes.N
She laughed.
VI am beginning to.N
We followed the birdsU direction through the neighborhood, and as we 

moved away from the s”uare, the surroundings gradually changed. The 
houses no longer stood ”uite so close together, and in several places the 
buildings opened enough to allow one to see farther across the roofs. It 
was qolmes who zrst spotted the trees. They rose markedly above the 
rest of the neighborhood, like dark islands lifted above a sea of chimneys.

Oven before we reached them, we could hear the birds. First as a distant 
disturbance, then as a growing chorus. “nd znally as an almost deafen-
ing confusion of calls and answers that seemed to zll all the air around 
us. qolmes stopped and listened. I immediately saw the satisfaction in 
his face.

V7es,N he said.
V7es what’N
VThat was precisely what I had hoped for.N
“s we came nearer, the explanation became obvious. This was not 

merely another place where the ravens gathered. It was the true center 
of the colony. qigh among the branches, nests lay everywhere. Some 
seemed newly built, while others had the massive siEe that only years 
of enlargement can create. The birds 8ew constantly back and forth 
between the trees and the city, and the whole area hummed with activity.

qolmes stood for a long time, taking in the sight without saying a 
word. qis gaEe moved from nest to nest, up along the trunks and in 
among the branches with the same concentration I had seen in him when 
he examined a crime scene.
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“t last he pointed up toward the largest nests.
Vqere we may have the decisive clue.N
I followed his znger, but I could see nothing except birds, branches, 

and old twigs.
VI see nothing in particular.N
VPor do I.N
I turned toward him in surprise.
VBut I know what ought to be there.N
qe looked up at the nests again.
VRavens collect things. We have already seen that. They take whatever 

catches their attention. If they have truly gathered obAects from around 
Whitechapel, the collection must be somewhere.N

qis gaEe rested upon the dark nests high above us.
V“nd if our witnesses were the zrst to visit the crime scene after 

YembrokeUs death, it is ”uite possible that they carried away more than 
mere random rubbish.N

For the zrst time I no longer regarded the nests as birdsU nests. They 
seemed to me rather like small archives hanging among the branches, 
places where the ravens, over months or years, had gathered their strange 
treasures. “nd as I stood there looking up at the dark structures, it struck 
me that if qolmes was right, some of the most important clues in the 
whole case might have been above our heads from the very beginning, 
hidden in broad daylight among birds that everyone had noticed, but no 
one had taken seriously.

The Window Cleaner’s Ladders
We returned to Mrs. qaleUs boarding house with far more to think about 
than when we had left it earlier that morning. The bird colony had given 
qolmes something I did not yet fully understand, but which had plainly 
strengthened his conviction that the ravens played a far greater role in the 
matter than any of us had zrst imagined. Pot as perpetrators, of course, 
but as silent participants in events they themselves did not understand.

Mrs. qale received us with her usual kindness and insisted that we 
come inside. Shortly afterward we were seated in the sitting room with a 
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cup of coHee each, while the sound of the ravensU cries still penetrated the 
windows like a distant background chorus. The atmosphere was more 
relaxed than during our earlier visits. For the zrst time, Mrs. qale seemed 
to sense that the case was truly moving forward.

qolmes sat for a moment in silence with the cup between his hands 
before he suddenly looked up.

VMrs. qale, do you happen to have a very long ladder’N
The ”uestion came so unexpectedly that she almost dropped her 

spoon.
V“ very long ladder’N
V7es.N
She shook her head.
VI have only ordinary ladders. For small repairs and the like.N
qolmes nodded, as though he had expected the answer, but in the very 

next moment her face brightened.
VWait a moment.N
She set down her cup.
VThere is, in fact, a window cleaner in the alley behind the market.N
V“ window cleaner’N
V7es. qe works on the tallest buildings in the entire area. If anyone 

owns long ladders, it must be him.N
qolmes was on his feet before she had znished the sentence.
VOxcellent.N
I looked with resignation at my still half-full cup.
qolmes had already taken up his hat.
“ few minutes later we followed Mrs. qaleUs directions through a 

network of narrow side streets until we reached a small business which, 
in every respect, bore the mark of many years of hard work and little 
znancial surplus. The ojce consisted of a single room with a crooked 
sign above the door, and behind the building lay a courtyard that seemed 
even smaller than it actually was. Overything appeared old, worn, and 
practical. There was no decoration and no unnecessary obAect.



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOL 91

The owner was a sturdy man with rough hands and a face which the 
weather had treated with little mercy over many years. qe regarded us 
with a suspicious expression when we explained our errand.

V“ ladder’N he said.
V7es.N
VFor what’N
VFor some trees.N
qis suspicion grew still further.
V“nd I suppose you wish to borrow it for nothing’N
qolmes smiled.
V5n the contrary. I wish to pay you.N
The change was immediate.
The man straightened.
VI see.N
qis voice became considerably friendlier.
VThen come round the back.N
qe led us into the courtyard, where several wooden ladders stood lean-

ing against walls and sheds. “t zrst glance, however, I was disappointed. 
Pone of them appeared long enough to reach the enormous nests we 
had Aust observed.

qolmes seemed to think the same.
VI fear they will not be sujcient.N
The window cleaner laughed.
VPot sujcient’N
qe went over to one of the ladders.
V7ou do not see the system.N
Before we could ask further, he demonstrated it. The ladders had 

been constructed so that they could be Aoined together. 5ne section was 
fastened to the next, and then to another.

I must admit that the sight did not reassure me.
4uite the opposite.
The construction ”uickly grew to a height that seemed to me more 

suitable for a church spire than for ordinary craftsmanship.
VIs it safe’N I asked.
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The window cleaner laughed aloud.
VIt wonUt be the ladder that breaks, Koctor.N
qe patted it almost aHectionately.
VBut the man at the top must, of course, be able to manage heights.N
I looked up along the long structure and at once felt a certain discom-

fort.
Vqeights have never been my strong point.N
VThen you are not the right man for the Aob.N
VI fear that is true.N
qolmes did not seem to share my concern in the slightest. qe regarded 

the ladder with the same interest a general might show a new cannon.
VWhat exactly do you need it for’N asked the window cleaner.
VI am going to visit some ravensU nests.N
The man burst out laughing.
“t zrst he plainly thought qolmes was Aoking, but when he realiEed 

that the answer had been given in earnest, he fell silent.
VRavensU nests’N
V7es.N
VQp there’N
VYrecisely.N
The window cleaner looked at qolmes for a long time.
V7ou are either very brave or very strange.N
VThe zrst is doubtful,N said qolmes.
The man shook his head and laughed again.
VIUll help you.N
qe turned out not only to own the ladders, but also a sturdy handcart 

well suited to transporting them. Shortly afterward, therefore, we were 
on our way back toward the colony with ladders, rope, and tools.

The Inspection
When we reached the tall trees, it ”uickly became clear that the work 
would be far more extensive than I had imagined. The trees were enor-
mous. Several of the nests lay high among thick branches, and no two 
trees were alike. Oach ascent would re”uire its own solution.
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The window cleaner immediately set about assembling the ladders, 
while qolmes studied the positions of the nests.

I could already feel my nervousness growing.
qolmes did not.
5n the contrary, he seemed almost exhilarated.
VI can take the zrst climb,N oHered the window cleaner.
qolmes shook his head.
VPo, no.N
qe removed his Aacket and rolled up his sleeves.
VIf you will simply see to the work on the ground, I shall take care of 

the air.N
V“s you wish.N
The ladder was raised against the zrst of the large nests. I must confess 

that the sight did nothing to reassure me. The long construction already 
swayed slightly in the wind, and above us the ravens circled noisily.

qolmes took hold of the lower rungs without the slightest hesitation.
Vqold fast,N he said.
VI promise.N
V“nd if I fall’N
VThen I shall try to catch you.N
qe smiled.
VThat is reassuring.N
The next moment he began the ascent. “s he climbed higher and 

higher toward the screaming birds and their strange treasure houses 
among the branches, I could not help thinking that Sherlock qolmes 
was possibly the only man in London who would voluntarily climb zfty 
feet into a tree in order to ”uestion a witness with wings.

I have often observed that Sherlock qolmes possessed an almost com-
plete lack of respect for heights when they stood between him and an 
interesting clue. Where other men might have paused before climbing 
a ladder that seemed to continue toward the sky without any particular 
regard for human frailty, qolmes regarded it as a purely practical dij-
culty, one that merely had to be overcome.
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This ”uality was demonstrated to a high degree that day, when we 
began the examination of the ravensU nests. “fter the zrst few yards, the 
ladder began to vibrate beneath his weight. The tree against which it 
leaned swayed faintly in the wind, and from every side came the excited 
cries of the ravens. The birds had plainly understood that an uninvited 
visitor was on his way toward their nesting place. Several of them hurled 
themselves through the air in circling paths around qolmes, and a few 
came so close to his head that I instinctively drew a deeper breath.

qolmes, however, gave no sign of noticing. qe continued upward 
with the same calm precision he displayed when moving through a lab-
oratory or a library. Overy movement was measured, and I never saw the 
slightest hint of nervousness in him.

The Contents of the Nests
“t last he reached the nest. We could see him lean forward among the 
branches, while the ravens continued their loud protests. “ moment 
later his voice came down through the leaves.

VOggs and young. Pothing else.N
Shortly afterward he began the descent. When he reached the ground, 

he looked neither disappointed nor surprised. qe merely wiped his 
hands on his Aacket and nodded toward the next tree.

V5nward.N
Thus the work continued. “t the next tree he found nothing. “t the 

third, nothing of signizcance, and at the fourth the contents consisted 
once again of young birds, feathers, and the usual materials birds use in 
their building.

Time passed. The sun moved gradually across the sky. The window 
cleaner began wiping his brow. I myself was forced at last to admit that 
my optimism had begun to diminish. “n hour passed. Yerhaps an hour 
and a half. 5ne nest after another was examined without any notable 
result.

Oven qolmes seemed a little more silent than usual. Pot discouraged, 
but concentrated in the way that occurs when reality refuses to coop-
erate with theory. Several times we had to move the ladder considerable 
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distances. Some of the trees were dijcult to reach, and the branches were 
often arranged in a manner that made the ascent troublesome. More 
than once I was convinced that qolmes would be forced to abandon the 
proAect.

But Aust as doubt began to gain the upper hand, the situation changed. 
“t yet another of the great trees qolmes disappeared among the branch-
es as he had so many times before. “t zrst nothing happened. Then I 
saw him lean forward. “nd suddenly his voice came down through the 
crown of the tree.

VInterestingKN
I looked up at once.
V“re there young birds’N
VPo.N
There was a short pause.
VSomething far more interesting.N
Oven the window cleaner now looked attentive.
qolmes remained up there considerably longer than usual, and when 

he znally began the descent, I could see that both his hands were full. qe 
came carefully down the last part and at last Aumped to the ground.

We gathered around him at once. Without a word he went to an empty 
crate standing nearby and laid out his zndings. I still remember the sight 
clearly. There were shards of glass. “ round metal cover. Several shiny 
bits of metal. “ silver spoon. Two bright buttons and a hairpin. “s well 
as a number of smaller obAects that at zrst glance seemed ”uite worthless.

The window cleaner stared at the collection in astonishment.
VIs that it’N
qe sounded genuinely disappointed.
VTo me it looks mostly like rubbish.N
qolmes smiled faintly.
VTo you, perhaps.N
qe carefully picked up one of the pieces of glass. I immediately felt a 

strange sensation. The shape seemed familiar. Then he took up the metal 
cover. Pow I saw it.

VThe watch,N I said.
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VYrecisely.N
qolmes nodded.
VIt bears a striking resemblance to the remains of the pocket watch 

that was smashed by the alley.N
qe placed the parts beside one another and studied them closely. For 

a moment he was silent. Then he picked up another piece of glass and 
held it to the light.

V5ur witnesses speak, Watson.N
I looked at the scattered obAects.
V“nd what do they tell us’N
qolmes let the glass turn slowly between his zngers. Behind us the 

ravens still circled among the trees and gave out their hoarse cries, as 
though protesting that their secrets were being revealed.

VThey tell us several things.N
qe pointed to the watch parts.
VFirst of all, that the ravens did in fact visit the crime scene.N
qe let his gaEe move over the other zndings.
VThe spoon proves nothing. Por do the buttons. The hairpin may 

have been lost anywhere. But these pieces of the watch interest me.N
I bent forward.
VBecause they come from YembrokeUs watch’N
VYossibly.N
qe emphasiEed the word.
VBut more importantly because they tell us that the ravens gathered 

obAects after the event.N
qis gaEe sharpened.
V“nd if these obAects came from the alley...N
qe let the sentence hang. I suddenly felt the same tension that had 

gripped me so many times before during our investigations.
VThen there may be other things in the nests.N
qolmes nodded slowly.
VOxactly.N
qe picked up the metal cover once more.
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V?ommodore YembrokeUs belongings may not have been the only 
things to znd their way into this nest.N

For the zrst time I began to understand the true signizcance of the 
discovery. It was not the individual obAects that interested qolmes most. 
It was the possibility that the ravens, through their own accidental mania 
for collecting, had preserved traces that no human being had noticed. 
Traces that had lain hidden high above the roofs of Whitechapel while 
the police, the witnesses, and the entire neighborhood had been search-
ing for answers down on the ground.

Without Success
The discovery in the one nest had undoubtedly given qolmes new hope, 
but it had not made him any less thorough. 5n the contrary, the znd 
seemed only to strengthen his determination to examine every possibility 
before allowing himself to draw any znal conclusions. For that reason, 
he reAected both my own and the window cleanerUs cautious suggestions 
that the dayUs work might already have borne all the fruit one could 
reasonably expect.

VWe have come this far,N he said, as he carefully placed the recovered 
obAects back into his bag. VIt would be unwise to stop precisely now.N

The window cleaner shook his head and cast a glance up toward the 
remaining trees.

VThere are some up there I would not care to climb myself.N
VI am pleased to see that you have preserved your sound Audgment,N 

qolmes replied dryly.
The man laughed, but I could see that his concern was genuine.
The following hours were among the more troublesome I have expe-

rienced during one of qolmesUs investigations. Several of the remaining 
trees proved far more dijcult than the zrst. The branches grew densely 
together, and certain nests lay so high and in such unfavorable positions 
that even the long ladder could not bring qolmes close enough. More 
than once he had to give up reluctantly after lengthy attempts, which 
plainly irritated him, though he did not say so aloud.
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The sun had begun to lean toward afternoon when he znally ac-
knowledged the obvious.

VPo,N he said, looking up toward the last inaccessible nest. VWe shall 
get no more from this today.N

I do not think any of us regretted the decision. The ladders were taken 
apart and placed back on the cart. The window cleaner began securing 
them, while qolmes paid the agreed wage. Since the work had taken 
considerably longer than expected, he also placed a few extra coins in the 
manUs hand.

VThat was not necessary,N he said in surprise.
V5n the contrary. 7ou have been of great assistance.N
The window cleaner thanked him, but his gaEe kept returning to the 

obAects we had found. “t last he could no longer hold back his bewilder-
ment.

VIf you ask me, Mr. qolmes, you have spent a whole day znding a heap 
of rubbish.N

I could not help smiling. In a way, it sounded ”uite reasonable. 
qolmes, however, smiled as well.

VIt would not be the zrst time that truth hid itself among rubbish.N
The man did not appear to understand the answer entirely, but he 

nodded politely and began his Aourney home with ladders and cart, while 
qolmes and I set our course back toward the boarding house.

The Puzzle
When we arrived, Mrs. qale was already waiting at the door. She needed 
only one glance at qolmes to understand that the day had not been 
wasted.

V7ou have found something.N
VYossibly,N said qolmes.
VThen you must come inside at once.N
Shortly afterward we were once again seated in the boarding house 

sitting room. 5utside, one could still hear the ravens crying over the 
s”uare, but inside there prevailed a far more peaceful atmosphere. Mrs. 
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qale served coHee for me and ale for herself, while qolmes immediately 
appropriated the table for his examination.

It has always been one of his peculiarities that he could turn even the 
coEiest sitting room into a temporary laboratory within a few minutes.

Soon the entire collection lay spread before us. The glass fragments 
from the alley, the glass fragments from the nest, the metal cover, the 
spoon, the buttons, the hairpin, and several smaller metal obAects.

qolmes sorted them with almost scientizc patience. Oven Mrs. qale 
was drawn into the work and helped compare pieces of glass and shapes. 
For a long time our eHorts seemed to lead nowhere. Several of the frag-
ments did not zt together. 5thers proved to have come from entirely 
diHerent obAects.

But slowly a pattern began to appear. 5ne piece of glass matched 
another. Then a third. Then a fourth.

qolmes worked with concentrated zngertips, while I held my breath 
for fear that the fragile pieces might break still further.

“t last he leaned back. 5n the table now lay a partial reconstruction 
of the shattered watch glass. Beside it lay the metal cover. There could no 
longer be much doubt.

V7es,N said qolmes ”uietly. VIt is the same watch.N
I looked at it more closely. The more I studied the pieces, the clearer 

the resemblance became.
V?ommodore YembrokeUs pocket watch’N
VI believe so.N
Mrs. qale looked in astonishment from one face to the other.
VSo the things in the nest truly came from the alley’N
VYartly, at least.N
qolmes carefully picked up one of the pieces of glass. For a moment 

he merely sat and studied it. Then he laid it back down.
VThen there is one thing we know with certainty.N
I nodded.
VThat the ravens were at the crime scene.N
VYrecisely.N
qolmes folded his hands.
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VThey were there after the event.N
qe explained his thought calmly, almost like a professor before his 

students. If a struggle had taken place, or if Yembroke had fallen hard 
against the paving stones, the pocket watch could easily have been bro-
ken. The glass would have been scattered across the area. Later, perhaps 
at daybreak, perhaps even earlier, the ravens had arrived.

They had done exactly what ravens do. They had examined the place. 
Found the shiny fragments. “nd carried some of them away.

VPot because they understood their meaning,N said qolmes. VBut 
because they shone.N

I looked toward the window, where one of the birds had Aust settled on 
a roof farther away. It suddenly seemed strange to me that the same birds 
whom all Whitechapel had accused of thefts and misfortunes might now 
be becoming our most important assistants.

qolmes followed my gaEe.
VThey are interesting creatures, Watson.N
V5ne must say so.N

A Name and a New Clue
While qolmes was still bent over the table, letting his gaEe move among 
the various zndings, it was Mrs. qale who unexpectedly brought us a 
step farther in the case. I did not at once fasten my attention upon the 
small wrinkle that appeared between her brows when she picked up the 
two buttons from the table. She turned them thoughtfully between her 
zngers, as though trying to summon a faint memory that lay Aust beyond 
reach.

VThat is strange,N she said at last.
I looked up from the many glass fragments.
VWhat is strange, Mrs. qale’N
She did not answer immediately, but continued studying the buttons.
VI think I have seen them before.N
I must admit the statement surprised me. When I took one of the 

buttons and studied it more closely, it seemed ”uite ordinary. It was 
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somewhat larger than most buttons, certainly, but otherwise I could see 
nothing special about it.

VButtons are surely buttons,N I remarked.
qolmes immediately held out his hand.
V5n the contrary, Watson.N
qe took the button from me and held it up toward the light from the 

window.
VMost people see only the name of an obAect. They do not see its 

function.N
qe let his thumb move over the edge of the metal.
VLook at the siEe. Look at the thickness. Look at the weight. These 

buttons were not made for ordinary clothing.N
qe placed it beside one of the smaller metal obAects the ravens had 

collected.
VThey are intended for very heavy fabric. Something that must with-

stand wind, salt, and hard work.N
I began to understand what he meant.
V“ work Aacket’N
VCery possibly.N
qe nodded thoughtfully.
VI should rather say a sailorUs Aacket.N
It was as though those words suddenly loosened something in Mrs. 

qaleUs memory. She straightened in her chair and looked from qolmes 
to the buttons.

V5f course.N
There was now a certainty in her voice that had not been there before.
VThat is why they seem familiar.N
qolmes said nothing, but his gaEe rested attentively upon her.
V“ few weeks ago a sailor stayed here at the boarding house,N she 

continued. Vqe did not remain long, only a few days, but I remember 
him ”uite clearly all the same.N

VFor what reason’N qolmes asked.
VBecause he reported a theft.N
This caused qolmes at once to lean forward.
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I myself felt the familiar sensation that a new thread had Aust become 
visible in the weaving.

V“ theft’N he repeated.
V7es.N
Mrs. qale rose and went to the desk where she kept her papers. “fter 

a moment she returned with a large, worn guest book which had plainly 
accompanied the boarding house through many years. The cover was 
worn at the corners, and the pages bore the traces of hundreds of names 
and notes. She laid the book on the table and began to turn the pages.

There was something particularly fascinating about such moments. 
qolmes could often deduce an entire history from cigar ash or a foot-
print, but Aust as often the breakthrough came from an old document 
to which no one had given a thought. For that reason, all three of us 
sat in silence while the pages turned one after another. “t last her znger 
stopped.

Vqere.N
She bent closer.
V7es, now I remember it.N
We both leaned forward.
Vqe complained of a missing necklace.N
V“ necklace’N I said.
V7es. It had been lying on the windowsill of his room.N
She smiled faintly at the recollection.
V“t the time, the ravens seemed the most likely explanation. The 

necklace was shiny. The window had been open. “nd the whole neigh-
borhood was already talking about the birds.N

VKid anyone investigate the matter further’N qolmes asked.
She shook her head.
VPo. The man did not seem especially interested in pursuing the 

matter, and neither did anyone else. I honestly think everyone simply 
assumed the ravens had taken it.N

qolmes studied the guest book for a moment without speaking.
Then Mrs. qale moved her znger farther down the page.
Vqere is the name.N
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She read it aloud.
VThomas Éeegan.N
Silence fell over the room.
The name itself was not remarkable. London undoubtedly contained 

hundreds of men named Thomas Éeegan. But in an investigation, a 
name ac”uires a particular weight when it is the zrst real name attached 
to an otherwise indistinct clue.

VThomas Éeegan,N qolmes repeated slowly.
Mrs. qale looked down at the page again.
VThere is something written beside it as well.N
She narrowed her eyes.
V7es.N
She let her znger follow the faded writing.
VSS Blackwater.N
qolmes carefully took the book and read the note for himself. qe did 

not do so ”uickly. 5n the contrary, he let his gaEe rest upon the words 
as though he wished to zx them in his memory. Thomas Éeegan. SS 
Blackwater.

I could almost see how the new information found its place among 
all the other pieces already lying in his mind. Qntil now, we had only a 
vague description of the man who had sat with Yembroke at the public 
house. “ man in his forties. “ man with tattoos. “ man in a cap. It was 
enough to create a picture, but not enough to znd a person. Pow we had 
something more tangible. “ name. The name of a ship, and a connection 
to Whitechapel.

qolmes slowly closed the guest book and laid his hand on its cover. 
Then he picked up the two buttons again and studied them for a mo-
ment with a thoughtful expression.

VIt is strange, Watson,N he said.
VWhat is’N
VWe began with a 8ock of ravens.N
qe let his gaEe move over the table with the many zndings.
VThen we found a broken watch.N
“ faint smile appeared.
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V“nd now we sit here with a name.N
I nodded.
For the zrst time since the case began, I felt that we were no longer 

merely following clues. We were beginning to approach people.
VThomas Éeegan,N said qolmes ”uietly. VI believe we should znd 

him.N
“nd while the ravensU hoarse cries still sounded outside the windows, 

we at last had a clue that led away from the birds and into the human 
world, where crimes are always committed.

SS Blackwater
The following morning qolmes and I left Baker Street earlier than usu-
al. London was still only half awake as we set our course toward the 
docks, and the broad streets of the cityUs more orderly ”uarters still lay 
comparatively ”uiet. “s we moved eastward, however, the surroundings 
slowly began to change character. The houses grew lower and more 
worn, the trajc heavier, and the air took on a diHerent smell from that 
encountered in the central parts of the city. “t zrst I noticed only a 
faint trace of coal dust, but shortly afterward tar, salt water, and smoke 
mingled with the morning air, until there could be no doubt that the 
harbor was near.

It was a landscape I had always found fascinating. The docks were at 
once LondonUs lifeblood and its underside. qere commerce, adventure, 
and hard labor met poverty, misfortune, and crime. Oven from a dis-
tance we could hear the shouts of the dockworkers, who were already 
engaged in the dayUs work, and now and then came the deep tones of 
the steamshipsU whistles from out on the river. The sounds seemed to 
come from every direction at once and merged into that particular music 
found only in a great port.

VI must admit, qolmes,N I remarked as we continued through the 
busy streets, Vthat Whitechapel seems almost peaceful compared with 
this place.N

qe smiled faintly without turning his gaEe from the street before us.
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VWhitechapel hides its dangers in the alleys, Watson. The harbor 
makes no secret of its own.N

We knew little more than that Thomas Éeegan, by all appearances, 
sailed aboard a ship named Blackwater. “t zrst, this seemed to me a 
modest piece of information in a harbor that contained hundreds of 
vessels, and I was not convinced that it would carry us very far. qolmes, 
however, appeared entirely unaHected by the dijculty. qe possessed 
the peculiar ability to treat even the scantiest information as though it 
already contained the solution.

We therefore began simply to ask our way. The zrst person we ap-
proached was an elderly man sitting on a barrel outside a dockside tavern 
that had not yet opened its doors. qe was wrapped in a worn coat and 
regarded the morning with that expression of resignation often seen 
in men who have spent most of their lives by the sea. qe knew the 
name Blackwater well enough, but could not say where the ship lay that 
particular day.

“ little later we met a young sailor who was unloading supplies from 
a cart. qe nodded in recognition at the name and believed he had seen 
the vessel earlier that week. qe too, however, could give us no precise 
direction.

5nly after a few more in”uiries did a pattern begin to form. Several 
of the men we spoke with mentioned the same location, and at last a 
dockworker pointed down along the ”uay.

VBy the coal bridge,N he said. VIf you are looking for Blackwater, you 
will znd her there.N

We followed his directions and, after some walking, came to an area 
where coal dust lay like a zne black layer over almost everything. Oven 
the water along the ”uay seemed darker here. When I znally caught 
sight of the ship, I had to admit that it did not answer to the images the 
name might awaken in a romantic soul. Blackwater was neither large nor 
impressive. She was a working vessel, built for use rather than beauty. qer 
hull bore clear signs of many yearsU service, and everywhere were marks of 
wear, weather, and hard labor. Men were already moving about the deck. 
?rates were passed from hand to hand. Rigging creaked under strain. 
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Somewhere came the blows of a hammer against metal, and coal dust lay 
like a dark veil over the whole vessel.

qolmes then went directly toward a group of workers occupied by the 
”uay. 5ne of them looked up as we approached.

VOxcuse me,N said qolmes. VWe are looking for a man named Thomas 
Éeegan.N

The worker wiped his hand on his trouser leg and cast a glance toward 
the deck.

VÉeegan’N he repeated. V7es, he is here.N
qe raised his voice.
VTomK Someone wants to speak with youKN
Several heads turned at once. “ moment later a man detached himself 

from the group of workers. qe was of medium height, powerfully built, 
and moved with the calm assurance that many years of physical labor give 
a man. qe wiped his hands on a piece of canvas before coming down the 
gangway and walking toward us.

“s he approached, I immediately noticed the very thing that also 
caused qolmesUs gaEe to sharpen slightly. The man wore a dark cap, and 
when he rolled one sleeve up a little, traces of a tattoo could be seen on 
his forearm. qe stopped a few steps from us and looked searchingly from 
qolmes to me.

VThomas Éeegan,N he said. VWhat is this about’N
The man seemed somewhat irritated when he reached us, though he 

did his best not to let it show openly. qe cast a glance back toward the 
ship, where the work continued undisturbed, and I noticed how his eyes 
for a moment followed a crate being lowered along a tackle.

V?an you not see that we are working’N he said. VIf this is about hire 
or freight, it must wait.N

VI regret the interruption,N qolmes replied politely. VBut it concerns 
?ommodore “rthur Yembroke.N

The words had an immediate eHect. Éeegan stopped in mid-motion. 
It was as though all irritation vanished from his face at once. qe stared 
at qolmes without speaking, while the noise of the harbor continued 
around us. Then he slowly sat down on a coal box beside the ”uay.
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VWhat did you say’N he asked.
qolmes watched him attentively.
V?ommodore Yembroke was found dead in Whitechapel a few days 

ago.N
5ver the years I have seen many people react to surprising news, and 

I therefore dare say that ÉeeganUs shock seemed entirely genuine. qe 
did not speak at once. qe merely sat staring down at the paving stones 
between his boots while the information seemed to sink in.

VKead’N he repeated at last. VYembroke’N
qis voice had become noticeably lower.
V7es.N
VThat cannot be.N
qe slowly shook his head.
VI was with him that evening.N
qolmes allowed him a momentUs silence before continuing.
VThat is precisely why we should like to speak with you.N
Éeegan nodded absently and wiped a hand over his face.
V7es. We met at the public house. That is true enough. We had a couple 

of ales and talked. Pothing special. We spoke of old days, of ships, and 
of work. “s we usually did.N

VWas there any disagreement between you’N
The man looked up in surprise.
VKisagreement’ Po, of course not.N
qe seemed almost oHended by the thought.
V5n the contrary. We parted as friends. I was the one who left zrst. 

qe remained sitting a little longer, I think. It was past midnight. Yerhaps 
nearer one.N

qolmes asked a few further ”uestions, but the answers did not alter 
the picture. There had been no ”uarrel. Po threatening words. Po agita-
tion. 5n the contrary, Éeegan described the evening as both peaceful and 
pleasant. “s the conversation continued, he himself began to speak more 
freely of the deceased commodore, and it was here that I truly gained an 
impression of the relationship between the two men.
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A Man of Reputation
VI must admit,N he said after a longer pause, Vthat I owe that man more 
than he ever knew.N

qe looked out toward the river.
VThere have been times when the work ran out. Times when the 

money was gone before the week was over. 7ou know how it can be at 
the docks.N

I nodded.
VYembroke helped me several times. Pot with grand speeches or ser-

mons. qe simply helped. Sometimes with a loan. 5ther times by znding 
work or putting me in touch with the right people.N

qe fell silent for a moment.
VThe strange thing was that he never made a man feel like a beggar. qe 

spoke to you as though you were still a human being worth respecting.N
There was a sincerity in his voice that made an impression upon me. 

Overything we had so far heard about “rthur Yembroke had pointed in 
the same direction. From Mrs. qale to the publican, from LestradeUs 
reports to this dockworker by the coal bridge, there emerged a picture 
of a man who had distinguished himself by a ”uality rarer than many 
imagine— simple decency.

While Éeegan spoke, I noticed that qolmes listened with an attention 
that extended beyond the concrete information. qe was interested not 
only in what the man said, but in the manner in which he said it. “nd 
when Éeegan at last fell silent and stared out over the river, it seemed to 
me that qolmes had already drawn a preliminary conclusion.

I also noticed that qolmesUs attention gradually began to move from 
the manUs face to his clothing. It was one of those traits in him that had 
often surprised me over the years. Oven in the midst of an important 
conversation, his gaEe could suddenly fasten upon something that to 
others seemed entirely insignizcant. This time it was ÉeeganUs Aacket that 
had caught his interest.

It was old and plainly worn by many years of use, but at the same time 
well kept. The elbows had been carefully repaired, and in several places 
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one could see signs of small mending, performed by a hand that had 
wished to extend the garmentUs life as long as possible.

VKo you always wear the same Aacket’N qolmes asked, apparently 
casually.

Éeegan looked down at himself and gave a short laugh.
VWhen a man cannot aHord two, it is not a dijcult choice.N
qe shrugged slightly.
VI use it everywhere. “t the docks, at the workshop, at the public 

house, and in town. It has probably seen more of London than most 
cabmen.N

There was neither bitterness nor self-pity in his voice. qe was merely 
stating a fact, and for that very reason the answer seemed credible.

qolmes nodded thoughtfully. Then he put his hand into his pocket 
and took out the two buttons the ravens had brought us from their 
strange archives up in the trees. By then I had seen him examine them 
so many times that they seemed almost trivial to me, but he now placed 
them in ÉeeganUs palm without saying anything except—

Vqave you ever seen these before’N
Éeegan looked at them brie8y.
VThey look like ordinary buttons.N
qe turned one between his zngers, but then suddenly stopped.
VWait a moment.N
qis expression changed.
V7es... wait now.N
qe brought the button closer to his eyes and studied the back.
VThere is a mark here.N
qolmes said nothing.
VFrench work,N Éeegan continued. VI am almost certain of it.N
Pow qolmes leaned forward slightly.
Vqow can you tell’N
VI have sailed with French crews several times. They mark their things 

a little diHerently from the Onglish.N
qe turned the other button as well.
V7es. It is French.N
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“ moment passed in which he seemed to search his memory.
VI actually think I have seen this sort before.N

A New Name
For the zrst time since we had come to the docks, I could see qolmesUs 
interest truly sharpen.

VWith whom’N he asked.
Éeegan hesitated.
Vqe is not a man I would recommend as company.N
qe cast a glance toward the working men on the ”uay, as though 

wishing to make sure no one was listening.
V“ sailor. 5r seaman, if one is to be exact. “ Frenchman. qe drinks 

more than he works. 3ambles more than he earns. “nd when both go 
badly, he usually znds other ways to get money.N

qe smiled wryly.
VThere are the sort of people one speaks to once and then keeps clear 

of. qe is one of them.N
“s he spoke, I felt that sensation which so often arises when an investi-

gation suddenly znds a new track. Qntil then we had moved among loose 
suggestions and half explanations, but now something more tangible 
seemed to be taking shape.

Éeegan sat in silence for a moment before continuing.
VThe strange thing is that I actually saw him several times around Mrs. 

qaleUs boarding house.N
qolmesUs gaEe sharpened further.
V“round the boarding house’N
V7es. “ few weeks ago I stayed there myself for a few days. That was 

when a necklace was stolen from me.N
qe shook his head at the memory.
VIt was my own stupidity. I had left it on the windowsill. Pot because 

it was especially valuable, but it meant something to me.N
qe was silent for a moment.
V“t the time, I actually suspected him.N
VFor what reason’N
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VBecause I had seen him hanging about the place several times Aust 
before the chain disappeared.N

V“nd you reported him’N
VPo.N
qe shrugged.
VI had no proof. 5nly a suspicion. So nothing ever came of it.N
There was silence between us for a moment, while the sound of the 

harbor continued around the ”uay.
VWhat is this manUs name’N qolmes asked.
Éeegan did not answer at once. qe seemed once more to go through 

his recollections before nodding.
VLtienne Marot.N
The name sounded foreign among the Onglish voices around us.
V“ French seaman.N
VKo you know where he may be found’N
VIf he is still in London, you will scarcely znd him on a ship.N
“ crooked smile passed over ÉeeganUs face.
V5n the other hand, you can be almost certain of znding him in a 

public house.N
qe then described an area around Shadwell where the cheapest drink-

ing places stood shoulder to shoulder among warehouses, dock cranes, 
and narrow side streets. qe even mentioned a particular street where 
Marot was said to keep himself when he was not at sea.

When qolmes had obtained all the information, he thanked him 
sincerely for his help. Éeegan rose, and although grief still lay visibly in 
his face, he seemed relieved to have been able to contribute.

VIf there is anything else I can do,N he said, Vyou have only to ask. I owe 
that much to Yembroke.N

We parted as friends and began walking back along the ”uay. 5nly 
when we had put some distance between ourselves and Blackwater did I 
break the silence.

VKo you think we have found the man’N
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qolmes continued several steps without answering. qe cast one last 
glance back toward the ship, where Thomas Éeegan had already returned 
to his work.

VPo,N he said at last.
VWhy not’N
qolmes considered for a moment.
VBecause Thomas Éeegan was genuinely distressed when he heard of 

YembrokeUs death.N
I did not protest. I too had noticed the grief.
VBut if he is not the man...N
qolmes let his gaEe move toward the haEy horiEon over the harbor.
VThen he has Aust shown us the way to someone who knows more.N
Thereupon he continued forward with the determined stride I knew 

so well, and I knew that our thoughts now both circled the same man.
Ltienne Marot.
We left the coal bridge and made our way back through the docklands 

on foot. Peither of us spoke for the zrst few minutes. The meeting with 
Thomas Éeegan had given us much to think about, and, as so often 
before, qolmes had already withdrawn into that silence which usually 
accompanied his most intense processes of thought. I had come to know 
this side of him well enough not to disturb it unnecessarily. When he 
became silent in that way, it was rarely because he lacked thoughts. 5n 
the contrary, it was usually a sign that he had too many.

We followed the ”uays for some distance while the morningUs work 
unfolded around us. The harbor seemed to me like a living organism that 
never ”uite slept. Overywhere there was movement. Men pushed carts 
loaded with crates and barrels. ?ranes stretched their long arms out over 
the ships like enormous mechanical birds. Ropes creaked. Yulleys sang 
under the weight of cargo being lifted from ship to ”uay and from ”uay 
to ship. 5ut on the river, steamships glided slowly past like dark shadows 
in the haEe, while smaller vessels crossed between them with an agility 
that testized to many years of experience.

?oal dust lay like a zne gray veil over the surroundings. Oven the air 
seemed heavier here. Whenever the wind rose, it brought with it the smell 
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of tar, salt water, and smoke, and I thought that there could scarcely be 
many places in London where man had to struggle more directly against 
both nature and his own labor in order to make a living.

“fter some time in silence, I cast a glance at qolmes.
VKo you think Marot is the man we seek’N
qe did not answer at once. qis gaEe followed a cargo vessel that was 

slowly being towed toward the river, and only when the vessel disap-
peared behind a row of warehouses did he speak.

VThat depends upon which man we seek.N
VThe man who was with Yembroke after midnight.N
VYossibly.N
V“nd the murderer’N
qolmes thrust his hands deeper into his coat pockets.
VThat we do not yet know.N
The answer was typical of him. I had hoped for something more con-

crete, but experience had taught me that qolmes rarely allowed himself 
to be pressed into conclusions before he believed he had earned the 
right to them. We continued a little farther among the tall warehouses. 
“round us, the noise gradually diminished as we moved away from 
the busiest ”uays, but the harbor nevertheless seemed to follow us as a 
constant background of shouts, blows, and distant whistles.

VWe shall scarcely znd him now,N qolmes said suddenly.
VMarot’N
qe nodded.
VYeople of that sort are rarely easiest to znd in the middle of the day.N
I smiled.
VThey sleep while others work’N
VYrecisely.N
“ faint gleam of humor appeared in his eyes.
VThere are people, Watson, whose working day does not begin until 

respectable citiEens go home.N
qe again fell silent, but this time I understood that he had already 

made his decision.
VShadwell’N I asked.
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qolmes nodded.
VLater this evening’N
V7es. If Éeegan speaks the truth, it will be far easier to znd Ltienne 

Marot among the public houses after nightfall than in daylight.N
With that, the matter seemed decided for the moment. We had a name, 

an area, and a direction. 5ne could scarcely ask more of a morning.

In Baker Street
When at last we returned to Baker Street, the contrast struck me with 
renewed force. “fter hours spent among the noise, coal dust, and restless 
activity of the docks, our familiar neighborhood seemed almost peace-
ful. The carriages still rolled through the street, and LondonUs eternal 
murmur was, of course, still present, but it seemed subdued and civiliEed 
compared with the world we had Aust left.

It was as though we had returned home from another London.
Mrs. qudson received us with her usual dignity, and a short while later 

we were once again seated in the familiar sitting room in Baker Street. 
The zre burned in the grate, although the day was not particularly cold, 
and the familiar smell of tobacco, books, and chemicals seemed almost 
soothing after the odor of tar and coal by the harbor.

I sank into my chair with a sense of relief I should hardly have admitted 
aloud. qolmes, on the other hand, already seemed mentally elsewhere. 
qe stood for a moment by the window, watching the trajc below, 
before returning to the table and taking out his notes.

For my own part, my thoughts still circled around Thomas Éeegan. 
The more I considered the meeting, the harder I found it to imagine him 
as a murderer. There had been something genuine in his grief, something 
unstudied in the manner in which he had spoken of “rthur Yembroke. 
If the man was lying, he was a far better actor than I believed possible.

qolmes seemed to have reached the same conclusion.
VÉeegan told us less about himself than he did about Yembroke,N he 

said suddenly.
V“nd what does that mean’N
VThat he was probably speaking the truth.N



TqO R“COPS 5F WqITO?q“YOL GD

I looked at him ”uestioningly.
VYeople who invent stories usually speak most about themselves. Éee-

gan spoke almost only of the dead man.N
qe laid his notes aside and leaned back.
VPo, Watson. Thomas Éeegan is hardly the znal stop in this case.N
VBut perhaps the beginning of the next clue.N
“ satiszed smile passed over qolmesUs face.
VYrecisely.N
“nd with that our thoughts once more turned toward the French sea-

man who, by all appearances, awaited us somewhere among ShadwellUs 
shadows, cheap public houses, and doubtful ac”uaintances.

Shortly afterward Mrs. qudson entered with the tea. “s always, she 
seemed to possess an almost instinctive sense of when her guests were 
most in need of it. She placed the tray on the table between us with her 
customary dignity and then left the room again without unnecessary 
”uestions. 5nly when the door had closed behind her did that particular 
silence descend upon the room which only Baker Street seemed able to 
produce.

“fter the hours at the docks, the ”uiet seemed almost striking. The zre 
crackled softly in the grate. 5utside one could hear the muted rumble 
of trajc in the street, but it reached only faintly through the windows. 
5therwise it was only the steady ticking of the old clock on the mantel-
piece that marked the passage of time.

I must admit that I enAoyed the moment. The many impressions of 
the day had left me with a sense of mental fatigue. qolmes, by contrast, 
scarcely seemed to register the stillness around him. qe had drunk his tea 
almost mechanically and was already clearing a space on the table before 
him. With the methodical care that always characteriEed him, he laid out 
the obAects one by one.

For some time he sat without saying anything. I had seen him conduct 
similar examinations many times before, but it never ceased to fascinate 
me how thoroughly he could study even the most insignizcant obAect. 
qe picked each one up, held it to the light, turned it between his zngers, 
and examined scratches, marks, and traces of wear with an attention that 
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would have made a watchmaker envious. To me, most of it looked like 
random znds. To qolmes, every mark was a possible story.

Time passed as he worked his way through the collection. I had almost 
emptied my cup when he znally picked up the two buttons. qe held 
them toward the window, where the afternoon sun had Aust broken 
through between the clouds, and turned them slowly between his zn-
gers. It was as though he hoped they might reveal something new if only 
he observed them long enough.

“t last he laid them carefully on the table before him.
V5ur best clue is still these buttons, Watson.N
I nodded, though I had to admit my doubt.
VIt does not seem much.N
“ faint smile passed over his face.
VThat is precisely why they are interesting.N
qe leaned back and let his gaEe rest upon the small metal obAects.
VMost people search for large clues. They look for the pistol, the knife, 

or the dramatic confession. That is why they often overlook the small 
things.N

qe picked up one of the buttons again.
VThe murderer thinks of the weapon. qe seldom thinks of the button 

that falls from his coat.N
I could not help smiling at the remark. It contained precisely the 

kind of simple logic that had so often carried qolmes farther than the 
policeUs most extensive investigations. “fter this, however, he again fell 
into silence. qe sat for a long time without moving, no longer studying 
the obAects on the table, but the street beyond the window. I knew that 
look. It meant that his thoughts had moved away from the concrete clues 
and were now circling around their meaning.

Several minutes passed.
Suddenly he spoke.
VThere is still a motive missing.N
I had no obAection. It was exactly that absence which had also been 

troubling me, though I had not been able to formulate it clearly.
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The clock on the mantelpiece struck another ”uarter, and dusk slowly 
began to gather outside. The day was drawing to a close, and with it the 
time for our next step drew nearer.

qolmes paused by the table and looked once more down at the scat-
tered obAects. qis gaEe rested for a moment on the buttons. Then he 
picked them up and let them slip into his waistcoat pocket with a move-
ment that suggested he no longer wished to leave them unattended for 
even an instant.

When he straightened, the hesitation had vanished from his face.
V?ome, Watson.N
I rose.
VShadwell’N
V7es.N
qe took his hat from the mantelpiece.
VI believe it is time we found the man who knows the answer.N
“nd as the last remnants of daylight disappeared over the roofs of Bak-

er Street, we once again left our ”uiet refuge and set our course toward 
the darker reaches of London, where Ltienne Marot, by all appearances, 
awaited us.

The Black Cat
When qolmes and I returned to Shadwell later that evening, darkness 
had truly settled over the dockside ”uarter. It was, however, a very dif-
ferent world from the one we had left earlier in the day. Where in the 
morning the area had seemed marked by hard work and coal dust, it 
now appeared to live its own nocturnal life. Light shone out through 
dirty windows, music drifted from the open doors of public houses, and 
everywhere laughter, shouting, and ”uarrels mingled with the eternal 
smell of tar, smoke, and salt water.

I have often observed that certain parts of London seem to change 
their very personality when darkness falls. The same streets which by day 
appear worn and almost hopeless may in the evening zll with a restless 
energy that is both attractive and threatening at once. Shadwell was 
precisely such a place. There was life everywhere around us, but it was 
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not the calm security one znds in the better districts. 5n the contrary, 
it seemed to me that every alley concealed its own stories, and that every 
face might belong either to an honest laborer or to a criminal.

We asked our way several times. Some merely shrugged. 5thers shook 
their heads, either because they did not know the name or did not wish 
to know it. 5nly when we approached a broad-shouldered dockworker 
standing outside a brewhouse with a pipe in his mouth did we receive a 
useful answer.

The man regarded us for a moment beneath his bushy eyebrows.
VIf you are looking for Marot,N he said at last, Vtry The Black ?at.N
qe pointed down the street.
V7ou will likely znd him there.N
We thanked him and continued in the indicated direction until we 

reached a low, dark public house with a faded sign hanging above the 
door. “ black cat, painted many years before and now almost erased by 
weather, was still visible on the wood.

Inside we were met by a dense wall of smoke and noise. The room 
was low-ceilinged and overcrowded. Sailors, dockworkers, women of the 
sort whom night supports, and a considerable number of people whose 
occupation was more dijcult to guess sat close together around the 
tables. Some sang. 5thers ”uarreled loudly. “ few sat silently before their 
glasses and stared down at the tabletop as though they had abandoned 
all interest in the world around them. I immediately felt somewhat out 
of place. qolmes, by contrast, did not appear to notice it.

I was, moreover, surprised by how little attention our arrival attracted. 
In my younger years I had imagined such places as nests of suspicious 
villains who would at once see through any stranger. Reality once again 
proved less dramatic. Most people were simply occupied with their own 
troubles. 5nly a couple of women at the bar sent us appraising glances, 
and when qolmes did not so much as acknowledge their existence, they 
”uickly lost interest again.

We made our way to the counter, where a stout woman with rolled-up 
sleeves managed the serving with an authority that would have done 
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honor to any captain. qolmes ordered two ales and then leaned slightly 
forward.

V?an you tell me where I may znd Ltienne Marot’N
The woman did not hesitate for a second.
She merely raised her hand and pointed toward a table in the darkest 

corner of the room.
V5ver there.N
I followed her gaEe.
“t the table sat two men bent over some obAects between them. “s 

we approached, something happened that immediately caught my at-
tention. 5ne of the men made a ”uick movement with his hands, and 
several small obAects almost instantly disappeared from the table and into 
his pockets. “t the same time, the other man rose without a word and 
left the spot. Po farewells or explanations were exchanged. The entire 
movement seemed so practiced and natural that it could scarcely have 
been the zrst time. Two empty chairs remained. qolmes stopped at the 
table.

VOxcuse me. May we’N
The man looked up. qe did not smile. But after a brief moment of 

assessment, he nodded.
When we sat down, I had the opportunity to study him more closely. 

qe was plainly a Frenchman, but the hard years had erased much of what 
must once have been a lively and energetic face. qis skin was grayish. qis 
stubble uneven. qis clothes worn. qe bore every sign of a life marked 
by alcohol and poor choices. 7et there was something about him that 
prevented me from dismissing him as merely another drunkard. Yerhaps 
it was his eyes. They were constantly at work. Oven while he sat still, he 
registered the people around him. qe seemed like a man who was always 
weighing possibilities and risks against one another.

Before qolmes could say a word, he leaned forward.
V7ou do not look like men who have come for the ale.N
qis Onglish was marked by a distinct accent.
VI assume you know of my little enterprise.N
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I had no idea what he was talking about. qolmes did not answer either. 
Marot, however, took the silence as conzrmation.

“n almost professional expression passed over his face.
VThen let us save time.N
qe put his hand into his pocket and drew out several small obAects.
VI have a watch. “ ring. “ few smaller pieces of Aewelry.N
qe laid them on the table between us with a practiced motion.
V“ll genuine goods.N
“mong the items lay a silver ring, which he immediately pushed to-

ward qolmes.
VThat one is especially zne.N
qolmes picked it up between his zngers and examined it with the same 

care as if it had been an important piece of evidence. I saw an almost 
imperceptible gleam of satisfaction in his eyes. We had found Ltienne 
Marot. “nd without knowing it himself, he had already begun to tell us 
what sort of man he was.

The Stockroom
It seemed to me that Marot formed his opinion of us within the zrst 
few seconds. qis gaEe moved over our clothes, our boots, and even the 
way qolmes held his ale mug. I had seen professional card players do 
something similar. Before they laid down their zrst card, they had already 
assessed their opponents.

“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
VPo,N he said, gathering the displayed obAects together again. VThat is 

not for gentlemen like you.N
qe lowered his voice slightly.
VIf you wish to see the better goods, you must follow me.N
qe did not wait for our answer, but rose from the table at once. 

qolmes exchanged a ”uick glance with me, after which he calmly emp-
tied his glass and followed. I shall not conceal that I myself felt a certain 
skepticism. Overything about the situation had the character of a trap, or 
at the least of an enterprise from which honest men ought to keep a great 
distance. But qolmes seemed entirely unmoved by the surroundings, 
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and since experience had taught me that he usually saw farther ahead 
than I did, I once again chose to follow him.

Marot led us out of the public house and farther down the street. 5nly 
a few houses on, he turned into a narrow alley between two dilapidated 
buildings. There he stopped before a seemingly anonymous door, which 
I should hardly have noticed had I passed it alone. qe drew out a key, 
unlocked it, and disappeared inside.

We followed. The room on the other side was larger than I had ex-
pected. Marot lit an oil lamp, and the golden light immediately revealed 
a sight that left little doubt as to the nature of the business. The room 
served as a stockroom.

“long the walls obAects were stacked in disorderly piles. ?anes and 
umbrellas hung there. Trunks, bags, and coats stood in heaps. In several 
places silverware had been laid out on shelves along with lamps, tools, 
and various household items. Oven a few pieces of furniture had been 
pressed in among the other eHects. I did not need qolmesUs help to 
understand that the greater part of it must have been stolen.

5n a table near the lamp lay the smaller and more valuable items. 
There were pocket watches, Aewelry, wallets, knives, a monocle, and even 
a pistol, which could hardly have found its way there by legal means.

Marot regarded us with a certain pride.
VPow it begins to look like something.N
qolmes seemed to examine the obAects without any particular plan. 

qe wandered calmly around the room, lifting an obAect here and there 
and setting it back again. I knew him too well, however, to be deceived 
by his apparent randomness. When qolmes seemed to drift aimlessly 
about, it was usually precisely then that his attention was sharpest.

Suddenly he stopped before a heavy sailorUs Aacket that hung on a peg 
near the wall. qe took it down.

V“ solid piece of work,N he remarked.
Marot shrugged.
VIt must be. The sea is not kind to poor clothing.N
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“s he spoke, qolmes examined the Aacket with apparently casual in-
terest. I stood close enough to see what immediately caught his attention. 
Several buttons were missing.

I saw his zngers pass over the remaining buttons, and almost at the 
same time I remembered the two buttons we had found among the 
ravensU remarkable collection. Without saying a word, qolmes com-
pared them in his mind. I could see it in his face. The siEe, the color, 
the workmanship, yes, even the little manufacturerUs mark on the back. 
Overything matched.

For a moment I felt that particular thrill which always arose when one 
of qolmesUs theories began to take concrete form.

VIs the Aacket for sale’N he asked.
Marot laughed aloud.
VPo.N
qe took the Aacket from qolmes and patted it almost aHectionately.
VIt is mine.N

The Wallet
The brief answer seemed only to increase qolmesUs interest. qe contin-
ued his circuit of the room while Marot chatted about various goods and 
their alleged ”ualities. I noticed that qolmes now moved with greater 
purpose. qe had found something, and, as so often before, he immedi-
ately began looking for the next link in the chain. “t the table with the 
smaller obAects, he picked up a wallet.

V“nd this’N he asked.
VFor sale.N
qolmes opened it. “t zrst glance it appeared ”uite ordinary, but 

instead of closing it again at once, he let his gaEe pass over the papers 
still lying inside. It lasted only a second. But I saw the little gleam in his 
eyes. The almost imperceptible tightening of his features. “ sign I had 
learned to recogniEe over many years whenever Sherlock qolmes had 
found something.

qe closed the wallet with the same calm movement as before and laid 
it back on the table. If Marot noticed anything, he gave no sign of it.
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While qolmes continued his apparently casual inspection of the ob-
Aects on the table, Marot noticed the wallet he had Aust held. qe reached 
for it at once, almost like a shopkeeper wishing to draw attention to a 
special article, and swung it lightly between his zngers.

VThat one,N he said with a crooked grin, Vactually belonged to an 
ojcer.N

qe pronounced the word with a mixture of respect and mockery.
VFine leather. Yeople of that sort care about their possessions.N
qolmes seemed to study the wallet with professional interest.
VIndeed’N he said. VWhere did you get hold of it’N
For the zrst time during the conversation, Marot hesitated slightly. qis 

gaEe moved ”uickly between us, and I had the impression that he was 
considering how much he ought to say.

V5h, it is still a little warm.N
qe shrugged.
V7ou understand what I mean, I am sure.N
qolmes nodded ”uite calmly. 5f course he did. The expression was 

well known in such circles. “n article that was still VwarmN was one that 
had entered circulation recently and had not yet had time to disappear 
from its ownerUs memory or the interest of the police.

VWhat do you ask for it’N
Marot named a sum so absurdly high that even I had to make an eHort 

not to laugh.
qolmes merely raised his eyebrows.
VI shall not pay that much for a wallet.N
Marot immediately lowered the price. qolmes shook his head. The 

price fell again.
The whole negotiation lasted less than a minute, but it was enough to 

convince me that the story of the zne ojcer was probably true. Marot 
plainly had no zxed valuation. qe was simply trying to extract as much 
as possible from an obAect in which he himself had no particular interest.

In order not to arouse suspicion, qolmes znally allowed himself to be 
persuaded to buy a few smaller eHects. “ silver-mounted cane caught his 
attention, as did an older pocket watch and a few other obAects which, 
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taken together, were sujcient to make him appear a serious customer 
rather than a curious visitor. Marot seemed satiszed with the transaction.

“s he wrapped the items, qolmes once more let his gaEe move over the 
table.

VIf I were to change my mind,N he said casually, Vregarding the wallet’N
Marot smiled.
VThen you know where to znd me.N
Vqere’N
VQsually at The Black ?at.N
qe nodded toward the street outside.
VBetween six and ten in the evening. “s a rule.N
qolmes thanked him, and a few minutes later we left the stockroom. 

Marot locked the door behind us and set oH back toward the public 
house. When he reached the entrance, he turned and called after us with 
a laugh—

V7our ale is still in thereKN
qe pointed toward the tavern.
VKrink it next timeKN
Then he disappeared through the door, and his laughter mingled with 

the noise of the other guests.
qolmes and I remained for a moment in the dark alley. The cool 

air seemed almost liberating after the heavy smell of the stockroom. I 
looked at qolmes, but he said nothing. qe appeared absorbed in his own 
thoughts. 5nly when the sound from the public house had once more 
become the only sound around us did he hail a passing cab. We climbed 
in, and the carriage began the long Aourney back toward Baker Street. 
Through the window I could see the lights of the dock ”uarter sliding 
past, while the wheels rumbled over the paving stones. My own thoughts 
still circled around the stockroom and its contents.

VThat man is a receiver and a thief,N I said at last.
qolmes nodded.
VWithout the slightest doubt.N
V“nd a murderer’N
qe did not answer immediately.
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qis gaEe remained zxed upon the dark streets outside, where the last 
tavern guests moved among the shadows.

VYerhaps,N he said at last.
There was a thoughtful pause.
VBut the most interesting thing was not the Aacket.N
I turned toward him.
VPo’N
VPo.N
qe slowly removed his gloves.
VThe Aacket tells us that Marot was probably near the events we are 

investigating. But it does not tell us why.N
V“nd what made the greatest impression, then’N
qolmes znally turned his gaEe toward me.
VThat “rthur YembrokeUs wallet was in MarotUs possession.N
I stared at him.
VSo it was truly his’N
VThe name was still among the papers.N
qe leaned back in the seat.
V“ manUs wallet rarely travels by itself from his pocket to a receiverUs 

stockroom, Watson.N
I felt the familiar sensation that yet another piece had Aust fallen into 

place. “nd while the cab continued through LondonUs dark streets, I had 
no doubt that Ltienne Marot had now moved from the periphery of the 
case to its very center.

The Case Against Marot
The following morning qolmes and I once again went to Scotland 7ard. 
I had accompanied him on so many of these visits over the years that the 
building itself had almost become part of my memories of London, but 
on this day the atmosphere seemed to me a little diHerent. Yerhaps it was 
qolmes himself. qe sat unusually relaxed during the drive, and although 
he was certainly not a man to be carried away by premature optimism, I 
could sense that he was satiszed with the progress of the case.
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It was not the satisfaction that follows a complete solution. 5n the 
contrary, I knew very well that several decisive ”uestions still remained 
unanswered. But order had begun to emerge from the chaos. The many 
loose threads, which had previously seemed to point in every direction 
at once, were slowly beginning to gather into a pattern.

VWe have found the thief, Watson,N qolmes said suddenly as the cab 
rolled through the busy morning trajc.

I turned toward him.
VBut not the murderer’N
qe slowly shook his head.
VThat is precisely the problem.N
Then he slipped back into silence, and for the rest of the way I sat 

looking through the window at LondonUs streets while considering the 
diHerence between the two ”uestions. The theft now seemed almost 
solved. But “rthur YembrokeUs death still stood as the dark center of the 
case.

When we arrived at Scotland 7ard, we were ”uickly shown in to 
Lestrade. This time I immediately noticed a diHerence in the manner 
of his reception. 5n our previous visits he had listened with the usual 
mixture of professional courtesy and healthy skepticism that any expe-
rienced policeman must necessarily develop. Pow he seemed genuinely 
interested. qe could see from qolmes that we had not come to discuss 
theories or possibilities. We had come with information. qolmes wasted 
no time.

VThe name is Ltienne Marot,N he said.
Lestrade repeated the name thoughtfully.
VMarot...N he murmured. VThat may mean something to me.N
VIt would not surprise me.N
qolmes took out a sheet of paper and marked several places on a map 

of the dock districts. qe showed the location of the stockroom we had 
visited the previous evening, explained where the public house called 
The Black ?at lay, and stated the times at which Marot could usually be 
expected to be found there.

Lestrade took notes diligently.
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“s qolmes continued his account, I could see the little inspectorUs face 
slowly light up. The stockroom was full of precisely the sort of tangible 
evidence the police prefer. Stolen watches. Wallets. ‘ewelry. ?anes. Bags. 
Weapons. “ whole collection of obAects that could probably be connect-
ed with countless reports.

VI believe,N said qolmes, Vthat Marot has, for some time, been re-
sponsible for a considerable portion of the thefts which the residents of 
Whitechapel have attributed to the ravens.N

Lestrade leaned back with a satiszed expression.
VSo the birds were innocent after all.N
V5n this point, yes.N
VThat will please your client.N
qolmes nodded, but continued at once.
VThere is, however, more.N
qe now told him about the wallet.
Pot dramatically. Pot with any special emphasis. qe merely men-

tioned, as part of his report, that “rthur YembrokeUs wallet had been 
among MarotUs goods. The eHect this information had upon Lestrade 
was immediate.

qe leaned forward across the desk.
VYembrokeUs wallet’N
V7es.N
V“re you certain’N
VOntirely.N
For a moment Lestrade looked almost triumphant.
VWell, then the case is solved, qolmes.N
I looked at my friend at once. qolmes did not answer immediately. 

Instead, he brought his zngertips together before him while studying the 
inspector with an expression I knew very well.

VYerhaps,N he said.
I could not help smiling. 5ver the years I had learned that when 

qolmes said perhaps in precisely that manner, it almost always meant 
no. Lestrade plainly knew him Aust as well.

V7ou do not believe it yourself.N
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VI believe,N qolmes replied calmly, Vthat things are rarely ”uite so 
simple.N

qe put his hand into his pocket and took out the two buttons we had 
found among the obAects from the ravensU nest. qe laid them on the desk 
between them. Lestrade picked up one and turned it between his zngers.

VWhere did you znd these’N
V“t the crime scene.N
The inspector stared at him.
VThat is impossible.N
qolmes raised his eyebrows.
VIndeed’N
V7es. The crime scene was thoroughly examined. Several constables 

went over the area.N
VI do not doubt it.N
VThen the buttons would have been found.N
“ faint smile appeared about qolmesUs mouth.
VI must admit that these buttons took a slight detour.N
Lestrade looked at him in obvious confusion. I myself had to make an 

eHort not to smile. I knew exactly what qolmes was hinting at, but for 
the moment he allowed the ravensU role in that part of the story to remain 
our secret.

VThe zrst witnesses picked them up,N he continued, Vand mistook 
them for something else.N

This, of course, explained nothing to Lestrade. qe stared at the but-
tons for another moment before giving up on extracting any further 
explanation from qolmes and instead noting their existence.

V“nd you believe they can be connected with Marot’N
VI do.N
The confusion had not yet entirely left LestradeUs face, but something 

else now began to show itself. Interest. qolmes moved on to his next 
point.

qe described the traces of blood between the paving stones. Yrecisely 
where they had been found. qow little blood there was. qow easily they 
could have been overlooked. But also how signizcant they were.
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“s he spoke, LestradeUs expression gradually became more serious. I 
could almost follow his thoughts. “ heart attack was a simple explana-
tion, and a broken pocket watch might perhaps be explained away. But 
blood. Blood was more dijcult. When the blood was combined with 
the broken watch, the missing possessions, and now YembrokeUs wallet 
in the hands of a known receiver, the original theory began to waver.

A Second Look at the Scene
When Lestrade had sat in silence for a moment and gone through his 
notes once more, qolmes leaned slightly forward in his chair. I knew the 
movement. It usually meant that he was znished with his own conclu-
sions and now wished to set others in motion.

VThere is one favor I should like to ask of you, Lestrade.N
The inspector looked up.
V7es’N
VI want you to examine the case once more.N
Lestrade raised his eyebrows, but this time there was no irritation in his 

face. The skeptical attitude that had often marked our earlier meetings 
had gradually been replaced by something else. qe was now listening 
with the attention an experienced policeman reserves for information 
that may prove decisive.

qolmes continued calmly.
VThe crime scene should be gone over again. Pot superzcially, but 

thoroughly. In addition, I would recommend that MarotUs stockroom 
be searched as soon as possible. “nd znally, I should be grateful if the 
original in”uest were reviewed anew.N

Lestrade studied him thoughtfully.
V7ou still believe we are overlooking something’N
VI do.N
V“nd what do you expect to znd’N
qolmes shrugged lightly.
VI do not yet know.N
I noticed that the answer did not irritate Lestrade, as it perhaps might 

have done earlier. 5n the contrary, he nodded slowly.
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VThat is an honest answer, at any rate.N
VIt is also the only one I can give.N
Then qolmes pointed to the papers before him.
VBut if you znd anything new, whether in the stockroom, at the crime 

scene, or in the in”uest, I would be grateful if you let me hear of it.N
Lestrade folded his hands before him.
VI shall.N
I could see that he was now far more engaged than at the beginning 

of the meeting. Pot because qolmes had presented him with a znished 
solution. 5n the contrary, he had not. But he had done something 
that often proved far more valuable in an investigation. qe had created 
doubt. “nd doubt, as is well known, is the beginning of every real 
in”uiry.

Shortly afterward we rose. Lestrade gathered the buttons, his notes, 
and the various pieces of information about Marot into a pile on the 
desk. Oven as he did so, I could see that his thoughts were at work. qe 
was no longer occupied with defending the theory of the heart attack. 
qe had begun to look for alternatives.

VI shall act at once,N he said.
qolmes nodded with satisfaction.
VI had expected no less of you.N
We exchanged handshakes, and a few minutes later we were once again 

in the corridors of Scotland 7ard. When we came out into the street, the 
morning trajc had truly begun to gather. ?arriages rolled past in both 
directions, messengers hurried between ojces, and the gray London sky 
hung heavily over the city roofs.

We began walking without any particular destination, as qolmes of-
ten preferred when he wished to think.

“fter several minutes of silence, I turned to him.
VKo you think Lestrade will arrest Marot today’N
VI hope so.N
VThen the case is almost over’N
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qolmes stopped. Pot for long. 5nly for a moment. qis gaEe moved 
over the busy street before us, as though he were searching for the answer 
among the passersby. Then he slowly shook his head.

VI am afraid ”uite the opposite.N
We continued walking.
For my own part, I felt genuinely surprised. From my point of view, the 

case had taken an enormous step forward. We had found the receiver. We 
had found the dead manUs wallet. We had found buttons, blood traces, 
and a series of circumstances that clearly pointed away from the original 
explanation. But qolmes did not look like a man approaching the end. 
qe looked like a man who had Aust reached the beginning.

“s we moved through the streets of London, he continued his train of 
thought almost to himself.

VMarot explains the thefts.N
I nodded.
V7es.N
Vqe also explains why so many people believed the ravens were guilty.N
V7es.N
VBut he does not explain “rthur Yembroke.N
There was silence between us, and I understood at once what he 

meant. What we had found shed light upon the missing obAects. It shed 
light upon WhitechapelUs rumors. It shed light upon the ravensU role in 
the story. But it still did not explain why a retired commodore, appar-
ently respected by nearly everyone, should end up dead in an alley after 
midnight.

qolmes drew his coat closer around himself against the cool wind.
V“nd until we understand why “rthur Yembroke died,N he said ”ui-

etly, Vwe have not yet understood the case.N
It was only later that I fully realiEed the truth of those words. For at 

that point I still believed we were close to the solution. qolmes knew 
better.

The Letter an A New Visit 
The following morning qolmes was already seated at the breakfast table 
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when I entered the sitting room. Sunlight struggled through a layer of 
gray clouds above Baker Street and cast a pale glow over the table, where 
the coHee pot still steamed faintly. qolmes had taken his usual place by 
the window, and though he appeared to be reading the newspaper, it 
was clear to me that his thoughts were somewhere else entirely. I had 
gradually learned to distinguish between the qolmes who truly read and 
the qolmes who merely allowed his eyes to rest upon the print while his 
mind worked upon problems no newspaper could solve.

“mong the morning post I at once noticed a letter bearing the familiar 
seal of Scotland 7ard. It lay at the top of the pile, as though the sender 
himself had wished to ensure our attention. I picked it up and passed it 
across the table.

V“ letter from Lestrade.N
qolmes cast a ”uick glance at the seal, but made no move to open it.
VWould you be so good as to read it aloud, Watson’N
I broke the seal and unfolded the paper. “fter only the zrst few lines, 

I understood that Lestrade had had a satisfactory morning.
The inspector reported that Ltienne Marot had been arrested on the 

same evening we had visited Scotland 7ard. The stockroom in Shadwell 
had been seiEed, and the police had found considerable ”uantities of 
stolen goods. Several of the obAects had already been identized by their 
rightful owners, and Lestrade made no attempt to conceal his satisfac-
tion with the result. 5n the contrary, it seemed almost to shine between 
the lines. qe thanked qolmes for the information that had led them to 
the receiver and remarked that the matter of the many unexplained thefts 
in Whitechapel now appeared to be solved.

I glanced over the letter and continued. It further stated that “rthur 
YembrokeUs wallet had been found among the seiEed goods. Marot had 
admitted to possessing it, but his explanation was simple. qe claimed 
that he had found the wallet in the alley shortly after the commodoreUs 
death. “ssuming the old man had been drunk and had dropped it, he 
had taken it with him. Lestrade even ”uoted his own words.

VIt would have been lost anyway.N
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I could almost hear the French seamanUs crooked grin behind the 
phrasing. Marot thus admitted the theft without hesitation, but denied 
any connection to the death. qe categorically refused to admit that he 
had done Yembroke any harm and maintained that he had only found 
the wallet after the man was already dead.

I continued reading. “t qolmesUs re”uest, the police had also ex-
amined the crime scene once more, and here the letter became more 
interesting. Lestrade could conzrm that traces of blood had indeed been 
found between the paving stones, exactly as qolmes had predicted. The 
amount was certainly slight, and no one could yet say with certainty 
where the blood had come from, but it was there.

The inspector noted that the amount scarcely corresponded to what 
one would expect after an ordinary knife wound or a serious bodily 
inAury. Por had any new signs of violence been found on the body. The 
blood might conceivably have come from another person. It might also 
be of no signizcance. 5n this point Lestrade was honest enough to admit 
that he did not yet know.

The letter ended in a courteous tone. qe hoped the information 
would prove useful and assured qolmes that he would keep him in-
formed of any new development.

I laid the paper down. For a moment there was complete silence in the 
room. From the street below came the distant rumble of a carriage, and 
somewhere in the house a door slammed. 5therwise, one heard only the 
soft ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece.

For my own part, the letter had left me with a feeling of satisfaction. 
The thief had been found. The stolen goods had been found. Oven Yem-
brokeUs wallet had been located. Much of what only a few days earlier had 
seemed unclear and mysterious now appeared to be falling into place. 
7et there was something in qolmesUs silence that made me hesitate to 
express this thought. qe still sat with the coHee cup in his hand, staring 
out through the window at Baker StreetUs busy morning life. qis face 
revealed no real disappointment, but no satisfaction either.

V“n excellent letter,N he said.
VI think so as well.N
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VLestrade has done precisely what I hoped he would do.N
I nodded.
V“nd Marot’N
qolmes let his gaEe rest on the letter for a moment.
VMarot is a thief.N
qe said it with such certainty that there could not be the slightest 

doubt.
VBut’N I asked.
“ faint smile passed over his face.
V7ou notice the little word, Watson.N
I leaned back.
VSo there is a but.N
VThere is always a but.N
qe was silent again for a moment.
VMarot explains the stolen watches, the missing rings, the many ru-

mors, and even part of the ravensU poor reputation.N
VBut not Yembroke.N
qolmes nodded slowly.
VYrecisely.N
qis gaEe moved once more toward the letter.
V5n the contrary.N
I looked at him ”uestioningly.
V5n the contrary’N
VThe more I learn about “rthur Yembroke, the less I believe his death 

was caused by a simple receiver like Ltienne Marot.N
Then he picked up the letter between his zngers and studied it 

thoughtfully.
VPo, Watson. I rather think this letter tells us something far more 

important.N
VWhat’N
qolmes laid the paper down.
VThat we are still looking for the wrong man.N
“ further silence rested over the breakfast table after the reading of 

LestradeUs letter. 5utside, Baker Street continued its usual life, but inside 
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the room time seemed almost to stand still. qolmes sat with his elbows 
on the arms of his chair and his zngertips Aoined before his face, while his 
gaEe rested upon an undezned point somewhere between the window 
and the zreplace. Suddenly he straightened.

VWe have overlooked something, Watson.N
I laid the letter aside.
VSomething in LestradeUs report’N
VPo.N
qe slowly shook his head.
VSomething far more important.N
“n expression of irritation crossed his face, but it was directed at no 

one but himself.
VThe zrst witnesses were in fact trying to tell us the truth.N
VI do not understand.N
VPor did I.N
qe rose abruptly and went to the table where the various zndings 

from the case lay collected. In recent days I had seen these obAects count-
less times, and I must admit that by now they seemed fairly ordinary 
to me. There were the pieces of the shattered watch glass, the damaged 
watch cover, the spoon, the buttons, and the other small things the 
ravens had gathered in their nests. In the midst of them lay the pin which 
we had until now regarded as a perfectly ordinary hairpin.

qolmes began to go through the obAects one by one with the method-
ical thoroughness so characteristic of him. qe lifted them, turned them 
between his zngers, laid them down again, and then picked them up 
once more. Several times I thought he had found what he sought, only 
for him to set the obAect back with a dissatiszed sigh the next moment.

Not a Hairpin
“t last he picked up the pin.

I remembered it at once. It had lain among the other obAects from the 
nest and had never attracted particular attention. Oven now I could not 
see what made it remarkable. It was indeed elegantly made, but otherwise 
seemed neither rare nor unusual.
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qolmes, however, studied it with growing interest. qe turned it be-
tween his zngers, held it up to the light from the window, and then took 
out his magnifying glass. Several minutes passed while he examined it in 
silence.

I saw him suddenly stiHen.
V?ome closer, Watson.N
There was something in his voice that made me rise at once. qe held 

the pin out.
VLook here.N
I took the magnifying glass and followed his instruction. First I ex-

amined the pearl. Then I let my gaEe move down along the metal to the 
opposite end.

“nd there I saw it. The point was missing. The break was clear. The 
metal did not end in a zne znish, but in an uneven, sharp edge. I looked 
up.

VIt is broken.N
VYrecisely.N
qolmesUs eyes now shone with that particular brilliance which always 

foretold a breakthrough.
VIt does not end naturally. It has broken oH.N
qe took the pin back and weighed it thoughtfully between his zngers.
V“nd therefore it is not what we believed.N
V“ hairpin’N
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
VPo, Watson.N
qe held the obAect up to the light once more.
V“ hatpin.N
I remained standing without speaking.
In our time such pins were common enough, but anyone who had 

handled them also knew that they were ”uite diHerent from the small 
hairpins women used in their coiHures. They could be six or eight inches 
long, often made of hardened steel, and surprisingly strong.

Suddenly several of the caseUs strange details began to gather in my 
mind. The blood between the paving stones. The modest amount and 
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the lack of clear external inAuries. qolmes seemed to follow exactly the 
same line of thought.

V“ dangerous weapon in the right hands,N he said ”uietly.
Then he fell silent again. qe stood for a long time by the window with 

the pin in his hand, while his gaEe rested on the broken end. Then a rare 
expression of satisfaction passed over his face.

The next moment all re8ection had vanished. With the ”uickness that 
always surprised me once he had found a new direction, he seiEed his hat 
and coat.

V?ome, Watson.N
VWhere are we going’N
VTo Scotland 7ard.N
qe carefully slipped the pin into his pocket.
VI believe Lestrade will znd this exceedingly interesting.N
Less than a ”uarter of an hour later we were seated in a cab on our way 

through LondonUs busy streets, while qolmes sat silent beside me with 
his hand resting over the pocket where the broken hatpin lay. I knew 
him well enough to know that his thoughts were already far ahead of our 
horses, and that the case had once again changed its character.

Lestrade’s Skepticism
When we reached Scotland 7ard, we were shown directly in to Lestrade. 
The inspector received us with the friendly readiness that had grown up 
between him and qolmes over the years, though it was always accompa-
nied by a certain measure of professional caution. qe seemed genuinely 
surprised to see us again so soon after our most recent visit.

V3ood morning, qolmes. 3ood morning, Koctor. I hardly expected 
you back today.N

V“nd yet here we are,N qolmes replied. VFirst, I must thank you for 
your letter. It contained several interesting details.N

Lestrade smiled with satisfaction.
VI thought you would be interested in the result.N
VI am indeed.N
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qolmes did not sit down. 5n the contrary, he went directly to the desk 
and placed a small obAect before the inspector.

Lestrade lowered his gaEe.
V“ pin’N
V7es.N
qe picked it up and turned it between his zngers.
VI must admit, qolmes, I had expected something more dramatic.N
VThat depends upon how one views the matter.N
Lestrade raised an eyebrow.
VOxplain.N
qolmes took the pin back and held it up toward the light from the 

window.
VWhen this obAect was zrst found, we assumed it was an ordinary 

hairpin. It is not. It is considerably stronger than that.N
qe handed it back to Lestrade.
VLook more closely.N
This time the inspector studied it more carefully.
VIt appears to be broken.N
VYrecisely.N
qolmes nodded.
V“nd therefore it is not a hairpin either. It is the remains of a hatpin.N
I noticed how LestradeUs face changed slightly. Pot because he was 

convinced, but because he now understood why qolmes had come.
V“ hatpin’N he repeated.
V7es. “n obAect of hardened steel. Long, sharp, and strong enough to 

penetrate deeply into a human body.N
Lestrade laid the pin down.
V7ou mean as a weapon.N
VI do not exclude it.N
There was silence for a moment.
The inspector studied the pin while qolmes stood with his hands 

behind his back and awaited his reaction.
VIt is an interesting theory,N Lestrade said at last. VBut still only a 

theory.N
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V5f course.N
VThere are thousands of hatpins in London.N
VWithout doubt.N
V“nd still more women who lose them.N
qolmes smiled faintly.
VThat is why I am not asking you to arrest anyone.N
Lestrade leaned back.
VWhat do you want, then’N
For the zrst time since we had entered, qolmes sat down.
VI want you to look for the rest.N
VThe rest’N
VThe missing part.N
qolmes pointed to the break.
VThe point is missing. “ substantial part of the pin is gone.N
Lestrade looked from the pin to qolmes.
V“nd you believe it still exists’N
qolmes folded his hands before him.
VIf the pin broke during use, the missing part must be somewhere. 

“nd if it was used against “rthur Yembroke, there remains one possibil-
ity no one has yet examined.N

I could see that Lestrade had already understood the implication.
V7ou mean...N
VThat it may be in the body.N
The usually self-assured inspector was silent for a moment. I must 

admit that the theory sounded bold even to my ears, but the more I 
thought about it, the harder it became to dismiss. It would explain the 
modest amount of blood between the paving stones. It would explain 
the absence of obvious external wounds. “nd, above all, it would explain 
why no one had yet discovered the murder weapon.

Lestrade drummed his zngers thoughtfully against the desktop.
VSo you are asking me to have the in”uest reviewed once more’N
V7es.N
VBecause of a broken hatpin found in a ravenUs nest.N
For the zrst time that day qolmes laughed.
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VWhen you put it that way, it does sound ”uite unreasonable.N
VIt does.N
V“nd yet you have followed me along stranger trails before.N
Lestrade shrugged.
VThat is unfortunately true.N
qe picked up the pin once more and studied it in silence. “t last he 

nodded.
VCery well, qolmes. I shall look into the matter.N
I noticed the small smile that passed over qolmesUs face. qe had ob-

tained precisely what he had come for. Lestrade reached out for the pin, 
but qolmes was ”uicker. With an almost unconscious movement, he 
took it back and let it disappear into his waistcoat pocket.

The inspector looked up.
VSo you still do not entirely trust me’N
V5n the contrary.N
qolmes rose.
VBut for the moment I need it.N
Lestrade shook his head with a resigned smile.
V“s you wish.N

A Change of Direction
“ few minutes later we left Scotland 7ard and stepped out into LondonUs 
busy morning life. ?arriages rolled past, newspaper sellers shouted their 
headlines, and over it all lay that particular hum which always seemed 
to accompany the city. I walked several steps in silence beside qolmes, 
considering the remarkable theory he had Aust presented.

VKo you truly think Lestrade will do it’N I asked.
V7es.N
VSo ”uickly’N
qolmes smiled.
VMy dear Watson, Lestrade may be skeptical, but he is not stupid. 

5nce he has become curious, he is almost as stubborn as I am.N
qe placed his hand against the waistcoat pocket where the pin still lay.
V“nd if I am not mistaken, we shall hear from him again soon.N
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There was a certainty in his voice that made me believe he already knew 
the answer long before Scotland 7ard would znd it.

When we left Scotland 7ard, I was convinced that our next destina-
tion would be Baker Street. The morning had been long, and after the 
many conversations and the constant tension surrounding the case, the 
thought of a ”uiet moment by the zre seemed most appealing to me. 
qolmes, however, was seldom in the habit of consulting my expecta-
tions, and only a few minutes after we had seated ourselves in a cab, it 
became clear that his thoughts were moving in ”uite another direction.

We had already covered a good distance when he suddenly leaned 
forward and tapped on the window with his knuckles. The cabman drew 
in the reins and cast a ”uestioning glance down through the hatch.

V7es, sir’N
VWhitechapel.N
The cabman looked surprised.
VWhitechapel, gentlemen’N
V7es. “s ”uickly as possible.N
VCery good, sir.N
“ moment later the carriage turned sharply and set oH toward the east.
I looked at qolmes ”uestioningly.
VI thought we were znished in Whitechapel.N
qe slowly shook his head.
VI am beginning to suspect, Watson, that Whitechapel is not yet zn-

ished with us.N
qe said no more, and the rest of the Aourney passed in silence. “s 

we moved farther east, the streets again grew narrower, the houses more 
worn, and the familiar mixture of coal smoke, dampness, and harbor air 
began to penetrate through the cracks of the cab. When at last we reached 
Mrs. qaleUs boarding house, it was with the curious feeling of returning 
to a place that, in only a few days, had become inseparably connected 
with the case.

Help from Mrs. Hale
Mrs. qale herself received us at the door. I noticed at once the genuine 
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gladness that appeared in her face when she recogniEed qolmes. 5ver 
the course of the investigation she had come to regard him with a trust 
that few clients avoid developing once they have experienced his tireless 
commitment.

VMr. qolmesK Kr. WatsonKN
V3ood day, Mrs. qale.N
V7ou must come in at once.N
She led us into the sitting room, where by now we had become almost 

as familiar as in our own home. Shortly afterward coHee was served, and 
as we sat at the small table near the window, I found myself noticing how 
much the atmosphere had changed since our zrst visit.

The boarding house seemed calmer. 3uests came and went as before, 
but the nervous unease that had earlier rested over the house seemed 
less prominent. Oven the hoarse cries of the ravens outside sounded less 
threatening than before. Yerhaps it was merely because I now knew their 
true role in the story, but it seemed to me that part of the fear had already 
lost its hold upon the place.

Mrs. qale poured coHee and sat opposite us.
VWell’N she asked with an expectant smile. Vqave you come nearer to 

a solution, Mr. qolmes’N
qolmes placed his hands around the coHee cup and nodded.
VIn certain respects, Mrs. qale.N
I noticed how her gaEe immediately became more attentive.
VSo you have found something’N
V7es.N
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
VFirst and foremost, I can give you good news.N
She leaned forward.
V3ood news’N
VThe ravens.N
qolmes cast a glance toward the window, where a pair of the black 

birds had Aust passed over the s”uare.
VThey may be completely ac”uitted of the thefts.N
Mrs. qale looked at him with a mixture of relief and skepticism.
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V?ompletely’N
V7es.N
qe nodded.
VThey have indeed gathered various obAects, as ravens often do, but 

they were not behind the many disappearances that have plagued the 
neighborhood.N

For a moment she said nothing. I do not think she was surprised by 
the conclusion. Rather, she was surprised to hear it stated with such 
certainty.

VSo there truly was a thief’N
V7es.N
V“nd you have found him’N
VThe police have.N
qolmes then told her about Ltienne Marot, about the stockroom by 

the docks, and about the many stolen obAects that had been found there. 
qe described the matter without drama, but I could see what relief the 
information awakened in her.

Several times she shook her head.
VSo it was not the birds after all.N
VPo.N
V“nd all those stories...N
VYrobably helped the thief more than anyone else.N
She was silent for a moment.
VI almost think I ought to apologiEe to them.N
I followed her gaEe toward the window. 5utside, a raven sat on the 

railing by the s”uare and regarded the world with that particular gravity 
these birds seem born with. qolmes smiled.

VI doubt it will bear a grudge.N
Mrs. qale laughed for the zrst time that day, and the sound seemed to 

me more valuable than she herself knew. For in that moment I realiEed 
that the case had already changed her life. Where she had previously 
feared the rumors would destroy her boarding house, she could now at 
least know that the truth had begun to emerge.
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Mrs. qale leaned back in her chair with an expression of genuine relief. 
The tension that had so long rested over the boarding house seemed for 
a moment to lift from her shoulders.

VI never truly believed it was the ravens myself,N she said. VPot entirely. 
There were too many things that did not zt.N

qolmes smiled faintly.
VPo, Mrs. qale. 7ou have been wiser than most of those around you 

from the beginning.N
She shook her head a little and laughed.
VI do not think so.N
V7es.N
qe cast a glance toward the window, where one of the black birds had 

Aust landed on the railing outside.
VMost people prefer the explanation that is easiest to believe. 7ou 

preferred the explanation that made sense.N
It was clear that the compliment pleased her, but qolmes did not allow 

the subAect to rest for long. The small smile disappeared again from his 
face, and his gaEe grew serious.

VQnfortunately, that is not the whole of the matter.N
Mrs. qale immediately became attentive. Po, she naturally knew per-

fectly well what he was referring to. The thefts had been the zrst mystery. 
“rthur YembrokeUs death was something ”uite diHerent.

Slowly qolmes took the broken pin from his pocket and laid it on the 
table between the coHee cups. Mrs. qale cast a ”uick glance at it. “t zrst 
it did not seem to make any particular impression upon her. It looked 
merely like another of the many obAects the ravens had gathered in their 
nests. qolmes pushed it closer.

VImagine,N he said, Vthat this pin were roughly twice as long.N
She picked it up between her zngers and studied it more closely. qer 

gaEe moved along the metal, stopped at the pearl, and then returned to 
the broken end. 5nly a few seconds passed.

VThen it was a hatpin.N
qolmes nodded.
I leaned forward.
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V“re you certain’N
V?ompletely.N
She turned the pin between her zngers once more.
VIt is actually ”uite clear once one looks properly.N
qolmes said nothing, but I could see from him that the answer con-

zrmed his own theory. Mrs. qale, however, continued to study the pin, 
and now it was clear that her attention had been caught by something 
else.

The Pearl
VBut it is not an ordinary hatpin.N

VPo’N said qolmes.
She pointed to the pearl.
VThis.N
qolmes nodded.
V7ou believe it is genuine’N
VI am almost certain.N
She held the pin up toward the light from the window.
VThere is a depth to the luster that one does not see in glass or cheap 

imitations.N
I must admit that the little pearl seemed ”uite ordinary to me, but Mrs. 

qale regarded it with the conzdence that comes only from many years 
of experience.

VIt is good ”uality,N she continued. VCery good ”uality.N
She laid the pin back down on the table.
VPo woman in Whitechapel would wear such a thing.N
VBecause of the price’N I asked.
V7es.N
She smiled apologetically.
VThat may sound harsh, but that is how it is. “n obAect like this would 

cost more than many families here spend on food in several weeks.N
I noticed how qolmesUs attention sharpened.
VSo you believe the pin belonged to a wealthy woman’N
VWithout doubt.N
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There was silence for a moment. 5utside came the distant calls of the 
ravens over the s”uare, but inside the sitting room our entire attention 
now seemed gathered upon the little obAect on the table.

qolmes leaned forward.
VIf you were to guess, Mrs. qaleMand I emphasiEe guessMwhere 

would one buy such a thing’N
She thought for a moment. I could see how she went through various 

possibilities in her mind.
VThere are several places,N she said eventually. VPaturally there are.N
She mentioned a couple of larger shops in the western part of the city, 

but each time she shook her head slightly, as though the explanation did 
not ”uite satisfy her. Then she picked up the pin again. This time she 
studied not the metal, but the pearl.

VPo.N
She slowly shook her head.
VI actually think I know where I would begin.N
qolmesUs gaEe sharpened.
V3o on.N
VIt is the pearl.N
She pointed to it with a zngernail.
VIt reminds me of something I have seen before.N
V“ particular shop’N
V7es.N
There was now a certainty in her voice that had not been there before.
VPot a Aeweler. Pot primarily.N
She looked up at qolmes.
V“ millinerUs shop.N
V“n exclusive one’N
VCery exclusive.N
She nodded.
VThe sort of place where the hats cost more than most people earn in 

a month.N
I noticed at once the change that came over qolmes. It was the same 

reaction I had seen countless times over the years, when a new clue 
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suddenly appeared where no one had expected it. Qntil this moment 
the hatpin had merely been a possible murder weapon. Pow it was 
becoming something far more valuable. It was becoming a guidepost.

VThe name, Mrs. qale’N qolmes said calmly.
She hesitated for a moment, as though she wished to be ”uite certain 

before answering.
V7es,N she said then. VIf I remember correctly, there is only one shop 

in London that makes precisely that sort of work.N
“nd as she spoke the name, I saw the familiar gleam in qolmesUs eyes. 

“nother piece had found its place.

Madame Beauchamp’s Millinery
Mrs. qale thought for another moment before giving the address. She 
was not entirely certain of the house number, but she knew the neigh-
borhood well enough to point us in the right direction. The shop was 
in Regent Street, or very near it, she explained, and the name came, 
apparently, without hesitation.

VMadame BeauchampUs Millinery.N
There was silence for a moment after the words. I do not think Mrs. 

qale herself noticed the change that immediately came over qolmes, but 
I did. 5ver the years I had learned to recogniEe those moments when 
a new clue suddenly connected itself with the others in his mind. qe 
did not say much. qe rarely did. But his posture changed almost imper-
ceptibly, and the sharp look that so often foretold a new breakthrough 
appeared for an instant in his gray eyes.

Qntil now our investigations had led us through WhitechapelUs nar-
row streets, the harborUs coal bridges, cheap public houses, and dark 
back rooms zlled with stolen goods. We had followed traces of sailors, 
dockworkers, and petty criminals. “nd now we suddenly sat with a pin 
that pointed toward one of LondonUs most elegant shopping streets.

qolmes rose slowly.
V7ou have once again helped us more than you know, Mrs. qale.N
She smiled modestly.
VI only hope it leads you to the right place.N
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VIt almost always does when the information is correct.N
qe took out his notebook, and Mrs. qale repeated the address as best 

she could remember it. qolmes carefully wrote down every word. When 
he had znished, he tore out the page and placed it in his pocketbook 
with a care that told me this new clue had already ac”uired considerable 
weight in his thoughts.

Shortly afterward we took our leave. Mrs. qale accompanied us to 
the door, and as so many times before, she stood for a moment in the 
entrance and watched after us while we moved out into the s”uare. I 
turned instinctively before we went on. The sight was almost the same 
as on our zrst visit. The great trees stood dark against the sky, and the 
ravens sat scattered among the branches or circled over the roofs with 
their hoarse cries. Overything seemed unchanged. “nd yet I knew that 
the case now stood in an entirely diHerent place from when we had zrst 
set foot in Whitechapel.

VStrange,N I said.
qolmes cast a glance at me.
VWhat is strange, Watson’N
I nodded toward the black birds.
VThat a 8ock of ravens in Whitechapel can lead us to a millinerUs shop 

in Regent Street.N
“ faint smile appeared about his mouth.
V7es. It is hardly the route any sensible person would have chosen.N
We began to walk.
Behind us the ravensU cries sounded once more over the s”uare, while 

people below continued their daily business without paying the birds 
any great attention.

VThe case reminds me of something, Watson,N said qolmes after a few 
steps of silence.

VWhat’N
VThat truth rarely chooses the shortest road.N
qe put his hands into his coat pockets and continued through the 

street with the calm, purposeful stride that always told me his thoughts 
were working faster than he wished to reveal.
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VIf it did,N he continued, Vmy work would be far less interesting.N
“nd so we once again left Raven S”uare, not on our way to the harbor 

or the poorer districts, but toward an entirely diHerent part of London, 
where elegant ladies bought hats, and where no one yet suspected that 
the answer to “rthur YembrokeUs death might be on its way toward 
them.

“ few minutes later we were seated in a cab on our way through 
London. qolmes had given the cabman the address, and the man had 
frowned for a moment, as though the name of the shop itself meant 
nothing to him, but when qolmes mentioned the street, recognition 
immediately lit his face.

VRegent Street’ We shall znd it, sir.N
With a crack of the reins, the horses set oH, and soon we were moving 

through the city streets.
I sat for a long time in silence, watching London through the cab 

window. “fter the last several days of investigation among Whitechapel 
boarding houses, dockside taverns, and coal bridges, it seemed to me that 
“rthur Yembroke had always stood somewhat outside the surroundings 
in which we had been searching for the explanation of his death. qe had 
moved among sailors and dockworkers, we now knew, and his helpful 
nature had brought him into contact with people whom other men of 
his station would scarcely have invited inside. Oven so, I found it dijcult 
to imagine the retired commodore as a natural part of the world through 
which we had been moving. qe had seemed rather a visitor, a man 
who entered it out of duty or fellow feeling, but who in truth belonged 
elsewhere. Yerhaps, I thought, the case was now leading us back to the 
world to which he had actually belonged.

“s we approached the center, the surroundings gradually began to 
change character. The narrow, worn streets gave way to broader thor-
oughfares, where elegant facades stood shoulder to shoulder in an order 
and prosperity that seemed very far from WhitechapelUs raw reality. The 
carriages were zner, and the people who passed along the pavements 
wore their clothes with the eHortless elegance that comes with znancial 
security. Oven the sounds seemed diHerent. Where the docks had been 
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marked by shouts, chains, steam whistles, and heavy labor, here there 
reigned a more subdued murmur of trade and society.

The cab znally stopped before a row of elegant shops, and qolmes 
stepped out at once. I followed and let my gaEe move over the facades 
until it found the name we sought.

Madame BeauchampUs Millinery.
The shop stood among other exclusive addresses, yet drew the eye 

by its discreet elegance. “bove the door hung a beautifully made sign 
with golden letters, and behind the large display windows one could 
glimpse hats of every imaginable shape and siEe, arranged with a care that 
approached the artistic. Pothing seemed exaggerated or showy. 5n the 
contrary, the entire impression was marked by that form of reznement 
which does not need to shout in order to be noticed.

qolmes cast a ”uick glance at the display, but I noticed that his interest 
was not in the goods exhibited. qe seemed rather to study the place as a 
whole, as though trying to position it within the case before he had even 
set foot inside.

We entered.
The contrast with the surroundings we had left barely an hour ear-

lier could scarcely have been greater. The 8oors were covered with soft 
carpets that muNed every footstep. Yolished wooden furniture stood 
along the walls, and between tall mirrors, hats, veils, and other elegant 
accessories were displayed with a taste that testized both to experience 
and to the expectations of wealthy customers. The air carried a faint scent 
of perfume and new fabric, and even the light seemed softer than outside.

I must admit that for a moment I felt as out of place here as I had the 
previous evening among the sailors in Shadwell. The diHerence was only 
that while the dockside tavern had tried to hide its roughness, this shop 
did nothing to conceal its wealth.

Before us stood several manne”uins wearing the latest models, and 
around them were hats adorned with silk ribbons, feathers, veils, and 
Aewels of a ”uality that few women could aHord to wear.

The elderly lady who came to meet us from the rear of the shop carried 
herself with that particular dignity one sometimes sees in people who, 
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through a long life, have attained complete certainty in their profession. 
qer hair was silver-gray, her dress simple but ex”uisite, and her whole 
appearance radiated the calm self-conzdence that comes from many 
years of experience and a well-earned reputation. I did not doubt for a 
moment that we stood before Madame Beauchamp herself.

qolmes bowed slightly.
VMadame Beauchamp, I presume.N
She nodded with a pleasant smile.
V“t your service, gentlemen.N
Without further preamble, qolmes took out the broken pin and laid 

it on the counter between them. What happened next surprised both me 
and, I think, qolmes. “s soon as the elderly lady caught sight of the pin, 
her face changed. She almost raised a hand to her mouth in dismay and 
immediately reached out.

V5h no,N she exclaimed.
She carefully lifted the pin as though it were a fragile obAect of far 

greater importance than an ordinary piece of metal, and for several sec-
onds she studied it without speaking.

VIt is broken.N
There was genuine distress in her voice, which seemed to me ”uite 

remarkable. She slowly turned the pin between her zngers while her gaEe 
followed the break.

VFortunately, it can be repaired.N
I noticed that she spoke of it almost as though it were a living creature 

that had suHered an inAury. 5nly when she gently let her thumb move 
over the pearl at one end did her concern seem to lessen.

VThe important thing is that the pearl is unharmed.N
She held it up toward the light.
V7es, fortunately. The pearl accounts for by far the greater part of the 

value.N
qolmes had been watching her closely.
VSo the pin was purchased here’N
Madame Beauchamp lowered it slowly and gave him a look in which 

I sensed a trace of professional oHense.
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VPaturally.N
Then she straightened her back a little, and her professional pride came 

clearly to the fore.
VThere are many milliners in London, Mr. qolmes. There are even 

many good milliners. But there is only one establishment that produces 
precisely this type of hatpin.N

She motioned for us to follow her to a glass case farther inside the 
room. Behind the glass lay a row of ex”uisite pins arranged on dark vel-
vet. Some were adorned with pearls, others with gemstones or intricate 
enamel work. ?ommon to them all was an elegance that clearly separated 
them from ordinary articles of fashion.

V7ou will observe,N she said, Vthat no two are alike.N
She pointed from one to the next.
VOach one is made individually. Oach is designed and executed as an 

independent piece.N
She turned toward qolmes.
VThere is therefore only one pin precisely like the one you have 

brought.N
I saw at once how this information caught qolmesUs interest. The 

small glow that always appeared in his eyes when a clue suddenly became 
more concrete appeared again. “ uni”ue obAect could be traced. “nd a 
uni”ue obAect must necessarily have had a particular owner.

Vqow does one znd the purchaser’N he asked.
Madame Beauchamp hesitated for a moment. Pot from suspicion, it 

seemed to me, but rather from the discretion natural in an establishment 
that served some of LondonUs wealthiest families. “t last, however, she 
nodded.

V5ne moment.N

A Name from Kensington
She disappeared into a back room and shortly returned with a large, 
well-kept book whose leather binding bore clear signs of many yearsU 
use. I noticed at once the care with which the records had been kept. If 
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the whole shop was conducted with the same order as this book, I well 
understood its reputation.

Madame Beauchamp turned methodically through the pages. qer 
znger moved down columns of names, dates, and descriptions until she 
suddenly stopped.

Vqere.N
She read for a moment to herself.
V7es. “s I thought.N
qolmes leaned slightly forward.
VWho’N
She looked up.
VI would suggest that the pin belonged to Mrs. ?harlotte “shcroft.N
There was silence for a moment. The name meant nothing to me, but 

I noticed at once that qolmes registered it with the same attention he 
gave any other important piece of information.

V7ou know the address, of course’N Madame Beauchamp asked.
VI should prefer to have it conzrmed.N
She smiled faintly, found a small piece of paper, and wrote several lines 

in a sure hand. When she handed the note to qolmes, I had time to see 
the address. It lay in Éensington. Pot merely in Éensington, but in one 
of the wealthiest parts of that district.

“s qolmes folded the note and placed it in his pocketbook, Madame 
Beauchamp lifted the pin once more.

VShall it be repaired’N
qolmes smiled.
VFirst we must make certain that we have found the correct owner.N
The elderly lady seemed satiszed with the answer. She nodded, care-

fully laid the pin aside, and courteously accompanied us toward the door.

Mrs. Charlotte Ashcroft
“ few minutes later we stood once more out on the pavement, where 
the sound of carriages and passersby mingled with the usual murmur of 
central London. qolmes immediately took out the note again and read 
the name once more, as though he wished to impress it upon his memory.
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VMrs. ?harlotte “shcroft.N
I studied him for a moment.
VKo you think she is the murderer’N
qolmes slowly folded the note and placed it back in his pocket.
VI do not know, Watson.N
qe began to walk, and I fell in beside him.
VBut I believe she knows the story of this pin.N
qis gaEe moved for a moment toward the busy street before us.
V“nd if we are fortunate, she may also know the story of “rthur 

Yembroke.N
The crowded streets grew broader, the houses larger, and the many 

worn facades gave way to elegant villas surrounded by well-kept gardens 
and neatly trimmed hedges. Oven the air seemed cleaner here, and the 
silence had a diHerent ”uality from that found in poor neighborhoods. 
It was not the tired silence that follows exhaustion and want, but the 
calm ”uiet that arises when people can aHord privacy. Pothing could 
have been farther from WhitechapelUs dark alleys.

We found the address without dijculty. The villa stood back from 
the street behind a handsome wrought-iron gate, and a short path led 
through a well-tended garden to the front door. qolmes studied the 
house for a moment before ringing. I noticed the particular concentra-
tion that always came over him immediately before an important meet-
ing. qe said nothing, but I knew he was already weighing the possibilities 
against one another.

The door was opened by a maid who, after hearing our names and 
our errand, asked us to wait a moment. Shortly afterward the mistress 
of the house herself appeared. Mrs. ?harlotte “shcroft was a woman 
in her forties, perhaps a little older, with a face that still bore traces of 
considerable beauty. She was elegantly dressed, and her manners were 
marked by the natural reznement that does not need to draw attention to 
itself. “t zrst glance she seemed perfectly calm to me, but almost at once 
I registered something else. There was a tension behind her courtesy, an 
unease she was plainly trying to conceal.
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That was not necessarily strange. Two unfamiliar gentlemen, one of 
whom was Sherlock qolmes, could make many people nervous. Oven 
so, her reaction seemed to me somewhat stronger than the situation 
immediately warranted.

She showed us into an elegant drawing room with tall windows, sub-
dued colors, and tasteful furniture. Overything in the room spoke of 
wealth without extravagance. “ maid oHered tea, and although qolmes 
politely declined, a serving table was placed between us. Mrs. “shcroft 
seated herself opposite, and while the zrst courtesies were exchanged, I 
noticed several times how her hands sought one another in her lap. It was 
a small movement, but it repeated itself so often that I could not help 
observing it.

qolmes opened the conversation with his usual calm.
VI regret disturbing you, Mrs. “shcroft, but our errand concerns a 

person whom I believe you knew.N
I saw her straighten slightly.
VWhom does it concern’N
V?ommodore “rthur Yembroke.N
There came a very brief pause.
V7es,N she replied. Vqe is... was an old family ac”uaintance.N
It was only a momentUs hesitation, but qolmes registered it as surely 

as I did. qe leaned slightly forward.
VThen I must unfortunately inform you, Mrs. “shcroft, that ?om-

modore Yembroke passed away a few days ago.N
I had expected surprise. Instead, I saw something else. The color left 

her face, and she involuntarily raised her hands toward her mouth. It 
was not the reaction of a person receiving shocking news for the zrst 
time. It was rather the reaction of a person who has long feared hearing 
it conzrmed.

VPo...N she whispered.
qolmes said nothing. qe merely sat and watched her. Several seconds 

passed in which silence zlled the room. I believe it was in precisely 
those seconds that qolmes reached the conclusion still hidden from me. 
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Slowly he took the broken hatpin from his pocket and laid it on the table 
between us.

The little obAect struck the wood with an almost inaudible sound. 
Mrs. “shcroft looked down at it at once. “nd in the same instant the 
last trace of color vanished from her face. She stared at the pin as though 
it were a ghost from the past.

V5h 3od...N
The words were almost inaudible. qolmesUs voice was remarkably 

gentle when he spoke.
Vqere we have half the cause of death.N
She closed her eyes. For a moment none of us said anything. When she 

opened them again, they were zlled with tears.
VPo,N she whispered. VPo...N
I do not think I had ever before seen qolmes show greater human 

understanding than in the moment that followed.
VI do not believe it was your intention.N
She looked up at him.
For the zrst time it seemed to me that her fear was replaced by some-

thing else. Relief. Pot complete relief, but the relief of a person who 
suddenly discovers that a terrible secret has already been understood. 
Tears began to run down her cheeks. She tried to compose herself, but 
succeeded only partly.

VPo,N she said again. VIt was never meant to happen.N
qolmes nodded ”uietly.
VI thought as much.N
Then he leaned back and allowed the silence to do its work.
I have often observed that when people carry a heavy secret, it is rarely 

”uestions that make them speak. It is the feeling of znally having been 
understood.

An Old Grievance
Mrs. “shcroft sat for a long time without saying anything. qer gaEe 
rested on the broken pin before her, as though her whole past were 
gathered in that small obAect. When she znally began to speak, she did so 
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slowly and with the hesitant voice of a person who knows that the truth 
can no longer be hidden.

“nd so began the account that at last would explain the connection 
between “rthur Yembroke, the broken hatpin, and the fateful night in 
Whitechapel. It took ?harlotte “shcroft some time to regain enough 
composure to continue. Several times she had to stop and collect herself, 
and I still remember how her hands trembled faintly around the hand-
kerchief while she sat with her eyes lowered toward the broken pin on the 
table. qolmes did not interrupt her once. qe sat ”uite still in his chair 
with his zngertips gathered before him, and I knew that he had already 
understood far more than he had yet said aloud.

VIt began long before that evening,N she said at last. VCery long before.N
She was silent for a moment, as though she had to return to events she 

had retold to herself so many times that they had almost become part of 
her own identity.

VMy husband was a zrst mate. “ capable man, or so he believed him-
self. “n ambitious man, that he certainly was. qe never saw himself as a 
zrst mate. qe always spoke of the day when he would command his own 
ship.N

“ faint and sorrowful smile came over her face.
Vqe spoke of it so often that I almost began to see it before me. 

?aptain “shcroft. That was how he saw himself.N
She looked up brie8y.
VBut according to him, one man stood in the way of it. “rthur Yem-

broke.N
The name still seemed to hurt.
VFor years he told me the same story. qow Yembroke had ruined his 

career. qow he had taken his future from him. qow everything he might 
have become had been taken away.N

She clasped her hands tightly together.
VWhen you hear the same story year after year from the man you love, 

you eventually begin to believe it. First you believe the story. Later it 
becomes part of your own life.N
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I could feel the truth in her words. qow many people carry other 
peopleUs stories within them until at last they become their own’

V“fter my husbandUs death, it did not disappear,N she continued ”ui-
etly. V5n the contrary. I almost think it grew. Overy time I thought 
of him, I thought of Yembroke as well. Overy time I missed him, the 
bitterness grew a little.N

She looked down at her hands.
VI began to hate a man I had never met.N

The Meeting in Whitechapel
There was silence in the room. 5utside one could faintly hear the sound 
of carriages in the street, but inside the room everything else seemed to 
fall away.

VI tried several times to contact him,N she continued. VBut I never 
succeeded. 5nly later did I learn where he spent his time. That he often 
came to Whitechapel. That he visited certain public houses.N

She slowly shook her head.
VI no longer know what I hoped to achieve. Yerhaps I only wanted to 

see him. Yerhaps I wanted an explanation. Yerhaps I wanted to hear him 
admit it.N

She hesitated.
VIt was never revenge. Pot in that way.N
qolmes nodded almost imperceptibly.
V7ou sent him a letter.N
She looked up in surprise.
V7es.N
V“n anonymous letter.N
V7es.N
She dried her eyes.
VI asked a man at the public house to deliver it. I wrote that I wished 

to meet. Kiscreetly. Late in the evening.N
qer voice grew more distant as she relived the events.
VWhen I arrived, he was already sitting there.N
“nother moment of silence followed.
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V“nd the strangest thing was that he did not look at all like the man I 
had imagined.N

She smiled bitterly.
VI had expected an unpleasant person. “ hard man. Yerhaps an arro-

gant man.N
She looked over at us.
VInstead I found an elderly gentleman who rose politely when I en-

tered. “ man with gray hair and kind eyes.N
I noticed qolmesUs gaEe move brie8y toward me. It agreed completely 

with everything we ourselves had heard about Yembroke.
Vqe seemed almost fatherly,N she continued.
qer voice broke for a moment.
V“nd that made me still angrier.N
For the zrst time since she had begun her account, I saw something of 

the old anger behind the sorrow.
VI accused him.N
She drew a deep breath.
VI told him what he had done to my husband.N
She looked down.
V“nd then he told me his version.N
Pow her voice became lower.
V“ version I had never heard before.N
She closed her eyes.
Vqe said, OMrs. “shcroft, I did not take your husbandUs future from 

him. I tried to save it.UN
I saw qolmes lean slightly forward.
Vqe told me that he had caught my husband stealing. Pot once. Pot 

twice. Three times.N
She slowly shook her head.
Vqe said that he had covered for him. That he had given him new 

chances. That he had tried to protect both his career and his honor.N
qer voice became almost a whisper.
VBut in the end, rumors began to spread among the crew. “nd then 

he had no choice.N
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“ tear slipped down her cheek.
VIn that moment my whole life began to fall apart.N
I think both qolmes and I understood exactly what she meant. When 

a person builds decades of grief and anger upon a single explanation, 
and that explanation suddenly proves false, it is not merely a story that 
collapses. It is part of oneUs identity.

VI knew it almost at once,N she said. VI knew he was telling the truth.N
She looked directly at qolmes.
VI cannot explain why. But I knew it.N
She pressed the handkerchief to her eyes.
V“nd then the anger came.N
Pow her hands were trembling again.
VPot toward him.N
She hesitated.
VToward my husband. Toward myself. Toward all those years.N
qer gaEe grew distant.
VI hardly remember the words anymore.N
There came another pause.
V5nly the feeling.N
I could sense that she was now approaching the moment that had 

changed everything.

The Broken Hatpin
VI had the hatpin in my hand.N

She looked at the broken obAect on the table.
VYerhaps I pointed with it. Yerhaps I used it only to emphasiEe what I 

was saying.N
She shook her head.
VI no longer know.N
Then she closed her eyes.
VBut I remember that he reached out his hand.N
qer voice became almost inaudible.
V“nd then it happened.N
The room became completely still.
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V5ne single thrust.N
She looked up.
V5nly one.N
The tears ran freely now.
VI did not think it was serious.N
She looked from qolmes to me.
VPor did he.N
qolmes still said nothing.
Vqe looked down, brie8y touched his chest, and said, O3o home, Mrs. 

“shcroft. It is nothing. I shall manage.UN
She swallowed.
V“nd I believed him.N
qer voice broke.
VI left, convinced that we had merely had a violent ”uarrel.N
She looked again at the pin.
VBut when I came home, doubt began.N
For a moment she merely sat staring down before her.
V“nd since that night,N she said softly, Vit has never left me.N
It was qolmes who at last broke the silence. qis voice was low and 

calm, almost more compassionate than investigative.
VI believe I can explain the rest, Mrs. “shcroft.N
She slowly raised her eyes to him through her tears.
qolmes picked up the broken pin from the table and let it rest between 

his zngers for a moment.
VWhen you thrust at ?ommodore Yembroke, the pin broke. The part 

you see here fell to the ground. The other part remained.N
?harlotte “shcroft stared at the pin without speaking. I could almost 

see understanding spread across her face, slowly and inexorably.
VIt remained’N she whispered.
qolmes nodded.
V7es. The pin was far stronger than you assumed. The point penetrat-

ed through the clothing and into the body. The commodore probably 
felt only a minor prick. Peither you nor he had any reason to believe the 
inAury was serious.N
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She brought both hands up to her face.
VBut it was.N
There was no ”uestion in the words. 5nly recognition.
V7es,N said qolmes ”uietly.

An Accident
I do not think she heard the rest of his explanation any longer. The truth 
had already struck her with far greater force than any accusation could 
have done. Qntil this moment she had lived with the fear of what might 
have happened. Pow she knew. Pot only that “rthur Yembroke had 
died after their meeting, but how death had occurred, and how her own 
hand had unknowingly been the cause.

She began to weep again, but this time it was not the shock-zlled grief 
we had witnessed earlier. It was the deeper, heavier weeping that comes 
when all excuses and all hopes of another explanation must znally be 
surrendered.

Pone of us said anything.
Rain had begun outside, and the faint drops against the windows 

mingled with the soft ticking of a clock somewhere in the house. ?har-
lotte “shcroft sat bent forward in her chair with her face hidden be-
hind her hands, while decades of bitterness, misunderstanding, and guilt 
seemed to wash over her all at once.

I must confess that in that moment I felt far more pity than con-
demnation. She had indeed brought death with her that evening in 
Whitechapel, but it seemed to me more and more that the tragedy had 
begun long before. It had taken its beginning in the stories her husband 
had told, in the anger he had nurtured, and in the years during which one 
human being had gradually been made responsible for another manUs 
mistakes.

“t last qolmes rose.
I must admit that I expected something ”uite diHerent. “fter all the 

years I had followed him, it would not have surprised me if he had 
summoned a constable or asked for a message to be sent to Scotland 
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7ard. But qolmes merely stood for a moment and looked at the weeping 
woman.

VI believe, Mrs. “shcroft,N he said at last, Vthat Inspector Lestrade will 
contact you shortly.N

She did not lift her head, but nodded slowly. Po denial. 5nly the ”uiet 
acceptance of a person who knows the game is over.

qolmes bowed slightly.
V3oodbye, Mrs. “shcroft.N
Shortly afterward we were shown out of the house by a silent maid 

who plainly had no idea of the tragedy that had Aust unfolded in the 
drawing room. When the front door closed behind us, we stood for a 
moment on the steps without saying anything. The well-kept garden lay 
peaceful before us, and farther down the street Éensington continued 
its calm and respectable life, entirely unaware of the events that had Aust 
been uncovered.

5nly when we reached the pavement did I break the silence.
VSo it truly was an accident.N
qolmes turned and cast one last glance toward the villaUs windows.
V7es.N
qe was silent for a moment.
VBut some accidents, Watson, begin many years before the day on 

which they actually happen.N
I often thought of those words later. For if “rthur Yembroke had been 

killed by a broken hatpin in a dark alley in Whitechapel, that was only the 
znal act in a drama which had in truth begun decades earlier on a ship 
far out at sea, where one man had tried to do his duty, and another had 
never forgiven him for it.

The Final Visit to Whitechapel
Some days later qolmes and I returned once more to Whitechapel. In 
many respects the neighborhood seemed unchanged. The same worn 
buildings stood along the streets, the same tradesmen shouted their 
goods over the paving stones, and high above it all still sounded the 
familiar hoarse cries of the ravens, which sat in the trees around the 
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s”uare or circled between the rooftops. The birds had not disappeared. 
They had not altered their behavior in the least. “nd yet the area seemed 
diHerent to me.

Yerhaps it was because the people had changed.
5n our zrst visit, every conversation had sooner or later turned to 

the ravens. There had been whispers of omens, curses, and strange hap-
penings, and even the most sensible people had seemed aHected by the 
atmosphere of unease that had spread through the neighborhood. Pow 
some of that tension appeared to have vanished. Rumors of Ltienne 
MarotUs arrest had begun to circulate, and as the stolen obAects were 
found and returned to their owners, several of the old stories were already 
beginning to lose their power.

Mrs. qale received us with a warmth that could only come from a 
person who had carried a worry and now felt it lifting. She insisted that 
we come inside, and shortly afterward we sat in the boarding house 
sitting room with coHee and homemade cake before us. Sunlight fell 
through the windows, and although the ravensU voices could still be 
heard outside, they seemed far less threatening than before.

VSo you found the truth, Mr. qolmes’N she asked almost at once.
qolmes set down his cup and nodded.
V“ tragic accident,N he continued. V“nd a woman who had carried 

anger for so long that at last it became part of her life.N
Mrs. qale sat silent for a moment and looked down into her coHee 

cup.
VIt is strange,N she said then. V“ll of it began with the ravens.N
qolmes slowly shook his head.
VPo. The ravens merely did what ravens do.N
She looked at him ”uestioningly.
VThey picked up things that people had lost.N
There was silence for a moment after these words, and I found myself 

looking out through the window toward the s”uare outside. Several 
ravens sat in the trees and watched the world with their black, shining 
eyes. “s though he had followed my thoughts, qolmes leaned back and 
said—
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VThere is a peculiar habit in mankind, Watson. When we do not know 
the cause of a misfortune, we often blame the thing we fear most.N

Mrs. qale nodded slowly.
VI think you are right.N
She then told us that several of her former guests had already returned, 

and that the boarding house was beginning to resemble itself again. 
The worst rumors were dying away, and although Whitechapel would 
never be a place without stories and gossip, the future suddenly seemed 
brighter than it had in many months.

Above the Rooftops
When qolmes and I later left the boarding house and set oH toward the 
main road, I cast one last glance back toward the s”uare. I looked up at 
the sky once more.

The black birds 8ew over the roofs of Whitechapel, Aust as they had 
done long before our arrival and would continue to do long after. They 
had committed no crimes. They had merely been the only witnesses who 
never tried to hide the truth.





The Pigeons of Fleet 
Street

O ne of the more unusual cases that it fell to my lot to accompany 
Sherlock Holmes through began in a manner so peaceful and 

undramatic that neither of us could then have imagined how singular its 
solution would ultimately prove to be. It was one of those quiet after-
noons in Baker Street which seem rare in memory precisely because they 
were so often interrupted by some unexpected visitor or fresh problem 
demanding my friend's attention.

Holmes lay stretched upon the sofa with his hands folded across his 
chest and his eyes closed. To anyone who did not know him, he would 
have appeared to be asleep, yet I knew from experience that his mind 
often worked most intensely during such moments. I myself sat by the 
window with the afternoon newspaper, whose columns succeeded only 
imperfectly in holding my attention. Outside came the familiar hum of 
London. Carriages rumbled over the cobblestones, drivers shouted to 
one another, and the distant, unceasing murmur of millions of people 
rose between the rows of houses like a constant undertone. The sunlight 
slanted through the window, casting long bands of light across the carpet 
and the many objects that had accumulated around Holmes through the 
years.

I had just laid aside the newspaper and was considering whether I 
might draw Holmes into a discussion of one of the day's political devel-
opments when there came a Arm knock upon the door. M moment later 
Ers. Hudson entered.
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?There are three gentlemen who wish to speak with you, Er. Holmes,? 
said she.

Ey friend opened his eyes without haste.
?ThreeY? he remarked. ?That sounds almost like a delegation.?
?One might call it that, sir.?
?Then by all means show them up.?
Ers. Hudson withdrew, and a few moments later the visitors were 

ushered in. Mt Arst glance they appeared to be perfectly ordinary people 
such as one might encounter anywhere in London. Get the moment they 
entered the room, I was struck by how di5erent they were from one 
another. It was not merely their appearance, but their entire manner of 
carrying and presenting themselves.

The Arst was a tall, erect gentleman with graying hair and a face that 
bore the marks of a long career in public service. There was something 
disciplined about his bearing, and even the manner in which he held his 
hat before him with both hands seemed almost ceremonial. I later came 
to know him as Er. Rllison, a retired postmaster.

Beside him stood a broader man with powerful shoulders and rough 
hands. His dark coat had been carefully brushed, yet neither it nor his 
cu5s had entirely escaped the traces of his trade. In several places I 
could see small stains of printer's ink which seemed to have taken up 
permanent residence upon both cloth and Angers. His face was open and 
energetic, and his eyes wandered curiously about the room. This was Er. 
Briggs, a newspaper printer from Fleet Street.

The third gentleman was almost the opposite of the second. He was 
small in stature and considerably older than either of his companions. M 
Ane, almost birdlike face peered out from beneath a tall hat, and across 
his waistcoat hung a silver watch chain which immediately revealed his 
profession. Rvery movement appeared measured and precise, as though a 
lifetime spent working with delicate mechanisms and even more delicate 
tolerances had left its mark upon him. This was Er. Finch, a watchmak-
er.

The three men remained standing near the door for a moment, like 
people not yet entirely certain whether their errand was important 
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enough to justify the visit. I noticed small signs of nervousness in each 
of them. Rllison cleared his throat several times without speaking. Briggs 
turned his hat restlessly between his hands. Finch unconsciously wound 
his watch and allowed his Angers to rest upon the chain.

Holmes had raised himself upon the sofa and regarded them with his 
customary calm expression.

?6entlemen,? said he kindly, indicating the chairs before the Areplace, 
?you appear to have come some distance to tell me something. Let us 
begin by having you sit down.?

His tone produced the desired e5ect. The three men relaxed somewhat 
and took their seats while Holmes leaned back and brought his Angertips 
together before him.

?Wow,? said he, ?what mystery has caused a postmaster, a newspaper 
printer, and a watchmaker to journey across London together on such a 
Ane afternoonY?

The three gentlemen exchanged a quick glance. It was obvious that 
none of them had mentioned his profession.

Mnd thus began the story of the pigeon enthusiasts of Fleet Street.
The three gentlemen exchanged looks of surprise, after which a faint 

smile crossed Er. Rllison's face. He seemed the one most able to recover 
his composure, and after seating himself upon the edge of his chair with 
the erect posture that years in the postal service had evidently never 
erased, he folded his hands before him.

?It is not every day one Ands oneself so quickly read, Er. Holmes,? 
said he. ?But since you already know so much, I may as well begin at the 
beginning.?

Holmes nodded encouragingly, while I settled back with growing in-
terest. The three men seemed honest and respectable enough, but their 
common purpose still struck me as somewhat mysterious.

?1e are all members of what one might call London's carrier-pigeon 
network,? continued Rllison.

I must confess that the phrase immediately conjured up a very par-
ticular image in my mind. I had heard of racing pigeons and therefore 
imagined some form of competition among owners of especially swift 
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birds. The notion seemed a somewhat unusual reason for a visit to Sher-
lock Holmes, but years of experience had taught me that the strangest 
subjects sometimes concealed the most interesting mysteries.

Rllison, however, shook his head as though he had read my thoughts.

The Pigeon Network
?It is not chie8y about racing,? said he. ?Waturally, we are interested in 
the birds themselves, but that is not why we are here. Communication is 
at the heart of the whole thing.?

For the Arst time this seemed to awaken my friend's interest. Holmes 
had until then sat with his eyes half closed, but now he straightened 
slightly.

?CommunicationY? he repeated.
?Ges,? replied Rllison. ?There are pigeon lofts all over London. On 

rooftops, in courtyards, and above workshops. People such as ourselves 
keep in touch through messages carried back and forth by the birds.?

Ms he spoke, the other two gentlemen gradually leaned into the con-
versation, and it soon became clear that none of them intended to leave 
the entire explanation to one man. On the contrary, they seemed to have 
told the story together so often that they almost completed one another's 
thoughts.

?It began as a small hobby,? explained Rllison. ?But over time it devel-
oped into something more elaborate.?

?M game,? interjected Er. Briggs, leaning forward with his elbows 
upon his knees.

?M rather sophisticated game,? added Er. Finch with the care of a man 
who plainly weighed each word before speaking it.

Rllison nodded.
?Rach week a series of messages is sent between the various lofts. The 

messages contain riddles, clues, or small challenges.?
?Mnd the solution leads to a particular location somewhere in the city,? 

continued Briggs eagerly. ?It may be almost anything. Mn old warehouse 
by the river. M square. Mn abandoned chapel in a cemetery. M courtyard 
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that nobody notices. 1e always try to choose places that add a little 
adventure to the whole a5air.?

Ms he spoke, I could not help smiling. The enterprise was beginning 
to take shape in my imagination, and the more I heard, the less peculiar it 
seemed. London was full of men who collected stamps, studied railway 
timetables, or devoted their leisure hours to the most eccentric pursuits. 
Compared with these, a treasure hunt conducted across the rooftops and 
streets of the city seemed almost romantic.

?So you simply send riddles to one anotherY? I asked.
?Wot entirely,? said Finch with a slight smile. ?1hen one reaches the 

location, one often Ands the next clue.?
?Mnd occasionally a pri“e,? added Briggs.
?M very modest pri“e,? Finch immediately clariAed.
?Waturally,? said Briggs. ?Wo one grows rich from it. But there may 

be a medal, a special feather, an old coin, or something else that carries 
signiAcance within the game.?

He laughed and looked around at us.
?I know how it sounds.?
?Like a treasure hunt,? said I.
?Precisely.?
Briggs's grin widened.
?Like boys' games.?
?I suppose it is,? admitted Finch.
?M game for grown men,? said Briggs.
?M game for grown boys,? corrected Rllison with a twinkle in his eye.
For the Arst time since their arrival, the nervousness almost entirely 

vanished from their faces. The conversation had caused them to forget 
the true purpose of their visit for a moment, and I myself was obliged to 
admit that there was something exceedingly charming about the whole 
enterprise. There was a childlike delight in the idea, but also an ingenuity 
and fellowship which made it di”cult to dismiss as mere pastime.

I glanced toward Holmes. He had now entirely abandoned his reclin-
ing posture and sat with his Angertips pressed together before him while 
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studying the three men with an expression I knew exceedingly well. It 
was the look that told me his interest had been awakened.

?It sounds a thoroughly harmless amusement, gentlemen,? said he. 
?Mnd yet you have come all the way to Baker Street. I therefore assume 
there is more to the matter than riddles, pri“es, and carrier pigeons.?

The smiles vanished from the faces of all three men almost simulta-
neously. Briggs slowly placed his hat upon his knees. Finch allowed his 
hand to drift down to his watch chain. Mnd Rllison drew a deep breath 
before replying.

?Ges, Er. Holmes. That is precisely the problem.?

The Missing Birds
Holmes9s ga“e rested calmly upon the three men as silence settled over the 
room. It was evident that the lighter mood which had brie8y prevailed 
during their description of their peculiar hobby had now vanished. Er. 
Rllison sat with his hands folded before him, staring down at the carpet 
as though searching for the proper way to express the problem. Mt last 
he raised his head.

0The problem, Er. Holmes,Q said he gravely, 0is that the birds are 
disappearing.Q

I must confess that the words did not at Arst make any particular 
impression upon me. Mnyone who keeps animals must from time to time 
su5er losses, and I therefore assumed that we were dealing with a limited 
number of birds. Perhaps one or two had been overtaken by bad weather 
or had lost their bearings during a long 8ight. Get from the manner in 
which the three men looked at one another, I immediately understood 
that the matter was far more serious.

0Gou do not mean one or two birdsYQ I asked.
Rllison slowly shook his head.
0Wo, Ur. 1atson. If it had been merely one or two, we should never 

have troubled Er. Holmes.Q
Briggs leaned forward in his chair and rested his large hands upon his 

knees.
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0It began some months ago,Q said he. 0Mt Arst none of us thought 
much about it. M pigeon may go astray. It happens. There is fog, storms, 
birds of prey, and any number of other things that can intervene.Q

0Mnd London is London, after all,Q added Finch. 0There are many 
dangers for a bird.Q

0Precisely,Q Briggs continued. 0So when the Arst one disappeared, we 
merely shrugged our shoulders. 1hen the next failed to return, we found 
it regrettable but not unusual. Then another vanished. Mnd after that, 
another still.Q

His voice grew lower.
0Mnd then we began to count.Q
Mt these words Finch slipped a hand inside his coat and produced a 

small black notebook which had clearly seen long service. He opened it 
with the same care a banker might display when presenting a book of 
accounts and began turning through the pages.

0I have recorded every single incident,Q said he. 0Uates, routes, owners, 
and circumstances.Q

He handed the notebook to Holmes, who accepted it without a word.
I leaned forward and glanced over the pages. They were Alled with 

dense columns of Agures and neatly written notes. Rven without exam-
ining them closely, it was evident that the number of cases was far greater 
than could reasonably be dismissed as ordinary misfortune.

0There are simply too many,Q said Finch. 0Far too many.Q
Holmes continued turning the pages in silence for a moment, his eyes 

moving steadily over the entries. I knew him well enough to see that his 
interest had now been genuinely aroused.

0It is not the same lofts that are a5ected,Q he observed.
The three men looked at him in surprise.
0Wo,Q replied Rllison. 0That is one of the strange things about it.Q
0Mnd not the same owners either.Q
0Wo.Q
Holmes closed the notebook and laid it upon the table.
01hat, then, is the connectionYQ
There was a brief silence.
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0It is the birds themselves,Q said Briggs at last.
Holmes raised his eyebrows slightly.
0Rxplain.Q
0It seems to be certain birds that disappear. Wot random birds. Wot 

the young or inexperienced ones. ;uite the opposite. It is often the very 
best.Q

He shook his head.
0The most reliable.Q
0The most experienced,Q added Finch.
0The birds one would never expect to lose,Q said Rllison.
Briggs glanced out of the window for a moment before continuing.
0I lost one of my Anest pigeons three weeks ago. It had 8own the same 

route do“ens of times. I knew its habits better than I knew those of many 
men I have worked with. If there had been a storm or heavy fog, one 
might have understood it. But the weather was clear. There was not the 
slightest reason why it should not have come home.Q

Holmes nodded slowly but still said nothing.

Messages That Never Arrived
It was Rllison who spoke again.

0Wot all of the birds disappear.Q
0WoYQ said Holmes.
0Some of them return.Q
For a brief moment I thought this must surely be an encouraging piece 

of news, but the expression upon his face told another story.
0They return in a condition we have never seen before.Q
0Tell me.Q
0One of my own came home a fortnight ago. It was so exhausted 

that it could scarcely stand upon its feet. Several of the tail feathers were 
missing, and there was blood upon one wing.Q

He hesitated for a moment.
0Mnd the message was gone.Q
These last words seemed to alter the entire atmosphere of the room. 

:ntil then the story might still have been explained by chance or by the 
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whims of nature. But the idea of a message that had disappeared at once 
gave the matter an entirely di5erent character. I felt my own interest 
sharpen. It suddenly sounded less like a question of birds and more like 
a mystery.

Briggs leaned forward.
0That is precisely why many of the members have grown uneasy.Q
0:neasy about whatYQ I asked.
0That someone has discovered the system.Q
He spoke the words with a certain caution, as though he himself found 

them excessive.
0Our system of messages.Q
0It is, of course, no state secret,Q Rllison interjected quickly. 0But if one 

wished it, it could be used for communication that no telegraph clerk or 
postal o”cial would ever detect.Q

0Mnd that is why some speak of spies,Q said Finch dryly.
He did not appear to place much faith in the theory himself.
0Others speak of competitors,Q Briggs continued. 0Or of persons who 

wish to steal the birds. Or simply of someone who takes pleasure in 
spoiling our game.Q

Rllison looked almost embarrassed.
0I readily admit that the theories grow more fantastic with every pass-

ing week. But when men lose their Anest birds, the imagination begins 
to work.Q

I could not help Anding the thought fascinating. The notion of secret 
messages vanishing among the rooftops of London, and of unseen hands 
perhaps interfering with a network known to scarcely anyone outside it, 
had undeniably something adventurous about it.

Holmes, however, appeared not to share my enthusiasm. He had lis-
tened closely to every word, but his face remained entirely expression-
less. He sat with his Angertips pressed together and regarded the three 
men with that calm, almost dreamlike look which, over the years, I had 
learned both to fear and to respect. For it was precisely that look which 
told me that his mind was working faster than ever, and that he had 
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already begun to search for something quite di5erent from the theories 
that occupied the rest of us.

1hile the three men spoke of vanished messages, secret networks, and 
the more or less fanciful theories that had begun to circulate among 
the pigeon fanciers, I waited almost instinctively for Holmes to turn the 
conversation toward another course. Through the years I had seen him 
pursue the faintest traces of criminal activity, and if someone truly was 
attempting to exploit or inAltrate this curious network of carrier pigeons, 
it seemed natural to me that he would concern himself with the persons 
who might be behind it. It therefore surprised me not a little when, after 
another moment of silence, he asked a question that seemed to have not 
the remotest connection with anything we had discussed.

Holmes Asks an Unusual Question
0Mt what times were the birds releasedYQ

The three men looked at one another. Their faces clearly showed that 
the question had caught them by surprise. I must admit that I felt the 
same. Had Holmes asked for the names of rivals, earlier disputes, or 
persons with access to the lofts, it would have seemed logical enough. 
But the hour at which the birds were sent appeared, at Arst glance, to be 
of no consequence.

0I am not sure that I understand,Q said Rllison.
0Gou need not,Q Holmes replied kindly. 0Can you simply tell meYQ
Finch had already taken out his little notebook again. He was plainly 

a man who put his trust in records rather than memory, and after a few 
moments of turning the pages he began to read from his neatly kept 
notes. Several of the missing birds had been released early in the morning. 
Others late in the afternoon. There were, of course, certain exceptions, 
but as the Agures were reviewed, one could begin to perceive certain 
similarities.

Holmes interrupted him a few times with brief questions.
0Seven o9clock, you sayYQ
0Ges.Q
0Mnd this oneYQ
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0M little before eight.Q
0The nextYQ
0Mbout Ave in the afternoon.Q
Holmes nodded without further comment. I could see that he had 

noted something, though what it was I could not fathom. Wor did 
the three visitors appear to understand the signiAcance of their own 
information. They watched him expectantly, but my friend o5ered no 
explanation. He merely leaned back in his chair, brought his Angertips 
together before him, and allowed his ga“e to rest somewhere between the 
ceiling and the window, as though he were following a train of thought 
not yet su”ciently formed to be spoken aloud.

Mt last Finch closed his notebook with a small snap and returned it 
to his pocket. There was little more to be said that day, and after a few 
further courtesies the three men rose to take their leave. The nervousness 
that had marked their arrival had not vanished, but it had been replaced 
by a certain relief. The mere act of laying the problem before Holmes 
seemed to have given them fresh hope.

01e should be honored if you would visit the lofts tomorrow, Er. 
Holmes,Q said Rllison. 0It is di”cult to explain everything from here. 
One almost has to see it with one9s own eyes.Q

0I shall be pleased to do so,Q replied Holmes.
Briggs nodded eagerly.
01e shall see to it that you have the opportunity to speak with the 

other members as well.Q
0Rxcellent.Q
Shortly afterward they left the rooms, and I went to the window to 

watch them disappear down Baker Street. The three Agures moved side 
by side through the afternoon tra”c, so di5erent in appearance and 
background, yet plainly united by their unusual interest. I followed them 
with my eyes until they were swallowed by the crowd.

0I must admit,Q said I, turning back into the room, 0that it strikes me 
more as a quarrel among hobbyists than as a true mystery.Q
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Holmes stood by the Areplace with his back to me. He had taken out 
his pipe and was staring into the glowing coals with that thoughtful 
expression which often heralded the beginning of a new investigation.

0Perhaps, 1atson,Q said he after a brief pause.
Then he was silent for so long that I thought he had Anished with the 

subject. But presently he continued in the same quiet tone.
0But when a pattern appears in nature, one should Arst ask oneself 

who has noticed it.Q
0Mnd who has notYQ I suggested.
He turned his head slightly and smiled.
0Precisely.Q
I must freely admit that I did not understand the remark. 1hat nature 

had to do with missing carrier pigeons and vanished messages was at that 
time entirely unclear to me. I was still occupied with thoughts of rivals, 
spies, and secret networks, while Holmes was evidently moving along 
quite another path.

He did not, however, appear inclined to o5er further explanation. 
Instead he went to the table, where London9s streets and districts were 
already represented by several maps and directories he had collected over 
the years.

01atson,Q said he, 0would you be so good as to And the large map of 
LondonYQ

0Certainly.Q
0The one that shows both the City and the surrounding districts.Q
I fetched the requested map from the bookcase, and Holmes at once 

spread it out before him upon the table. He studied it in silence while 
the afternoon light slowly faded outside, and though I did not yet know 
it, that very map was, in the days to come, to prove one of the most 
important instruments in the solution of the strange a5air of the carrier 
pigeons of Fleet Street.

Above Fleet Street
The following morning Holmes and I left Baker Street beneath a sky 
covered by a thin layer of cloud, through which the sun only occasionally 
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managed to break. The air was mild, and London showed itself in its 
usual guise, busy and noisy, with a stream of carriages, tradesmen, and 
clerks moving through the streets like blood through the veins of some 
living creature. Holmes was unusually silent. He had spent much of the 
previous evening bent over the map I had found for him, and although 
I had tried several times to draw his thoughts into the light, he had 
answered my questions only with the brief and evasive remarks which 
always told me that he was not yet ready to share his re8ections.

Ms we approached Fleet Street, I could no longer restrain my curiosity.
0Have you already formed a theoryYQ I asked.
Holmes gave a slight shrug.
0Theories are useful, 1atson, so long as one does not fall in love with 

them.Q
0But surely you must have some supposition.Q
0I have several.Q
0Mnd which of them do you consider the most likelyYQ
M faint smile appeared upon his face.
0I prefer to see the birds before I hear more theories.Q
His answer seemed less enlightening to me than it was probably in-

tended to be.
0If someone is stealing the messages,Q said I, 0surely we ought to look 

for the thief.Q
Holmes cast me a quick glance as we continued between the tall build-

ings.
01hen a message disappears, 1atson, it is not always the sender or the 

recipient one should examine Arst.Q
0WoYQ
0Sometimes it is the messenger.Q
He said no more, and since I knew how useless it was to press him, I 

let the matter rest.
Shortly afterward we arrived at the building where Er. Briggs had 

promised to receive us. It rose dark and massive among the surround-
ing houses, and even before we stepped inside we could hear the deep, 
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rhythmic rumble of the printing presses. Briggs was waiting for us at the 
entrance and greeted us with his usual heartiness.

0I hope you are ready for a few stairs, gentlemen,Q said he. 0The 
pigeons prefer the heights.Q

He led us into the building, and at once we were surrounded by a 
world which most readers of newspapers never have the opportunity to 
see. 1e passed through great rooms where the machines worked with a 
power and regularity that almost reminded one of the engines aboard a 
ship. The air was Alled with the smell of paper, oil, and fresh printer9s 
ink. Een in aprons moved among stacks of newspapers and bales of 
paper, while messengers hurried back and forth with proofs and notes. In 
several places we had to draw ourselves aside to let handcarts pass through 
the narrow passages.

Ms we moved deeper into the building, our surroundings became 
increasingly labyrinthine. Briggs led us up stairways, through storerooms 
Alled with paper, and onward along narrow corridors where the light 
entered only through small, dusty windows. Mt last we reached a back 
stairway which seemed considerably older than the rest of the building, 
and after one Anal climb Briggs pushed open a door before us.

I remember still the moment when we stepped out upon the roof.
It was as though an entirely new world had opened above the one 

we had just left behind. Beneath us the noisy life of Fleet Street con-
tinued unabated, but up here there prevailed a wholly di5erent atmos-
phere. The roofs of London stretched in every direction like an endless 
landscape of chimneys, spires, towers, and dormer windows. Here and 
there church towers rose above the rows of houses, and in the distance 
the dome of St. Paul9s could be seen rising over the city like a mighty 
landmark.

Get it was not the view alone that surprised me.
It was the pigeon lofts.
I had expected to see one, or perhaps two. Instead, I soon discov-

ered that they were everywhere. Small wooden structures stood upon 
rooftops in every direction. Some were simple and modest, while others 
had been constructed with a care that almost approached the architec-
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tural. In several places I could see men bending over them, while 8ocks 
of pigeons circled above the rooftops.

06ood heavens,Q I exclaimed. 0I had no idea there were so many.Q
Briggs laughed with satisfaction.
0Eost people do not, Ur. 1atson.Q
I was obliged to admit that he was right. From the street this whole 

world was invisible. Only up here did it become clear how extensive the 
network truly was.

The air was full of the beating of wings. Pigeons rose from rooftops, 
circled above the city, and returned again. Some 8ew alone, others in 
close 8ocks. There was a liveliness about the scene that made it di”cult 
not to be carried along by the enthusiasm.

A Game for Grown Men
Several members of the club had already gathered around the lofts. I 
recogni“ed all three faces from the previous day, but most of the others 
were new to me. There were craftsmen with rough hands, shopkeepers 
in respectable coats, and retired men whose faces bore the marks of long 
working lives. 1hat they all had in common was the pride with which 
they spoke of their birds.

M stout man with a mustache displayed a particular pigeon which he 
claimed was the fastest in the whole district.

0She would beat any bird between here and 1hitechapel,Q he de-
clared.

Mnother immediately protested and began telling the story of a pigeon 
which, after a failed transport, had found its way home from a distance 
of several hundred miles.

Before long the conversation had developed into a series of friend-
ly disputes about speed, sense of direction, and endurance. There was 
laughter, argument, and storytelling with that special warmth which 
exists only among people who share a passion.

I noticed that Holmes listened with great attention. He asked a ques-
tion now and again, though far less often than I had expected. It was 
plain that, for the moment, he was more interested in observing than in 
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explaining. Mgain and again his ga“e wandered out across the roofs and 
up toward the many birds circling above the city.

1hile the others spoke of record 8ights and especially gifted pigeons, 
I had the impression that Holmes was listening for something quite 
di5erent. Ms so often before, I felt that he had already detected a pattern 
still hidden from the rest of us, and that his apparently relaxed interest 
concealed a far more purposeful investigation. 1hat that pattern con-
sisted of I could not yet guessI but when I saw him standing there with 
his eyes lifted toward the sky above Fleet Street, it occurred to me for the 
Arst time that his attention might not be directed at the men upon the 
roofs, but at something far higher above them.

Mfter showing us the birds and allowing us to hear a multitude of 
stories about their achievements, the members led us to one of the larger 
lofts, where they o5ered to demonstrate the part of their hobby that truly 
distinguished it from ordinary carrier-pigeon sport. I had already under-
stood that these men were not interested merely in the birds9 ability to 
8y, but only now did I begin to see how much ingenuity and fellowship 
lay behind their undertaking.

One of the pigeon fanciers gently lifted a bird and held it calmly in 
his hands, while another displayed a small metal capsule scarcely larger 
than the end joint of a Anger. 1ith practiced ease he fastened it to the 
bird9s leg, then opened the capsule and showed us the little rolled message 
concealed within.

0That is how most of the messages are sent,Q he explained. 0Some are 
short. Others are a little more elaborate.Q

He handed me the slip, and I unfolded it. :pon it was written a riddle 
in a neat hand. Mfter reading it through a couple of times, I was forced 
to admit that I could not immediately see the solution.

0Mnd where does it leadYQ I asked.
Briggs smiled.
0To a place by the river. Mn old warehouse that has not been used for 

many years.Q
0Mnd there one Ands the next messageYQ
0Precisely.Q
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Mnother man displayed a similar slip, which described an earlier com-
petition. In that case the solution had led the participants to an old 
cemetery, where a small pri“e had been waiting in one of the unlocked 
rooms of the chapel. The pri“e, as it turned out, had been an old coin 
from the time of 6eorge III, accompanied by another clue which had 
sent the participants onward through the city.

Ms they spoke, it gradually dawned upon me why these people devoted 
so much energy to their hobby. It was certainly about the birds, but only 
in part. It was at least as much about the people who gathered around 
themJ the fellowship, the stories, and the little adventures they created 
for one another in the midst of a busy metropolis.

I stood for a moment watching the various men as they discussed 
earlier competitions, old riddles, and especially memorable 8ights. There 
was something almost touching in it all. Involuntarily my thoughts went 
back to my own boyhoodJ to the long summer days when, as boys, we 
ran through streets and Aelds in search of treasures, secret hiding places, 
and fantastic adventures that existed only because we had created them 
ourselves. These men had, in their own fashion, managed to preserve 
something of that same delight far into adult life.

Perhaps that was precisely why I found it di”cult not to feel sympathy 
for them.

The atmosphere, however, gradually changed as the conversation 
drew once more toward the reason for our visit. Smiles became fewer, 
and the cheerful stories gave way to more serious accounts. Several of the 
members began to speak of the birds that had not returned.

The Man with the Field-Glasses
0One begins to notice things,Q said an elderly pigeon fancier, looking up 
toward the sky, 0when one9s Anest birds suddenly fail to come home.Q

His remark was met by several nods.
0That is true.Q
0One watches more closely.Q
0Mnd one sees things one would never otherwise have noticed.Q
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I observed how Holmes at once raised his eyes slightly. He said noth-
ing, but his attention had plainly sharpened.

0Such as whatYQ he asked.
There was a brief silence.
0The man with the Aeld-glasses.Q
It was Briggs who said it.
Mt once several of the others reacted.
0Ges.Q
0I have seen him too.Q
01e all have.Q
Wow I became truly interested.
0M man with Aeld-glassesYQ I repeated.
The descriptions that followed resembled one another remarkably. 

Wo one knew his name, but all seemed to have noticed him. He was 
middle-aged, well dressed, and usually moved alone through the district. 
His most distinctive feature, however, was the pair of Aeld-glasses he 
almost always carried with him.

0He has been seen on several of the roofs,Q said one man.
0Mnd near the lofts.Q
0Wot only here,Q added another. 0Farther east as well.Q
0I saw him by the church square last week.Q
0St. Bride9sYQ asked Briggs.
0Ges, that very place.Q
Ms the various statements were set forth, there emerged the picture of 

a person who for some time had been lingering in precisely those areas 
where several of the disappearances had occurred.

Mnother pigeon fancier leaned forward.
0I am convinced he is watching them.Q
His tone left no doubt that he had already reached his own conclusion.
0Mnd I saw him writing something down,Q put in a third. 0He had a 

little notebook out.Q
01as he noting the 8ight routesYQ
0It looked that way.Q
Eurmured comments spread among those present.
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I felt suspicion at once begin to form in my own mind. M strange man. 
Field-glasses. Wotes. Vepeated observations near the places where the 
birds had vanished. It was di”cult not to see the connection.

1hen I glanced at Holmes, I almost expected to And him equally 
interested.

To my surprise, however, he seemed far less absorbed in the supposed 
suspect than I was. He listened attentively, of course, but his ga“e drifted 
again and again away from the men and out over the rooftops. Several 
times I saw him lift his head and follow the circling pigeons through the 
air, as though his thoughts were moving in a direction quite di5erent 
from ours.

Mt the time this seemed to me merely another of his many eccentrici-
ties. Only much later did I understand that while the rest of us had begun 
to concern ourselves with the man with the Aeld-glasses, Holmes had 
already turned his attention to what the man himself had been looking 
at.

Ms the morning wore on and more of the club9s members joined the 
gathering on the roof, the stories and theories began to spread almost 
as rapidly as the pigeons above our heads. It struck me how natural 
this was. 1hen men are faced with something they do not understand, 
explanations often arise long before the evidence. Rach newly missing 
bird had added another layer to the mystery, and now every man seemed 
to have his own account of what was taking place.

Theories and Suspicions
M stout gentleman with red side-whiskers was convinced that Anancial 
interests must be involved. He spoke with great assurance of industrial 
espionage and maintained that modern companies were willing to go to 
considerable lengths to gain access to systems of communication known 
to no one else. Mnother, who had formerly served in the army, believed 
the matter to be of a graver character. He pointed toward the Continent 
and the tensions that from time to time Alled the newspaper columns 
and hinted that someone might wish to discover how e5ectively a net-
work of carrier pigeons could function in time of war. M third dismissed 
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both theories and declared with equal conviction that the explanation 
was much simpler. In his opinion, a rival pigeon club must be Anding 
amusement in sabotaging the competitions and spreading uneasiness 
among the members.

It was characteristic that, although the theories pointed in di5erent 
directions, they all circled around the same center. Rvery explanation led 
sooner or later back to the strange man with the Aeld-glasses. He was 
mentioned again and again, and with each retelling his role seemed to 
grow. Some had seen him upon one roof, others upon another. Some 
believed he kept detailed notes of the birds9 movements. Others were 
certain he had been in communication with unknown persons. M few 
even began to recall details which they had plainly not found remarkable 
until the rumors had begun to gather force.

I listened to it all with growing interest. To be honest, the man with 
the Aeld-glasses seemed to me at that point the most promising clue we 
had encountered. He was tangible. He had been observed. He had been 
in the right places. Mnd, most important of all, he At perfectly into the 
explanation most of us had already begun to imagine.

Holmes evidently did not share that view.
1hile the discussions rose and fell around us, he had gradually with-

drawn from the little group and moved about the roof with that ap-
pearance of randomness which so often concealed his most purposeful 
inquiries. Several times I saw him pause at the edge of the roof and study 
the surroundings. Mt other times he walked slowly between the lofts 
without saying a word.

His ga“e wandered among the church spires which rose above the 
city roofs. He seemed to be measuring distances between buildings, and 
several times returned to particular vantage points. On one occasion he 
stood so long studying a line of roofs to the southwest that I almost 
believed he had forgotten the company around him.

The birds, too, interested him in a manner that seemed curious to 
me. He did not follow individual pigeons, but the movements of whole 
8ocks. He watched how they rose from the roofs, circled in broad arcs, 
and then vanished between the rows of houses. Eore than once I noticed 
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that he lifted his head long after the others had returned their attention 
to their conversations.

Mt one point he took out his own Aeld-glasses. Waturally, I expected 
him to direct them toward one of the nearby roofs, or perhaps to try 
to locate the mysterious observer of whom everyone was speaking. But 
to my surprise he raised them much higher. His ga“e did not search the 
streets or sweep across the housetops. It was Axed upon the sky.

I automatically followed his line of sight. There was nothing particular 
to be seen. M few scattered clouds drifted over the city, and high above 
them several birds circled, appearing at that distance only as dark specks 
against the light.

Holmes lowered the Aeld-glasses again without speaking.
0Uo you see anything of interestYQ I asked.
He turned toward me with an almost absent expression.
0I hope so.Q
0Mnd what is itYQ
M faint smile passed over his face.
0I do not yet know.Q
Before I could press him further, he was interrupted by another pigeon 

fancier who wished to tell him about the man with the Aeld-glasses. 
Holmes listened politely, but I noticed that his ga“e once more drifted 
away from the speaker and out toward the distant spires, where the 
pigeons continued their circling above London.

A Curious Pattern
It was in the midst of one of these lively discussions that the Arst truly 
interesting piece of information emerged. It was not o5ered with any 
particular emphasis, and at Arst it attracted far less attention among those 
present than yet another story about the man with the Aeld-glasses.

The man who mentioned it was an elderly pigeon fancier named 
Eercer, a gray-haired fellow with a weather-beaten face and hands that 
bore the marks of a long working life. :ntil then he had said very little, 
but now he stood with his arms resting upon the railing, watching the 
circling birds above the city.
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0The strange thing,Q said he thoughtfully, 0is not really that the birds 
disappear.Q

Several of the men turned toward him.
01hat do you mean by thatYQ asked Briggs.
Eercer shrugged.
0Birds are birds. They may lose their way. They may meet with acci-

dents. But if one looks at it over a longer period, it seems to me that it 
almost always happens in the same place.Q

Holmes, who had just been standing a little apart studying some dis-
tant roofs, turned his head.

0The same placeYQ said he.
0Ges, or nearly the same district.Q
Eercer pointed out across the rooftops.
0Over there.Q
His Anger indicated that part of the city where the slender spire of St. 

Bride9s Church rose above the surrounding buildings.
0Mbout the great church.Q
He laughed a little self-consciously.
0It is likely nothing. I had never really thought much about it.Q
But Holmes had already moved toward him.
0Eost of the disappearances occur along routes through that areaYQ
0Ges, that is how it seems to me.Q
1ithin a few minutes the little notebook had appeared again, and 

while the other men looked on in mild bewilderment, Holmes began to 
go through the entries with a thoroughness that stood in sharp contrast 
to his apparent indi5erence toward the man with the Aeld-glasses.

0How many of these routes pass near St. Bride9sYQ
0M good many,Q Finch admitted after studying his notes.
0Mnd the timesYQ
Eore questions followed. 1hen had the birds been releasedY How 

often were those particular routes usedY 1ere there hours of the day 
when the disappearances occurred more frequentlyY

The longer the inquiry continued, the clearer it became that Holmes 
had found something that interested him far more than the theories 
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occupying the others. The men began gradually to exchange pu““led 
looks.

0I still do not understand,Q said one of them at last. 01hat has this to 
do with the strangerYQ

0Ges,Q added another. 0If someone is watching the birds, surely that is 
more important than the 8ight route itself.Q

The visit was by then drawing toward its close. The last birds were 
returned to the lofts, and the members slowly began to leave the roof. 
Holmes thanked them for their assistance and promised to return if he 
required further information.

Shortly afterward Holmes and I were once more making our way 
through the busy streets of Fleet Street. The city was now fully awake. 
Wewspaper boys cried the day9s headlines, carriages rolled through the 
dense tra”c, and the stream of clerks moved between the buildings with 
the purposeful air that characteri“es London9s commercial life. For some 
time we walked without speaking, while Holmes seemed absorbed in his 
own thoughts.

Mt last I could remain silent no longer.
0I must say, Holmes, that I And the case less and less mysterious.Q
He cast a brief glance at me.
0Uo youYQ
0Ges. 1e have a man who has repeatedly been observed near the lofts. 

He carries Aeld-glasses. He takes notes. He appears precisely where the 
birds vanish. In my opinion he must be at the center of the matter.Q

Holmes continued for several steps without replying.
01e must surely have found our man.Q
0It is possible.Q
His tone was so subdued that it sounded almost absent.
0But I generally prefer to And out what a man is looking at before I 

concern myself with the man himself.Q
I looked at him questioningly.
0I am not sure that I understand.Q
Holmes smiled faintly, but said nothing more. To me the remark 

seemed exceedingly pu““ling. If the man was truly guilty, what could it 
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matter what he had been looking atY Get experience had taught me that 
when Holmes made such observations, it was usually because he had 
already detected a connection still hidden from the rest of us.

Mlready the following morning Holmes displayed great activity. He 
had risen before me and had already Anished his breakfast when I came 
down into the sitting room. The map of London still lay spread out 
upon the table, and several new markings had been added since the 
previous evening. Holmes himself stood by the window with his hands 
in his pockets, looking out at the gray sky over Baker Street.

06ood, 1atson,Q said he as I entered. 0If you are ready, we have an 
appointment.Q

01ith whomYQ
01ith a man who does not yet know that he is to meet us.Q
Wo further explanation was forthcoming, and less than half an hour 

later we were on our way toward Fleet Street. Holmes told me as we 
walked that he had gathered the various descriptions of the mysterious 
observer and compared them with the times at which he had been seen.

0Eost people are more regular than they believe themselves to be,Q he 
remarked. 0If a man has a particular interest, he generally follows par-
ticular habits as well. That is true of criminals, o”cials, pigeon fanciers, 
and probably bird-watchers too.Q

I could not help noticing the last word.
0Bird-watchersYQ
Holmes smiled faintly.
01e shall see.Q

The Observer 
Shortly afterward we found ourselves upon one of the higher roofs near 
Fleet Street, not far from the church which several of the pigeon fanciers 
had mentioned. The place gave a view over a considerable portion of the 
city, and although the morning was still young, the Arst 8ocks of pigeons 
could already be seen moving among the buildings. I confess I expected 
a long and rather tedious wait. Rxperience had taught me that Holmes 
could sometimes spend half a day upon observations which only he 
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found interesting. This time, however, it proved that he had calculated 
his hour with his usual precision.

1e had scarcely stood there a quarter of an hour before he laid a hand 
upon my arm almost imperceptibly.

0There.Q
I followed his ga“e.
M little farther on, a man stood upon another roof. Rven at that 

distance he matched the descriptions we had received remarkably well. 
He was middle-aged, well dressed, and wore a pair of Aeld-glasses about 
his neck. There was nothing in his appearance that seemed threatening 
or suspicious. On the contrary, he looked like a respectable gentleman 
one might meet in any of London9s parks or reading rooms.

The most remarkable thing about the stranger, however, was not 
his appearance, but the manner in which he behaved. Had I met him 
without any knowledge of the case, I should hardly have paid particular 
attention to him. He was well dressed, respectable, and appeared neither 
nervous nor secretive. Get as we watched him, it became clear that his 
attention was directed toward something quite di5erent from what I had 
expected.

He seemed interested neither in the buildings around him nor in the 
people passing below in the streets. On the contrary, he stood for most of 
the time with his face turned toward the sky. From time to time he raised 
his Aeld-glasses, studied something high above the rooftops, and lowered 
them again, only to repeat the same movement shortly afterward. The 
minutes passed without his attention ever seeming to leave whatever he 
was observing up there.

I must admit that I found it peculiar.
0He is not watching the lofts,Q I remarked in a low voice.
0Wo,Q replied Holmes.
0Mnd he does not seem particularly interested in people either.Q
0Wo.Q
There was something in Holmes9s tone that made me turn toward 

him. He did not sound disappointed by this observation. On the con-
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trary, it seemed to me that each new fact conArmed a suspicion he had 
already formed.

To my surprise, however, he made no attempt to approach the man. 
Instead he waited patiently until, after some time, the stranger began 
to move on. Only then did we set ourselves in motion and follow him 
through the city.

It was a curious sort of pursuit. The stranger did not behave like a 
man who had anything to conceal. He never looked over his shoulder 
and made no e5ort to avoid attention. On the contrary, he moved calmly 
and deliberately from place to place, as though following a routine that 
had been repeated many times before. Mt a church square he stopped and 
studied the sky through his Aeld-glasses. Later we saw him pause upon a 
bridge, and then in an open space between some warehouses. Rach time 
the same pattern repeated itself. He stopped, lifted the Aeld-glasses, and 
directed them toward something high above the city, whereupon he re-
mained standing for several minutes with a concentration that bordered 
upon obsession.

6radually I began to notice something that sat ill with the theory to 
which I had clung until then. If the man truly was watching the pigeon 
fanciers, he was surprisingly poor at it. He showed no interest in their 
lofts, did not note who came and went, and seemed altogether unaware 
of the people around him. Only the sky occupied him.

The longer I observed him, the more my own conviction began to 
waver. I had been so certain that we were looking at the central Agure in 
the mystery, but it became increasingly di”cult to imagine him as a secret 
saboteur or spy. He seemed rather like a man wholly absorbed in some 
special study, the signiAcance of which only he himself understood.

Mt one point we stood on the opposite side of a square and watched 
him study something through his Aeld-glasses for several minutes with-
out interruption. Mt last I was forced to admit my doubt.

0I confess, Holmes, that I no longer know what to think.Q
0That is a healthy condition, 1atson.Q
0Is itYQ
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0M very healthy one. It merely means that facts have begun to triumph 
over theory.Q

I cast another glance toward the stranger, who still had his attention 
Axed upon the sky.

0So you no longer believe he has anything to do with the matterYQ
Holmes did not answer at once. His own eyes followed the man9s ga“e 

upward toward the high spires and the circling birds above the city, as 
though they were both looking at the same invisible point.

0On the contrary,Q said he after a moment. 0I believe he has a great deal 
to do with it.Q

0But howYQ
M faint smile appeared upon his face.
0Because he may be the Arst person we have met who has actually seen 

what we are looking for.Q
This remark did not make me much wiser, but it lodged itself in my 

thoughts as we continued following the stranger through the streets of 
London. Only later did I understand that Holmes had, by this time, 
already begun to turn the entire case upon its head. 1here the rest of us 
had regarded the man with the Aeld-glasses as a possible answer, Holmes 
regarded him as a witness. Mnd as so often before, the di5erence between 
those two things proved far more important than it Arst appeared.

1e followed the stranger through several more streets until at last he 
reached a small square where the tra”c was sparse and where the view 
between the buildings gave a clear outlook over several of the surround-
ing roofs. Here he stopped once more. Ms on the previous occasions, 
he raised his Aeld-glasses and directed them toward the sky, after which 
he stood perfectly still with a concentration bordering upon obsession. 
Rven at a distance one could see that his attention was so wholly absorbed 
by whatever he observed that the world around him had almost ceased 
to exist.

This time, however, Holmes chose not to continue the observation.
0Come, 1atson,Q said he. 0I think we have learned what can be learned 

from a distance.Q
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Before I could answer, he was already crossing the square. I hurried 
after him, and a few moments later we stood beside the stranger. He did 
not react until Holmes politely cleared his throat. Rven then he started 
violently and lowered his Aeld-glasses with a visible jerk.

0Forgive me,Q said Holmes. 0It was not my intention to startle you.Q
The man blinked a few times, as though only now becoming aware of 

our presence.
0Wo, no,Q said he. 0The fault was mine. I was merely absorbed.Q
Holmes smiled pleasantly.
0I can see that. Ey name is Sherlock Holmes. This is my friend and 

colleague, Ur. 1atson.Q
The e5ect produced by the name was interesting. I had expected 

surprise, perhaps even uneasiness, if the man truly had some concealed 
purpose. Instead he seemed almost relieved.

0Er. HolmesYQ he exclaimed. 0TrulyYQ
0Mt your service.Q
0Then I am glad you approached me. For a moment I feared that 

someone was about to ask me to leave the area.Q

A most unusual bird
There was not the slightest hint of guilt in his voice. On the contrary, he 
seemed a man far more absorbed in his subject than in himself. Ms we 
began to speak with him, it quickly became clear that he was not merely 
interested in birds in the ordinary sense. He spoke with that peculiar 
mixture of knowledge and enthusiasm which marks those who have 
devoted many years to a narrow Aeld of study.

I immediately imagined him as a retired schoolmaster, or perhaps 
some kind of lecturer in natural history. He had that careful manner of 
speech and quiet ardor one so often encounters in learned amateurs.

0Gou are interested in birdsYQ asked Holmes.
0Nery much.Q
0Mnd in one particular bird, unless I am mistaken.Q
Mt these words the man9s face brightened.
0Ges. M most unusual bird.Q
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He cast a quick glance toward the sky, almost as though he feared 
losing sight of it while we spoke.

0I have been following it for several weeks now.Q
This at once aroused my interest.
0M rare speciesYQ
0One may certainly say so.Q
Holmes regarded him attentively.
01ill you tell us whichYQ
To my surprise, the man9s manner changed at once. Wot to distrust, 

but to caution. He hesitated, looked about him, and lowered his voice.
0I hope you will not take it amiss, but I prefer to be somewhat re-

served.Q
0For what reasonYQ
0Because experience has taught me that rare birds may attract the 

wrong sort of people.Q
He looked genuinely concerned.
0There are collectors who try to capture them. There are people who 

disturb nests, or drive birds away merely for their own amusement. It 
would be a great pity if anything of that kind were to happen here.Q

Holmes nodded understandingly.
0So you do not wish to reveal its whereabouts.Q
0Wo more than is absolutely necessary.Q
0Waturally.Q
The man appeared relieved by this response.
0I can say this much, howeverJ I have observed the bird several times 

in this district.Q
0Fleet StreetYQ
0Ges.Q
0Mnd more preciselyYQ
He hesitated again.
0Mbout the high spires.Q
His ga“e drifted automatically toward the roofs of the city.
0It seems to prefer the highest vantage points.Q
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I looked immediately toward Holmes. His face remained calm, but I 
knew him well enough to see that the information had made an impres-
sion.

0That is very interesting,Q said he.
The man smiled.
0I think so too.Q
The conversation continued for a few minutes longer upon birds and 

observations, but he revealed nothing more about his discovery. 1hen 
at last we took our leave, he seemed almost eager to return to his watch 
upon the sky.

Mt Arst we continued through the streets without saying much. I spent 
some time gathering my own thoughts. The theory which had seemed so 
convincing to me only a few hours earlier now lay in ruins.

0I must admit, Holmes,Q said I at last, 0that my explanation has rather 
collapsed.Q

0That pleases me.Q
0Pleases youYQ
0Ges. Bad theories should collapse as quickly as possible.Q
I could not help laughing.
0That man is plainly guilty of nothing.Q
0Wo.Q
0He seems entirely harmless.Q
0I believe so too.Q
He said no more, but as we continued through the crowd of Fleet 

Street, I had the distinct sense that we had just taken an important step 
closer to the solution. Wot because we had found a suspect, but because 
Holmes at last appeared to have found a man who had seen the same 
pattern he himself was beginning to perceive. Mnd for the Arst time since 
the case began, I began to suspect that the explanation might not lie 
among human beings at all.

Feathers on the Rooftops
On our way back from Fleet Street, Holmes proposed that we make a 
few small detours before returning to Baker Street. He did not explain 
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more precisely what he hoped to And, but through the years I had known 
him I had learned that such impulses were seldom accidental. I therefore 
followed him without objection through narrow streets and courtyards 
until we reached one of the lofts we had visited earlier in the day.

Wone of the owners was present, and the place lay quiet in the after-
noon sun. M few pigeons sat upon the roof ridge preening their feathers, 
while others circled la“ily above the buildings. Holmes, however, spent 
little time upon the birds. Instead he began examining the surroundings 
with a thoroughness that seemed to me somewhat peculiar.

His attention settled especially upon the many feathers scattered 
about the roof.

That was not, of course, strange in itself. M pigeon loft is a place 
where feathers inevitably gather. But Holmes crouched down and began 
methodically picking them up one by one. He turned them between his 
Angers, studied them in the light, and set some aside while tossing others 
away.

0Uo you And anything interestingYQ I asked.
0Possibly.Q
I bent down beside him.
Eost of the feathers were quite plainly from pigeonsJ gray, white, or 

faintly bluish, exactly as one would expect.
But after some time Holmes held out a few.
0These, for example.Q
I took them from him.
They were darker than the others and considerably larger.
0Wot pigeonsYQ
0Wo.Q
He produced another.
0Wor this one.Q
I examined them more closely.
0They must come from a considerably larger bird.Q
0I believe so.Q
1ithout further explanation he placed them carefully in his pocket.
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1e visited two or three additional lofts, and the same pattern repeated 
itself. Holmes examined roofs, cornices, and gutters far more closely than 
he examined the people around them. In several places he found more of 
the same dark feathers, which again disappeared into his pocket without 
comment.

Mt one of the lofts we encountered a small group of local children, 
who plainly spent much of their free time near the rooftops. Holmes 
had always possessed a special ability to make children speak freely, and 
after only a few minutes9 conversation he stood surrounded by a little 
circle of eager informants, all competing to contribute some piece of 
information.

Eost of what the children told us was, naturally, of the sort that seems 
important only to the person telling it. They described individual birds 
which they claimed to recogni“e at a great distance, told us of strange 
men on roofs, and of cats that had made vain attempts to reach the lofts. 
Holmes listened politely to all of it, but I could see that his attention was 
only rarely truly awakened.

Then one of the boys said something that caused him to stop at once.
0It looks queer sometimes.Q
Holmes turned toward him.
0How queerYQ
The boy pointed upward.
01hen the pigeons 8y.Q
0GesYQ
0There can be ever so many of them. 1hole 8ocks.Q
He spread his arms wide to show the si“e of them.
0Mnd then, all of a sudden, they all 8y up at once.Q
M particular expression came into Holmes9s eyes.
0Ms though they were frightenedYQ
The boy nodded eagerly.
0Ges. Nery frightened.Q
0Have you seen what frightened themYQ
0Wo,Q the boy admitted. 0But it happens sometimes.Q
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Holmes asked a few further questions, but obtained little more from 
him. Mt last he thanked the children for their help and gave them a few 
coins, which were received with immediate enthusiasm. Shortly after-
ward we continued on our way through the streets.

It struck me that Holmes was more silent than usual this time. He 
seemed absorbed in his own thoughts and answered my remarks only 
absently. It was not until we were nearing Baker Street that he broke the 
silence.

0Interesting.Q
0The boy9s storyYQ I asked.
0Nery interesting.Q
I tried to get him to explain himself further, but without much suc-

cess. Ms so often before, he had apparently already taken another step 
forward in his reasoning while I was still attempting to understand the 
signiAcance of the information we had already gathered.

The Map of London
Later that same evening we were once more seated in our familiar room 
in Baker Street. Uarkness had fallen over London, and the warm glow 
of the lamp shone down upon the large map which Holmes had again 
spread out upon the table. For several hours he worked undisturbed, 
comparing his notes with the many observations we had made. Wew 
markings were added to the old. Lofts were entered. Flight routes were 
connected. Times and witness statements found their places upon the 
map.

I sat beside him and followed the work with growing curiosity. Mt Arst 
I tried to And for myself the connection Holmes was seeking. I expected 
to discover links between particular persons or particular clubs. Perhaps 
there was some group of owners who had something in common. But 
as the map took shape, it became clear that Holmes was searching for 
something quite di5erent.

1hen at last he laid down his pencil, he beckoned me to the table.
0Look here, 1atson.Q
I rose and stood at his side.
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For a moment I did not understand what he wished to show me. 
The lofts lay scattered across the whole of London, and the many lines 
between them formed a tangle which, at Arst glance, seemed quite bewil-
dering. But the longer I studied the map, the clearer the pattern became.

The connections came from every directionJ from the north, from the 
south, from east and west. Get the disappearances gathered again and 
again about the same limited area. St. Bride9s. I stared at the map for a 
long time.

0It makes no sense.Q
Holmes raised an eyebrow.
0WoYQ
0Wot if it is sabotage.Q
He nodded encouragingly.
0Continue.Q
0If someone were deliberately stealing the birds, he would have to 

be everywhere at once. Otherwise the disappearances would be spread 
across the city.Q

0Precisely.Q
I looked down at the map again.
The longer I studied it, the more singular it seemed. Mll the traces 

pointed toward one place, and yet I could not explain why.
0Then what does it meanYQ
Holmes leaned back in his chair and let his ga“e rest upon the map. He 

did not answer at once. The minutes passed while the lamplight cast long 
shadows across the sheet of paper between us.

Mt last he reached out and placed a Anger in the midst of the dense 
cluster of markings around St. Bride9s.

0It means, 1atson, that whatever we are looking for is not waiting for 
the pigeons.Q

I followed his Anger.
0WoYQ
He slowly shook his head.
0Wo. The pigeons are 8ying into it.Q
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I looked once more at the map and tried to imagine what could be 
hidden at the center of all those lines.

0M netYQ I suggested. 0M trap, perhapsYQ
Holmes did not answer. He merely sat looking at the many inter-

secting routes across London with that distant ga“e which always told 
me that his thoughts had already moved ahead of the rest of us. The 
lamplight glinted in his eyes while his Anger continued to rest upon the 
area around St. Bride9s, and I still remember the strange sensation that 
the solution lay there before us on the table, though I was not yet able to 
see it.

The Championship
Several days passed during which the case appeared, at least to my eyes, 
to have come to a standstill. Holmes, however, was of another opinion. 
He spent hours at a time upon observations which seemed to me both 
monotonous and without any notable result. On several mornings he 
left Baker Street before daybreak and did not return until late in the 
forenoon, having spent hours among the roofs about Fleet Street. Mt 
other times he sat bent over the map in our sitting room, adding new 
markings with a patience I had only seen in him when he believed himself 
close to some important pattern.

Such was the state of the matter when Ers. Hudson one morning 
once more announced our three acquaintances from the pigeon clubs. 
The moment they entered the room, I could see that something had 
changed since their last visit. The nervous uncertainty that had formerly 
marked them had now been replaced by a far more direct agitation. 
Briggs was the Arst to speak, almost before he had found his seat.

0It is getting worse, Er. Holmes.Q
Holmes calmly invited them to sit.
0HowYQ
0The annual championship has begun.Q
Mt these words both Rllison and Finch nodded gravely. By now I had 

learned enough about their curious hobby to understand the signiA-
cance of the event. This was not merely another of their weekly chal-
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lenges, but the greatest undertaking of the year, in which clubs from all 
over London took part.

0There are lofts from the whole city involved,Q explained Briggs. 0Sev-
eral hundred birds. Eessages 8ying back and forth all day. There are 
riddles, contests, and pri“es. Some of the men prepare for it for months.Q

0Mnd a considerable amount of pride, I imagine,Q observed Holmes.
Briggs shrugged.
0Ges, naturally. Een are men.Q
0Continue.Q
M shadow passed across his face.
0The trouble is that it has already begun to fall apart.Q
Those words were followed by a silence which made more impression 

than any dramatic declaration could have done.
0Several messages have disappeared,Q said Rllison.
0Wot ordinary messages,Q added Finch. 0Important messages.Q
He took a folded paper from his pocket.
0One of them was meant to lead the participants on to the next stage 

of the contest.Q
0Mnd it never arrivedYQ asked Holmes.
0Rxactly.Q
0The result is,Q said Briggs, 0that several teams are now at a complete 

standstill. They cannot move on.Q
It was plain that the matter had become more serious to them than 

the loss of a few birds. There was disappointment in their voices, but 
also something elseKsomething very like suspicion. It was Rllison who 
at last gave words to the thought which had evidently occupied several 
of them.

0There is another association.Q
Holmes raised his eyes.
0M rivalYQ
0That might be too strong a word.Q
0But not entirely wrong,Q put in Briggs.
He leaned forward over the table.
0They conduct a similar game.Q
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01e have known one another for years,Q Rllison explained. 0Ordinar-
ily the relations are quite good.Q

0Ordinarily,Q repeated Briggs, in a tone which suggested that there 
were exceptions.

There was a brief silence.
0But there is competition,Q he continued.
0Waturally.Q
0Mnd pride.Q
0Mnd the pleasure of winning.Q
Holmes nodded slowly.
0So you suspect themYQ
Briggs hesitated.
0I do not know.Q
0But you are considering the possibility.Q
0Ges.Q
He drew a deep breath.
01hat if someone wished to sabotage the gameY Wot out of malice, 

necessarily. Perhaps only as a mischievous joke. M way of humiliating us.Q
Finch looked plainly uncomfortable at the thought.
0I hope that is not the case.Q
0But it would explain a great deal,Q said Briggs.
Holmes allowed his Angers to rest against one another for a moment 

while he regarded the three men. Their suspicions appeared to him 
neither ridiculous nor unreasonableI on the contrary, they were precisely 
the kind of explanations most men would naturally seek when faced with 
a problem they could not understand. But I could see that he was not yet 
convinced.

0If that is truly the kind of thing at issue,Q said he at last, 0then it might 
be useful to meet representatives of the other association.Q

The three men exchanged glances.
0Gou mean the rivalsYQ asked Briggs.
0I prefer the word neighbors,Q Holmes replied dryly.
M faint smile passed through the room.
0Gou wish to speak with themYQ asked Rllison.
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0Nery much.Q

The Meeting 
Mfter a brief discussion they agreed that a meeting could be arranged. It 
was to take place a couple of evenings later in one of the club rooms, 
where representatives of both groups would be present. Holmes and I 
were, of course, invited to attend.

On the appointed evening, therefore, we followed our acquaintances 
through a series of narrow streets to a modest meeting room above a 
public house. The room was not large, but it was comfortable. Mlong the 
walls hung photographs of pri“e pigeons, old competitions, and various 
trophies which bore witness to many years of shared activity. 1hen we 
arrived, most of the participants were already assembled.

There must have been between Afteen and twenty men present. I had 
expected a more strained atmosphere. Mlthough the men came from 
di5erent associations, it was plain that many of them had known one an-
other for years. Hands were shaken, stories exchanged, and old anecdotes 
retold. M few teased one another about former contests or particularly 
embarrassing defeats, but it was all done with that kind of heartiness 
which exists only among people who have long shared the same passion.

That did not mean, of course, that rivalry was absent. But the rivalry 
struck me as far more akin to sport than to hostility.

I nevertheless tried to keep an eye on the participants. Eore than 
once I thought I noticed small tensions between certain individuals. M 
stout man with dark side-whiskers seemed unusually silent. Mnother 
consistently avoided meeting Briggs9s eye. 1henever anyone mentioned 
the missing birds, I saw several faces grow serious.

Perhaps it was only my imagination, but I began to suspect that some-
thing might, after all, be hidden behind the friendly surface. Holmes, 
however, seemed far less interested in the individuals.

He sat back with his hands folded and listened more than he spoke.
The conversation circled for a long time around the contests, the most 

recent 8ights, and the various theories about the disappearances. Only 
later in the evening did the most interesting piece of information emerge.
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It came almost by chance. The conversation had for some time been 
moving in circles among theories, rumors, and old disagreements be-
tween the clubs, when one of the men from the other association men-
tioned something in passing that at once changed the atmosphere in the 
room.

01e lost two birds last month as well, by the way.Q
The remark was made so casually that no one at Arst seemed to attach 

much importance to it. But after a moment of silence, Rllison lifted his 
head.

0TwoYQ
0Ges.Q
The man shrugged slightly.
01e thought it was only us.Q
Wow there was silence around the table.
Several of the men looked at one another, and I could almost feel the 

signiAcance of the words slowly sinking in. If both associations were 
experiencing the same troubles, the theory of deliberate sabotage at once 
became more di”cult to maintain.

01here did it happenYQ asked Holmes.
0On the usual routes.Q
0Mnd the messagesYQ
0Uisappeared with the birds.Q
Holmes nodded slowly, but said no more. I noticed that his ga“e drift-

ed for a moment toward the map he had brought with him, as though 
he were already placing the information within a larger pattern.

It was at this point that another detail emerged.
0I saw a man with a net, by the way.Q
This time everyone reacted at once.
0M netYQ several asked together.
0Ges. M few weeks ago.Q
0M catching netYQ
0It looked like one.Q
The man explained that on several occasions he had seen a stranger 

lingering near some of the lofts. :nlike the familiar observer with the 
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Aeld-glasses, this man carried a folded net of the kind sometimes used for 
catching birds.

I must admit that this information immediately caught my interest. 
For the Arst time something had appeared that might be directly con-
nected with the missing birds. Compared with the many theories of 
secret networks, rivalry, and espionage, a bird-catcher sounded almost 
refreshingly concrete.

Holmes asked a series of brief questions about the observation. 1here 
had the man been seenY 1henY How oftenY How long had he remained 
thereY The answers were carefully noted, but without Holmes displaying 
any particular enthusiasm. On the contrary, he seemed almost remark-
ably restrained, which pu““led me considerably at the time. Only later 
did I understand the reason.

Immediately after our return to Baker Street, he once more spread the 
large map out upon the table. I seated myself beside him and followed his 
work. The new information was added to the old. The rival association9s 
lofts found their places upon the map. Their losses were marked. The 
times were entered, and the observation of the man with the net was 
added alongside the other clues.

6radually the map grew more and more complex. Wew lines crossed 
old ones. Further markings were added. Get the more extensive the pic-
ture became, the more surprising the result seemed to me.

The new information did not immediately alter the pattern.
Once again the events gathered around the same limited area of the 

city. Wo matter which club the birds belonged to, no matter which route 
they had taken, and no matter which persons had observed them, the 
traces led back to the same roofs about St. Bride9s Church.

I stared at the map for a long time.
0If I did not know better,Q said I at last, 0I should think all London 

had decided to lose pigeons in precisely the same place.Q
Holmes did not answer. He stood by the window with his back to 

me while the darkness slowly gathered outside. Baker Street lay quiet, 
and only the distant sound of a carriage could now and then be heard 
through the night.
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He broke the silence with the following observation.
0I believe, 1atson, that our pigeon fanciers are making the same mis-

take as so many others.Q
01hat mistakeYQ
He still looked out through the window.
01hen something disappears, they look for a thief.Q
0Is that not naturalYQ
0Nery natural.Q
There followed another pause.
0But sometimes,Q he continued at last, 0there is no thief.

The Falcon of St. Bride's
It was not yet fully light the following morning when Holmes woke me 
and asked me to prepare myself for another excursion. There was a res-
olution about him which I noticed at once. Uuring the preceding weeks 
I had seen him work his way methodically through the case, collecting 
information, comparing times, and marking 8ight routes upon the large 
map of LondonI but this morning he wore the expression of a man who 
was no longer searching for an explanation, but wished to conArm one 
he had already found.

The city still lay half-hidden in morning mist when we set out toward 
Fleet Street. Eost of the shops were closed, and only a few carriages 
moved through the empty streets. Mbove the rooftops the church spires 
rose as dark silhouettes against the pale sky, and St. Bride9s tower in 
particular stood out sharply above the surrounding buildings. Holmes 
led me to a vantage point from which we could overlook both the church 
and a great portion of the neighboring roofs. There he settled himself 
with his Aeld-glasses, while I tried in vain to discover anything unusual 
in the scene before us.

There was little to see. M few pigeons were already circling above 
the city, and from time to time small 8ocks passed over the rooftops, 
but otherwise the morning seemed peaceful and quite ordinary. I was 
beginning to doubt the purpose of our visit when Holmes suddenly laid 
his hand upon my arm.
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0Look there.Q
I followed his ga“e and at Arst saw only a dark movement near the 

church spire. In the next instant a large bird detached itself from the 
stonework and rose into the air with a force and certainty that at once 
distinguished it from the many pigeons around it. The bird gained height 
rapidly, and before I could make out its form more clearly, Holmes had 
already raised his Aeld-glasses.

He followed it for some time before lowering the instrument again.
0There we have it, 1atson.Q
01hoYQ
M faint smile passed over his face.
0Wot who. 1hat.Q
1hen I took the Aeld-glasses and directed them toward the bird, I 

understood his interest at once. It moved with a speed and elegance I 
had never seen in any pigeon. Its long wings cut through the air with an 
almost alarming precision, and its whole bearing was that of the perfect 
hunter.

0M falcon,Q said Holmes quietly. 0Mnd a remarkably capable one.Q
Ms we stood there watching it, the many scattered details of the pre-

ceding weeks began to gather themselves in my mindJ the vanished birds, 
the damaged tail feathers, the exhausted pigeon that had returned with-
out its message, the child who had spoken of 8ocks suddenly rising in 
panic, and the mysterious observer who had so persistently studied the 
sky above Fleet Street. Rach individual piece of information had seemed 
insu”cient by itself, but in the light of the great bird above us they 
suddenly formed a pattern both simple and convincing.

The Truth About the Missing Pigeons
Later that same day we gathered with Rllison, Briggs, Finch, and several 
representatives of the other pigeon clubs in their usual meeting room. 
I had by then come to know the place, but on this evening a quite 
di5erent atmosphere rested over the gathering than on our earlier visits. 
The many weeks of speculation, rumor, and mutual suspicion had left 
their mark, and I could plainly feel that the men now expected a Anal 
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explanation. Conversation was subdued when we arrived, and several of 
those present cast curious glances toward Holmes, as though hoping to 
read the solution in his face before he had spoken a single word.

Only when everyone had found his place did Holmes spread the large 
map across the table. It had become his constant working instrument 
throughout the case, and I could not help noticing how densely it was 
now covered with markings. Rach one represented a loft, a 8ight route, 
an observation, or one of the many disappearances that had given rise to 
the mystery. Taken together, they represented the result of several weeks 
of patient work.

06entlemen,Q Holmes began, 0you have for some time been trying to 
And a connection among the missing birds, and it is precisely such a con-
nection that has led us to the solution. Gour pigeons did not disappear 
at random.Q

He let his hand pass over the map while the men leaned forward.
0The birds came from many di5erent parts of London. They belonged 

to di5erent owners and took part in di5erent contests, yet despite all 
these di5erences they had one thing in common. They all passed through 
the same few 8ight corridors.Q

He pointed to the area around St. Bride9s Church.
0Here lies the center.Q
I immediately saw several of the men exchange glances. They had 

heard the name before. Holmes, however, continued undisturbed and 
reviewed the information he had gathered during the preceding weeks. 
He pointed out how the greater part of the disappearances had occurred 
early in the morning or late in the afternoon, precisely at the times when 
a certain kind of hunter is typically most active. Wext he laid out the 
feathers we had found near the lofts and described the marks we had 
observed on several roofs. He reminded them of the exhausted pigeon 
that had returned without its message, and of the damaged tail feathers 
reported by several owners.

Rach individual detail may have seemed insigniAcant by itself, but 
taken together they formed a picture that gradually became impossible 
to overlook.
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0Mll these circumstances,Q said Holmes, 0accord far better with attacks 
by a bird of prey than with any form of human interference.Q

There was silence around the table. I could see that several of the men 
had already begun to understand where his explanation was leading. Still, 
there was one part of the mystery that occupied them more than any 
other.

The strange man with the Aeld-glasses.
Ms soon as Holmes mentioned him, several of those present straight-

ened in their seats.
0I sought him out,Q said Holmes calmly.
0Mnd what did you learnYQ asked Briggs almost immediately.
0That he is a bird enthusiast.Q
M murmur passed through the room, but Holmes continued before 

anyone could interrupt him.
0He is not particularly interested in pigeons. Vather, he has spent 

several weeks studying birds of prey. Eore precisely, one particular bird 
of prey.Q

Wow all attention was Axed upon him.
0The same bird which is the cause of your troubles.Q
He pointed once more to the area around St. Bride9s.
0M falcon has settled near the church spire. From there it has an ideal 

view of the routes used by your birds. Rach time a 8ock passes through 
its territory, it has the opportunity to strike. To the falcon there is no 
di5erence between carrier pigeons, racing pigeons, or competition birds. 
It sees no clubs, no contests, and no messages. It sees only prey.Q

M few seconds of silence followed while the men allowed the explana-
tion to sink in. Mt last Briggs cleared his throat.

0Then there was no conspiracyYQ
M faint smile appeared on Holmes9s face.
0Wo. I think only that you have come up against one of nature9s own 

laws, which takes no account of human concerns.Q
The laughter came cautiously at Arst, but quickly spread through the 

room. Mt once the tension that had marked the case for so many weeks 
seemed to dissolve. Holmes took the opportunity to say a little more 
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about the peregrine falcon9s method of hunting, its extraordinary sight, 
and its ability to strike with a speed few creatures in nature can match. 
To my surprise, even the most frustrated pigeon fanciers now listened 
with genuine fascination.

1hen the meeting was at last over and the men began to rise from 
the table, it struck me how di5erent their reaction was from what I had 
expected. Wo one seemed angry. Wo one demanded revenge or spoke 
of sabotage. On the contrary, most of them appeared to feel an almost 
visible relief. There had been no traitor among them, no rival club, no 
secret organi“ation, and no hidden enemy. The whole mystery had its 
origin in something far simpler.

They had merely crossed paths with a hunter that had made use of 
London9s roofs long before their own games began, and which, know-
ing nothing of their riddles and contests, had forced them to see their 
beloved birds through nature9s eyes rather than their own.

Mnd as the men slowly left the room and continued their discussions 
in a far lighter tone than before, I could not help thinking how char-
acteristic the solution was of Sherlock Holmes. 1e had all looked for 
human motives, because we instinctively assumed that every mystery 
must spring from human actions. Holmes, however, had done what 
he so often did better than any other man. He had looked at the facts 
without asking what he wished to And, and so had discovered the truth 
in a place where none of the rest of us had thought to look.

Ms so often happens with the less celebrated cases of Sherlock Holmes, 
this one gradually slipped from our daily thoughts. Life in London con-
tinued its usual course, new clients found their way to Baker Street, and 
the many hours Holmes had spent upon the roofs around Fleet Street 
were gradually absorbed by other tasks and other mysteries. From time 
to time, however, we heard news from the pigeon fanciers. The clubs had 
adapted to the situation in the only sensible manner. Some changed their 
8ight routes, others moved their release points, and several simply began 
sending their birds at di5erent times of day. The result was not long in 
coming. The disappearances grew fewer, and in time that peculiar world 
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of riddles, messages, and small competitions returned to its accustomed 
rhythm.

A Crime That Never Was
One late afternoon, some time after the conclusion of the case, Holmes 
and I were sitting in our room in Baker Street. The sun was setting over 
London, and its golden light streamed through the window and laid 
long shadows across the carpet. Holmes sat in his customary chair by the 
Areplace with his pipe between his Angers, while I glanced through the 
day9s newspaper with no great interest. There prevailed that particular 
peacefulness which can sometimes settle upon our rooms between two 
cases, and which was almost always interrupted in the most unexpected 
manner.

I had just turned a page when a faint sound at the window caused me 
to raise my head.

M pigeon sat upon the ledge outside.
That in itself was not unusual. Birds often found their way to the 

windows of Baker Street. But this pigeon behaved di5erently. It sat quite 
calmly and seemed entirely una5ected by the noise from the street below. 
Stranger still, it did not 8y away when I rose and approached the window.

0Holmes,Q said I, 0we have a visitor.Q
He cast a glance over his shoulder.
0So I see.Q
I opened the window carefully. The pigeon did not move an inch. 

Only when I came quite close to it did I notice the small metal capsule 
fastened to its leg.

I could not help smiling.
0It appears that your clients have found yet another use for their 

network.Q
Holmes said nothing, but I could see the gleam in his eyes.
1ith careful Angers I loosened the capsule and drew out the little 

rolled slip. The paper had been folded with the care I had by then learned 
to associate with the messages of the pigeon fanciers. I unrolled it and 
read aloud.
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0To the only man in London who could uncover a crime that had 
never been committed.Q

For a moment there was silence.
Then Holmes leaned back in his chair with one of those rare smiles 

which appeared only when he was genuinely pleased.
0That was kind of them,Q said he.
I folded the slip again and returned to the window. The pigeon still 

waited patiently, as though it knew its task was not quite completed. 
Only when I opened my hand did it rise lightly and e5ortlessly from the 
ledge.

1e both remained standing at the window and followed it with our 
eyes.

It rose above the roofs of Baker Street, circled once in the golden 
evening light, and then continued westward. Shortly afterward it joined 
a 8ock of other pigeons that were already moving through the clear sky. 
Together they 8ew on above the city with that quiet certainty which only 
birds seem to possess.

Beside me Holmes stood silent.
I noticed how his ga“e followed the 8ock for some time, but also how 

for a moment it searched even higher in the sky, as though his thoughts 
had returned to the high spire of St. Bride9s and the hunter that had set 
the whole a5air in motion.

1hat he thought in that moment I do not know.
Perhaps he thought of the falcon, which had merely followed its na-

ture while the people below had built theories of conspiracies, spies, and 
hidden enemies. Perhaps he thought only of how often the truth proves 
simpler than the explanations we invent for ourselves.

In any case, after a moment his ga“e returned to the room. He placed 
another piece of coal upon the Are, sat down in his chair, and reached for 
his pipe.

Mnd thus ended the a5air of The Pigeons of Fleet Street.





The Street the Horses 
Feared

T here are among Sherlock Holmes’s many investigations a few cases 
which have remained particularly vivid in my memory, not be-

cause of the brutality of the crime or the social importance of the persons 
involved, but because they seemed to touch upon something far older 
and more instinctive within man himself. Holmes was often consulted 
by men and women who feared their fellow human beings—a spouse, a 
rival, a thief, or a murderer—but only rarely did we encounter cases in 
which nature’s own warnings appeared to be ignored by everyone except 
the animals.

It was one of Holmes’s qualities, and one which I came in time to 
hold in the highest regard, that he never casually dismissed what others 
considered animalistic or primitive. He possessed no sentimental interest 
in animals—that would have been entirely foreign to his nature—but he 
held a profound respect for their senses and for that immediate recogni-
tion of danger which civilization seems, to some extent, to have dulled 
in mankind.

I scarcely need remind the reader of the remarkable incident upon 
Dartmoor, where it was precisely the absence of a dog’s reaction that led 
Holmes to the truth in the aOair later known as Silver Blaze. En other 
occasions, which never found their way into public record, I likewise 
saw him attach considerable signiRcance to the behavior of animals long 
before any human observation appeared to point in the same direction. 
I recall in particular the curious aOair which Holmes himself referred to 
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as The Scented Honey, in which a series of seemingly inexplicable inci-
dents surrounding several beehives found their explanation only because 
Holmes observed a change in the bees’ usual patterns long before their 
owners did.

BThe animal observes without vanity, Patson.M

A Restless Morning in Baker Street
I still remember the morning on which this singular case began. 9ondon 
lay wrapped in a dense and humid winter fog which seemed to mu3e the 
city’s own sounds without ever fully silencing them. I had arrived early 
at 4aker Street, and despite my heavy coat I felt the cold bite at my face 
as I stepped from the cab before Cumber ””24.

Aven at that early hour the city was far from still. Through the fog 
came the familiar rhythm of horseshoes against cobblestones, and from 
the east there drifted at intervals the mingled odor of coal smoke, wet 
straw, and the animal markets down by the docks. Somewhere farther 
along the street a horse suddenly whinnied, followed by the mu3ed 
shout of a driver before the sounds were once more swallowed by the 
fog.

I remember distinctly when Yrs. Hudson shortly afterward an-
nounced that a man from the markets in the east wished to speak with 
Holmes concerning several horses that refused to pass through a partic-
ular street. The matter was to prove a temporary turning point, during 
which Holmes’s entire nature seemed to awaken after a very quiet period.

Ever the years I had learned that these quiet periods were often the 
most di?cult to share with Holmes. Phen a case fully occupied his 
thoughts, he could appear lively and present, almost youthfully engaged, 
but when 9ondon for any length of time failed to produce a mystery 
worthy of his abilities, there arose within him a restlessness which, even 
amid the familiar surroundings of 4aker Street, could feel heavy and 
deeply unsettling.

During such periods he frequently threw himself into his chemical ex-
periments with an almost excessive intensity. The sharp odor of acids and 
tobacco smoke could linger through our rooms for days while strange 
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glass vessels and test tubes occupied every free corner of the tables. Nt 
other times he withdrew entirely into himself. He might disappear into 
9ondon without explanation or lock himself away for hours without 
producing the slightest sound, until even I, who knew him better than 
any other man, began to feel his presence as something distant and 
inaccessible.

I must confess that these moods aOected me more at times than I 
then wished to admit. There were moments when Holmes’s silence and 
restless energy seemed almost to spread through the rooms like a tension, 
and when I silently feared those darker inclinations which had shown 
themselves in him during similar periods in the past.

It was as though his enormous energy could Rnd no natural outlet. 
He wandered restlessly between the window, the Rreplace, and his work-
table, suddenly stopping in the middle of the room like a man who had 
heard something no one else could hear, only a moment later to resume 
his uneasy pacing. Several times he took up the violin, drew the bow 
across the strings in short, disconnected passages, and then abruptly set 
it aside again with an irritation that seemed directed as much toward 
himself as toward the instrument.

It is precisely for that reason that I still so vividly remember the re-
lief with which his entire being seemed to change when Yrs. Hudson 
knocked and announced our visitor from the markets in the east. That 
the case would later develop into something far stranger and more re-
markable than either of us could possibly have imagined at the time only 
renders that Rrst meeting all the more vivid in my memory.

The Man from the Eastern Markets
I must admit that upon Rrst hearing of it, the matter sounded so trivial 
that even I scarcely concealed my disappointment. Holmes himself did 
not initially appear especially interested. He remained standing by the 
window with his gaze directed toward the street while the visitor was 
shown into the sitting room. The man was heavily built, with a weath-
er-beaten face and the strong odor of stable and wet wool clinging to 



THA VNWACS EF PHITALHN1A92“…

his clothes. He held his cap nervously between his hands and cast several 
quick glances about him, as though he already regretted his visit.

B5ou must excuse me, Yr. Holmes,M he began. B1erhaps it’s not the 
sort of thing for a gentleman like yourself, but there’s something wrong 
with the horses down by 4lackwall 9ane.M

Holmes gave only half a nod without moving.
BPhat sort of wrong6M
BThey won’t go through the street, sir. Cot the lower stretch near the 

warehouse buildings.M The man hesitated brie;y. BNnd it isn’t 7ust one 
horse either. Several of them get uneasy there. Some try to turn back. 
Ene of them reared so violently yesterday the wagon nearly overturned.M

Nt that very instant Holmes’s entire posture changed completely.
He slowly turned away from the window, and at once I saw the fa-

miliar transformation in his face—the sudden sharpness in his gaze, the 
complete disappearance of the restless indiOerence which only moments 
earlier had characterized him. His entire attention was now Rxed upon 
the man before us.

BThe horses, you say6M he asked calmly. BNnd only at one particular 
stretch of the street6M

B5es, sir.M
Holmes took a single step forward into the room.
BIt is precisely there, Patson,M he said quietly, Bthat an interesting case 

begins.M
The man was visibly relieved Rnally to have secured Holmes’s full 

attention, though he still spoke with a certain hesitation, like a man 
afraid of making himself ridiculous by putting words to something he 
himself did not fully understand.

BIt’s down around 4lackwall 9ane, sir,M he continued. BCear the horse 
market and the warehouse buildings farther down toward the docks. 
There’s always noise and animals and wagons there, so people don’t 
notice much from day to day. 4ut these last few weeks8M He slowly 
shook his head. BSomething is wrong.M
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Holmes had now seated himself in the chair near the Rreplace, his 
Rngertips pressed together before him and his gaze Rxed steadily upon 
the man.

BIn what way wrong6M
BIt’s the horses, sir. Cot 7ust my own. I’ve seen several traders have 

trouble with them. Some refuse to go farther. Ethers grow nervous long 
before they reach the markets. Nnd two days ago an entire team nearly 
panicked.M

B1anicked6M Holmes repeated calmly.
B5es, sir. Ns though they smelled or heard something.M He hesitated 

again. B1eople talk, of course. Some say gas is leaking up from the sewers. 
Ethers think it’s chemicals from the warehouses. Nnd then there are 
those who say some of the stable lads treat the animals too roughly.M

He shrugged with a weary resignation.
BThere are explanations in every direction, Yr. Holmes. 4ut one thing 

is certain—the horses are not behaving normally.M
Holmes sat silent for a moment.
BNnd this occurs every day6M
BYy own horse won’t enter the street anymore, sir.M The driver an-

swered without hesitation this time. BYakes no diOerence whether it’s 
morning or evening. It senses the place long before I do. Starts pulling 
back, shaking its head, trying to turn around.M He glanced brie;y toward 
Holmes. BI’ve driven in those districts for Rfteen years. I’ve never seen 
anything like it.M

Holmes leaned forward ever so slightly.
B4ut the market continues as usual6M
BEh yes,M the man said dryly. BIt takes more than a few nervous horses 

to stop trade in the Aast And. 1eople will see to getting their goods 
through one way or another.M He narrowed his eyes slightly. B4ut among 
the drivers they’re talking about it now, sir. Nnd more of them are 
beginning to avoid the street entirely.M

4y now the driver seemed to have said more than he had originally 
intended, and when silence brie;y settled over the sitting room, he rose 
somewhat heavily from the chair with his cap clenched between his 
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hands. I still remember the uncertainty that hung about himQ like a man 
already fearing that he had made himself an ob7ect of ridicule by bringing 
something so peculiar before Sherlock Holmes.

BI know it probably sounds foolish, sir,M he said apologetically. BNfter 
all, they’re only horses.M

Holmes, who only moments earlier had appeared almost apathetic 
from boredom, now displayed a far greater attentiveness than even I 
would have expected of him. He had risen from the chair and stood with 
one hand resting upon the mantelpiece while his sharp gaze still rested 
upon the man.

B5ou have done wisely to come to me.M
It was spoken without drama, almost matter-of-factly, yet with such 

precision and calm that the driver’s face at once seemed to ease slightly. 
He nodded several times, as though Holmes, with those few words, had 
conRrmed something he himself had long feared.

BThank you, Yr. Holmes. It’s good that there’s Rnally someone who 
doesn’t 7ust laugh at it.M

He picked up his worn cap, bowed awkwardly to us both, and then 
moved toward the door with the heavy, slightly weary gait common 
among many men from the markets after long days among wagons and 
animals. N moment later we heard his footsteps disappear down the 
stairs, followed by the heavy slam of the street door against the winter 
cold outside.

Eastward Through the Fog
Pe left 4aker Street shortly afterward in a closed horse-drawn cab, and I 
still remember the damp cold that struck against us at once as we made 
our way through the dense winter tra?c. The rain must have ceased only 
a few hours earlier, yet 9ondon still bore its unmistakable traces. The 
cobblestones glistened darkly beneath the dull glow of the gas lamps, and 
the wheels of the countless wagons drew long tracks through the mud 
along the gutters.

Ns we moved farther eastward, the city gradually changed in character. 
The tra?c grew denser and more restless, and the familiar hansoms and 
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private carriages slowly gave way to heavier market wagons, work carts, 
and long transports of animals. Averywhere there arose shouts between 
drivers, traders, and dockworkers, interrupted by the crack of whips, the 
metallic grinding of wheels against stone, and the constant rhythm of 
hooves upon the wet streets.

The air itself seemed to grow heavier the farther we traveled. The sharp 
odor of coal smoke now mingled with wet straw, horse, cattle, and that 
peculiar damp stench which always appeared to linger over the districts 
near the markets and the docks. In certain places steam rose directly from 
the animals’ bodies into the cold air, so that entire streets for a moment 
seemed alive with movement and breath.

Holmes said almost nothing during the drive. He sat leaning slightly 
forward with his gaze directed out through the side window of the cab, 
and I could see that his mind was already working intensely upon the 
case. From time to time his eyes would follow a particular wagon or a 
single animal through the tra?c with a concentration I did not then 
fully understand. Ence I noticed him incline very slightly forward when 
a team of powerful market horses suddenly became uneasy at the sound 
of some distant metallic clamor farther down the street.

BInteresting,M he murmured almost inaudibly.
I asked no further questions. Axperience had taught me that in such 

moments Holmes had already begun that inner process whereby obser-
vations which to others appeared disconnected and insigniRcant slowly 
gathered themselves into a pattern within his mind.

The Horse Market
Phen at last we approached the market district around 4lackwall 9ane, 
the entire quarter seemed to open before us like a separate world with-
in 9ondon itself. Aven through the fog one could already discern at 
a distance the restless glow of the numerous gas lamps casting their 
yellowish light across the streets and causing the steam rising from men 
and animals to move like living shadows through the darkness.

I still remember my Rrst sight of the horse market. Averywhere enor-
mous animal forms emerged and vanished again amid fog and light, so 
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that one often saw only the silhouette of a head, a tense neck, or the 
sudden motion of a tail before the outline was swallowed once more 
by steam and smoke. Horses stood packed in rows before wagons and 
enclosures, while others were led through the crowds by shouting traders 
and stable hands.

The air was heavy and warm in a manner that seemed almost un-
natural in the winter cold. Steam rose directly from the animals’ bodies 
and mingled with the odors of wet straw, mud, stable Rlth, and manure, 
while coal smoke from the nearby buildings spread a sharp bitterness 
over everything. From the cattle market farther down the street came 
the deep unrest of livestock, and at intervals the sound of a neigh or the 
sudden crack of a whip cut through the noise.

N violent and almost unstoppable life reigned over the place. Pagons 
rattled through the narrow passages with wheels half-buried in mud, 
men shouted prices and insults at one another in one unbroken stream, 
and at regular intervals bells sounded somewhere among the buildings as 
signals for the beginning of a trade or auction. The entire market seemed 
to move in a constant rhythm of noise, steam, and agitation.

I must confess that I myself never cared greatly for these districts. 
There was something in the dense mixture of animals, commerce, and 
human roughness that always made me uneasy. Aven the manner in 
which the men seized the horses’ reins or drove cattle through the mud 
at times bore a brutality which I found di?cult to grow accustomed to. 
To Holmes, however, the place appeared to exert quite a diOerent eOect. 
Phere I sensed crowding and disorder, he seemed instead to grow more 
alive with every step, as though the chaotic energy of the market merely 
sharpened his own senses further.

I must admit that it seemed di?cult to me to determine with any 
certainty whether the animals truly behaved more restlessly than usual. 
To a man not accustomed to frequenting markets and stables, the entire 
district already appeared at Rrst glance to exist in a state of constant agita-
tion. Horses pulled at their reins, cattle pressed against enclosures, dogs 
darted barking between wagons and men, and the cries of traders and 
drivers seemed ceaselessly to keep both animals and people in motion.
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I remember thinking that even Holmes could scarcely distinguish the 
unusual from the ordinary confusion in such a place. 5et while this 
thought still passed through my mind, it became evident to me that he 
had already begun precisely that process.

Suddenly he stopped in the middle of the street and stood perfectly 
still among the passing wagons. I saw him raise his head slightly and 
draw a deeper breath almost imperceptibly, as though he himself were 
attempting to catch something in the air in the same manner as the 
animals around us. His gaze moved slowly across the market, over the 
horses, the dogs, the shouting men, and the dark warehouse buildings 
farther down toward the docks. Nt the same time he seemed to listen with 
an intensity that rendered even the most ordinary sounds signiRcant.

Shortly afterward he walked directly toward a group of horse traders 
gathered beside an enclosure. Holmes immediately adopted the discreet 
and almost indiOerent tone he often employed when seeking informa-
tion without arousing suspicion.

BI have heard,M he said calmly, Bthat the animals have become more 
restless here of late.M

Two of the men merely shrugged, as though the question seemed 
meaningless to them, but an older trader with a red face and heavy 
shoulders immediately turned toward Holmes.

BThey’re Rne today,M he said. B4ut that’s because the wind’s from the 
south.M

Holmes’s eyes instantly sharpened.
BDoes that make a diOerence6M
BYore than you’d think, sir.M The man spat into the mud and nodded 

toward the warehouse buildings farther down the street. B5ou ought to 
see the horses when the wind turns north. Pe can hardly control them 
then.M

BIndeed6M
B5es. Some refuse to move forward. Ethers nearly lose their senses.M 

He lowered his voice slightly. BIt’s as though they smell something.M
Holmes remained silent for a moment.
BNnd this has begun recently6M
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BThe last fourteen days. Yaybe three weeks.M The man shrugged 
again. BCo one really knows why.M

Holmes thanked him brie;y and moved on without further expla-
nation. I now noticed how his attention increasingly centered upon 
the street itself rather than upon the people within it. Several times he 
stopped to examine the cobblestones, gently tapping the ground with 
his cane and then standing still for a moment as though listening for 
something beneath us. Shortly afterward he followed a narrow trail of 
dark liquid along the gutter until it disappeared between several worn 
sewer grates beside a warehouse building.

To my astonishment Holmes knelt directly down into the mud with-
out hesitation.

BHolmesHM I exclaimed under my breath.
He did not answer. Pith a swift movement he inserted his cane be-

neath the heavy sewer cover and lifted it 7ust enough for a stream of damp 
air to rise from the darkness below. I saw him bend forward and inhale 
the odor with a concentration as though this were the most natural thing 
in the world.

N group of passing laborers stopped and stared at him with open be-
wilderment, and I must confess that I myself felt a certain embarrassment 
at the scene. Holmes, however, appeared entirely unaOected. His whole 
being was now completely absorbed in the investigation, and in his face 
I could already discern that particular expression which invariably sig-
naled that his mind had detected a clue no one else had yet understood.

A Panic in the Street
Holmes’s examination was abruptly interrupted, however, by a sudden 
disturbance farther down the street. Nbove the noise of the market came 
the sound of a man shouting sharply at his animals, followed by the 
hard echo of horseshoes striking cobblestones. Several people turned 
simultaneously, and I saw a heavy market wagon halted some distance 
farther ahead amid the fog and the dull glow of the gas lamps.

The two harnessed horses were plainly beyond control. Ene pulled 
violently to the side while the other reared so high that the driver barely 
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managed to remain upon the seat. Aven at that distance one could sense 
the peculiar panic in the animals—not the ordinary agitation of exhaust-
ed market horses, but a more desperate and instinctive terror.

Holmes immediately straightened from the sewer.
BThere, Patson.M
Nt Rrst he stood entirely still, observing the scene with that absolute 

concentration which always came over him at decisive moments. The 
driver once more attempted to force the horses forward, but both ani-
mals threw back their heads and stubbornly refused to move farther into 
the street. Nnother neigh rang through the fog, shrill and almost human 
in its desperation.

BInteresting8 very interesting.M
N moment later Holmes made a brief gesture toward me with his 

hand.
BLome.M

The Second Market
He set oO at once at a rapid pace down the street, and I followed between 
wagons, traders, and drifting animals. Ns we moved away from the horse 
market itself, the surroundings gradually changed. The dense crowd 
thinned, and on either side dark industrial buildings rose like heavy 
shadows through the fog. Several of them seemed closed or abandoned, 
with mud-streaked brick facades, heavy gates, and only a few faint lights 
behind the dirty windows.

Farther ahead we could still hear the driver’s angry shouts mingled 
with the sound of the agitated horses. Ns we drew nearer, we saw that the 
man had apparently abandoned any attempt to proceed farther into the 
area. Pith great di?culty he had managed to turn the wagon around, 
and the horses were now pulling almost feverishly away from the street, 
as though they wished to put the greatest possible distance between 
themselves and the place.

Holmes stopped for a brief moment and let his gaze travel farther on 
through the fog.
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There, a little farther down beyond the warehouses, one could now 
discern another, smaller market, where cattle were being driven between 
enclosures and low wooden barriers beneath the ;ickering gas lamps. 
The deep unrest of the livestock mingled with the noise from the docks 
farther away.

Pithout a word, Holmes continued purposefully in that direction.
Aven before we reached the cattle market, it became evident even to 

me that something here felt diOerent. The agitation among the animals 
was no longer the usual restlessness that naturally accompanies large 
markets and dense tra?c. It seemed more concentrated, more tense. The 
cattle pressed closer against the enclosures, several pulled hard at their 
ropes, and from diOerent sides came short, sudden bellows that made 
even the men around them turn their heads. The dogs, too, seemed 
altered. Several darted back and forth barking between wagons without 
any visible cause, and one large sheepdog simply refused to move any 
farther toward the warehouses, though its owner struck at it with a stick.

I saw at once that Holmes had also noticed the change. His gaze 
moved quickly between the animals, the people, and the narrow passages 
between the buildings, while he slowly walked around the enclosures 
with his hands deep in the pockets of his coat.

Shortly afterward he stopped beside a group of cattle dealers who were 
plainly occupied with several animals that refused to be led forward.

BPhat appears to be the di?culty here6M Holmes asked calmly.
N broad man with mud halfway up his boots turned irritably.
BThe di?culty6M he exclaimed. BIt’s impossible to trade under these 

conditions. Pe should never have come today.M
Holmes did not appear to react to the man’s tone.
BPhy not6M
B9ook at the animalsHM answered another, pointing toward the enclo-

sure. BThey’re impossible to handle.M
Nt that very moment a couple of cattle pressed violently against the 

woodwork, so that the whole fence gave way with a dry creak.
BIs it always like this6M Holmes asked.
The men exchanged brief glances.
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BCo,M said the Rrst, more quietly. BIt wasn’t bad yesterday.M
BNnd what is the diOerence between yesterday and today6M
The man shrugged and looked up toward the fog above the buildings.
BThe wind.M
Holmes said nothing.
B5esterday it came from the north,M the man continued. BToday it’s in 

the south. That makes all the diOerence.M
I saw immediately that particular expression come over Holmes’s 

face—the almost imperceptible gleam of intense concentration that al-
ways appeared when an observation suddenly fell into place in his mind. 
He turned slowly and let his gaze travel back up the street toward the 
larger market we had 7ust left.

Nt the great horse market, the men had told us that the trouble oc-
curred especially when the wind came from the north.

Here the relation was precisely the opposite.
It was evident that this contradiction instantly became signiRcant 

to Holmes. For a moment he stood quite still, his head raised slightly 
toward the wind, almost as though he too were now attempting to detect 
something in the air which the rest of us could not yet register.

BVemarkable,M he murmured softly.
Nnd without further explanation he began slowly to move on between 

the enclosures, with an expression that told me the case had 7ust taken a 
far more interesting turn in his mind.

Between Two Instincts
Holmes said nothing more to the men by the enclosure, but I saw how 
his thoughts now worked with far greater intensity than before. He 
withdrew a few paces from the cattle market and let his gaze slowly 
wander through the area. First over the restless cattle before us, then 
farther up through the foggy street toward the great horse market we had 
7ust left.

4etween the two market places lay the row of dark warehouse build-
ings like a dead zone between the animals’ unrest. The heavy brick 
facades rose silent and almost lifeless in the fog, broken only by a few 
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dull windows and large closed gates with iron Rttings darkened by rain 
and coal smoke. Nt that moment the buildings seemed to me entirely 
ordinary—one more of 9ondon’s countless industrial quarters—but 
Holmes’s attention now fastened upon them with a concentration that 
immediately impressed me.

Pithout a word he began slowly to walk back up the street in the 
direction of the horse market. I followed him through mud, wagons, and 
drifting steam, while he stopped several times quite brie;y and let his 
gaze travel up along the masonry, the roofs, and the closed gates. Nbout 
halfway between the two markets he Rnally stopped altogether.

Here the street seemed strangely quiet compared with the noise from 
both sides. Enly the distant unrest of the animals and the constant sound 
of wheels against cobblestones reached in between the buildings.

Holmes stood for a long while without moving.
His gaze moved slowly from one warehouse to another, up toward 

the windows, down toward the gutter, and back again. Ence he went all 
the way over to one of the gates and brie;y placed his hand against the 
damp woodwork, as though he were trying to feel something through 
the surface.

I came up beside him 7ust as he drew back again.
BHolmes,M I said quietly, Bwhat is it that you see6M
He did not answer at once. His eyes remained Rxed upon the buildings 

before us with that distant and almost sharp look which always appeared 
when his intuition had caught hold of something not yet fully explain-
able.

BPatson8M he murmured slowly. BPhen two instincts point in op-
posite directions, one must look between them.M

He was silent for another moment, and once more let his gaze travel 
through the narrow street between the markets.

BThis,M he then said softly, Bmust most certainly be examined more 
closely.M

Nt last he turned sharply about with that sudden decisiveness which 
so often concluded his Rrst investigations.
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BPe have seen enough for today,M he said brie;y. BLome. 9et us return 
to 4aker Street.M

I must confess that I received this decision with some relief. The damp 
cold, the smell from the markets, and the persistent agitation among the 
animals had by then cast a oppressive mood over the entire district, one 
I found di?cult to shake oO. Aven as we left the street and once more 
approached the more ordinary quarters toward the west, the echo of the 
agitated animals seemed still to follow us through the fog behind.

The Central Buildings
During the 7ourney home toward 4aker Street, Holmes was at Rrst al-
most as silent as he had been on the way out. He sat deep in the seat with 
the long gray coat drawn more closely about him, while his sharp proRle 
from time to time emerged in the light of the passing gas lamps. I had 
long since learned that these periods of silence rarely arose from any lack 
of thought—on the contrary, they most often heralded the moments 
when his mind was working with its greatest intensity.

Enly when we had again left the worst of the market districts behind 
us did he turn slightly toward me.

B5ou saw it too, of course, Patson6M
I had to admit that I was far from certain what he was referring to.
BI saw only,M I replied, Bthat the animals clearly reacted diOerently 

according to place and wind. 4ut as to the cause, I must admit it still 
seems to me quite obscure.M

Holmes nodded slowly, as though this answer was precisely what he 
had expected.

BNnd yet the explanation already lies almost plainly before us.M
He lifted his hand slightly and traced an almost invisible point in the 

air between us.
BNt the great horse market, the unrest arises chie;y when the wind 

comes from the north. Nt the cattle market, the relation is precisely 
the opposite. Phen the wind comes from the south, the animals there 
become almost impossible to control.M

I felt how his voice gradually gained energy.
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BThat means, naturally, that the cause does not lie in the markets 
themselves.M He looked brie;y at me. B4ut between them.M

Suddenly his eyes gleamed with an almost youthful brilliance.
BThe central buildings, Patson. The entire problem turns upon 

them.M
He leaned slightly forward.
BThat is the only point from which the air can aOect both markets 

diOerently according to the direction of the wind. Phen the wind shifts, 
the in;uence is carried either toward the horses or toward the cattle. 
The buildings between the markets are therefore not merely interest-
ing—they are the very knot of the matter.M

He was silent for a moment and let his gaze travel out toward 9ondon’s 
dark streets.

BNnd precisely for that reason,M he continued calmly, Bit is there we 
must look for the cause of the animals’ unrest.M

BThen you believe something is hidden in the buildings6M
BI believe nothing yet,M Holmes answered quickly. B4ut I observe that 

both horses and cattle react with a fear that does not appear accidental. 
Nnd animals,M he added dryly, Brarely suOer collective hallucinations.M

N faint smile passed over his face.
BCo, Patson. Pe shall be wise to let the area settle. Phen darkness has 

fallen and the market has emptied, we shall return.M
He drew his coat more tightly about him.
BNnd there,M he said softly, Bwe shall take a closer look at those build-

ings.M

Return After Dark
It had grown late by the time Holmes and I once more set out for 
4lackwall 9ane. The fog, which had already hung heavily over 9ondon 
earlier in the day, had now thickened and seemed almost to swallow the 
light from the gas lamps, so that the entire city took on a muted and 
dreamlike aspect. Aven the sounds appeared more distant than usual. 
Phere during the day one constantly heard wheels against cobblestones, 
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the cries of traders, and the ceaseless movement of people through the 
streets, 9ondon now lay beneath a far more oppressive silence.

Ns we approached the market districts to the east, I was struck by 
how completely the place had changed character since the morning. The 
noise and warmth which only hours earlier had Rlled the streets with 
steam, shouting, and living animals had almost entirely vanished. The 
market squares now lay dark and empty among the damp buildings, and 
only a few gas lamps cast their dull glow across the mud and abandoned 
enclosures.

Nnd yet the place was far from lifeless. The smell of animals still hung 
heavily in the air—wet straw, stable Rlth, manure, and the peculiar warm 
scent of horse and cattle that seemed to have settled into the very masonry 
around us. It was strange to think that only a few hours later the district 
would awaken once again into the same violent life, when wagons from 
all the surrounding countryside arrived with animals for the markets 
before dawn.

Holmes had spoken very little during the drive. He sat with the collar 
drawn up about his face and his gaze Rxed ahead through the carriage 
window, while the fog drifted past us like slow-moving shadows.

BStop by the warehouse buildings between the markets,M he suddenly 
said to the driver.

Pe had scarcely reached the narrow stretch between the buildings 
before Holmes immediately leaned forward again.

BCo—go a little farther.M His voice became lower. BEn the opposite 
side. Discreetly. Nnd without attracting attention.M

The driver obeyed without question and allowed the carriage to roll 
onward through the damp silence until we stood partially concealed in 
the darkness on the opposite side of the street.

I immediately saw the same thing Holmes had already noticed.

The Midnight Cargo
From one of the apparently abandoned warehouse buildings, a faint 
yellowish light seeped from the upper windows through the dirty panes. 
Cot bright enough to illuminate the street, but su?cient to reveal move-
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ment within. From time to time dark shadows passed across the light, 
like men working farther inside the building.

Holmes slowly raised his hand and placed a Rnger to his lips.
Pe remained seated in silence inside the carriage.
There was something in the sight of the dark building, the concealed 

movements, and the unnatural activity in the middle of the otherwise 
deserted street that gave the entire place an almost sinister quality. Aven 
the horses before the carriage seemed to sense the atmosphereQ I noticed 
how both animals stood unusually still with their heads slightly raised 
toward the buildings, while their breath drifted like steam into the cold 
night air.

Nfter several minutes of complete silence, there suddenly came a dull 
sound from inside the warehouse, as though something heavy had been 
dragged across the ;oor. Shortly afterward followed the sound of iron 
against wood, and the great gate facing the street was slowly pushed open 
from within.

N broader wash of yellow light at once spread through the fog and 
cast long shadows across the cobblestones. Several men stepped out 
from the building. Two of them carried dark hand lanterns, while others 
immediately began lifting large wooden crates through the gate. Aven 
at a distance one could see how carefully they worked. The crates were 
neither thrown nor shoved, but carried with an almost excessive caution, 
as though the contents were either fragile or of such a nature as to require 
great care.

Nt that very moment I felt a movement before us.
4oth our own horses suddenly became restless.
Ene tossed its head violently and strained against the harness, while 

the other stamped against the cobblestones and gave a subdued whinny 
into the darkness. I immediately felt an unpleasant tension pass through 
the carriage.

BHolmes8M I whispered. BPe may be attracting too much attention.M
Holmes had already observed the same thing.
BN little farther ahead,M he said quietly to the driver. BSlowly.M
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The carriage once more began to roll gradually through the fog, and 
even while the driver attempted to keep the pace steady, I could clearly 
feel how nervously the horses moved. They did not trot with the calm 
rhythm one ordinarily expected from tired city horses, but with short, 
tense movements, as though they wished to get away from the place as 
quickly as possible.

Nt the same time Holmes kept his eyes Rxed continuously upon the 
warehouse building.

From the opposite end of the street another horse-drawn wagon 
emerged through the fog. It moved slowly toward the gate, where the 
men still carried crates from the building. I immediately saw that these 
horses also reacted to the place. 4efore the wagon had even stopped, one 
of the horses ;ung its head violently backward and whinnied sharply. N 
moment later the animal actually attempted to rear, so that the driver 
had to struggle hard with the reins to maintain control.

Holmes’s hand immediately tightened around the edge of the win-
dow.

BThereHM he said softly and intensely.
I must confess that my own thoughts at this stage revolved chie;y 

around more ordinary forms of crime. The entire scene—the night-
time transports, the closed buildings, the men’s careful handling of the 
crates—pointed in my mind unmistakably toward smuggling. I imag-
ined whiskey, stolen goods, or perhaps even weapons and explosive sub-
stances being moved through the dock districts under cover of darkness.

4ut while I attempted to understand the men’s actions, it was evident 
that Holmes was observing the horses to a far greater degree.

Cot the smugglers. Cot the crates. 4ut the horses.
Nnd in that piercing instant, when yet another nervous whinny rang 

through the fog before the warehouse building, I suddenly understood 
that his thoughts were already moving in a direction I was not yet capable 
of following.

Enly a few minutes later the entire scene suddenly seemed to dissolve 
again with the same discreet swiftness with which it had begun. The 
last crates were carried onto the wagon, the men exchanged a few brief 
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subdued words, and shortly afterward there once again came the heavy 
sound of iron against wood as the gate was slowly pulled shut from 
within.

The light which moments earlier had streamed across the street was 
abruptly swallowed by darkness.

The loaded wagon set oO and gradually disappeared through the fog 
farther down the street, until both the rumbling of the wheels and the 
nervous whinnying of the horses slowly died away into the night. For a 
moment one could still discern the faint lantern lights moving among 
the buildings, but shortly afterward they too were gone.

The area was once again left almost completely deserted.
It struck me then how strange the whole aOair had seemed—as though 

some violent drama had brie;y unfolded in the darkness only to vanish 
again without leaving behind anything but silence. The thick fog once 
more drifted slowly through the street between the warehouse buildings, 
and only an occasional drip from the gutters broke the stillness.

Holmes gave a brief signal to the driver to stop.
Pe now stood once more almost directly opposite the great dark 

building.
Nll the windows were black. The gate was closed. Cothing moved 

any longer. Nnd yet the entire place now seemed far more sinister than 
before, precisely because everything once again appeared so utterly silent 
and abandoned.

Eur own horses again began to grow restless the nearer we came to 
the building. Ene tossed its head, while the other repeatedly pulled 
nervously to the side, forcing the driver to hold Rrmly to the reins in 
order to maintain control.

Holmes noticed it immediately.
BStop here,M he said softly.
Hardly had the carriage halted before he had already opened the door 

and stepped down onto the wet cobblestones. He gave me a brief signal 
to follow, then turned toward the driver.

BDrive a little farther down the street,M he said quietly. B4ut remain 
nearby. Veturn in approximately Rfteen minutes.M
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The driver nodded without question. It was evident that he too de-
sired the greatest possible distance from the place.

The Abandoned Warehouse
Shortly afterward the carriage slowly disappeared through the fog be-
hind us, while the sound of the nervous horses gradually died away into 
the darkness. Holmes and I were left standing alone before the great 
warehouse building between the abandoned markets.

Pe had both lit our hand lamps, yet even their light seemed scarcely 
able to penetrate the fog and darkness surrounding us. The entire build-
ing rose heavy and silent before us with its dark brick walls and the great 
gate closed like a black surface against the street.

Holmes moved cautiously forward without the slightest hesitation. 
His movements now possessed that peculiar noiseless precision which I 
had so often observed in him during nocturnal investigations.

Nt the gate he paused and laid his hand against the damp wood. For 
a moment he merely listened. Then he carefully grasped one side of the 
gate and attempted very slowly to press it inward.

Nt Rrst it did not yield. I heard only the faint sound of wet wood 
against iron Rttings. 4ut after another cautious push the gate suddenly 
slid a few inches aside with a long, mu3ed creak.

Holmes immediately stopped and listened again.
Cothing.
Wery slowly he now opened the gate only enough for both of us to pass 

through.
N moment later we stood inside the great dark warehouse.
The smell of the air struck us at once—damp wood, dust, old straw, 

and something else, more di?cult to identify. The beams of our lamps 
swept across the vast empty room, where a few crates stood scattered 
about the ;oor among pillars and dark rafters, while the remainder of 
the building faded into almost complete darkness farther within.

Pith great caution, yet without the slightest hesitation, Holmes head-
ed directly toward the largest cluster of crates deeper inside the ware-
house. His lamp cast a ;ickering glow across the damp planks of the 
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;oor and the dark beams high above us, while our footsteps gave hollow 
echoes through the great empty hall.

I followed after him somewhat more reluctantly. There was something 
in the unnatural silence of the building which weighed heavily upon me. 
Aven the sound of our own movements seemed unnaturally loud in the 
darkness around us.

Holmes stopped beside the Rrst row of crates and turned brie;y to-
ward me.

BThe lamp, Patson.M
I held the light closer against the woodwork while he knelt before the 

nearest crate. To my surprise, he made no attempt to open it. Instead, he 
simply placed his hand against the wood and then slowly bent forward.

I watched him inhale the air near the cracks between the planks with 
a concentration as though even the faintest odor might prove of decisive 
importance.

N moment later he rose again without a word.
He moved on to another group of crates farther inside the building 

and repeated precisely the same examination. Ngain he let his hands pass 
over the woodwork, paused, and smelled closely near the 7oints between 
the boards.

4ut something still seemed not to satisfy him.
I now noticed the peculiar tense restlessness in his movements—not 

confusion, but the restless search for an observation which had not yet 
fully formed itself within his mind.

Suddenly he took the lamp from me again.
He carefully turned the light higher until the small ;ame cast a 

stronger glow through the darkness, and then raised the lamp as high as 
he could above his head.

Then he stood perfectly still.
I saw him lift his head slightly and slowly draw breath through his nose 

from diOerent directions, almost like an animal attempting to follow a 
scent upon the air.

Holmes slowly turned once in a full circle. Then he stopped abruptly. 
His gaze had Rxed itself upon the farthest corner of the warehouse.
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The Solitary Crate
There stood only a single crate. Separated from all the others. Half 
concealed in the darkness close against the wall.

Ns we approached the solitary crate in the corner of the building, I 
immediately noticed that the smell around us began to change character. 
From the Rrst moment the warehouse had been marked by the usual 
heavy odor of animals, wet straw, and old timber, but this was something 
altogether diOerent—sharper, heavier, and in some strange way more 
alive.

Holmes automatically slowed his pace.
I could now distinctly hear our own footsteps becoming slower against 

the plank ;oor, while the light of the lamp moved cautiously through 
the darkness before us. Aven Holmes’s breathing seemed to have become 
more controlled.

The crate gradually emerged more clearly into the light.
Aven from a distance one could see that it diOered markedly from the 

others. It was considerably larger and built far more solidly, with heavy 
iron reinforcements along the corners and thicker woodwork, as though 
it had been constructed to withstand far more than ordinary transport.

Holmes stopped a few yards from it.
In the uncertain light it was di?cult to distinguish every detail, but 

it suddenly seemed to me that the crate did not possess a proper closed 
lid like the others. The upper section appeared instead to be covered by 
a heavy metal grate, dark and almost concealed beneath the shadows of 
the rafters above.

Nt that very moment I felt an inexplicable uneasiness pass through me.
Holmes had now raised the lamp completely toward the grate, and I 

saw his expression become unusually sharp.
BPatson8M he said very softly.
Then he abruptly fell silent.
For from the dark interior of the crate there suddenly came a deep, 

almost inaudible movement.
Holmes slowly lifted his hand toward me in a brief, precise gesture.
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BIuite still, Patson.M His voice was scarcely more than a whisper.
Thereafter he himself began moving very cautiously toward the crate. 

I followed after him, my heart pounding heavily within my chest, while 
the light of the lamp trembled faintly across the dark woodwork and 
heavy iron Rttings.

Pe were scarcely more than a few paces from the crate when the sound 
suddenly came.

The Animal in the Dark
N deep, savage growl abruptly issued from within the darkness.

The sound was so deep and alien that even today I remember it as 
something which seemed to pass directly through marrow and bone. 
It was not merely the voice of an animal, but something ancient and 
predatory, which at once Rlled the entire warehouse and yet seemed to 
come from somewhere far nearer to us.

Nt the same instant there came a violent movement from inside the 
crate.

Something heavy hurled itself against the sides with such force that 
the entire structure shook. The metal grate vibrated with a harsh sound 
through the darkness, and another blow followed almost immediately 
afterward, this one so violent that the light in Holmes’s hand trembled 
visibly.

4oth Holmes and I instinctively sprang several steps backward.
I felt my heart hammering in my chest while yet another impact thun-

dered through the warehouse. Ene could now distinctly hear the heavy 
body moving within the crate—a powerful, gliding motion followed by 
short explosive blows against wood and metal, as though the beast were 
desperately attempting to break free.

Then the sound came again.
Cot merely a growl this time, but a deep rasping roar, mu3ed by 

the woodwork and the darkness around us, yet still so powerful that it 
seemed to make the very air within the building vibrate. I must confess 
that at that moment I experienced a very real fear. The warehouse, which 
only minutes earlier had appeared merely dark and abandoned, now 
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suddenly felt far too small for the creature that stood only a few paces 
from us.

Holmes instinctively seized my arm for a brief instant, then immedi-
ately released it.

BJood Jod8M escaped me.
Nnother blow struck the grate.
This time so near that for one brief second I thought the metal would 

give way.
Then everything suddenly became still.
Cot completely still.
From within the crate there still came the deep rhythm of the crea-

ture’s breathing—slow, heavy, and alive. I could hear claws moving 
against the woodwork inside, followed by a low, almost vibrating growl 
which still seemed to hang in the air around us.

Holmes now stood utterly motionless.
His gaze remained Rxed upon the crate, and in the glow of the lamp 

I saw that peculiar expression upon his face where tension and concen-
tration merged into the almost unnatural calm which always came over 
him in the most dangerous moments.

BThe horses knew long before we did,M he said softly.
Slowly we began once more to approach.
This time even more cautiously.
Avery step seemed unnaturally loud upon the ;oor while the light of 

the lamp slowly moved upward across the great crate and the dark metal 
grate above it. Nt only a few paces’ distance we could Rnally make out a 
large shadow moving behind the bars.

Then the light suddenly caught a pair of eyes.
Two large green eyes stared directly at us from the darkness.
For an instant the lamp’s glow moved farther across a sleek coal-black 

coat and the massive form of a crouching predator whose muscles still 
appeared taut for attack.

BN panther,M Holmes said softly.
Nt that same moment the beast once more hurled itself violently 

against the sides with a force that made the entire crate tremble. The 
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deep growl Rlled the warehouse again, and Holmes immediately drew 
me several paces backward.

The Oldest Witness
I still remember how, in the uncertain light of the lamp, I saw his ex-
pression change as the Rnal pieces appeared to fall into place within his 
thoughts.

BPatson,M he said calmly, Bwe have nothing further to do here.M
He turned his gaze back toward the dark crate.
BThe rest must be left to the police and 9estrade.M
N brief, almost dry smile appeared for an instant.
BThe smugglers have been su?ciently clever to use the animal markets 

as cover for their transport of exotic beasts. The smells, the noise, and 
the tra?c made the district ideal.M He raised the lamp slightly. B4ut 
they overlooked the oldest witness of all—the instincts of the animals 
themselves.M

The panther moved heavily again behind the grate.
Holmes slowly drew his coat more tightly around himself.
B5es, Patson,M he said quietly. BIt was the animals that exposed the 

crime.M

Watson’s Re&ection
Yany years have now passed since Holmes and I left the warehouse at 
4lackwall 9ane that night and entrusted the remainder of the aOair to 
the police. I later learned that several exotic animals had been found con-
cealed within the buildings between the markets, destined for wealthy 
private collectors who discreetly paid enormous sums to possess crea-
tures that should never have been brought to 9ondon.

Nnd yet it is not the smugglers or the panther that I remember most 
clearly from this case. It is the horses.

Aven long after the incident, it occasionally happened that I passed 
through the market districts to the east, either as a physician or while 
crossing the city on other business. The markets naturally continued 
their life as beforeQ wagons again arrived before dawn, traders shouted 
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among the enclosures, and the familiar smell of animals, straw, and coal 
smoke still hung heavily over the streets.

4ut whenever I approached the stretch between the old warehouse 
buildings, I was reminded once more of the peculiar unrest that had 
gripped the animals there.

I still remember how the horses stopped abruptly in the middle of the 
street, how some refused to take another step forward while others threw 
back their heads and attempted to rear in pure instinctive terror. Aven 
the dogs seemed then to sense the hidden danger long before any human 
being understood its nature. The entire district had been permeated 
by an invisible tension which only the animals seemed fully capable of 
perceiving.

Nnd once again I found myself marveling at Holmes.
For while the rest of 9ondon laughed at nervous horses and supersti-

tion among drivers and traders, he had listened to what others dismissed.
Holmes dismissed very little—and least of all the instincts of animals.





The Canary in Baker 
Street

I  picture the case of the canary as having begun on one of those 
autumn mornings which London occasionally produces with a pe-

culiar melancholy grace. The last warmth of summer had long since 
vanished, and a brisk wind came sweeping through Baker Street, driving 
dead leaves across the cobblestones in small swirling circles. From my 
seat by the window, I could watch them gather along the curb, only to 
be torn loose again a moment later and carried onward by the next gust. 
The sky was gray, though not threatening, and the cool light that 2ltered 
through the windows of our sitting room at 11MB lent everything a sharp 
and distinct appearance.

Breakfast was nearly over. Hrs. Audson had already cleared away most 
of the table, and only a single cup and a piece of bread remained. Aolmes 
sat, as usual, in his armchair by the 2re with the newspaper unfolded 
before him. I doubt there existed any human being who could become 
so completely absorbed in a newspaper as my friend. zt such moments, 
he seemed to disappear into the printed pages themselves and return to 
the world only after extracting every useful piece of information from 
their columns.

For my own part, I had allowed my gaqe to wander out over the street. 
It was a habit of mine on 'uiet mornings, and over the years I had learned 
that Baker Street, even when it appeared at its most ordinary, could 
present a remarkable cross-section of LondonEs population. Commercial 
travelers, servant girls, cab drivers, clerks, and the occasional eccentric 
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passed daily beneath our window, and more than once Aolmes had 
found the seed of an investigation in some chance observation of that 
endless human procession.

It was therefore hardly surprising that my attention should linger 
upon a 2gure standing on the opposite side of the street.

An Old Man Across the Street
Ae was an elderly man, plainly of the working class, and there was 
something about his manner that immediately caught my eye. z worn 
dark coat hung loosely about his shoulders, and a pair of heavy boots 
spoke of many years of physical labor. Ypon his head he wore an old cap 
which the wind occasionally threatened to carry away, and his posture 
possessed the slight stoop so often seen in men who have spent a lifetime 
engaged in hard work. Ket he did not appear to be a man on his way to 
any particular destination. Wn the contrary, he stood perfectly still upon 
the sidewalk while people passed around him.

I observed him for a moment longer. There was nothing threatening 
in his appearance, but neither was there anything accidental about his 
presence. Ae did not stand like a man resting his legs, nor like one 
waiting for an ac'uaintance. Ais gaqe was directed upward toward the 
row of houses, and several times he seemed to let his eyes travel from one 
window to another, as though searching for something speci2c.

I leaned forward slightly for a better look.
The man did not move.
znother gust sent a wave of leaves skittering across the street around 

his boots, but he seemed not to notice. Ais attention was wholly occu-
pied by the houses before him.

It was then that my curiosity was truly awakened. Oot because there 
was anything directly suspicious about him, but because he seemed so 
out of place in the busy street. Ae stood like a man with a purpose, 
though that purpose was visible to no one else.

I glanced over my shoulder toward Aolmes, who still sat behind his 
newspaper without the slightest interest in the world beyond it.

.
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There was, however, something peculiar about this man that made 
it dijcult simply to let him disappear among the many 2gures who 
passed daily through Baker Street. Ae did not stand like a man resting 
his legs after a long walk, nor like one waiting for an ac'uaintance. Wn 
the contrary, he seemed entirely una?ected by the life around him. Phile 
carriages rolled past and people hurried to and fro along the sidewalk, he 
remained standing in almost exactly the same spot with a patience that 
struck me as remarkable.

It was above all the direction of his gaqe that caught my attention. Host 
people who stop in a London street either watch the trajc or follow the 
3ow of passersby. This man did neither. Time and again he lifted his head 
and studied the house fronts opposite him. Ais eyes moved along the 
windows, paused at one or two of them, and then continued onward, 
as though searching for something speci2c without 'uite being able to 
2nd it. Hore than once, it even seemed to me that his attention centered 
upon our own house.

I leaned a little closer to the windowpane and continued my observa-
tions.

4That is a curious fellow, Aolmes,4 I remarked. 4Ae has been standing 
there for several minutes now.4

Hy friend gave no immediate response. The newspaper rustled softly 
as he turned a page.

4London is full of curious fellows, my dear Patson,4 came the reply 
from behind the paper.

4That may be,4 I answered, 4but this one appears to have a purpose.4
4Host people do.4
I was not so easily discouraged. Something about the old man had 

2xed itself in my attention, and I found myself studying him with in-
creasing interest.

4Ae looks like a laborer,4 I continued. 4Wne of the old sort. Aeavy 
boots, worn cu?s, and hands that must have performed hard work for 
most of his life. Ket he does not stand like a man merely enDoying the 
view.4

4Oo54 murmured Aolmes.
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4Oo. It almost seems as though he is looking for something.4
This time Aolmes lowered the newspaper slightly, Dust enough for me 

to catch sight of one eye above its edge.
4znd what, then, is he looking for54
4That is precisely what I do not know.4
Aolmes allowed the newspaper to fall back into place.
4z serious handicap for any theory.4
I was forced to admit the truth of the remark, though it did nothing 

to alter my impression that there was something unusual about the 
man. Ae still stood in the same place while the wind swept leaves across 
the pavement around him. Oow and then he shifted his weight from 
one foot to the other, but otherwise he scarcely moved. Wnly his gaqe 
continued its searching Dourney up and down the row of houses.

4There he goes again, looking toward our windows,4 I said after a 
moment.

4Then he must possess excellent taste,4 Aolmes replied dryly.
It was evident that the matter had not yet succeeded in awakening 

his interest. For my own part, however, I remained by the window and 
continued to watch the elderly man. The longer I observed him, the 
stronger grew my conviction that he was not merely a chance passerby. 
There was something searching about his entire manner, something 
almost anxious, which did not accord with the ordinary curiosity one so 
often encounters in the streets of London. Ae seemed like a man with 
a de2nite obDective in mind, yet one who had not yet found what he 
sought.

I remained at the window, and gradually my imagination began to 
work on its own. Could he be a prospective client who lacked the courage 
to approach Aolmes5 It would not have been the 2rst time that a per-
son burdened by a serious problem had lingered outside before 2nally 
gathering the nerve to knock upon the door of Baker Street. Wn the 
other hand, he might Dust as easily have been a creditor, a police ojcer, 
or perhaps one of the many individuals who, over the years, had reason 
to approach Aolmes with less friendly intentions. Hy friend had, after 
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all, accumulated not only admirers but also a considerable number of 
enemies.

I had voiced none of these thoughts, but I must have been staring at the 
man with such concentration that Aolmes had little dijculty guessing 
the direction of my re3ections.

4Hy dear Patson,4 came his voice suddenly from behind the newspa-
per, 4you have already constructed at least four theories.4

I turned around in surprise.
4Four theories54
4zt least,4 said Aolmes dryly. 40ossibly 2ve, if your imagination has 

enDoyed a particularly productive moment.4
4znd how could you possibly know that54
4Because you are standing at the window with precisely the expression 

you always wear when attempting to solve a case before discovering a 
single fact.4

I laughed despite myself.
4I admit I have been considering a few possibilities.4
4Oaturally. Kou have already decided that the man is either a client, a 

criminal, a policeman, or a vengeful enemy.4
4Kou forgot the creditor.4
4zh yes,4 said Aolmes. 4Then 2ve theories.4
4znd you have none54
4Oot a single one.4
I looked at him skeptically.
4I do not believe that.4
4Then you ought to know me better.4
The newspaper rustled lightly as he turned another page.
4z theory without evidence is like a house built without a foundation. 

It may be ever so beautiful, but it collapses at the 2rst serious examina-
tion.4

4znd yet you do not seem interested in the least.4
4Wn the contrary,4 Aolmes replied. 4I am interested enough not to 

ruin the matter by guessing.4
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There was a hint of amusement in his voice that told me he was 
enDoying my impatience far more than he would ever admit. I returned 
to the window and once again allowed my gaqe to rest upon the solitary 
2gure across the street. The man still stood there, as immovable as an old 
signpost in the autumn wind while the dead leaves swirled about him. 
znd the longer I watched him, the stronger became my conviction that 
his presence was no accident. Ae was searching for something. Phether 
it was a person, a place, or merely a memory, I could not possibly know, 
but the sense of a hidden purpose grew stronger with every passing 
minute.

zt last the elderly man cast one 2nal glance up at the row of houses, 
as though reluctantly acknowledging that his search had borne no fruit. 
Then he turned and continued down Baker Street with slow, somewhat 
heavy steps. I followed him with my eyes until he disappeared behind a 
passing horse-drawn carriage and was shortly afterward lost among the 
other pedestrians.

Rven so, I remained standing there for a moment longer. The empty 
patch of sidewalk where he had Dust stood seemed almost more interest-
ing now than when he had actually occupied it. I tried to decide whether 
there had truly been anything unusual about his behavior or whether I 
had merely allowed my imagination to run away with me. London was 
full of people with peculiar habits and curious errands, and it was hardly 
the 2rst time that a solitary elderly man had paused to study a row of 
houses without any particular reason.

Behind me, Aolmes continued to sit undisturbed in his armchair. 
8espite my repeated attempts, I had not persuaded him to rise so much 
as once, and the newspaper still appeared to occupy him far more than 
the 2gure who had Dust departed the street. Phen I glanced toward him, 
I saw that he had already turned yet another page and had long since 
dismissed the matter from his mind.

I therefore shrugged and returned to my own a?airs. Several notes 
from my medical practice re'uired attention, and the remainder of the 
morning disappeared in the usual alternation of reading, conversation, 
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and the small duties that 2lled life at Baker Street between the greater 
adventures.

The Man Who Returned
The following morning began in much the same manner as the previous 
one. The autumn wind was still at work in Baker Street, though on 
this day it seemed somewhat less insistent, and the 2rst sounds of the 
awakening city drifted through the open window as a familiar accompa-
niment to our breakfast. zt 11MB the usual order prevailed, having over 
the years developed into an almost unchanging routine. Aolmes sat by 
the 2re with his newspaper, so completely absorbed in its contents that 
he might have been alone in the house, while I occupied my customary 
place by the window, from which habit led my gaqe out over the street.

I had scarcely cast a single glance toward the pavement when I experi-
enced a sudden recognition.

There, in almost precisely the same spot as the day before, stood the 
elderly man again.

This time there was no doubt in my mind. Coincidences may, of 
course, occur, but when a man appears at the same time on two con-
secutive mornings and remains standing in the same place with his gaqe 
directed toward the same row of houses, coincidence begins to lose its 
credibility. Ae was dressed exactly as before, with the worn coat drawn 
tightly about him and the cap pulled low over his brow, and his slightly 
stooped 2gure was instantly recogniqable. Wnce again he stood motion-
less amid the stream of passersby, as though separated from them by an 
invisible boundary.

4Aolmes,4 I said 'uickly. 4Ae is there again.4
Oo response came from the armchair.
4The old man,4 I continued. 4The man from yesterday.4
The newspaper rustled faintly but was not lowered.
4There are many old men in London, Patson.4
4Kes, but not many who appear in precisely the same place on two 

consecutive mornings.4
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This remark 2nally seemed to reach its destination. I saw Aolmes 
become still for a moment behind the newspaper. Then it was slowly 
folded and placed upon the table beside him.

That simple action told me more than any statement could have done. 
In all the years I had known Sherlock Aolmes, I had learned that his 
interest rarely revealed itself through enthusiastic exclamations. Wn the 
contrary, it was often the smallest gestures that disclosed the most. That 
he should voluntarily set aside the newspaper in the middle of reading it 
was in itself a sure sign that his attention had at last been captured.

Pithout haste he rose and came to the window, where he took his 
place beside me. Ae said nothing but allowed his gaqe to rest upon the 
man across the street.

For several moments we stood in silence.
I cast a 'uick glance at AolmesEs pro2le and immediately recogniqed 

the particular expression I had witnessed so many times before. Ais face 
appeared relaxed, almost indi?erent to the casual observer, yet behind 
that outward calm his mind was already working with the concentration 
that had made him famous. Ais eyes moved slowly from the manEs boots 
to his hands, then to his face and back again, as though registering details 
that remained invisible to me.

The man himself seemed entirely unaware that he was now being 
observed. Ae continued to stand where he was, studying the row of 
houses with the same curious persistence as on the previous day. From 
time to time he lifted his head a little higher and allowed his gaqe to 
travel from one window to the next, as though attempting to determine 
where his attention ought to rest. There was nothing threatening in his 
appearance, yet neither was there anything accidental. znd as I watched 
him, my conviction grew that we were standing at the beginning of 
something whose signi2cance remained hidden from us both.

Beside me, Aolmes remained silent. Ae had not yet advanced a single 
theory or asked a single 'uestion, but I knew him well enough to under-
stand that his mind had already begun to work. Phen Sherlock Aolmes 
remained silent, it was rarely a sign of indi?erence. Wn the contrary, it 
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was often the 2rst indication that a matter had succeeded in capturing 
his attention.

4Phat is interesting,4 he said at last, 4is not that the man is looking at 
the house.4

4It is not54 I asked.
4Oo. Phat is interesting is the manner in which he does it.4
I followed the man with my eyes once more. Ae was still standing in 

the same place and, as on the previous day, allowing his gaqe to wander 
from window to window.

4Ae is watching us, perhaps,4 I suggested.
Aolmes shook his head slightly.
4If he were watching the house as a whole, his gaqe would behave 

di?erently. Ae would concern himself with the door, with the people 
coming and going, with movements in the street. But look more closely. 
Ais attention settles upon particular windows.4

I was obliged to admit that there was something in the observation. 
The man appeared to have no interest in the trajc or in the entrance to 
the house. Ais gaqe returned repeatedly upward.

4It still seems likely to me,4 I said, 4that he is keeping an eye on you. 
Pho else would interest him here5 Kou are, after all, the only well-known 
person in the neighborhood. 0erhaps he merely wishes to make certain 
that you are at home before taking the next step and approaching you.4

Aolmes did not answer immediately. Ais eyes remained 2xed upon the 
man while another gust of wind sent a handful of dead leaves skittering 
across the pavement.

4That is certainly possible,4 he said at last. 4But I see nothing yet that 
points in that direction.4

4Truly54
Ae was silent for a moment and then continued in the calm voice I 

had learned to associate with those occasions when his thoughts were 
working most intensely.

4Look at his age, Patson. Look at his clothes. Look at his hands. Those 
are hands that have performed physical labor for most of a lifetime. Look 
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at his shoulders. They bear the marks of many years of strain. Ais entire 
posture tells the same story.4

4znd what story does it tell you54
4That he is hardly the sort of man who spends his time engaged in 

sophisticated surveillance.4
I smiled.
4So after all, you do have a theory.4
4Oo,4 said Aolmes dryly. 4I merely have a few observations. Theories 

come later.4
Wnce again his gaqe traveled over the elderly man, who still stood in 

place studying the row of houses with almost stubborn persistence.
4There is one other thing.4
4Phat is that54
4The expression on his face.4
I looked at him 'uestioningly.
4There is nothing threatening about it. Oothing watchful. Oothing 

of the alertness one would expect from a man observing another. ’uite 
the reverse.4

4The reverse54
4It seems to me,4 said Aolmes slowly, 4that the man is looking for 

something.4
I cast another glance through the window.
4Something54
4Kes.4
Ae fell silent for a moment and followed the manEs eyes as they moved 

once more between the various 3oors.
4Something. Oot someone, Patson. There is a distinction which you 

may not immediately notice. z man searching for a person looks for signs 
of presence. Ae watches doors, movements, and faces. But this man...4 
Ae allowed the sentence to hang for a moment. 4This man appears to be 
searching for something rather than someone.4

There was something about the remark that caused me to study the 
solitary 2gure with renewed interest. For the 2rst time, I began to un-
derstand what Aolmes had seen. There truly was something searching 



TAR CzOzVK IO Bz"RV STVRRT 11“

in the manEs gaqe, but it was not the searching look of a person scanning 
for a particular individual. Vather, it was the look of someone trying to 
recover something he had once known and had not yet abandoned hope 
of 2nding again.

Pe stood in silence for a moment, watching him. The elderly man 
seemed entirely absorbed in his own search and gave no indication that 
he was aware two pairs of eyes were following his every movement from 
a window in Baker Street. zt length, however, a change occurred. Ae 
raised his head one 2nal time and allowed his gaqe to pass over the row 
of houses, as though once more assuring himself that he had overlooked 
nothing. Then he gave an almost imperceptible nod to himself, turned, 
and slowly began to walk down the street.

I followed him with my eyes until he disappeared among the other 
pedestrians. This time I felt even more convinced that his presence could 
not be attributed to chance, and I therefore turned at once toward 
Aolmes in expectation of a comment. To my surprise, however, he said 
nothing. Ae remained standing at the window even after the man had 
vanished from sight, his hands clasped behind his back and his gaqe 
2xed upon the spot on the pavement where the 2gure had stood only 
moments before.

There was something thoughtful in his posture that told me the mat-
ter had made a greater impression upon him than he had allowed to 
appear.

4Phat are you thinking, Aolmes54 I asked at last.
Ae did not answer immediately. znother gust swept a scattering of 

leaves across the street below, and only when they had settled once more 
did he speak.

4Wnly that our friend on the opposite side of the street is considerably 
more interesting today than he was yesterday.4

I looked at him in surprise.
4Because he returned54
z faint smile appeared at the corner of my friendEs mouth.
4Oo, Patson.4
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Ae continued to observe the street for another moment before slowly 
turning away from the window.

4I mean that he is more interesting because he has not yet found what 
he was looking for.4

There was something in the way he spoke the words that made me 
realiqe his thoughts were already moving along paths I could not yet see. 
I was left with the feeling that the old manEs strange behavior had only 
deepened the mystery. If Aolmes was correct, and the man truly was 
searching for something, then the 'uestion was no longer why he had 
come to Baker Street, but what it was he had hoped to 2nd there. That 
'uestion remained with me throughout the rest of the day, long after the 
elderly 2gure had disappeared from the street, and long before I had any 
notion of how surprising the answer would prove to be.

The following morning, the atmosphere in Baker Street was far more 
peaceful than the thoughts the elderly man on the pavement had set in 
motion within my mind. The autumn wind had subsided somewhat 
since the previous days, and a pale but pleasant sunlight fell through the 
windows of our sitting room. Aolmes occupied his customary place at 
the table with the newspaper spread before him, while I enDoyed a cup 
of co?ee and reviewed some notes concerning a patient whom I had 
promised to visit later that day. There was, therefore, nothing unusual 
about the beginning of the morning, and I had no idea that the conver-
sation which shortly followed would prove far more signi2cant than any 
of us could then have imagined.

Mrs. Hudson's Canary
The door opened, and Hrs. Audson entered to collect the dishes that 
still remained after breakfast. I had known our faithful landlady for many 
years and was well accustomed to her usual calm and practical manner. 
This morning, however, there was something di?erent about her. She 
moved more lightly than usual, and there was an almost youthful smile 
upon her face as she gathered together plates and cups.

4Kou seem to be in exceptionally good spirits, Hrs. Audson,4 I re-
marked.
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She turned immediately toward me with an expression that suggested 
she had been expecting precisely that 'uestion.

4Indeed I am, 8r. Patson,4 she replied. 4I have only recently ac'uired 
a canary.4

I set down my notes and smiled.
4z canary5 Pherever did you get it54
4From the pet shop around the corner. I happened to pass by a few 

days ago and caught sight of it. It was sitting in the most beautiful cage 
you can imagine, and when I saw the little creature perched inside, I 
simply could not resist.4

She laughed softly at herself as she placed a cup upon the tray.
4I had not the slightest intention of buying a bird, but once I had seen 

it, the matter was settled.4
There was something infectious about her enthusiasm, and even 

Aolmes appeared to listen brie3y, though his eyes remained 2xed upon 
the newspaper.

4znd what does this remarkable bird look like54 I asked.
4It is the most brilliant yellow imaginable,4 replied Hrs. Audson. 4zs 

yellow as a buttercup. Aealthy and lively as well, and it scarcely sits still 
for long. But the best thing about it is its voice.4

She paused for a moment and shook her head in admiration.
4I assure you, 8r. Patson, I have never heard anything like it. The 

smallest ray of sunshine is enough to set it singing and whistling. znd 
if I place the cage near the window where it can enDoy a little light and 
fresh air, it becomes even better. Then it can continue for hours.4

I could not help laughing.
4So it has already made itself master of the household54
4Completely,4 declared Hrs. Audson. 4I 2nd myself stopping to listen 

to it several times each day. It is almost impossible to remain in poor 
spirits once it begins to sing.4

zs she spoke, her face continued to brighten in a way that made it easy 
to understand her delight. It had been a long time since I had seen her 
speak with such warmth about something as simple as a bird, and for 
that very reason I found myself genuinely pleased on her behalf. Wver 
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the years, the house in Baker Street had played host to strange clients, 
dangerous criminals, and the most improbable mysteries, but seldom 
had a small canary brought as much happiness as the one that now 
appeared to have taken up residence in Hrs. AudsonEs kitchen.

Hrs. Audson was already gathering up the last plate when she sud-
denly stopped and looked a little hesitant.

4There is one strange thing about it, though,4 she said.
I looked up at once.
4zbout the bird54
4Kes.4
Aolmes did not react. Ae still sat with the newspaper before him and 

appeared entirely absorbed in the printed columns.
4Phat is strange about it54 I asked.
Hrs. Audson set the tray down upon the table and placed her hands 

against her apron.
4It is something it does when I am cooking.4
4Phen you are cooking54
4Kes. Rvery time I light the gas stove, it changes its behavior complete-

ly.4
Oow, at least, she had caught my attention.
4In what way54
4It stops singing at once. Then it begins to 3ap its wings and 3y about 

inside the cage. Oot that there is much room to 3y, but it does its best. 
zt 2rst I thought it was standing too close to the stove. I had placed the 
cage on a chair nearby so that I could hear it sing while I worked. But 
when it began doing that, I moved it over to a shelf farther away.4

4znd did that help54
4z little,4 she admitted. 4But not enough. It still becomes restless. znd 

the sounds it makes...4 She shook her head. 4It almost sounds as though 
it is scolding.4

I could not help smiling.
40erhaps it simply disapproves of your cooking, Hrs. Audson.4
She gave me a look that clearly showed what she thought of that theory.
4It is hardly as particular as that.4
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4Is it certain dishes54 I continued in the same tone. 40erhaps it has 
strong opinions about stews.4

This time she laughed in spite of herself.
4It happens before the food even reaches the stove.4
4Then perhaps it is hungry54
48r. Patson”4
She played the o?ended party with a dignity only Hrs. Audson could 

have managed.
4I hope you are not suggesting that I fail to feed it properly.4
4I would not dream of it.4
zt this point Aolmes lowered the newspaper slightly.
4Phere is the bird now54
4Wn the shelf in the kitchen.4
4Phy not put it by the window54 he asked.
Hrs. Audson nodded.
4I do, as soon as the sun shines. znd there it is as happy as a child. If 

even a single ray of sunlight touches the cage, it begins to sing. But it 
makes no di?erence. The moment I light the gas, it reacts.4

I leaned forward a little.
4Rvery single time54
4Rvery single time.4
4Oo matter what you are making54
4Kes. Breakfast, luncheon, or dinner. Rven if I merely put on water for 

a cup of tea. It is enough that I light the gas.4
She hesitated for a moment.
4I do think it rather strange.4
Aolmes at last laid the newspaper fully upon his lap.
4znd otherwise the bird appears healthy54
4zs far as I can tell, yes.4
4It eats well54
4Nery well.4
4Sings54
4From morning until evening.4
Aolmes nodded.
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4Then there is hardly any cause for concern.4
Ae raised the newspaper again.
4There are many peculiar birds, Hrs. Audson. This one appears mere-

ly to be one of them.4
Ais tone was so decisive that she seemed to accept the verdict. Pith a 

small shrug, she lifted the tray again and went toward the door.
4Kou are probably right, Hr. Aolmes.4
Phen the door closed behind her, silence returned to the sitting room. 

Aolmes continued his reading as though the conversation had never 
taken place, while I remained seated with a faint smile. There was some-
thing amusing in the thought of the little yellow bird conducting its own 
private war against a gas stove in the kitchen below. zt that moment, the 
story seemed to both of us to be one of the countless small curiosities that 
life in Baker Street brought with it from time to time, and I doubt either 
of us gave it more than a passing thought. Aad we known what part the 
little canary would later play, we would undoubtedly have listened far 
more attentively to Hrs. AudsonEs concerns.

The Same Mann Again 
The following morning I found myself taking an interest in Baker Street 
that I would ordinarily have considered somewhat ridiculous. Oever-
theless, I could not deny that the elderly man of the preceding days had 
lodged himself in my thoughts. I had therefore unconsciously noted the 
time of his visits and sat that morning by the window with far greater 
attention than I would have admitted to Aolmes.

Wtherwise, everything in the apartment seemed to follow its usual 
course. Breakfast was drawing to a close, the co?ee still stood warm 
upon the table, and Aolmes had once again concealed himself behind the 
newspaper with the same complete concentration, as though the events 
of the world took place solely upon its printed pages. Wutwardly, he 
appeared wholly occupied with other matters, but I had lived too long 
in his company to be entirely deceived by that performance. There were 
moments when his eyes brie3y left the newspaper, and I had a distinct 
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impression that he had not forgotten the man on the pavement any more 
than I had.

Hy suspicion soon proved well founded. Pe had scarcely 2nished 
breakfast when I again caught sight of the familiar 2gure on the opposite 
side of the street. This time there was no longer any room for doubt. Ae 
stood almost exactly where he had stood on the previous mornings, and 
after stopping, he raised his head and once more began to study the row 
of houses with the same strange persistence.

I rose so 'uickly that my chair scraped against the 3oor.
4Aolmes,4 I exclaimed. 4Oow he is here again.4
To my surprise, there came none of the usual ironic remarks. Aolmes 

simply set the newspaper aside, rose, and went toward the window. Ae 
did not, however, place himself openly in view, but instead took up a 
position a little behind the curtain, from which he could observe the 
street without being observed himself.

That small maneuver told me at once that his attitude had changed. 
The old man was no longer merely a curious 2gure who could be dis-
missed with a remark about LondonEs many eccentrics. Aolmes now 
regarded him as a genuine obDect of study.

Thus we stood in silence and watched him.
Five minutes passed.
Then seven.
Then nearly ten.
The elderly man moved only slightly. Oow and then he changed his 

stance or took a single step to the side, but his attention remained 2xed 
upon the houses opposite. Aolmes followed his gaqe as carefully as a 
naturalist studies a rare insect through a magnifying glass, and little by 
little I began to understand what occupied him.

The man was not behaving like someone keeping watch.
There were none of the signs of alertness which I had learned to 

associate with surveillance. Ae did not scan for people, did not keep his 
eyes upon the door, and showed no interest in those who came and went. 
Ais gaqe continued to move between the windows, up and down the 
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facade, as though he were searching for something speci2c without 'uite 
being able to determine where he should look.

Beside me, Aolmes stood motionless. I could see how his eyes followed 
every movement, every lift of the head, and every shift in the old manEs 
gaqe. The familiar expression of concentrated attention had returned to 
his face, and I knew that his mind was already working at full speed. Phat 
he was thinking I could not yet guess, but I no longer doubted that the 
strange 2gure on the opposite side of Baker Street had developed from 
a chance observation into the beginning of a case that had now truly 
captured Sherlock AolmesEs interest.

Pe had scarcely stood at the window a few minutes longer before the 
old man seemed to reach a decision. Wnce more he allowed his gaqe to 
travel up over the row of houses, as though reluctantly admitting that 
his errand would not be ful2lled that morning either. Then he turned 
and began to walk down Baker Street.

This time AolmesEs reaction was immediate.
4Come, Patson.4

Approaching the Thames
Oo explanation followed, but none was necessary. I had taken part in 
enough of his investigations to understand the meaning of those two 
words at once. Pithin seconds we had both seiqed our coats and hats, 
and shortly afterward we hurried down the stairs and out through the 
front door. Phen we reached the pavement, I caught sight of the elderly 
man Dust as he turned the next corner.

Aolmes set out after him at once, though without any visible haste. 
Wne of his many gifts was the ability to follow a man without drawing at-
tention to himself, and he therefore maintained a distance large enough 
to avoid suspicion but small enough to prevent us from losing sight of 
our 'uarry. I followed at his side as we moved away from the familiar 
surroundings of Baker Street and gradually into parts of the city that 
bore far clearer marks of age and wear.

Little by little, the streets changed character. The broad facades and 
well-kept shops gave way to narrower lanes where the houses stood 
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closer together and where decades of smoke and damp had left their 
traces upon the brickwork. Aere and there a faded sign hung above a 
shop that seemed to have known better days, and in several places I saw 
windows patched so many times that it was dijcult to determine what 
had originally been glass and what had later been replaced.

The old man, however, continued undeterred. Ae did not walk 'uick-
ly, but with a certainty that told me he knew the route well. Ae seldom 
looked back, and there was nothing in his movements that suggested 
uncertainty or hesitation. Ae seemed to me a man who had walked the 
same way many times before.

zfter we had walked for some time, I began to notice a change in 
the air. It grew cooler and damper, and a faint smell of tar, coal smoke, 
and river water mingled with the other odors of the city. zt the same 
time, new 2gures appeared in the streets. Pe passed a few dockworkers 
with rough hands and powerful shoulders, and in several places heavy 
wagons rolled through the narrow streets with goods intended for the 
warehouses along the river.

4Pe are approaching the Thames,4 I remarked softly.
Aolmes nodded without taking his eyes from the man ahead of us.
Wur 'uarry now led us into an area dominated by older warehouses, 

many of which appeared half abandoned. The dark brick facades rose 
gloomily against the gray sky, and in several places it looked as though 
no one had used the premises for years. Pindows were broken or bricked 
up, and some of the gates hung crookedly upon their hinges.

The old man suddenly disappeared between two of these buildings.
Aolmes slowed his pace slightly and gave me a discreet sign to be cau-

tious. Together we moved forward to the spot and rounded the corner.
To my surprise, the man was gone.
I stopped short and looked about.
4Pe have lost him.4
Aolmes did not answer. Ais gaqe moved rapidly over the area before 

us. Several gates stood closed, and most of them appeared to be locked. 
Oarrow passages led between the buildings, and there were numerous 
places where a man might vanish without leaving a trace.
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For a moment I feared that our pursuit had ended there.
Then I suddenly saw movement farther ahead.
4There”4
I pointed toward a 2gure that was now visible again some distance 

down the way.
Aolmes followed my hand with his eyes, and I thought I detected an 

almost imperceptible expression of relief upon his face.
4Rxcellent, Patson.4
The old man had apparently merely used one of the passages between 

the buildings and was now on his way toward the actual docklands. That 
we had not lost him seemed to satisfy Aolmes, and with renewed interest 
we continued after him through the labyrinth of warehouses, docks, and 
narrow streets where the nearness of the Thames could be felt in every 
stone.

The man continued for some distance through the labyrinthine streets 
of the dock 'uarter before at last reaching his destination. It was a 
modest shed, wedged between far larger buildings and seeming almost 
to apologiqe for its own existence. Aad we not been following him, we 
would scarcely have given it a thought. The surrounding warehouses rose 
like dark fortresses on either side, and the little shed almost vanished in 
their shadow.

Pe saw him stop before the door, take out a key, and unlock it with 
a routine that showed this was not his 2rst visit. Ae cast a 'uick glance 
around him, not nervously, but rather from old habit, and then stepped 
inside and closed the door behind him.

4There we have it,4 I murmured.
Aolmes did not reply. Ae had already found a suitable place of obser-

vation a little way back between some crates and a low wall, from which 
we could keep watch over the building without attracting attention 
ourselves. There we settled down to wait.

The wait proved longer than I had expected.
zt 2rst I watched the door with the conviction that it would open 

again at any moment. zfter 2ve minutes had passed, that still seemed 
likely. zfter ten, I began to wonder what the man could possibly be doing 
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inside. By the time a 'uarter of an hour had gone by without anyone 
appearing, my curiosity had grown into genuine suspicion.

Phatever was taking place in that little shed, it certainly did not strike 
me as ordinary business.

4Ae does not look like a man merely storing garden tools,4 I remarked.
Aolmes stood with his hands in the pockets of his coat and his gaqe 

2xed 2rmly upon the building.
4Oo.4
4Ae has visited Baker Street three days in succession. Ae follows the 

same route each time. znd now this.4
4Kes.4
Ais reply was no more elaborate than that.
4Kou must admit that it looks suspicious.4
4It looks purposeful.4
I gave up trying to draw more from him and turned my attention once 

again to the shed. But neither the old man nor anyone else appeared. Oo 
one came to visit the building. Oo one knocked at the door. Oothing 
suggested activity of any kind.

zt last Aolmes drew his watch from his pocket and looked at it for a 
moment.

4That is enough for today.4
I looked at him in surprise.
4zre we not going to stay54
Ae shook his head.
4Pe know too little. If we continue now, we risk merely wasting our 

time.4
4But we have learned something.4
4Kes,4 he said, casting another glance toward the closed door. 4Wne 

thing, at any rate, is certain.4
4Phat is that54
4The man has a purpose.4
That was all he would say, and shortly afterward we began our return 

to Baker Street.
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Wn the way back, I could not, of course, leave the matter alone. The 
farther we walked, the more convinced I became that we had stumbled 
upon something far more serious than the old manEs modest appearance 
had suggested.

4I cannot help thinking of smuggling,4 I said. 4zfter all, we are near 
the docks. The warehouses, the locked buildings, the secretive behavior. 
It 2ts remarkably well.4

Aolmes listened without interrupting.
4There could be hidden goods inside,4 I continued. 4Wr stolen goods. 

Something that cannot bear the light of day.4
4That is possible.4
4Kou do not agree.4
4I do not disagree either.4
4That is a most unsatisfactory answer.4
z faint smile appeared upon his face.
4It is often the most accurate one.4
I got no more from him, and the conversation gradually faded as we 

continued through the streets of London. Ket although Aolmes refused 
to commit himself to any theory, I could sense that the matter now had 
a very di?erent hold upon him than before.

Phen at last we reached Baker Street, this became even clearer. 
Aolmes went almost directly through the sitting room without 2rst 
taking his usual place in the armchair. Instead, he stopped before the 
large map of London that hung upon the wall and had served over the 
years as the starting point for several investigations. There he stood for 
a long time studying the area around the docks, while his 2nger slowly 
traced streets, docks, and 'uays.

I sat down in my chair and watched him.
4Aas the matter become interesting, Aolmes54
Ae allowed his gaqe to pass over the map once more before he an-

swered.
4Kes, Patson.4
There was a brief pause.
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4I begin to think that our friend has given us something far more 
valuable than answers.4

4Phat is that54
Aolmes turned slowly around.
4z 'uestion.4
znd with his usual enigmatic calm, he returned to the map, while I 

sat with the growing feeling that the old man from the pavement on the 
opposite side of Baker Street would sooner or later lead us into far deeper 
mysteries than either of us yet suspected.

The Hole
Several days passed without any real development in the case, and yet I 
had the distinct impression that the old man was gradually occupying 
a more prominent place in AolmesEs thoughts than he himself wished 
to admit. Ae continued to appear at Baker Street, not every morning, 
but often enough to make his presence noteworthy. Little by little it had 
almost become part of our daily routine to glance out the window during 
breakfast to see whether the familiar 2gure stood in his usual place on 
the opposite side of the street. Aolmes rarely spoke of him, and when I 
attempted to coax out his theories, he answered my 'uestions with his 
customary mixture of evasions and half-cryptic remarks. Oevertheless, I 
knew that his interest was growing. I had seen it before. Wnce a problem 
had taken root in his mind, it continued working there in silence long 
before he was willing to acknowledge it.

It was therefore not without signi2cance that it was Aolmes himself 
who 2rst discovered the man on the evening when the case took a new 
turn. 8arkness had already fallen, and we were sitting in the room with 
the lamp lit while the wind outside caused the windowpanes to rattle 
faintly in their frames from time to time. Aolmes had Dust risen to stretch 
his legs and was standing by the window when he suddenly became still.

4There he is again,4 he said.
I went to him and looked out. The elderly man was indeed standing on 

the opposite side of the street. This time, however, there was something 
di?erent about him. Phere he had previously seemed patient and almost 
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thoughtful, he now appeared more restless. Several times he shifted his 
weight from one foot to the other, and his gaqe moved more 'uickly 
between the windows, as though he felt an increasing need to 2nd what 
he was seeking.

Pe watched him for several minutes until at last he turned and began 
to walk.

4Come, Patson.4
There was a decisiveness in AolmesEs voice that left no room for 'ues-

tions. z few minutes later we were in the street, following the old man 
through the darker 'uarters of London. The fog from the river lay like 
a gray veil between the houses, and the yellowish light of the gas lamps 
formed small islands of clarity in the darkness. There were fewer people 
abroad than by day, and our own footsteps sounded more clearly against 
the cobblestones as we moved through a tangle of narrow streets.

zt 2rst the man followed roughly the same route as during our earlier 
pursuit, but gradually he led us farther away from the area around the 
little shed we had previously observed. Pe were again approaching the 
dock 'uarter, but this time his destination appeared to lie elsewhere. The 
area was almost deserted, and between the great warehouses there were 
numerous dark passages where the fog gathered in dense banks.

Suddenly he stopped between two buildings.
Aolmes placed a hand upon my arm, and we remained in the shadow.
The old man bent down and took hold of something on the ground. 

zt 2rst I could not see what it was, but a moment later I realiqed that 
he had grasped a heavy iron cover. Pith a practiced motion that could 
only have been the result of many repetitions, he pushed it aside. z dark 
opening appeared beneath it.

I stared in astonishment.
The man lowered his feet into the hole, found secure footing on some-

thing invisible, and then began to climb downward. Shortly afterward, 
he was swallowed by the darkness.

Wnly the open cover remained.
Pe waited.
Five minutes passed.
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Then ten.
The fog drifted slowly across the area, and the distant sounds of the 

docks came muted and unreal through the night. Aolmes said nothing. 
Ae stood with his gaqe 2xed upon the opening and appeared almost as 
motionless as the old brick buildings around us.

Time continued to pass.
Phen more than half an hour had gone by, I began to wonder whether 

the man intended to return at all. But Dust as this thought arose, faint 
metallic echoes sounded from below. Shortly afterward, his head ap-
peared in the opening. Ae climbed out, pulled himself free of the hole, 
and replaced the cover with a practiced movement.

Rven from a distance, we could see that his appearance had changed. 
Ais boots were covered with mud. Ais trousers bore clear marks of damp 
and dirt, and as he passed relatively close to our hiding place, we both 
noticed the strange smell that surrounded him. It did not merely recall 
wet earth and mud. There was something heavier about it, something old 
and foul, which at once made me think of places where fresh air rarely 
reached.

Pe allowed him to disappear before we ventured forward.
4Kou do not suppose...4 I began.
4Kes,4 replied Aolmes. 4I rather do.4
Phen we stood alone at the spot, he bent down and examined the 

cover.
4I have heard of similar methods before. Oot often, but often enough.4
4Smugglers54
Ae nodded.
48ocklands, warehouses, tunnels, and hidden connections. It would 

not be the 2rst time.4
I was obliged to admit that the theory seemed convincing. The char-

acter of the whole area suited it. If one wished to move goods unseen 
between the 'uays and the many warehouses, a network of underground 
passages would be ideal.

Wnce we had assured ourselves that no one could see us, Aolmes took 
hold of the cover and carefully lifted it.
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zt once a heavy stench rose toward us.
I instinctively drew back my head.
4—ood heavens.4
Aolmes shone his light down into the opening.
Below us, an iron ladder descended into darkness. 8amp brick walls 

glimmered faintly in the light from the streetlamp, and far below I could 
hear the distant sound of running water.

There was no doubt.
Pe were standing at an entrance to LondonEs sewer system.
Aolmes considered the opening for another moment before letting 

the cover slide back into place.
4Oo,4 he said slowly. 4Oot tonight.4
4Kou do not mean to go down there now54
Ae shook his head.
4Oot without preparation. If our friend truly uses these tunnels reg-

ularly, they will not vanish in the night. Pe shall return.4
Ae cast one more glance at the iron cover.
4But next time we shall come with proper e'uipment.4
znd as we began the long walk back toward Baker Street, I could not 

free myself from the feeling that we had Dust found the door to the secret 
the old man had been trying to conceal throughout all his visits beneath 
our window.

The Map
The following day it was evident that the case had taken a 2rmer hold 
on Aolmes than he himself wished to admit. Phen I entered the sitting 
room after breakfast, I found him already bent over the table by the 
window, where he had spread out several maps. Wne was a detailed map 
of London, which I knew well from previous investigations, but beside 
it lay another and far more unusual document. Ypon closer inspection, 
it proved to be a survey of the most important sections of the cityEs sewer 
system, and I could see how Aolmes was comparing the two maps with 
a concentration that showed his thoughts were already far beneath the 
streets of London.
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Pith ruler, pencil, and measuring tape, he worked his way system-
atically through the area around the docks. Oow and then he drew a 
line, noted a distance, or traced a tunnel with his 2ngertip while his 
eyes traveled between the two maps. The entire morning passed in this 
manner, and although I tried several times to coax his thoughts into the 
open, I received only brief replies that told me he was not yet ready to 
share his conclusions.

For my own part, I regarded the development with mixed feelings. 
Wver the years, I had accompanied Aolmes through opium dens, aban-
doned factories, manor houses, graveyards, lighthouses, mines, and 
countless other places where a sensible man would scarcely choose to 
linger voluntarily. Oevertheless, I had to admit that the thought of 
spending hours in the sewers of London was not among the more ap-
pealing prospects.

4I must confess, Aolmes,4 I said as I studied the underground routes 
on the map, 4that this is not 'uite the sort of adventure I imagined when 
I 2rst moved into Baker Street.4

Ae looked up with a faint smile.
4Indeed54
4I had imagined rather more elegant criminals and rather fewer sew-

ers.4
4The two do not necessarily exclude one another.4
4That is precisely the answer I feared.4
Aolmes laughed softly and returned to his work. Shortly afterward, it 

became clear that he had no intention of contenting himself with the-
oretical investigations. Wver the course of the afternoon, various obDects 
began to appear in the rooms. First came a pair of heavy boots, which 
looked capable of withstanding even the most inhospitable surround-
ings. Then came old work clothes, which neither of us would much 
mind ruining. Later followed rope, gloves, and a selection of lanterns, 
which Aolmes carefully inspected and tested.

4Kou look almost pleased,4 I remarked.
Ae was holding one of the lanterns up toward the lamplight to check 

its function and glanced at me over his shoulder.
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40leased is perhaps a strong word.4
4Interested, then.4
4That I will readily admit.4
I leaned back in my chair and regarded the growing heap of e'uip-

ment.
4zll this in order to climb down into a sewer system.4
40recisely because of that.4
4I can imagine few places in London less inviting.4
Aolmes set the lantern down and clasped his hands behind his back.
4It is often the least inviting places that conceal the most interesting 

secrets.4
Ais gaqe drifted once more toward the maps on the table.
4Host people spend their entire lives upon the surface of the city, 

Patson. Few ever consider what lies beneath their feet.4
4znd you hope to 2nd answers there54
4I hope to 2nd the 'uestions.4
It was an answer only Sherlock Aolmes could have given in perfect 

seriousness. I shook my head, yet at the same time I had to admit that his 
expectation was infectious. zlthough the thought of the dark tunnels 
beneath London did not appeal to me in the least, I gradually began 
to share his sense that the old man on the pavement had led us toward 
something far more signi2cant than a chance mystery. Phat it was, 
neither of us could yet know, but when I saw Aolmes bend over the maps 
again with the familiar gleam in his eyes, it was clear to me that we would 
soon attempt to 2nd the answer deep beneath the streets of London.

It was only after darkness had fallen that Aolmes declared himself 
satis2ed with his preparations. The usual stream of carriages and pedes-
trians had begun to thin when we once more set out for the dock 'uarter, 
this time not as observers, but with the express intention of following the 
path the old man had used. Wur e'uipment was hardly elegant, but it 
was practical. Aolmes carried a strong lantern and a coil of rope over his 
shoulder, while I had put on boots and work clothes which I could have 
surrendered to the sewers of London without any great sorrow, should 
circumstances re'uire it.
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After You, Watson
Phen we reached the iron cover we had discovered the previous evening, 
the area was deserted. The fog still drifted between the buildings, though 
it had lost some of its density, and in the glow from the distant gas lamps 
the damp metal glimmered faintly. Aolmes cast a 'uick glance around 
him, then grasped the cover and lifted it aside. zt once the same heavy 
stench rose toward us which we had noticed the night before, and this 
time, knowing what awaited us below, it seemed to me almost worse.

4zfter you, Patson,4 said Aolmes cheerfully.
I replied with a remark that would scarcely bear publication and then 

began the descent with caution.
The iron ladder dropped deep into the darkness, and with every rung 

the world above seemed to retreat farther away. The light from the street 
gradually weakened while the smell grew stronger. It was a mixture of 
stagnant water, mud, damp, and something older which I could not 
identify, but which instinctively made me long for the open air. Phen at 
last I reached the bottom, I stood still for a moment and let the lantern 
move through the darkness.

The sight was not encouraging.
Pe stood in a broad brick passage where a channel of dark water ran 

through the center. zlong both sides were narrow walkways, Dust wide 
enough for a man to pass. The water murmured softly against the stones, 
and moisture dripped from the ceiling at regular intervals. Rvery echo 
seemed to be thrown back and forth between the walls until it vanished 
into the distant darkness.

I still remember the peculiar sensation that seiqed me as I stood there. 
Aigh above our heads, London continued its life. Aorse-drawn carriages 
rolled through the streets. 0eople went to and from their homes. Shops 
closed. —as lamps were lit. But down here, every connection to the living 
world seemed broken. It was like moving through a shadow version of 
the city, hidden beneath its feet, where only darkness, damp, and silence 
had their home.
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Aolmes, by contrast, seemed entirely una?ected by our surroundings. 
Ae immediately began to examine the ground beneath us with the me-
thodical thoroughness that was characteristic of him. The lantern moved 
slowly over mud, brickwork, and deposits while he studied the smallest 
details.

4There,4 he said after a while.
I followed the light and saw some faint marks in the mud.
4Footprints54
4Oot fresh. But regular.4
Pe continued onward. In several places Aolmes found similar signs. 

Certain areas had plainly been trodden far more often than the rest of the 
tunnel. In some places, the mud even appeared to have been disturbed 
relatively recently.

4Ae comes here often,4 I remarked.
4Kes.4
4znd not only once.4
4Oo.4
It was at about this point that Aolmes suddenly stopped.
Wn the wall to our right ran a narrow ledge, which at 2rst glance I 

had taken for an accidental part of the brickwork. Something about it, 
however, had caught his attention. Ae raised the lantern and went closer.

4Phat is it54 I asked.
4That is precisely what I should like to know.4
Phen the light fell directly upon the ledge, several obDects emerged 

from the darkness. First I saw a coil of rope. Then a pickaxe. z shovel. 
znother shovel. Rverything had been placed with an order that left no 
doubt someone had deliberately hidden the e'uipment there.

Aolmes crouched down and began to examine the 2nd.

The Hidden Maps
The tools bore clear signs of use. The wooden handles were worn, the 
metal scratched and discolored. Oone of it appeared new.

4Interesting,4 he murmured.
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zmong the obDects also lay several rolled documents. Aolmes took 
hold of them carefully and unrolled them upon the driest part of the 
ledge.

I bent forward.
They proved to be maps.
Oot ordinary city maps, but detailed drawings of tunnels, side pas-

sages, and connections beneath the city. In several places, lines, crosses, 
and markings had been added in pencil. Some routes had been carefully 
underlined. Wthers had been crossed out again.

zs Aolmes studied them, I gradually began to see a pattern.
Suddenly the whole case seemed obvious to me.
4Wf course.4
Aolmes looked up.
4Phat is of course54
4Smugglers.4
I pointed to the maps.
4It is obvious. They use the tunnels to transport goods between the 

docks and the warehouses. That explains the hidden routes. The tools. 
The hiding place.4

The more I spoke, the more convinced I became.
4It is the perfect way through the city. Oo one sees them. Oo one 

knows where they come from or where they go.4
Aolmes did not answer at once. Ae continued to study the maps in 

the lantern light.
4Kou do not agree.4
4I did not say that.4
4But you are not convinced either.4
z faint smile appeared upon his face.
4Kour theory is certainly a possibility, Patson.4
It was not, however, his reply that caught my attention. It was the 

expression on his face. Ae did not look like a man who had Dust found 
con2rmation of his theory. Something about the maps seemed to trouble 
him. I could not say what, and I doubt that he himself could have formu-
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lated it at that moment. But there was a small inconsistency somewhere 
in his thoughts, a detail that did not yet 2t.

zt last he rolled up the maps and tucked them under his arm.
4Pe shall take these with us.4
I did not protest. For my own part, the case seemed almost solved. 

The old manEs secret movements, the sewers, the tools, the maps, and the 
docklands all pointed in the same direction.

Aolmes, however, said very little on the way back. Ae carried the maps 
under his arm and walked with that distant look I knew so well. It was 
the look of a man who had not yet found the one piece of the puqqle that 
would allow all the others to fall into place.

A Song in the Sunlight
The following day I found Aolmes in a state of concentrated absorption 
which very few cases were capable of producing in him. The maps we 
had found in the sewers lay spread across the table together with his own 
surveys of London, and all morning he had sat bent over them with ruler, 
pencil, and magnifying glass within reach. Oow and then he drew a line 
between two points, noted a distance, or leaned back to compare the 
underground routes with the streets above. Rverything suggested that he 
was still working from the theory of smuggling routes through the city. 
Several times I heard him murmur the names of docklands, warehouses, 
and side streets as he tried to create a logical connection between the old 
man…s movements and the maps we had found.

For my own part, I had taken my place by the window with a book 
which I read with only limited attention. For the 2rst time in several days, 
the sun had found its way through the clouds, and its light fell warmly 
over Baker Street. From the apartment below, I heard the sound of a 
window being opened, and shortly afterward I noticed that Hrs. Aud-
son had placed her birdcage in the light. The canary seemed instantly to 
approve of the decision. Oo sooner had the 2rst rays of sunshine touched 
the cage than it began to sing with a strength that seemed remarkable for 
so small a creature.
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:The little fellow must consider himself called to the opera,‘ I re-
marked.

Aolmes did not answer.
Ae still sat bent over his maps and seemed wholly absorbed in his 

calculations.
The bird, however, continued. Its song rose and fell in clear, powerful 

notes that 2lled the space between the houses. I must admit that I found 
the sound surprisingly pleasant, and for a moment I laid my book aside 
merely to listen. It was then that my gaqe happened to fall upon the 
pavement.

The familiar 2gure stood there again.
The old man had appeared almost soundlessly and stood in his usual 

place on the opposite side of the street. But this time something hap-
pened which immediately caught my attention. Ae lifted his head and 
stood perfectly still. Ais face changed. It was as though he had suddenly 
found what he had been seeking for so many days.

Then he whistled.
The sound was short, clear, and strangely melodic.
I frowned.
zlmost at the same instant, an answer sounded.
zt 2rst I thought it came from somewhere farther down the street, but 

when the note was repeated, I realiqed that it came from the house.
I turned sharply.
8own by Hrs. Audson…s window, the canary sat upon its perch. It was 

no longer singing in its usual fashion. Instead, it was producing a series 
of short whistled notes that seemed almost identical to those the old man 
had Dust made.

Aolmes had heard it too.
Ae was already on his feet.
:Hrs. Audson.‘
That was all he said.
z moment later he was on his way to the door, and I hurried after him. 

Pe hastened down the stairs and knocked 'uickly at our landlady…s door. 
She opened it with a surprised expression.
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:Hr. Aolmes5 8r. Patson5 Phat in the worldK‘
:The bird,‘ said Aolmes.
Hrs. Audson blinked.
:The bird5‘
:Kes.‘
She pointed toward the open window.
:Phy, it is sitting right there.‘
Pe stepped inside. The canary was indeed sitting in its large brass cage, 

bathed in sunlight. It seemed entirely absorbed in its strange conver-
sation. zt intervals it gave another whistle, and shortly afterward the 
answer came from the street below.

Aolmes stood still only long enough to con2rm what he already knew.
Then he turned without a word and 'uickly left the apartment.
Wnce again I followed him down the stairs and out onto the pavement.
The old man was still in his place.
Thomas Hargreaves
Phen Aolmes approached him, he looked startled at 2rst, as though 

he feared being accused of something. Aolmes merely pointed up toward 
the window.

:It seems to me, sir, that you know Hrs. Audson…s bird.‘
The man stared at him for a moment.
:IL‘
:Come inside.‘
There was nothing threatening in Aolmes…s tone. Wn the contrary, it 

sounded almost kind.
The old man hesitated for a moment, but then allowed himself to be 

led back into the house. z few minutes later we were gathered around 
the table in Hrs. Audson…s sitting room, where our landlady, after her 
2rst surprise, had served co?ee to us all.

The man sat visibly uncomfortable on the edge of his chair.
:Hr. Aolmes,‘ he began at last, :I must admit that this is somewhat 

embarrassing.‘
:Kou have visited Baker Street many times.‘
:Kes.‘
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:znd in doing so, you have attracted our attention.‘
z little color rose into his face.
:I regret that. I had no intention of watching the house.‘
:But you must understand that it appeared so.‘
:Kes.‘
Ae lowered his eyes.
:I suppose it did.‘
For a moment he sat in silence before continuing.
:The truth is that I did not come to keep watch over anyone. I came 

to listen.‘
Aolmes leaned slightly forward.
:To listen5‘
:For a bird.‘
Hrs. Audson gave a small exclamation of surprise.
The man nodded.
:I know how foolish it sounds. The 2rst time, I thought I had been 

mistaken. But several times, when the sun was shining, I thought I heard 
a particular song. z song I knew.‘

Ae hesitated and cleared his throat.
:Forgive me. I ought to introduce myself. Hy name is Thomas Aarg-

reaves.‘
Aolmes nodded.
:Continue, Hr. Aargreaves.‘
:I once had a canary myself.‘
Ais gaqe moved toward the cage by the window.
:It sang in a very particular way. Oot like other birds. I know it sounds 

strange, but any bird owner will tell you that they have their own little 
habits and melodies. This bird had certain notes which I have never 
forgotten.‘

Ae smiled faintly.
:Phen I 2rst heard the song from here, I dismissed it as imagination. 

But each time I returned, I seemed to hear it again.‘
Slowly he rose and went over to the cage.
Pe followed him with our eyes.
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To Harry, Christmas 1884
Ae stood for a long time looking at the bird without saying anything. 
There was something in his face which, at the time, I found dijcult 
to interpret. Oot Doy. Oot surprise. Vather a form of recognition, rising 
from very far back in time.

But then his gaqe shifted.
It was no longer the bird he was studying. It was the cage. Ae stepped a 

little closer. Ais hand lifted and gently took hold of the side. I suddenly 
noticed that it was trembling. Then, slowly, he turned the cage a little. 
Wn the side was a small brass plate. Thomas stared at it.

Oone of us said a word.
zt last he slowly read the words aloud.
:To Aarry. Christmas MGG7. From Father.‘
Ais voice had almost become a whisper. The color left his face. Ae 

stood perfectly still, his gaqe 2xed upon the little plate, as though it had 
opened a door into a world he had believed vanished long ago.

Aolmes rose slowly.
I could see that he had instantly understood its signi2cance.
:Aarry5‘ he asked 'uietly.
The old man lifted his head. First he looked at the bird. Then at the 

cage. Finally at Aolmes.
:Aarry,‘ he repeated.
z long moment passed before he continued.
:Aarry was my son.‘
The silence that followed those simple words seemed to 2ll the entire 

room. Rven Aolmes, who rarely allowed feelings or atmosphere to inter-
rupt the progress of an investigation, said nothing. Thomas Aargreaves 
remained standing by the cage with his eyes resting upon the little yellow 
bird. The sunlight still fell through the window and made the brass bars 
shine faintly. The bird sat calmly upon its perch and regarded us with 
that characteristic birdlike gaqe which seems at once empty and attentive. 
There was, of course, no sense in attributing human feelings to it, yet at 
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that moment it almost seemed to me that it, too, sensed the gravity that 
had settled over the room.

zt last Aolmes stepped forward.
:Pill you not sit down again, Hr. Aargreaves5‘
Ais voice was unusually gentle.
Thomas nodded slowly and returned to the table. I poured more 

co?ee for him, and he accepted the cup with both hands. Wnly then did 
I truly notice how worn those hands were. They were rough and scarred, 
with thickened knuckles and 2ngers that bore the marks of a lifetime of 
physical labor. They were hands that had lifted, dug, struck, and carried 
for decades.

Aolmes sat back in his chair and regarded him with that calm atten-
tion which always appeared when he sensed that a person stood on the 
threshold of an important confession.

:I think,‘ he said 'uietly, :that you owe us the story, Hr. Aargreaves.‘
The old man looked down into his co?ee cup. For a moment I almost 

thought he would refuse. Then he nodded slowly.
:Kes,‘ he said. :I suppose I do.‘
Ae was silent again for a moment, as though he had to travel many 

years back in time before he could begin.
:I grew up in Korkshire,‘ he said at last. :In a small community where 

the mines were everything. Hy father worked in the mines. Ais father 
before him did the same. Phen a man was old enough to work, he went 
down into the earth like the others. That was simply how it was.‘

Ais gaqe grew distant.
:There were not many choices. Oot for people like us.‘
Ae smiled without pleasure.
:Oowadays people speak of careers and opportunities. In those days, 

one spoke of how deep one had to go.‘
I looked again at his hands and suddenly understood better what they 

revealed about his past.
:It was hard work5‘ I asked.
:Aard5‘ Ae gave a short laugh. :Kes, 8octor. I think one may safely 

say so.‘
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Ae leaned back slightly.

The Canary Underground
:There was the darkness. Wne never 'uite grew accustomed to it. Then 
there was the coal dust, which found its way into the nose, the mouth, 
and the lungs. The damp, which sank into the bones. znd then there 
was the fear.‘

Ais voice grew lower.
:That was always with you.‘
Hrs. Audson, who had also remained seated at the table, was now 

listening with great attention.
:The fear of accidents5‘ she asked.
Thomas nodded.
:Cave-ins. Rxplosions. Bad air. There were many ways to die down 

there.‘
Ais gaqe drifted involuntarily toward the bird by the window.
:That is why we had the canaries.‘
I at once noticed the connection.
:zs warning birds.‘
:Kes.‘
Thomas nodded again.
:Host people know little of it today. But in those days they were as 

important as pickaxes and shovels. The birds were more sensitive to the 
gases than we were. If the air turned bad, they felt it 2rst.‘

Ae pointed toward the cage.
:Phen a bird began to behave strangely, we paid attention. If it 

stopped singing, we grew cautious. znd if it fell to the bottom of the 
cageL‘

Ae left the sentence un2nished.
:Then one ran,‘ said Aolmes.
:Kes.‘
Thomas looked at him.
:Then one ran.‘
znother short silence followed.
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I could not help shaking my head.
:It must have been a hard fate for the birds.‘
Thomas let his gaqe return to the canary by the window.
:Kes, 8octor.‘
Ais voice was 'uiet now.
:It was.‘
Ae took a sip of co?ee and remained for a moment with the cup 

between his hands.
:But they saved many human lives.‘
Oone of us contradicted him.
Wutside, the sun still shone over Baker Street, and the little bird once 

again began to whistle from its place by the window. The sound seemed 
almost strange after the story we had Dust heard. For the 2rst time, I began 
to understand why its peculiar reaction to gas had stirred such powerful 
memories in Thomas Aargreaves.

Thomas sat for a long time with the co?ee cup between his hands, 
while his gaqe rested upon some point far away, as though he no longer 
saw Hrs. Audson…s sitting room, but the decades that lay behind him. 
The bird…s soft whistling from the window seemed almost to accompany 
his thoughts back through time, and when he continued, it was with the 
calm voice of a man who had told the story many times to himself, but 
rarely to others.

:I did not remain in Korkshire all my life,‘ he said. :zfter many years in 
the mines, the work began to grow poorer and the opportunities fewer. 
zt the same time, London was growing. There was work to be had if a 
man was willing to take hold, and I had never been afraid of hard labor. 
So I went south.‘

Ae paused brie3y and shrugged.
:It turned out that the city had need of men who were accustomed to 

working underground.‘
Aolmes nodded slightly.
:The expansion of the sewer system.‘
:Rxactly.‘
z small gleam of recognition appeared in Thomas…s eyes.
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:It was not the mines, of course. There were no coal seams or shafts. 
But in many ways it felt familiar all the same. There were tunnels. There 
was darkness. There was damp. znd most important of all, there was still 
bad air.‘

Ae looked toward the bird by the window.
:That is why I kept my old habit.‘
:Wf taking the bird with you5‘ I asked.
:Kes.‘
Oow he smiled properly for the 2rst time.
:The other workers found it highly amusing.‘
Hrs. Audson looked surprised.
:Truly5‘
:Wh yes. I do not think a week passed without some Doke about my 

little mate. They said I treated it better than my colleagues. They called 
it my foreman, my master, and a good many other things.‘

Ais smile grew a little broader.
:But when the air turned bad, they stopped laughing.‘
There was neither bitterness nor triumph in the words, only the sober 

statement of a man who had experienced reality proving more persuasive 
than any argument.

:znd the bird continued to warn you5‘ asked Aolmes.
:Kes. Oot often. But often enough.‘
Ae leaned back and let his gaqe rest upon the co?ee cup.
:The years passed. I married. Hy son grew up. znd when Aarry was 

old enough, he came with me to the work.‘
zt the mention of his son, something changed in his face.
It was only a small change, but I noticed it at once. The rough features 

softened, and a faint smile appeared around his mouth. It was as though 
the memories, for a moment, lifted some part of the weight he had 
carried for so long.

:Ae was a good lad,‘ Thomas said 'uietly.
There was a warmth in his voice that had not been there before.
:Aardworking. Strong. Ae learned 'uickly. The other men liked him. 

In fact, I think they liked him better than me.‘
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Ae laughed softly.
:Aarry was better with people than I ever was.‘
I could almost see the young man before me through his father…s 

descriptionM a strong young laborer with powerful arms, 'uick to laugh, 
and at home among his comrades in the underground passages.

:Ae never complained,‘ Thomas continued. :Rven when the work 
was hard. znd he always had time to help others. If a man was stuck with 
something, Aarry was the 2rst to lend a hand.‘

Ae was silent for a moment.
:I was proud of him.‘
Oone of us interrupted.
Wutside, a carriage passed along Baker Street, and for a moment the 

sound of horses… hooves mingled with the canary…s song. But inside the 
room, time itself seemed almost to stand still while the old man sat 
surrounded by memory.

:Ae loved the bird as well,‘ he said suddenly.
Ais gaqe moved again toward the cage.
:In fact, more than I did. Phen I gave it to him for Christmas, he was 

already nearly grown. I remember his mother thought he was too old for 
such gifts.‘

z faint smile passed over his face.
:But Aarry was pleased all the same.‘
Ae pointed slowly toward the little brass plate on the cage.
:NTo Aarry. Christmas MGG7. From Father.…‘
The words hung for a moment in the air.
Oow we all understood why the sight of the plate had struck him so 

hard. It was not merely a name. It was a moment from a happier life, 
preserved through decades, that had suddenly returned to him from the 
past.

znd while Thomas sat in silence, gaqing at the cage, I could not free 
myself from the feeling that we were approaching the event that had cast 
its shadow over the rest of his life. It was clear that the story of Aarry had 
not yet reached its darkest part. Wn the contrary, it seemed only now to be 
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moving toward the moment the old man had carried with him through 
all those years.

The Collapse
The faint smile that had softened Thomas Aargreaves…s face for a mo-
ment slowly disappeared again. It was as though the memories had led 
him to a door he had avoided opening for many years, and now he 
sat 'uietly with his gaqe lowered toward the tabletop. The bird by the 
window whistled a few more notes, but none of us spoke. Rven Aolmes 
remained silent. Ae knew as well as I did that there are moments when a 
man must be allowed to 2nd his own way through his memories.

Phen Thomas at last continued, his voice had grown lower.
:It happened in the new part of the works,‘ he said. :Pe were working 

on some of the tunnels that had not yet been 2nished. Oew connections 
were being dug, and several of the walls were still only temporarily shored 
up. Oone of us particularly cared for the place.‘

Ae was silent for a moment and looked up at the bird.
:Oot even 0ip cared for it.‘
For the 2rst time, we learned the name of the bird that now sat in Hrs. 

Audson…s cage.
:It behaved strangely all day. Vestless. Fluttering about in the cage. 

Stopped singing. Several of the men noticed it.‘
:znd still the work continued5‘ Aolmes asked 'uietly.
Thomas nodded.
:Kes. Wne becomes used to ignoring such warnings. If work stopped 

every time someone grew nervous, nothing in London would ever be 
built.‘

Ais gaqe grew distant.
:I wish we had listened.‘
The room had become completely still.
Wutside, a carriage passed through Baker Street, but the sound seemed 

far away. Thomas no longer appeared to be in Hrs. Audson…s sitting 
room. Ae was back underground.
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:First came the sound,‘ he said. :z deep sound. zlmost like distant 
thunder. Oot loud, but heavy. Wne could feel it more than hear it.‘

Ais hands slowly tightened around the co?ee cup.
:Then the ground began to shake.‘
I could almost see the scene through his words. The long brick pas-

sages. The working men with their lamps. The damp air. The growing 
unease.

:There were shouts. Someone cried that everyone was to get out. Then 
the 2rst stones fell.‘

Ais voice grew hoarse.
:zfter that, everything happened very 'uickly.‘
Ae described how clouds of dust 2lled the tunnels, how lamps were 

knocked out, how brickwork and earth came crashing down around 
them. Hen ran blindly through the darkness while the echoes of the 
collapse rolled through the passages like thunder beneath the earth. Some 
escaped. Wthers did not.

:I lost sight of Aarry.‘
Ae said it without drama, and precisely for that reason the words 

struck all the harder.
:Wne moment he was working only a few yards from me. The next I 

could no longer see him.‘
Ae stared down at the table.
:Phen the dust began to settle, we called out to one another. Some 

answered. Wthers did not.‘
Oone of us interrupted.
:It was only later that we understood the full extent of it.‘
Ae drew a deep breath.
:Several men were missing.‘
Ais gaqe sought the cage.
:Aarry was one of them.‘
z few seconds passed before he continued.
:I refused to believe it. I began digging at once. The others had almost 

to drag me away. I kept saying that he was only trapped behind some 
stones. That we would 2nd him if we worked 'uickly enough.‘
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I noticed how his hands trembled slightly.
:znd at 2rst the rescue men believed the same. They came with extra 

hands. They worked day and night.‘
Oow a new weariness entered his voice. Oot the weariness that follows 

a long day…s labor, but the weariness born of many years of grief.
:They dug for days. zlmost without pause.‘
Ae looked up at us.
:They were brave men. Several times they came close to being buried 

themselves. Oew cracks appeared in the walls. There were smaller col-
lapses. Some of the rescue men were inDured.‘

Ae fell silent again.
:But they kept on.‘
It was clear that he still felt deep gratitude toward the men who had 

risked their own lives.
:zt last they had to stop.‘
The words came almost inaudibly.
:Oo one wished to say it directly. But everyone knew.‘
Ae looked down into his cup.
:They no longer believed there was any chance of 2nding survivors.‘
The bird by the window gave another short whistle.
Thomas slowly raised his head and looked at it.
:But I did not believe it.‘
Ais voice was 'uiet, but unshakable.
:Oot then.‘
I looked at Aolmes and discovered that even he sat perfectly motion-

less. For the 2rst time, I began to understand that the old man on the 
pavement opposite Baker Street had never been searching for smuggling 
routes or hidden goods. Ae had been searching for something far more 
precious. Something he had sought for so many years that hope itself had 
become part of his nature.

Thomas remained seated for a moment after his last words, while 
silence once more settled over the room. The sunlight still lay warm 
upon the 3oor, and from the street below came the ordinary sounds 
of London, but none of us seemed any longer to notice them. In our 
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thoughts we were all far from Baker Street, deep beneath the city, where 
dust, rubble, and darkness had closed around a group of workers many 
years before.

zt last the old man drew a deep breath.
:In the end, the management made their decision.‘
Ais voice was calm, but tired.
:They declared the area too dangerous.‘
Ae looked down at his hands.
:The searches were stopped. The work was stopped. Some of the 

tunnels were sealed o?, and the men still missing were ojcially declared 
dead.‘

Ae was silent for a moment.
:That was how the matter ended for them.‘
I could hear the bitterness behind the simple words.
:For them5‘ asked Aolmes.
Thomas nodded.
:Kes.‘
Ais gaqe darkened.
:But not for me.‘
Ae leaned back and slowly shook his head.
:I found it hard to accept the decision. I begged them to continue. 

I argued with the engineers, with the foremen, and with anyone who 
would listen. I even o?ered to go on working myself.‘

z brief, humorless smile passed over his face.
:Oo one found that particularly reassuring.‘
:Phat did they answer5‘ I asked.
:That the risk was too great.‘
Ae shrugged.
:znd they were probably right.‘
znother short silence followed.
:But it made no di?erence.‘

A Search Without End
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For the 2rst time since we had met him, the old man seemed to release 
some part of the burden he had carried alone through so many years.

:I could not let it rest.‘
Oow all the strange details that had surrounded the case began sud-

denly to fall into place in my mind. I thought of the solitary 2gure on the 
pavement, of the many visits to Baker Street, of the little shed, the sewers, 
the tools, and the maps.

Aolmes had evidently gone through the same realiqation.
:That is why the tunnels,‘ he said 'uietly.
Thomas looked up.
:Kes.‘
:That is why the maps.‘
:Kes.‘
:That is why the ropes and shovels.‘
The old man nodded.
:I have gathered them over the years. Rach time I found a new passage, 

I drew it in. Rach time a way proved blocked, I crossed it out.‘
Ais hand moved slowly through the air, as though he were still follow-

ing the old routes.
:I was looking for a way into the area beyond the collapse.‘
I looked at Aolmes.
Ae sat perfectly still.
The smuggling theory had vanished. There were no secret transports, 

no crime, no hidden goods. Wnly an old man who had spent decades 
searching for his son.

:I never hoped for a miracle,‘ Thomas said after a while.
Ais voice had become so low that we almost had to lean forward to 

hear it.
:Oot truly.‘
Ae looked down at the table.
:I only hoped to know for certain.‘
There was something in that sentence that struck me harder than 

all the other details of his story. Oot hope of rescue, nor hope of the 
impossible.
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:I only wanted to know what became of my boy.‘
Oone of us said anything.
I turned my gaqe toward Aolmes and saw that he, too, had grown 

serious. Ae had met many people over the years, men and women driven 
by greed, revenge, ambition, or fear. But there was no criminal sitting 
before us.

Wnly a father.
Slowly Thomas rose. Oo one attempted to stop him. Ae went to the 

window, where the canary still sat upon its perch in the golden afternoon 
light. The bird turned its head and regarded him with its small dark eyes.

Carefully, Thomas lifted his hand and let his 2ngertips rest against 
the brass bars of the cage. For several seconds he said nothing. Then the 
words came.

:I never thought I should see 0ip again.‘
Aolmes straightened.
For the 2rst time that afternoon, he seemed genuinely surprised.
:Kou meanL‘ he began.
Thomas nodded without taking his eyes from the bird.
:Kes.‘
Ais voice was almost a whisper.
:It is my bird.‘
The bird hopped a step closer along its perch.
The old man smiled faintly.
:I thought it had vanished forever with Aarry.‘
znd while the afternoon sun shone through the window, the old 

workman stood looking at the little yellow bird that had survived both 
the disaster and the many years that had passed since. For the 2rst time 
since he had entered the house, some of the sorrow seemed to lift from 
his shoulders. Oot because he had found the answers to his 'uestions, 
but because a small piece of the world he had lost had suddenly returned 
to him.

The sunlight still lay across the 3oorboards, and the little canary sat 
peacefully upon its perch by the window, as though it knew nothing 
of mines, collapses, or the many years of sorrow to which it had been 
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a silent companion. Thomas had returned to his chair, and Aolmes sat 
with his 2ngertips pressed together before him, his gaqe 2xed upon the 
old workman. Several minutes passed without any of us feeling the need 
to break the silence.

Phen Aolmes at last spoke, it was with a thoughtfulness I had rarely 
heard from him.

:I must say, Hr. Aargreaves, that I was seriously mistaken.‘
Thomas looked up in surprise.
:Histaken, sir5‘
:Kes.‘
Aolmes leaned back slightly.
:Throughout this case, I assumed that the maps, the ropes, the tools, 

and your secret visits to the sewers concealed a criminal enterprise. I 
believed we were dealing with smuggling or some other illegal activity.‘

z faint smile passed over the old man…s face.
:I can well understand that.‘
:In fact,‘ Aolmes continued, :almost all the facts we knew pointed in 

that direction.‘
:They certainly did,‘ I interDected. :If the truth be told, I was even 

more convinced than Aolmes. Phen we found the maps and tools un-
derground, I regarded the case as practically solved.‘

Thomas laughed softly.
It was not the laughter of a cheerful man, but rather of one who 

recogniqed an old misunderstanding.
:Then you would hardly be the 2rst.‘
:Aave others thought the same5‘
:Hany over the years.‘
Ae gave a slight shrug.
:zn old man creeping about beneath London with maps and tools 

naturally gives rise to suspicion.‘
Aolmes nodded appreciatively.
:It is dijcult to disagree with that assessment.‘
Ae reached his hand toward the table.
:But explain the maps to me.‘
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Thomas leaned forward.
:Host of them began as old engineering drawings. Some I obtained 

legally through people I knew. Wthers I found later. z few I copied 
myself.‘

Ae smiled almost apologetically.
:I have had many years at my disposal.‘
Aolmes regarded the rolled maps lying beside him.
:znd all the markings5‘
:Hy own.‘
The old man pointed toward the lines and crosses we had previously 

studied.
:Rach time I found a new passage, I drew it in. Rach time I came to a 

dead end, I marked it. If a tunnel had collapsed or been sealed o?, I noted 
that as well.‘

zs he spoke, I realiqed how enormous a labor truly lay behind it. These 
were not merely a few random notes. They were the result of decades of 
searching.

:So you have spent all this time mapping the tunnels5‘
Thomas nodded.
:Kes.‘
:znd every new passage gave hope5‘
For a moment his gaqe grew distant.
:Kes.‘
Ae was brie3y silent.
:znd every dead end brought a new disappointment.‘
There was no bitterness in his voice any longer. Wnly weariness.
I leaned forward.
:But have you come any closer5‘
For the 2rst time since the beginning of his story, something happened 

in his face.
z little light seemed to kindle behind the tired eyes.
:Kes.‘
The word came almost surprisingly 'uickly.
:In fact, closer than ever before.‘
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Aolmes immediately straightened.
:Rxplain.‘
Thomas pointed to one of the maps.
:z few months ago I found an old service tunnel. Host maps no longer 

show it. I believe it was abandoned early during the construction.‘
Ae followed one of the drawn routes with his 2nger.
:But it leads closer to the collapsed area than any other passage I have 

found.‘
I felt Aolmes…s interest increase at once.
:znd it is passable5‘
:0artly.‘
The small hope in Thomas…s face dimmed again.
:I reached farther than ever before.‘
:But5‘
The old man sighed.
:The way is still blocked.‘
Ae was silent for a moment and looked down at his hands.
:Oot by the original collapse. That lies farther in. But an enormous 

beam has fallen across the passage, and behind it lie several large blocks 
of stone.‘

I could imagine the scene without dijculty.
:Aave you tried to move them5‘
:Several times.‘
Ae smiled wearily.
:Far too many times.‘
For a moment his gaqe rested upon his hands, as though he were 

comparing them with the hands he had possessed as a young miner.
:But age is beginning to overtake me.‘
Ais voice was neither bitter nor complaining. It was simply a state-

ment of fact.
:I am no longer the man I was.‘
Those words hung in the air for a long time. For the 2rst time it became 

clear to me that time might be running out for Thomas Aargreaves. 
Oot merely because the years were passing, but because his life…s work 



TAR CzOzVK IO Bz"RV STVRRT 19“

had come closer to its goal than ever before, at precisely the moment 
when his strength was beginning to fail him. I looked at Aolmes and 
recogniqed the expression that so often foretold a decision. Hy friend 
said nothing yet, but I had the impression that his thoughts were already 
moving toward the same conclusion as my ownM that the old man would 
hardly be allowed to continue his search alone.

The old man sat with his gaqe resting upon the bird, while 0ip an-
swered his attention with a small tilt of the head. I think we all felt the 
same strange mixture of sorrow and hopeM sorrow for the many years that 
had passed, and hope that the search might, after all, be approaching its 
end.

Aolmes was the 2rst to break the silence.
Ae turned his head toward me, and I did not need many years of 

ac'uaintance with him to understand what was taking place behind his 
calm exterior.

:Then we must help him, Patson.‘
I sighed very slightly.
Oot because I wished to refuse. I would never have done so. But 

the thought of yet another expedition through the sewers of London 
was not exactly appealing. 8uring my time with Aolmes, I had grown 
accustomed to many forms of discomfort, but the underground tunnels 
were not among the places I longed to visit again.

:I had Dust been hoping,‘ I said, :that my career as a sewer worker was 
concluded.‘

z faint smile appeared upon Aolmes…s face.
:Kour career has hardly been long enough to be spoken of in the past 

tense.‘
Thomas looked from one to the other of us.
:I cannot ask that of you.‘
:Kou have not asked it,‘ replied Aolmes. :But you have spent many 

years upon this search, and it seems to me that you have come closer to 
your goal than ever before. It would be a pity to stop now.‘

Oow I saw the old man…s eyes grow bright. Ae said nothing. But his 
silent nod told more than any thanks.
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Beneath London
Several days later we met at the entrance to the sewers that Thomas had 
used so many times over the years. The evening was cool, and a light 
fog drifted in from the river and gathered between the dark buildings. 
Aolmes had provided for a thorough e'uipment. Pe brought lanterns, 
rope, gloves, and various tools that might prove useful if the passage truly 
was as dijcult as Thomas had described.

In addition, we had brought 0ip.
The little cage hung securely fastened to a strap, and the bird sat 'uite 

calmly upon its perch, as though it regarded the entire undertaking as 
perfectly natural.

I must admit that I viewed it with some skepticism.
:8o you truly believe,‘ I said as we prepared for the descent, :that it 

can still be used for this purpose5‘
Thomas cast a glance toward the bird.
:It could in the mines.‘
:That was many years ago.‘
:The air is the same.‘
Ais answer came without hesitation.
:The birds always react 2rst.‘
I looked 'uestioningly at Aolmes.
:znd if it does not5‘
:Then we shall have carried a birdcage through London for no rea-

son,‘ he replied. :That seems to me a risk we can live with.‘
Ae closed the lid of his lantern and gave me a 'uick glance.
:Phen one moves beneath the ground, Patson, one should not de-

spise instruments that have served well for generations.‘
I was forced, however reluctantly, to admit that the argument was 

dijcult to dispute, and shortly afterward we began our descent.
zs on our previous visit, the darkness gradually swallowed us. The 

smell rose to meet us, and soon the light from the street had disappeared 
behind us. Wnly our lanterns cast shining circles over the damp brick 
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walls. Pater murmured through the deeper channels, and every step sent 
echoes into the tunnels.

I have already described the sensation of moving through London…s 
underground world, but it seemed no less unpleasant to me on a second 
visit. Wn the contrary, perhaps because I now knew how far inward we 
were going. The damp lay heavy in the air. Pater dripped incessantly 
from the vaults. Aere and there rats… eyes 3ashed in the light before 
vanishing back into the darkness. In the midst of such surroundings, the 
little birdcage seemed almost absurd. The yellow canary sat like a small 
ray of sunlight surrounded by brick, mud, and shadow.

Thomas led the way. Time and again he turned into side passages that 
I would never have found without his guidance. In several places we had 
to bow our heads beneath low vaults. In others we had to crawl through 
narrow connections or force our way over collapsed sections where old 
rubble still lay scattered across the 3oor.

Aolmes kept the old maps in mind the entire time. zt regular inter-
vals he stopped, compared the tunnels with Thomas…s descriptions, and 
nodded with satisfaction when they agreed.

zfter half an hour…s walking, I began to understand why the old man 
had spent so many years upon his search. The sewer system was a true 
maqe of connections, side passages, and abandoned tunnels. Pithout 
maps or experience, a man could easily lose his way.

zt last Thomas stopped. Ae had said little during the Dourney, but 
now he raised his lantern and pointed ahead.

:There.‘
I followed the light. Before us, the tunnel narrowed. Vubble covered 

the 3oor, and farther ahead I could see a larger collapsed area.
Thomas moved slowly closer. Ais movements made it clear that he 

knew the place intimately.
:This is where I have been working.‘
Several piles of stone already lay along the walls, and I could see traces 

of previous attempts to clear the passage.

The Blocked Passage
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Pithout further words, we set to work. The labor proceeded systemati-
cally. Stones were moved, smaller rubble cleared away, and gradually the 
opening grew wider. Thomas worked with a determination remarkable 
in a man of his age. Rvery movement seemed carried by the same hope 
that had driven him through the decades.

zfter some time we reached the obstacle he had previously described. 
Rven in the light of the lanterns, it appeared formidable. zn enormous 
timber beam lay wedged across the passage. Behind it one could make out 
several large blocks of stone which together formed an almost impassable 
barrier.

Thomas set down his lantern.
:There it is.‘
Ae placed his hand upon the old timber.
:That is what has stopped me.‘
There was neither bitterness nor resignation in his voice.
But when I looked at the beam and then at the old man, I understood 

without dijculty why he had been unable to move it alone. In the 
lantern light I could see the many marks left by earlier attempts. The 
wood was worn and scratched, and several of the stones around it bore 
clear traces of pickaxes and shovels. The old man had been here many 
times before. Ae had worked alone, step by step, year after year, and I 
felt a growing respect for the endurance that had driven him back to this 
place again and again.

:I think we can get it free,‘ he said at last. :If we use the shovels as 
levers.‘

Aolmes cast a glance at the structure and nodded.
:It is worth the attempt.‘
Shortly afterward, all three of us were bent over the work. The shovels 

were pushed in beneath the beam, and with our combined strength we 
began to lift, twist, and shove. The timber did not yield willingly. Several 
times the tools slipped free again, and more than once I was convinced 
that our e?orts would prove futile. But Thomas did not give up. Rach 
time we were forced to stop for breath, he was the 2rst to take hold again, 
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and there was something almost youthful in the energy that suddenly 
seemed to have returned to him.

Slowly the beam began to move. zt 2rst so little that I thought it was 
wishful thinking. But Aolmes had noticed it as well.

:zgain,‘ he said shortly.
Wnce more we put all our strength into it. z deep crack sounded 

through the passage. The beam shifted.
Then a little more. znd then, almost all at once, it gave way. Pith one 

2nal shared e?ort, we succeeded in freeing it and toppling it to the side. 
It struck the 3oor with a heavy crash that rolled through the tunnels in 
long echoes.

Thomas stood perfectly still for a moment. Behind the beam, the 
passage was not clear, but it was open enough for us to continue the 
work. Several large stones still lay in the way, and we immediately began 
removing them one by one. zs the opening widened, we could make 
out the darkness farther within. It was no longer merely a wall of stones 
before us. There was truly a passage behind it.

I cast a glance at Thomas. Ais face had changed. There was still weari-
ness and age in the furrowed features, but now there was something else 
as well. Something that resembled hope. Oot the hope he had earlier 
denied himself, but the 'uiet certainty that he was at last closer to the 
answer than he had ever been before.

Pip's Warning
That was why what followed came so abruptly. zt 2rst I noticed only a 
small movement from the corner of my eye. 0ip had left its calm place 
on the perch and was hopping restlessly about the cage. z moment later 
it began to beat its wings.

Thomas turned his head at once. I saw his face change. The old miner 
had recogniqed something long before either of us had done so.

0ip grew more and more agitated. It 3ew from one side of the cage to 
the other and now gave out high, shrill cries that bore not the slightest 
resemblance to its usual song. There was nothing melodic in them. They 
sounded like pure warnings.
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:AolmesL‘ I began.
But Aolmes had already understood the situation.
:Back”‘
Ais voice cut through the tunnel.
:Back at once”‘
There was no hesitation in it. Oo room for discussion.
Thomas instantly seiqed the cage.
I must confess that for one brief moment I felt an impulse to protest. 

Pe were so close to the goal. The opening lay before us. zfter all that 
e?ort, it seemed madness to abandon the work now. But Dust as the 
thought passed through my mind, I felt it myself. The air had changed.

zt 2rst it was only a faint sensation. Then it became clearer. Rach 
breath felt heavier than the last. zt the same time, a strange odor drifted 
through the opening before us. Oot strong, but unpleasant in a way that 
instinctively made me desire greater distance from the place.

:Forward, Patson”‘ cried Aolmes.
Oow I needed no further persuasion.
Pe withdrew 'uickly through the tunnels. 0ip continued its warnings 

while Thomas carried the cage close against him. Wnly when we had 
covered a considerable distance and reached some of the larger main 
passages, where the air seemed noticeably fresher, did Aolmes 2nally 
stop.

Oone of us spoke immediately.
Pe merely stood and breathed.
0ip had once again grown calm. It sat again upon its perch, as though 

nothing had happened. Thomas still held the cage in his hands. Ais face 
was pale.

Aolmes regarded the bird for a moment before turning toward the old 
man.

:Kour bird once saved miners.‘
Thomas nodded slowly.
:Kes.‘
Aolmes let his gaqe rest upon 0ip.
:It seems to me,‘ he said 'uietly, :that it has Dust done so again.‘
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Oone of us attempted to contradict him.

The Truth Below
Several days passed before we returned to the tunnels. Aolmes had no 
interest in acting hastily, and although I knew his own curiosity was 
strongly stirred, he held himself to that discipline which had always been 
one of his greatest strengths. Ae used the time to contact the proper 
authorities and explain the situation. Oaturally, he did not present the 
whole unusual story of Thomas Aargreaves and his decades-long search, 
but he made it clear that behind an old collapse in London…s sewer system 
there might possibly be the remains of several workers who had been 
reported missing many years earlier.

I noticed that he treated the matter with a seriousness that distin-
guished it from many of our previous investigations. There were none 
of his usual sharp remarks about crime or human folly. Oo triumphant 
expectation of unmasking a criminal. Phen I asked him one evening 
whether he still regarded the matter as a mystery, he laid down his pipe 
and looked thoughtfully into the 2re.

:Oo, Patson.‘
:Oo5‘
:Pe are no longer searching for a mystery.‘
Ae was silent for a moment.
:Pe are searching for the truth.‘
It was one of the few times I heard him express himself in that way, and 

for that very reason the words remained with me.
Several days later the small expedition gathered at the sewer entrance. 

In addition to Aolmes, Thomas, and myself, the party consisted of 
two experienced sewer workers and their foreman, a broad-shouldered 
man with a griqqled mustache and the calm con2dence that comes from 
many years of work underground. They had brought all the e'uipment 
prudence re'uired. Lanterns, support beams, ropes, tools, and various 
safety gear were distributed among us before we began the descent.

0ip, of course, was with us as well.
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I noticed with some pleasure that none of the workers laughed at 
the sight of the little bird. Wn the contrary, several of them nodded 
approvingly when Thomas explained its role.

:Hy grandfather did the same,‘ said one of the men. :In the mines up 
north.‘

The other gently tapped the cage.
:The old methods are not always the worst.‘
Thomas did not answer, but I could see that the remarks pleased him.
Shortly afterward we began the descent. The Dourney through the 

tunnels seemed less strange to me than on our previous visits, but no less 
unpleasant. The same damp air surrounded us, the same echoes followed 
our steps, and the dark water still ran through the deeper channels with 
its eternal murmuring accompaniment. This time, however, there were 
more of us, and the powerful lanterns cast a wider and more reassuring 
light through the passages.

Thomas led us along the route now familiar to us. I noticed that he 
spoke very little along the way. Ais face was serious, and his gaqe often 
sought the darkness ahead of us. Ae no longer seemed hopeful. Aope 
had long since been replaced by something else. Ae reminded me of a 
man approaching a court where, after many years of waiting, a case was 
2nally to be decided.

zt last we reached the passage we had previously opened in part. 
Rverything stood much as we had left it. The fallen beam still lay beside 
the opening, and the stones we had removed were stacked along the walls. 
Aolmes cast a glance toward 0ip.

The bird sat calmly upon its perch.
:That is a good sign,‘ he said.
Thomas nodded.
I think none of us had 'uite realiqed how much trust we had placed in 

the little bird until we saw it sitting there so peacefully.
The work began at once. This time everything was done with the 

caution only professionals can display. The workers 2rst examined the 
brickwork around the opening, tapped at the stones, and assessed the 
strain in the vaults. Then they set up support beams in strategic places so 
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that any movement in the structure might be caught before it developed 
into something dangerous. Several times the work had to be paused while 
new assessments were made. Wne loose stone proved to bear more weight 
than expected, and on another occasion a support had to be moved 
before the work could continue. But everything proceeded calmly and 
methodically.

Aour by hour the blockage grew smaller. The light of the lanterns 
glimmered upon dust and rubble while stone after stone was removed. 
zt last the foreman stepped back and wiped his brow with his sleeve.

:That was the last.‘
Oo one moved at once. It felt almost like a solemn moment. Slowly 

the 2nal stones slid aside. Behind them, darkness opened. z passage. 
Oot merely a crack or a pocket among the rubble, but a real passage 
continuing into the part of the tunnels that had been cut o? since the 
disaster.

Oo one said a word. Rven the workers stood silent. Thomas Aarg-
reaves was the only one who did not move in the slightest. Ae stood with 
his hands at his sides and stared into the darkness before him.

I looked at his face in the lantern light. zfter all these years, he at last 
stood on the threshold of the place he had sought for almost an entire 
lifetime. znd in that moment it seemed to me that he scarcely dared take 
the 2nal step.

Aolmes was the 2rst to enter the newly opened passage. zt his side 
walked the foreman with one of the strongest lanterns, while I followed 
a few steps behind them. Behind me I heard the other workers preparing 
themselves, but none of us hurried. There was something about the 
moment that called for a natural dignity. Pe all knew that we were no 
longer moving toward a mystery, but toward the conclusion of a story 
that had been waiting for decades.

The air behind the collapse was old and heavy, but it seemed safe. The 
dust had lain undisturbed for so many years that it felt almost like a layer 
of silence. The lantern light moved slowly over walls and 3oor, and little 
by little the details began to emerge from the darkness.
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There was no doubt about what we had found. Time had done its 
work with the pitiless thoroughness only time possesses. There were no 
traces of the men who had once worked here except for the remains the 
decades had left behind. Bones lay scattered among rubble and dust. 
Vusted metal obDects glimmered faintly in the lantern light. Aere and 
there one could make out remnants of tools or personal belongings that 
had lain untouched since the day the tunnel collapsed.

Oo one spoke. Rven the experienced workers spoke in hushed voices. 
There was no sensation in the discovery. Oo drama. Wnly the 'uiet 
recognition that we stood in a place where men had lost their lives and 
where the world above had continued on without them.

Carefully, the workers began to gather the obDects that could be identi-
2ed. z rusted hammer. Fragments of a notebook, from which the damp 
had almost erased every word. z wedding ring. z pocket watch. Small 
things that had once been part of ordinary men…s daily lives and had now 
become the last connections to their names.

Thomas did not come forward at once. I noticed that he remained 
standing a little farther back in the passage. It seemed to me that he sud-
denly feared the answer he had sought for so long. zs long as the 'uestion 
had remained unanswered, hope had been able to survive in some form 
or other. But once truth revealed itself, it could not be changed.

zt last the 2ndings were carefully packed together and carried back 
through the tunnels. Wnly aboveground, in the daylight by the river, 
were they examined more closely. The sky was gray that day, and a cool 
wind came in over the water while the workers laid the obDects upon a 
table and began to clean them as carefully as possible.

Aolmes himself took part in the work.
I stood beside him and watched as many years of dust and rust were 

removed little by little. Rach obDect was handled with a care as though it 
still belonged to the man who had once carried it.

Harry
It was Thomas who discovered the pocket watch. Wr rather, it was the 
watch that seemed to 2nd him. Wne of the workers handed it to him after 
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the 2rst cleaning, and the old man accepted it without a word. Ae stood 
for a long time with it in his hands, studying the worn metal. Then he 
gently pressed the catch.

The lid sprang open. Inside the watch was a small engraving. Thomas 
stared at it. Oone of us could read the words from that distance, but there 
was no need. Ais face told us everything. Several seconds passed. Then 
he slowly closed his eyes.

:Aarry.‘
The word came almost as a whisper. Oo one asked any 'uestions. 

There was no need for them. zfter another pause, he let his 2ngers glide 
along the edge of the watch.

:znother gift from me.‘
I remembered at once the brass plate on the birdcage.
:To Aarry. Christmas MGG7. From Father.‘
Oow the same hand once again held another gift for the son. 8ecades 

had separated the two obDects, but both had been carried forward 
through time by the same love. The case was solved, though not in 
the manner any of us had imagined when we 2rst saw an elderly man 
standing and looking up toward the windows of Baker Street.

Thomas remained standing with the watch in his hand. Ae looked 
out across the river, where the gray water moved slowly past, and then 
toward the roofs of London rising in the distance. Phen he spoke again, 
his voice sounded lighter than I had heard it before.

:I once thought I was searching for my son.‘
Ae was silent for a moment.
:But all those years, I suppose I was searching for an answer.‘
Oone of us interrupted him. I studied his face and was struck by how 

much it had changed since our 2rst meeting. The sorrow was still there. 
Oo man loses a child without bearing the mark for the rest of his life. But 
something else had vanishedM the long waiting and the endless doubt, the 
burden uncertainty had laid upon his shoulders.

z single shaft of sunlight broke through the clouds and fell across the 
river. zt the same time, a familiar trill sounded from the cage beside us. 
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0ip had begun to sing. The little bird sat upon its perch and let the clear 
notes rise into the cool air.

Thomas lifted his head and listened. z faint smile appeared.
:zfter so many years,‘ he said 'uietly, :my search has ended.‘
znd while the bird…s song mingled with the sound of the river and the 

distant city, I thought that some mysteries are not solved by exposing 
a criminal or uncovering a conspiracy. Some are solved when a man is 
2nally permitted to lay down his burden. It seemed to me that Thomas 
Aargreaves had Dust done so.

Several days passed after the discovery in the tunnels, and life in Baker 
Street gradually slipped back into its familiar rhythm. The remains of the 
workers we had found were examined and identi2ed as well as circum-
stances allowed, and the authorities whom Aolmes had involved showed 
a respect and thoroughness that pleased me. For Thomas Aargreaves, the 
work had brought the answer he had sought through so many years. Oot 
the answer he had once dreamed of as a young man, but the only one 
time could still give him.

That morning, when the case at last seemed to belong to the past, was 
unusually beautiful. Sunlight streamed through the windows of Baker 
Street with a strength that made even London…s usual grayness seem far 
away. The window stood open, and a mild breeqe stirred the curtains 
lightly. There was something alive in the air, as though the city, after the 
long autumn days, had suddenly decided to remember spring.

Aolmes sat in his usual armchair with his co?ee cup within reach, 
while I had taken my place at the breakfast table. The newspaper lay 
between us, but neither of us seemed to attach much importance to it 
that day. I noticed that Aolmes appeared unusually relaxed. The sharp 
lines of concentration that often marked his face during a case had dis-
appeared, and he sat with the 'uiet satisfaction that only rarely showed 
itself after the conclusion of an investigation.

The Bird Who Sang Again
Through the open window the sounds of Baker Street came 3owing in 
to us. Aorse-drawn carriages rolled past in the distance, voices rose from 
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the pavement, and above it all came birdsong. zmong the many notes, I 
immediately recogniqed one particular voice.

Hrs. Audson…s canary.
The little bird sang with a clarity that almost seemed to 2ll the whole 

house. There was nothing excited or warning in the song now. Oo shrill 
cries. Oo unrest. It sang simply because the sun was shining.

I laid the newspaper aside and listened for a moment.
:It seems to me a curious thing, Aolmes,‘ I said, :that this whole case 

began with a man whom we were both convinced must be a criminal.‘
Aolmes slowly lowered his cup.
z faint smile appeared.
:Oo, Patson.‘
Ae turned his gaqe toward the open window and the clear morning 

light beyond.
:It did not.‘
:8id it not5‘
:Oo.‘
Ae sat for a moment listening to the bird…s song.
:Phat we saw, without knowing it, was a man who refused to give up 

hope.‘
I thought of Thomas Aargreaves as he had stood on the pavement and 

stared up toward the house day after day, while we suspected him of all 
manner of things.

Aolmes continuedM
:It was our mistake to try to make him more complicated than that.‘
The bird sang again.
The bright notes rose through the house and out over Baker Street.
Aolmes…s smile widened a little.
:The best witnesses do not always speak, Patson.‘
I looked at him 'uestioningly.
:Sometimes,‘ he said, :they sing.‘
Then silence settled pleasantly between us. The sunlight streamed in 

through the window, the little canary continued its song below, and for a 
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while it seemed to me that even the restless city outside had found a rare 
peace.



Epilogue

T hank you for spending your time with Sherlock Holmes, Dr. Wat-
son, and the remarkable creatures whose paths crossed theirs in 

these pages.
The cases gathered in this volume represent only a small part of a 

much larger collection of adventures. While many readers know Holmes 
through stories of murder, international intrigue, and master criminals, 
I have always been fascinated by the quieter mysteries—those in which 
the behaviour of animals illuminates the mysteries of human nature.

The world of The Animal Cases continues in Volume 2, which includes:

The Ambitious Rooster
The Dog Who Visited the Grave
The Owl of St. Bartholomew’s Tower
The Cat at Number Twelve
The Scented Honey

These stories take Holmes and Watson from village churchyards and for-
gotten graves to ancient towers, country farms, and curious households, 
exploring the many ways in which loyalty, instinct, memory, and human 
emotion become intertwined with the lives of animals.

Beyond The Animal Cases, the Holmes universe also continues in The 
Secret Letters, a series of full-length novels that follows Holmes  through 
larger and more dangerous investigations spanning Victorian Britain and 
beyond. These novels combine mystery, historical atmosphere, adven-
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ture, and long-form character development while remaining faithful to 
the spirit of the original stories.

Whether you have followed Holmes for many years or have only re-
cently discovered these adventures, I am grateful that you chose to share 
this journey.

There are always more mysteries waiting beyond the next street, be-
hind the next door, or hidden within the next seemingly insigniUcant 
clue.

And as Holmes himself might remind us, the smallest detail is often 
the one that matters most.

5ntil our next case,

Alistair Croft


