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Notes from Alistair 
Cro�

Dear Reader,
Welcome to the fourth and vnal .olume of The Secret LettersE
y.erj sournej e.entuallj reachei pti vnal chabter, and thpi koog krpnBi 

to a cloie a itorj that keBan far from the famplpar roomi of Sager ItreetE
When w vrit pmaBpned thpi ierpei, w Hai draHn to one of the moit 

pntrpBupnB berpodi pn Iherlocg 'olmei:i lpfe- the jeari after the RepchenF
kach Talli, Hhen the Horld kelpe.ed hpm dead and Wation mourned the 
loii of hpi frpendE ?hoie hpdden jeari occubj onlj a imall ibace pn the 
orpBpnal canon, jet thej oAer a .ait landicabe for the pmaBpnatponE Where 
dpd 'olmei BoP What danBeri occubped hpmP xnd Hhat iort of man Hai 
he Hhen he could no lonBer ke Iherlocg 'olmei of Sager Itreet, kut had 
to lp.e pn the ihadoHi under aiiumed nameiP

?he aniHeri led me vrit to —arpiE
What keBan ai an pn.eitpBatpon pnto forBed Horgi of art ioon eMbanded 

pnto iomethpnB far larBerE 'olmei found hpmielf draHn pnto a Hek of 
collectori, crpmpnali, icholari, and boHerful pntereiti Hhoie amkptponi 
reached far kejond the Halli of anj BallerjE ?he trapl e.entuallj led hpm to 
Rome and to the mjiterj of Saint Peter's ConfessionNa loit and hpBhlj 
contro.eripal document Hhoie .alue could not ke meaiured merelj pn 
monejE

Sefore 'olmei could unco.er the full truth, hoHe.er, the document 
fell pnto the handi of Iekaitpan LoranE

Trom that moment onHard, the itorj kecame a buriuptE
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xcroii cptpei, acroii korderi, and vnallj acroii the xtlantpc 4cean, 
'olmei folloHed koth the document and the man Hho boiieiied ptE 
xlonB the Haj he encountered allpei, rp.ali, .piponarpei, obbortunpiti, 
and more than a feH pndp.pduali Hhoie motp.ei Here ne.er entprelj clearE 
yach carrped a bpece of the mjiterjE yach helbed ihabe the bath that hai 
led ui hereE

xi thpi vnal .olume obeni, 'olmei hai reached UeH 5orgE Loran itpll 
boiieiiei the document, boHerful vBurei are BatherpnB around pt, and 
the Bame pi enterpnB pti vnal itaBeE 5et, ai io often habbeni pn 'olmei:i 
Horld, the true mjiterj maj not lpe Hpthpn the oksect e.erjone ieegi, kut 
Hpthpn the beoble Hho ieeg ptE

?hpi koog concludei the itorj of The Secret LettersE
5et pt doei not conclude 'olmei:i hpdden jeariE
Ie.eral jeari itpll remapn kefore the daj Hhen he Hpll once aBapn iteb 

throuBh the door of Sager Itreet and re.eal hpmielf to a itunned DrE 
WationE Luch of that tpme remapni unHrpttenE ?here are itpll roadi he 
hai not tra.eled, mjiterpei he hai not ihared, and ad.enturei that ha.e 
jet to vnd thepr Haj onto the baBeE

Whether thoie itorpei Hpll iomedaj ke told, w cannot jet iajE
Tor noH, hoHe.er, w pn.pte jou to sopn 'olmei for one vnal itaBe of 

thpi sournejE

?hang jou for tra.elpnB Hpth hpmNand Hpth meE ynsoj the itorjE

Warm reBardi,
Alistair Croft



Introduction

BY JOHN H. WATSON, M.D.

I set aside the logbook of the SS Majestic and remain seated for a mo-
ment, my gaze resting upon its dark cover.

There is something peculiar about the conclusion of a travel narrative. 
Even when one knows that the story is not truly ’nished, it still feels as 
though a chapter of oneDs own life has been brought to a close. Huring 
the past days I have followed Nolmes from Maples, across the Aediter-
ranean, and onward over the —tlantic. I have stood beside him upon the 
deck, listened to his reUections, and shared his growing concern as Aoran 
appeared to draw steadily farther ahead. Mow the voyage across the ocean 
is over:for him no less than for myself.

Ypon my desk lies a small bundle of letters, carefully arranged and 
dated in the same ’rm handwriting that I know so well. They point 
toward a new destinationL Mew qork.

I lean back in my chair and allow my eyes to wander toward the 
window, where the late afternoon is slowly yielding to evening. Pondon 
lies grey and Ruiet beyond the glass. — light rain has settled over the street, 
and the few passersby hurry along beneath their umbrellas. The contrast 
with the city that awaits in the letters before me could scarcely be greater.

I have myself visited Mew qork on several occasions over the years, 
and although many details have long since faded from memory, my ’rst 
impression remains as vivid as ever. There was something about that city 
which distinguished it from every other place I had known.

Baris had impressed me with its elegance. Fome with its history. 4ut 
Mew qork seemed neither old nor elegant. It seemed new:almost un-
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’nished:as though it were growing faster than men could build it. I still 
remember the harbourL the countless shipsW the masts rising everywhere 
like a forest of wood and steelW the black funnels of the steamshipsW the 
ferries moving endlessly back and forth between the piers. —nd above it 
all there was that curious sense of motion, as though the entire city were 
traveling toward some destination of its own. Even Pondon, which in 
so many respects stood at the center of the world, had never given me 
Ruite the same impression. In Mew qork everything appeared larger. The 
fortunes were greater. The buildings taller. The dreams more ambitious. 
Even the mistakes seemed larger.

Berhaps that was why I was not surprised to ’nd NolmesDs ne?t letters 
dated from there. Shen I think back upon the events in Baris and Fome, 
it now seems almost inevitable that the trail should end in —merica. 
Baris had been the city of art. Fome had been the city of faith. qet the 
document for which so many people had risked their freedom, their 
reputations, and in some cases even their lives had gradually become 
more than a religious secret. It had become a commodity:something 
that could be bought and sold, something to which a price could be 
attached. —nd where could such a transaction occur more naturally than 
in the city which already seemed to have made commerce its principal 
religionC

I lower my eyes once more to the letters. 6omewhere in the pages that 
follow, Nolmes stands upon a Mew qork pier. Aoran remains some-
where ahead of him. 7amille —rdent is still playing her dangerous game. 
—nd the pursuit that began so far from —merica is far from over.

I have learned, over the years, that when Nolmes appears to be ap-
proaching the end of a mystery, it is often precisely then that the true 
pattern ’rst begins to reveal itself. Sith that thought, I take up the 
topmost letter, carefully break the seal, and unfold the pages before me.

Then I begin to read.



The First Letter

January 19, 1892
New York City

A cry of “Land in sight!” rang out across the ship. At ,rstw it mas no 
lore than a singxe evcited koice solemhere out on decbw Put axlost 
illediatexy the cry mas repeated Py othersw and soon it spread through 
the entirety of third cxass xibe an exectric current. Beopxe aPandoned their 
Punbsw threm coats oker their shouxdersw and hurried tomard the evits. 
After so lany days at seaw eken the faintest gxilpse of soxid ground 
everted an axlost lagicax eIect upon the passengers.

qy chance T happened to Pe near one of the evits and therefore reached 
the decb -uicbxy. zhe lorning mas grey and listy. zhe coxd stixx Pit 
sharpxy in the airw mhixe the harPour xay mrapped in a xight fog that renS
dered its distant outxines axlost drealxibe. zhrough the haWew homekerw T 
couxd labe out the great ,gure of mhich so lany around le had spoben 
during the koyage. zhe Ntatue of LiPerty stood there as a darb sixhouette 
against the paxe sby.

T lust confessw Yatsonw that T found the situation a curious one. T had 
ilagined ly arrikax in Hem Eorb on sekerax occasionsw Put neker in this 
fashion. zo stand along hundreds of illigrants in third cxass and kiem 
the city as one of thel had neker forled part of ly pxans. Eet it mas 
precisexy that roxe mhich T mas nom oPxiged to see through to the end.

As T axxomed ly gaWe to pass oker the cromd around lew it -uicbxy 
Pecale cxear that diselParbation mouxd Pe a xengthy aIair. And if there 
mas one thing T did not possessw it mas tile.
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Ooran enCoyed sekerax adkantages that T xacbed. Fe had trakexed ,rst 
cxass. Fe mouxd Pe passed rapidxy through the forlaxities. Fe mouxd Pe 
ashore xong Pefore T mas. Yhixe T stixx stood in xine on Rxxis Tsxand along 
the thousands seebing a nem xife in Alericaw he mouxd kery xibexy axready 
Pe on his may to his ,rst leeting in Hem Eorb.

zhese reVections mere onxy reinforced as the hours passed. Uirst the 
ship relained lotionxess in the harPour for mhat seeled an age and 
then cale further dexays mhixe o’ciaxs and docb morbers carried out 
their duties. Yhen me ,naxxy reached the pierw the procedure proked 
ekery Pit as culPersole as T had feared.

zhe ,rstScxass passengers xeft the ship ,rst. zhen cale second cxass. 
zhe rest of us mere oPxiged to amait our turn. zhrough the raixings T 
couxd see the mexxSdressed trakexxers descending the gangmays and disapS
pearing tomard the arrikax areasw mhixe me relained Pehind as spectators.

7nxy mhen the xast of the secondScxass passengers had gone mere the 
gangmays opened for third cxass. zhree xong streals of hulanity Pegan 
to loke tomard the -uay. Nole spobe xoudxy and enthusiasticaxxy of the 
future. 7thers relained sixent. A fem mept openxy. Uor lany of thel 
this lolent represented the cuxlination of lonthsw perhaps yearsw of 
hopew fearw and sacri,ce.

Uor lew it larbed the Peginning of a nem chapter in the pursuit of 
—oxonex Ooran.

Valmont’s Cabin
As the xine loked sxomxy formardw another proPxel Pegan to press itsexf 
upon ly attention. Oy Pexongings mere stixx in ;axlont8s caPin. Oy 
papers mere therew axong mith ly cxothing and sekerax possessions mhich 
T couxd not aIord to xose. Nolehomw T mouxd hake to return to the ship. 
Uor the lolentw homekerw T had no choice Put to foxxom the Vom of 
hulanity.

Yhen me reached xandw T attelpted to xeake the xine. zhe resuxt mas 
illediate. An authoritatike o’ciax lotioned le ,rlxy Pacb mith a 
gesture that xeft no rool for discussion. Later T lade a second attelpt 
to approach the area surrounding the shipw onxy to Pe stopped once lore 



zFR UT6Nz LRzzR6 D

and directed Pacb to the -ueue. zhe situation Pegan to irritate le lore 
than T cared to adlit.

Tt mas under these xessSthanSencouraging circulstances that T caught 
sight of Yixxial. Fe mas maxbing frol the area through mhich the 
crem and secondScxass staI mere xeaking the kessex. At the distance that 
separated usw T couxd hardxy attract his attention Py caxxing outw and so 
T mas forced to rexy upon the lost energetic gestures T couxd lanage. 
Rkentuaxxy T eken resorted to the decidedxy undigni,ed step of xeaking the 
xine once again and making so conspicuousxy that sekerax nearPy peopxe 
Pegan staring at le.

Uortunatexyw ly eIorts Pore fruit.
T sam Yixxial stop and narrom his eyes as though trying to pxace le. 

A lolent xater he recognised lew and his face xit up mith surprise. 
Yithin a fem linutes he mas standing Pefore le. Fe spobe PrieVy mith 
one of the elpxoyees responsiPxe for the -ueues. zhere mas pointingw 
evpxainingw and noddingw and to ly consideraPxe rexief me mere then 
granted perlission to xeake the area together.

7n our may tomard the stairmay xeading to ,rst cxassw T caught ly ,nax 
gxilpseÉfor the tile PeingÉof Ooran and —alixxe Ardent. zhey had 
axready passed through inspection and mere loking tomard the ferry that 
mouxd carry thel to the southern tip of Oanhattan. Along the lany 
peopxe upon the pierw they mouxd soon disappear frol sightw yet during 
the fem lolents in mhich T couxd stixx oPserke thelw T mas strucb aPoke 
axx Py the renemed strength and con,dence that characterised Ooran8s 
,rst steps upon the nem continent.

Fe maxbed mith that particuxar ease one occasionaxxy sees in len mho 
feex entirexy at hole in their surroundings. zhere mas neither haste nor 
nerkousness aPout hil. 7n the contraryw he appeared to Pe enCoying 
the situation. —alixxe maxbed Peside hilw and eken at a distance it mas 
ekident that he toob pxeasure in her colpany. Nhe mas not lerexy a 
trakexing colpanion9 she mas an audience. And Ooran mas a lan mho 
enCoyed perforling.

As T matched hilw sekerax of the ekents that had unfoxded during the 
koyage Pegan to settxe into pxace mithin ly lind. Uor a xong tilew T had 
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assuled that his intention mas to sexx the doculent as -uicbxy as possiPxe 
upon reaching Hem Eorb. Eet the lore T considered his characterw the 
xess xibexy that appeared. A smift transaction mouxd certainxy Pring hil 
loneyw Put loney axone had neker Peen his true lotikation. Libe so 
lany hunters Pefore hilw he seeled axlost to kaxue the pursuit lore 
highxy than the priWe itsexf.

T had cole to reaxise that the doculent in his possession mas far lore 
than a collodity. Tt mas a toox Py mhich he couxd controx other peopxe. 
No xong as no one exse had access to itw he relained the center of their 
attention. Fe couxd labe thel maitw create anticipationw inspire fear or 
hopew and axxom each of thel to Pexieke that he axone stood cxosest to 
oPtaining it. HoÉOoran did not mant a -uicb saxe. Fe manted a gale. 
And a gale re-uired luxtipxe pxayers.

T Pexiekew Yatsonw that it mas in that lolentw standing along nemxy 
arriked illigrantsw docb morbersw and uniforled o’ciaxs upon the 
coxd pierw that T ,rst understood the forl the aIair mouxd lost xibexy 
tabe in Hem Eorb. Ooran mouxd not sexx St. Peter’s Confession to the 
,rst Pidder mho cale axong. Fe mouxd create an auction around the 
doculentÉnot lerexy for the loneyw Put Pecause it axxomed hil to 
enCoy the pecuxiar pomer bnomn onxy to the soxe possessor of a coketed 
secret.

Oy reVections mere interrupted Py Yixxialw mho xed le up the stairs 
tomard ,rst cxass. Tt fext strange to return to the falixiar corridors so 
soon after xeaking thel. zhe diIerence mas that they nom stood axlost 
deserted. zhe passengers mere gonew and lany of the crem had axready 
Pegun the morb that foxxoms ekery xong sea koyage. 1oors stood openw 
Pedding mas Peing gathered upw and in sekerax pxaces suPdued koices 
couxd Pe heard as len prepared the ship for its nevt Courney.

Oy omn caPin relained evactxy as T had xeft it. zhere T coxxected the 
itels that mere stixx necessary to le and toob the opportunity to change 
ly cxothes. zhe Rlixio disguise had xong since Peen aPandonedw Put 
0tienne ;axlont8s mardroPe stixx relained in the trunb as a relinder of 
the roxe T had pxayed throughout luch of the koyage. T xoobed at the garS
lents for a lolent Pefore setting thel aside and dressing once lore in 



zFR UT6Nz LRzzR6 :

ly omn cxothes. zhere mas solething xiPerating aPout loking mithout 
a disguisew axthough evperience had taught le that such freedol rarexy 
xasted xong.

Moran's Abandoned Cabin
T had Cust ,nished gathering ly Pexongings mhen a thought occurred to 
le. Yhy not pay one ,nax kisit to Ooran8s caPin2

zhe chances of discokering anything of signi,cance mere adlittedxy 
sxight. A lan of his evperience mouxd naturaxxy hake cxeared amay ekery 
trace of ilportance Pefore xeaking. Eet T had xearned oker the years that 
peopxe often xeake Pehind cxues precisexy mhere they are conkinced none 
relain. Uortunatexyw Yixxial stixx had access to the necessary beysw and 
onxy a fem linutes xater T found lysexf once again standing in the caPin 
that Ooran had occupied throughout the koyage.

Oy ,rst ilpressions illediatexy con,rled ly evpectations. Fe had 
elptied the pxace mith leticuxous care. zhe dramers stood Pare. Ho 
papers had Peen xeft Pehindw nor any personax Pexongings. zhere mas not 
so luch as a singxe xetterw receiptw or scrap of correspondence. Rkerything 
reVected the discipxine one mouxd evpect frol a lan mho had spent 
years nakigating a morxd popuxated Py smindxersw crilinaxsw and poxiceS
len axibe.

Tndeedw T mas on the point of aPandoning the search axtogether mhen 
ly attention fexx upon the ashtray.

Tt mas a slaxx detaixw easixy okerxoobed. Nekerax cigar stuPs xay at the 
Pottolw precisexy as one mouxd evpect. Ooran fakoured cigarsw and T had 
fre-uentxy seen hil slobing thel during the crossing. Eet along the 
darb relains of the cigars T noticed a singxe cigarette end.

T paused.
No far as T couxd recaxxw T had neker once seen Ooran slobe cigarettes. 

—alixxew homekerw had done so on sekerax occasions. zhe concxusion 
therefore seeled an oPkious one. Nhe had Peen in the caPin. Yhether 
onxy once or lany tiles T couxd not bnomw nor under mhat circulS
stances those kisits had taben pxace. Eet the discokery mas su’cient to 
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rekike the uncertainty that had accolpanied ly thoughts concerning 
her for sole tile.

Fom cxose had she truxy Pecole to Ooran2 Fad she lerexy Peen 
pxaying a roxe2 7r had the Poundary Petmeen roxe and reaxity Pegun to 
Pxur2 zhe -uestion adlitted no easy ansmerw and T douPted mhether 
eken —alixxe hersexf couxdw at that stagew hake giken a mhoxxy honest one.

As T carefuxxy loked the charred relains aPout mithin the ashtrayw T 
discokered solething exse. Axlost conceaxed along the ashes xay a slaxxw 
crulpxed scrap of paper. Tt mas so insigni,cant that it light easixy hake 
Peen discarded axong mith the rest. T unfoxded it mith care.

7nxy a singxe xine had Peen mritten upon itG 214 West 27th Street. 
Hothing lore.

T read it once again and then sxipped the note into ly notePoob. Tt 
light proke entirexy leaningxess. zhen againw it light represent the ,rst 
genuine xead that Hem Eorb had oIered le.

Nhortxy aftermard T toob ly xeake of Yixxial. As had happened so 
lany tiles Peforew a goxd coin passed discreetxy frol ly hand into hisw 
and he accepted it mith that sale livture of dignity and gratitude that 
had axmays characterised hil.

Yhen at xast T xeft the Majestic and stepped out onto the -uayw the city 
xay Pefore le xibe a nem and unfalixiar Poard upon mhich the gale had 
onxy Cust Pegun.

Ahead maited Hem Eorb.

Manhattan
Mpon ly arrikax in Oanhattanw T secured xodgings at a lodest Put 
respectaPxe Poarding house situated on a -uiet side street. Tt xay cxose 
enough to the center of the city to prokide easy access to the princiS
pax thoroughfares yet su’cientxy reloked that a lan light conduct 
his morb mithout attracting unmanted attention. Tt mas precisexy the 
sort of estaPxishlent T preferred in a foreign city. Fere T couxd receike 
correspondencew beep ly notes in orderw and oPserke ly surroundings 
mithout lysexf Pecoling an oPCect of interest.
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Urol the kery Peginningw Hem Eorb ilpressed le -uite diIerentxy 
frol the Ruropean cities T had kisited during the course of this xong 
aIair. Baris possessed its exegance. 6ole its meight of history and traS
dition. Rken Londonw for axx its illensity and Pustxew seeled in sole 
respects to hake gromn sxomxy and organicaxxy through the centuries. 
Hem Eorbw homekerw appeared driken Py an entirexy diIerent force. zhere 
mas solething restxess aPout itw as though the city had not yet ,nished 
inkenting itsexf.

Urol the mindom of ly roolw T couxd hear the unceasing noise of 
the streets Pexom. ForseSdramn kehicxes rattxed oker the coPPxestones 
mith a speed and ilpatience sexdol encountered in London. Ntreetcars 
cxattered through the xarger akenuesw mhixe exectric xalps cast their sharp 
Prixxiance across sidemaxbs and shop mindoms. Rken after darbness had 
faxxenw the city seeled unmixxing to surrender itsexf to rest. HemsPoys 
darted through the cromdsw shouting the xatest headxines mith an energy 
that mouxd hake ilpressed eken the lost industrious street kendors of 
Yhitechapex.

T hake often thoughtw Yatsonw that cities rekeax solething of the 
peopxe mho Puixd thel. 6ole speabs of faith. Baris speabs of cuxture. 
London speabs of elpire. qut Hem Eorbw at xeast in those daysw spobe 
aPoke axx of alPition. Rkerything seeled to Pe in lotion. Rkerything 
appeared to Pe striking tomard solething greater.

214 West 27th Street
As ekening approached and the practicax Pusiness of the day had Peen 
concxudedw T once lore toob out the slaxx scrap of paper T had found in 
Ooran8s caPin. zhe fem mords stixx stood axone upon the pageG 54' Yest 
5Dth Ntreet.

Npreading a lap of the city across the taPxew T Pegan evalining the 
area lore cxosexy. zhe address itsexf toxd le kery xittxe. Ho mexxSbnomn 
institution mas associated mith itw nor any puPxic Puixding or xocation 
that illediatexy aroused suspicion. Eet the lore carefuxxy T studied the 
neighPourhood surrounding itw the lore interesting it Pecale.
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zhe streets mere xined mith theatresw lusic haxxsw restaurantsw and kariS
ety estaPxishlents. Tt mas the sort of district mhere peopxe sought enterS
tainlentw mhere actorsw Pusinesslenw Cournaxistsw and adkenturers light 
cross paths mithout attracting notice. Nuch pxaces had axmays interested 
leÉnot Pecause of the perforlances thelsexkesw Put Pecause they so 
often serked as leeting grounds for indikiduaxs mhose true purposes 
diIered consideraPxy frol those they presented to the morxd.

T set the lap aside and xoobed once lore at the address.
Tt masw of coursew entirexy possiPxe that it leant nothing at axx. Tt light 

hake Peen a forgotten notew an insigni,cant appointlentw or an address 
—alixxe had mritten domn mithout attaching any ilportance to it. Eet 
evperience had taught le that coincidences rarexy surkiked for xong in 
the kicinity of —oxonex Ooran. Fe sexdol xeft traces Pehind hilw and 
mhen one did appearw it mas rarexy mithout signi,cance.

Uor that reasonw T resoxked to see the pxace mith ly omn eyes.
zhere coles a lolent in ekery inkestigation mhen one lust choose 

Petmeen further specuxation and action. zhe distinction Petmeen the 
tmo is often xess pronounced than peopxe ilagine. A lan lay dekise 
a hundred theories at his desb and stixx xearn lore frol ten linutes of 
oPserkation on the spot. T had studied the paper xong enough. Tf the 
address conceaxed anything of interestw the city itsexf mouxd xibexy texx le 
lore than any lap.

Accordingxyw T xeft the Poarding house shortxy aftermard and kentured 
into the ekening xife of Hem Eorbw labing ly may tomard Yest zmenS
tySNekenth Ntreet.

The Manhattan Music Hall
T proceeded to that part of Oanhattan bnomn as —hexsea and found the 
address frol the note mithout great di’cuxty. zhe Puixding proked to 
Pe a kariety theatre or lusic haxx Pearing the solemhat grandiose nale 
The Manhattan Music Hall.

Rken Pefore enteringw T sensed solething falixiar aPout the pxace. Hot 
Pecause it relinded le of Londonw mhich had axmays possessed a charS
acter entirexy its omnw nor of 6olew mith its heaky xayers of history and 
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tradition. 6atherw if it recaxxed anything to lindw it mas certain districts of 
Baris mhere artistsw actorsw lusiciansw and Pusinesslen gathered Peneath 
the sale roofs and axxomed their respectike morxds to interlingxe.

7nce insidew the ilpression onxy deepened.
Ousicw xaughterw and conkersation in a luxtitude of accents ,xxed the 

haxx. Ientxelen in darb Cacbets sat at slaxx taPxes Peside xadies mho 
had pxainxy dekoted consideraPxe tile to their appearance Pefore the 
lirror. Mpon the stagew singersw colediansw and lusicians succeeded 
one another in rapid successionw mhixe maiters loked noisexessxy along 
the taPxes carrying trays xaden mith gxasses and Pottxes.

zhere masw homekerw no sign of either —oxonex Ooran or —alixxe 
Ardent.

T therefore relained seated that ,rst ekening and con,ned lysexf to 
oPserkation. zhe foxxoming ekeningw T returned. 7n the third ekening T 
did the sale.

Tt is one of the xess cexePrated aspects of inkestigatike morbw Yatsonw 
that lost lysteries are not soxked through sudden Vashes of Prixxiance 
Put through patience. 7ker the years T had xearned that peopxe often 
rekeax thelsexkes if one silpxy relains seated xong enough. And if the 
koyage across the Atxantic had taught le anythingw it mas the kaxue of 
maiting.

zhusw the Oanhattan Ousic Faxx graduaxxy Pecale part of ly daixy 
routine. Rach ekeningw T arrikedw ordered a pipe of toPacco and a gxass of 
mine or axew and toob ly pxace at a taPxe frol mhich T couxd oPserke ly 
surroundings mithout attracting attention lysexf. Tn tile the staI cale 
to recognise le as one of their reguxar patrons.

Oy preferred taPxe stood on the upper xekex Peside the raixingw frol 
mhich T enCoyed a collanding kiem of the entire haxx. Urol there T 
couxd oPserke the stagew the lain entrancew and the Par siluxtaneousxy. 
Uem peopxe entered or departed mithout passing through ly ,exd of 
kision.

7n the fourth ekeningw ly patience mas at xast remarded.
T mas seatedw as usuaxw at ly taPxew matching a singer mhose enthusiasl 

evceeded her taxent Py a consideraPxe larginw mhen a sxight stir arose near 
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the entrance Pexom. Tt mas nothing that the other patrons appeared to 
noticew Put for le it mas illediatexy su’cient to colland attention.

Patience Rewarded
—oxonex Ooran had arrikedw and he mas not axone. —alixxe Ardent acS
colpanied hil.

T xeaned discreetxy Pacb in ly chair and matched thel frol a distance 
as they found their pxaces at a taPxe near the stage. Tt mas not their presS
ence that surprised lew for Py then T had cole to evpect it9 it mas rather 
the lanner in mhich —alixxe seeled changed. APoard the Majestic she 
had often Peen attentike to Ooranw axlost xibe an actress mho neker 
-uite dares to xose focus upon her fexxom perforler. Fere there mas 
solething diIerent aPout her. Nhe appeared lore rexavedw lore axikew 
lore at hole.

Againw and again her gaWe turned tomard the stage. Nhe foxxomed the 
lusic. Nhe slixed at certain xines. 7n lore than one occasion she seeled 
axlost to forget the lan Peside her axtogether. Tt strucb le that the 
surroundings lust hake relinded her of her omn xife in Baris. zhe stagew 
the xightw the audiencew the changing perforlancesw and the constant 
hul of evpectationÉaxx this Pexonged to her morxd in a may that the 
encxosed corridors of the ship neker had.

Uor that kery reasonw her conduct axso caused le a certain uneasinessw 
for if an agent Pecoles too rexavedw it lay Pe due to tmo kery diIerent 
causes. Rither the person feexs secure in his controx of the situationw or 
he has Pegun to forget his tasb. T studied her for a xong mhixe mithS
out reaching any de,nite concxusion. zhere mere lolents mhen she 
seeled to le entirexy faithfux to the roxe she had assuledw and others 
mhen T mas forced to asb lysexf mhether hulan feexing had not sxomS
xy Pegun to lingxe mith the perforlance. Berhaps that mas precisexy 
mhy T found —alixxe Ardent so di’cuxt to Cudge. Oost peopxe lay Pe 
anaxysed through their actionsw Put actors xike Py conceaxing thelsexkes 
Pehind actions designed to create certain ilpressions in others. Yhether 
—alixxe mas lerexy pxaying yet another roxew or had Pegun to Pexieke in 
itw T couxd not at that tile deterline.
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T bnem onxy that she and Ooran nom sat Pefore le in Hem Eorbw and 
that the slaxx scrap of paper frol his caPin had once again proked to Pe 
a cxue morth foxxoming.

Another Old Acquaintance
Eetw ly dear Yatsonw neither the sight of —oxonex Ooran nor that of 
—alixxe Ardent proked to Pe the ekening8s greatest surprise.

T had Peen maiting for their arrikax for sekerax daysw and T had evpected 
the address sooner or xater to xead le to thel. How mhat truxy surprised 
le occurred sekerax linutes xaterw mhixe T mas stixx occupied in studying 
their Pehakiour.

Oy gaWe drifted casuaxxy through the rool and cale to rest upon the 
Par. zhere stood a lan mho seeled falixiar to le. At ,rstw T attached 
no ilportance to itw for Hem Eorb mas fuxx of faces that reselPxed other 
faces. qut after another gxancew a lore precise lelory Pegan to stir. zhe 
lan did not stand xibe an ordinary guest. Fe seeled occupied mith his 
surroundings in luch the sale may that T mas. Fe mas not drinbing. Fe 
mas not tabing part in the conkersations around hil. Fe mas oPserking.

T had to xoob at hil sekerax tiles Pefore T mas ,naxxy aPxe to attach the 
nale to the face.

Tt mas Ooreau.
Axlost at the sale lolentw he raised his head and caught sight of 

le. Uor a Prief instant me Poth stared at one another across the rool. T 
shaxx not conceax frol you that T mas genuinexy surprised. After axx that 
had happened in Baris and 6olew T had not evpected to encounter the 
Urench art deaxer in a kariety theatre in Hem Eorb.

zhe surprisew homekerw xasted onxy a lolent. Ooreau slixed faintxyw 
as though he had evpected that such a situation mouxd arise sooner 
or xater and then lade his may through the rool tomard ly taPxe. T 
mexcoled hilw and he sat domn mithout luch cerelony. zo an outsider 
the situation lust hake appeared curiousG tmo len leeting in a randol 
theatre in Hem Eorb after haking Peen inkoxked in the sale aIair through 
sekerax Ruropean cities. Eet there mas nothing in the conkersation that 
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suggested the Coy of reunion. Ye Poth bnem that neither of us had cole 
there for the other.

Uor sekerax seconds me lerexy evchanged gxances. Heither of us found 
it necessary to evpxain his presence at once. zhere axready evisted a certain 
understanding Petmeen us. T had Py no leans evpected to leet hil 
precisexy therew Put neither did T douPt that he had a reason for Peing 
present.

Tt mas Ooreau mho ,rst Probe the sixence.
“T continued the latter in Baris after ly rexeasew” he said -uietxy.
Fis gaWe did not xeake Ooran.
“Hot the doculent. Hot eken the forgeries as such.”
Fe gake a sxight shrug.
“zhe loney interested le lore.”
T nodded. zhat sounded xibe hil.
“T Pegan foxxoming the paylentsw” he continued. “qanbing connecS

tions. Tnterlediaries. Art deaxers. Tnsurance papers. zhe xonger T dugw 
the cxearer it Pecale that the threads xed tomard Alerica.”

Fe xet the mords hang for a lolent.
“Andw in the endw tomard Hem Eorb.”
zhere mas solething in the may he said it that lade le understand 

his inkestigation had Peen axlost as evtensike as ly omn. Berhaps lore 
so. T had foxxomed peopxe9 he had foxxomed nulPers. And loney has the 
adkantagew Yatsonw that it often texxs the truth mhen peopxe xie.

Ooreau suddenxy slixed.
“Eou are no douPt mondering hom T bnem you mere coling here.”
T adlitted that the -uestion had crossed ly lind.
Fe nodded discreetxy tomard the other end of the rool.
“—alixxe.”
Oy gaWe foxxomed his.
—alixxe mas stixx seated Peside Ooranw matching the perforlance 

upon the stage.
“qefore she xeftw she toxd le that she suddenxy had to go to Alerica.”
Fe slixed faintxy.
“Hot mhy. Hot mith mhol. qut it mas enough.”
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“No you foxxomed her2”
“T foxxomed the traix.”
zhere mas a consideraPxe diIerence Petmeen the tmo forluxationsw 

and T had no douPt that Ooreau had dexiPeratexy chosen the xatter.
“T trakexed on the sale ship as you.”
Tt mas ly turn to slixe.
“zhat evpxains a great deax.”
“Tn second cxass.”
“And you did not see le2”
“7nxy the shadom of you.”
Fe xaughed -uietxy.
“7r ratherw sekerax diIerent shadoms.”
Uor the ,rst tile that ekening he seeled genuinexy alused.
“T sam the stemard.”
Fe paused.
“And T sam 0tienne ;axlont.”
Another pause.
“Tt toob le sole tile to understand that Poth mere the sale lan.”
T couxd not hexp nodding in acbnomxedglent.
“Now you are not foxxoming the doculentw” T said.
“Ho.”
zhe ansmer cale illediatexy.
“zhe doculent does not interest le.”
Fe xeaned sxightxy formard.
“Tt is the Puyer T al xoobing for.”

Di,erent TrailsG Di,erent 'oals
Tn that lolentw the diIerence Petmeen our respectike pursuits Pecale 
entirexy cxear to le. Mntix then T hadw to sole evtentw regarded Ooreau 
as a potentiax axxyÉa lan mho had lerexy Peen dramn into the sale 
chain of ekents as lysexf. Eet as me sat facing one another in the noisy 
estaPxishlentw surrounded Py lusicw xaughterw and the cxinbing of gxassS
esw it damned upon le that axthough our paths ran through the sale 
xandscapew they did not xead tomard the sale destination.
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Urol the Peginningw T had foxxomed —oxonex Ooran. zhe doculent 
had stood at the center of ly interestw not Pecause of its theoxogicax 
signi,cancew Put Pecause it represented the thread connecting so lany of 
the indikiduaxs nom gathered mithin this curious gale. Ooreauw on the 
other handw seeled interested in the doculent onxy insofar as it light 
xead hil tomard solething exse. Fis attention mas directed tomard the 
unseen connections Pehind the scenesw tomard the Vom of loneyw colS
lerciax rexationshipsw and the len mho had xearned to conceax thelS
sexkes Pehind respectaPxe Pusinessesw gaxxeriesw and institutions.

Tt strucb le that me reselPxed tmo hunters loking through the sale 
forest mhixe foxxoming diIerent tracbs. At tiles those tracbs crossed 
one anotherw and occasionaxxy they appeared axlost identicaxw yet their 
origins mere diIerentw and perhaps their destinations as mexx. Yhether 
they mouxd conkerge again at sole xater point neither of us couxd bnom. 
Hekerthexessw T found lysexf increasingxy conkinced that there had nom 
Peen too lany coincidences for our inkestigations to continue indepenS
dentxy of one another for kery luch xonger.

Yhixe these reVections occupied ly lindw ly attention mas once 
again dramn tomard the far end of the rool.

Ooran had risen frol his taPxe.
zhe lokelent mas discreet enough that lost of the guests mouxd 

scarcexy hake giken it a second thoughtw Put Poth Ooreau and T had 
Pecole accustoled oker the preceding lonths to matching precisexy 
that lan.

—alixxe relained seatedw aPsorPed in the perforlance upon the stagew 
mhixe Ooran crossed the rool mith that pecuxiar sexfSassurance mhich 
seeled to accolpany hil mhereker he ment. Hear the evit stood a 
gentxelan mhose appearance illediatexy aroused ly interest. Fe mas 
mexx dressed mithout Peing ValPoyantw and there mas solething in his 
Pearing mhich suggested a lan accustoled to Peing xistened to. As he 
stood mith his Pacb tomard usw T neker oPtained a proper kiem of his face.

zhe conkersation Petmeen the tmo xasted onxy a kery short tile. Ho 
papers mere evchanged. Ho handshabe seaxed the leeting. Ho kisiPxe 
gesture rekeaxed its signi,cance. Eet there mas solething aPout the entire 
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scene that lade it di’cuxt to Pexieke in coincidence. zhe encounter mas 
too dexiPeratew too precisew and too Prief to Pe sociax in nature.

T had onxy Cust Pegun to monder mhether the lan light Pe one of the 
Puyers Ooran mas gathering around hilsexf mhen the leeting ended. 
zhe stranger relained Py the door for a lolentw as though mishing to 
assure hilsexf that no one had paid hil any attentionw after mhich he 
too disappeared into the night.

Ooreau and T spobe xittxe aPout the episode. zhere mas no need. 
—ertain oPserkations re-uire no collentary Petmeen len morbing 
upon the sale aIair. T couxd texx frol his evpression that he had dramn 
concxusions of his omnw Cust as T had axready Pegun forluxating line.

Yhen me ekentuaxxy parted outside the Oanhattan Ousic Faxx and T 
lade ly may axone through the ixxulinated streets of Hem Eorbw those 
thoughts accolpanied le axx the may Pacb to ly Poarding house. zhe 
city seeled eken lore axike than it had earxier in the ekening. Rxectric 
xalps cast their sharp Prixxiance across the sidemaxbsw streetcars rang 
through the darbnessw and the cries of nemspaper kendors lingxed mith 
the sound of horsesK hookes upon the coPPxestones.

Eet it mas not the noise of the city that occupied ly lindw Put the 
groming reaxisation that the case mas changing its character. Yhat had 
Pegun as the pursuit of a singxe doculent had dekexoped into solething 
far lore evtensike. Oore peopxe mere inkoxked than T had originaxxy 
ilagined. Oore interests mere coxxiding. And Pehind the kisiPxe actors T 
nom sensed the outxines of other forces mhich had not yet fuxxy rekeaxed 
thelsexkes.

zhere relainedw homekerw one -uestion that continued to return.
Ooreau had evpxained hom he had cole to Hem Eorb. Fe had evS

pxained mhy he had continued his inkestigation. Eet there mas one latter 
he had carefuxxy akoided addressing.

Fom had he found this particuxar pxace2
Fom had he xearned of the Oanhattan Ousic Faxx2
Haturaxxyw T couxd proke nothingw Put after our conkersation T mas xeft 

mith a persistent feexing that the Urench art deaxer had not yet toxd le 
the mhoxe truth. Rvperience had taught le that mhen a lan mithhoxds 
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inforlationw it is rarexy the inforlation he lentions that is lost ilS
portant.

Tt is the inforlation he does not lention.

Watson
T set the xetter aside for a lolent and axxom ly gaWe to rest upon the 
elpty chair Peside ly mriting desb.

Tt stixx stribes le as relarbaPxe hom often circulstances seeled to 
morb in FoxlesKs fakour. Haturaxxyw he hilsexf mouxd hake reCected such 
a description. Foxles did not Pexieke in coincidence. Fe mouxd hake 
argued that lost ekents appear accidentax onxy to those mho hake not yet 
perceiked the pattern. Rken sow T couxd not hexp mondering at the chain of 
ekents that had Prought Ooreauw Ooranw —alixxe Ardentw and Foxles 
hilsexf to the sale pxace in Hem Eorb.

T lust axso confess that the reappearance of Ooreau pxeased le. 
zhroughout the preceding lonthsw the Urench art deaxer had proked to 
Pe far lore than a telporary ac-uaintance. Fe had Peen a kaxuaPxe asS
sociate to Foxles in Baris and had on sekerax occasions prokided insights 
that no one exse couxd hake suppxied. Yhere Foxles sam peopxew OoreS
au often sam the ,nanciax connections Petmeen thel. Yhere Foxles 
foxxomed actionsw Ooreau foxxomed loney. zogether they had forled a 
lost relarbaPxe partnershipw and T couxd not conceax ly curiosity to see 
mhat his presence in Hem Eorb mouxd uxtilatexy xead to.

Yith that thoughtw T open the nevt xetter.
zhe paper cracbxes softxy Petmeen ly ,ngersw and FoxlesKs falixiar 

handmriting greets le once again.



The Second Letter

January 25, 1892
New York City

My dear Watson,
The evening spent in Moreau's company had provided me with several 
pieces of information that seemed worthy of further pursuit. The most 
obvious of these was the name Rosenfeld. During the course of his 
investigations, Moreau had encountered it on numerous occasions—not 
because the man himself appeared compromised in any way, but because 
he had, over many years, established a reputation as one of New York's 
most respected collectors of manuscripts, rare books, and historical doc-
uments.

If Colonel Moran intended to assemble a circle of potential buyers 
around the document known as Saint Peter's Confession, it seemed high-
ly probable to me that Mr. Rosenfeld would be among them. I therefore 
resolved to pay him a visit.

Mr. Rosenfeld's Bookshop
The following morning, I took a carriage toward the Lower East Side. 
After the broad avenues and more fashionable districts of Manhattan, 
the neighbourhood seemed almost a world unto itself.

The streets gradually narrowed, the buildings stood closer together, 
and the crowds grew denser with every block. The air was Glled with 
voices from many nations, and the various languages merged into an 
almost continuous current of sound. English was spoken alongside Her-
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man, Yiddish, Russian, and several other tongues which I could not 
immediately identify.

It struck me that the district reminded me in many respects of the 
third-class passengers aboard the Majestic. Many of the people I passed 
were undoubtedly recent immigrants. There was the same miqture of 
hope, hardship, and uncertainty that I had observed during the crossing. 
Yet there was something more as well—a restless energy, a determination 
to carve out a life in the New World.

After making a few in“uiries among local shopkeepers, I found 
Rosenfeld's establishment without any great di?culty.

The building surprised me. I had eqpected a bookshop—perhaps even 
a large one—but the place resembled a private library far more than a 
commercial enterprise. Through the broad windows I could see shelves 
eqtending deep into the building. Narrow aisles wound between the 
collections, while several doorways suggested the eqistence of additional 
rooms hidden beyond the front halls. The entire establishment possessed 
that peculiar atmosphere found only in places where generations of 
knowledge have been gathered beneath a single roof.

2pon entering, I was greeted by a gentleman of approqimately siqty 
years of age. Fe was well dressed without being ostentatious, and his 
manner was calm. Fis face bore that eqpression of kindly seriousness so 
often found among men who have spent the greater part of their lives in 
the company of books.

”Mr. RosenfeldO3 I in“uired.
The man nodded.
What followed was, at Grst, a conversation of the most ordinary sort. 

Rosenfeld spoke readily of his collections, of auctions, and of the grow-
ing interest wealthy Americans were showing in historical documents. 
Fe spoke slowly and thoughtfully, like a man accustomed to weighing 
his words before uttering them.

As I listened, certain details gradually combined to form a picture. 
There were faint traces of ink upon his Gngers. Tiny remnants of leather 
dust clung to his cuBs. A Gne scratch ran across the thumb of his right 



TFE SECVND LETTER x4

hand. None of these things was remarkable in isolation, yet together they 
told a story.

”I see that you restore your manuscripts yourself.3
Rosenfeld fell silent for a moment and regarded me with evident 

surprise—not suspicion, but rather the “uiet pleasure that arises when 
one professional encounter another.

”That is correct,3 he replied with a smile. ”At least some of them.3
Fe raised his hand and eqamined it himself.
”I confess I believed I had concealed the evidence more eBectively.3
”Vn the contrary,3 I answered. ”You have concealed it eqceedingly 

well. zut manuscripts leave traces of their own.3
This observation appeared to please him considerably.
Urom that point onward our conversation assumed a more conGden-

tial tone. I in“uired into the nature of his collection and asked whether 
it consisted eqclusively of Febrew teqts.

Rosenfeld shook his head.
”Uar from it. I collect anything that I Gnd historically interesting.3
Fe made a small gesture toward the surrounding shelves.
”My personal aBection certainly lies with Febrew manuscripts. It is 

di?cult to deny one's origins. zut the collection contains considerably 
more than that.3

I mentioned the 5atican, medieval documents, and Christian sources. 
Rosenfeld answered every “uestion willingly and described several of his 
most signiGcant ac“uisitions.

The longer the conversation continued, the more convinced I be-
came that Moreau's assessment had been entirely correct. If Saint Peter's 
Confession was truly to be oBered among collectors, Rosenfeld would 
undoubtedly be a natural candidate. At length I asked whether I might 
look around the premises more closely.

”Vf course,3 he replied at once.
Fe pointed toward a section deeper within the building.
”If church history interests you, I suspect you will Gnd the most 

engaging works in that department.3
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With those words he left me to the books and returned to his work 
behind the counter while I slowly made my way among the shelves and 
the many thousands of silent witnesses to the past.

Colonel Moran Arrives
I had not been among the shelves for very long before events took a 
turn that rendered the visit considerably more interesting than I had 
anticipated.

The front door opened, and the small bell above the entrance gave its 
discreet chime. Almost instinctively, I lifted my eyes from the volumes I 
was pretending to eqamine and immediately recognised the newcomer.

It was Colonel Moran.
I remained eqactly where I was.
Among the tall shelves there were several positions from which one 

could observe the shop without attracting attention, and I had no inten-
tion of revealing my presence. Moran, for his part, did not appear to be 
a man eqpecting to encounter ac“uaintances. Fe entered with the same 
calm self-assurance I had observed since his arrival in New York, and he 
looked far more like an eqperienced businessman than the hunter I had 
come to know over the preceding months.

Rosenfeld glanced up from his work behind the counter.
Moran approached him without preamble.
”I have been informed,3 he said in a lowered voice, ”that you possess 

an interest in compromising Christian literature.3
Uor an instant the collector appeared genuinely pu66led. The eq-

pression lasted only a moment. Something in Moran's tone or manner 
seemed to cause several connections to fall into place within his mind, 
and a slow smile spread across his face.

”I believe we should speak somewhere more private,3 he said.
A moment later the two disappeared behind the counter and through 

a door leading to the rooms beyond. The door was not completely 
closed. A narrow gap remained.

I set down the book and moved carefully through the aisles between 
the shelves—not hurriedly, but with the natural ease every eqperienced 
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observer must learn to cultivate. As I approached the doorway, I “uickly 
discovered that the view was useless. I could see neither the men nor the 
table at which they must have been seated.

I could, however, hear.
Not clearly enough to follow the conversation, but su?ciently for 

certain impressions to reach me through the narrow opening. The 
sounds within the room were muted, as though both the walls and the 
books surrounding us sought to preserve whatever secrets were being 
eqchanged. I heard the movement of a chair across the ;oor and the dry 
rustle of paper or parchment being transferred from one place to anoth-
er. At intervals fragments of voices reached me, yet without conteqt and 
without any possibility of distinguishing individual words.

I remained motionless and allowed time to work on my behalf. Many 
men become impatient in such situations and commit the error of seek-
ing additional information by moving closer. Eqperience had taught 
me that patience is often the surest path to knowledge. The man who 
moves too much reveals himself. The man who waits often Gnds that 
circumstances provide the answers.

Uor that reason, it was not an entire sentence that Grst captured my 
attention, but merely two words which carried more distinctly through 
the silence than anything else.

”Saint 7eter.3
I heard nothing further, yet nothing further was re“uired. The name 

alone was su?cient to remove any remaining doubt concerning the 
nature of the meeting. The document we had followed from 7aris to 
Rome and across the Atlantic now lay almost certainly upon the table 
between the two men.

Shortly thereafter I  heard a heavier movement from within the 
room—not the sound of ordinary papers, but something larger and 
more rigid being placed upon a tabletop with a degree of care that in itself 
spoke of its importance. I immediately pictured the sealed parchment 
roll. Moran was far too intelligent to open it on such an occasion. The 
secret itself formed part of its value. Vnce the contents became common 
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knowledge, some portion of the peculiar power the document eqercised 
over others would inevitably be lost.

What followed was a silence that interested me far more than the few 
words I had overheard. It lasted long enough for me to form a fairly vivid 
picture of what was taking place within the room. I could almost see 
Rosenfeld, with the meticulous care characteristic of an eqperienced col-
lector, eqamining the eqternal features of the parchment—the seals, the 
material, the craftsmanship, and those subtle indications of age which 
only the trained observer can read. It seemed highly probable that Moran 
was not, at this moment, attempting to sell the contents of the document 
but rather its authenticity.

When the sound of chairs again reached my ears, I understood that the 
meeting was drawing to a close. I therefore withdrew among the shelves 
and resumed the role of an interested customer 8ust as the door opened.

Moran emerged Grst.
There was nothing triumphant in his appearance. Fad he concluded 

a sale, I believe I should have been able to detect it. Vn the contrary, 
he looked like a man who had achieved precisely what he had eqpected 
to achieve—no more and no less. Fis satisfaction resembled that of an 
eqperienced chess player who has successfully completed an opening 
move and now looks forward to the neqt stages of the game.

After Moran's departure, Rosenfeld remained behind the counter for 
several moments. Fe seemed almost to have forgotten his surroundings. 
More than once I heard him murmur to himself, and although the words 
were few, they were repeated with a thoughtfulness that impressed me.

”Interesting... eqceedingly interesting.3
It was not the voice of a man thinking only of money.
That fact particularly caught my attention. Fad he been primarily a 

buyer, his thoughts would naturally have revolved around price, risk, 
and negotiation. Rosenfeld, however, appeared far more occupied with 
what the document might contain, what historical connections it might 
reveal, and what “uestions it might raise. I therefore began to understand 
why Moreau had spoken of him with a certain respect. Collectors of that 
type do not merely purchase ob8ects: they purchase access to the past.
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When at last I thanked him for his hospitality and took my leave, he 
replied politely but distractedly. Fis thoughts were clearly still occupied 
by the visit he had 8ust received.

Vutside, I paused for a moment before continuing through the 
crowded streets of the Lower East Side. The multitude around me 
seemed unchanged, yet in my own mind the visit had moved several 
important pieces into place.

The document remained in Moran's possession.
Rosenfeld had eqamined it and apparently accepted its authenticity, 

yet no transaction had been concluded. Even so, the signiGcance of the 
meeting was obvious. There was now at least one genuine buyer, and 
Moran had taken the Grst step toward precisely the development I had 
anticipated upon arriving in New York.

The auction remained invisible to most. zut it had begun. And who 
would be the neqt buyerO

The “uestion followed me out into the street and remained with me 
as I moved through the dense “uarters of the Lower East Side. I lacked 
neither money nor means of transportation. Cabs passed constantly, and 
a single motion of the hand would have been su?cient to make one 
of them stop. Yet I preferred to walk. There are thoughts that develop 
best in motion, and over the years I had learned that many of my most 
valuable conclusions had arisen during long walks through the streets of 
cities.

New York provided ample material for such re;ections. Around me 
the crowd surged forward like a living current. 5oices in English mingled 
with Herman, Yiddish, Russian, and several other languages which I 
could not immediately identify. Street vendors shouted their wares, chil-
dren ran between the adults, and from open doorways came the smells 
of food, tobacco, and coal smoke into the cool air. It was a world far 
removed from London0s more restrained rhythm, yet at the same time it 
possessed, in its own fashion, that same energy which always arises where 
human beings are searching for opportunity.

The Catholic Church
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The document concerned Saint 7eter, the early Church, and the Grst 
centuries of Christianity. Who could have a greater interest in such a 
document than the institution which, through the centuries, had built 
its authority upon precisely that historyO

The answer suddenly seemed so obvious to me that I was almost 
irritated with myself for not having formulated it earlier. The Catholic 
Church. Vf course.

If  the document truly contained something of signiGcance,  the 
Church must necessarily wish to know its contents. Whether it wished 
to preserve it, eqamine it, or perhaps prevent its publication, I could not 
yet know, but its interest seemed inevitable.

With that realisation, the neqt “uestion immediately presented itself. 
Fow was I to proceedO

My thoughts turned Grst to Moreau. Fis connections and eqperience 
could no doubt prove useful. Yet almost in the same instant I dismissed 
the idea. It was not Moreau I needed to Gnd. It was Moran. If I wished 
to know his neqt move, I Grst had to Gnd him again.

I continued some distance through the press of people while allowing 
my thoughts to work onward. Slowly the answer began to take shape. 
Moran was, in many respects, a man of habits. Fe sought new surround-
ings yet returned again and again to the places where he felt at home. Fe 
en8oyed an audience. Fe en8oyed the stage. Fe en8oyed being noticed, 
even when he pretended otherwise.

And for precisely that reason I suddenly knew where I must lookF the 
Manhattan Music Fall.

zy now it had become more than a theatre. Camille felt at home there. 
Moran en8oyed the atmosphere. Wealthy men, collectors, art dealers, and 
ambitious businessmen moved through the place regularly. If he wished 
to mingle among potential buyers without attracting unnecessary atten-
tion, I could scarcely imagine a more suitable setting. It was there that 
the neqt act of his performance would begin.

Holmes and Moreau Meet
The Manhattan Music Fall was already full when I arrived. Music 
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;owed out across the room from the stage, where the Grst performer of 
the evening was well underway, and between the tables the waiters moved 
with a routine that plainly showed the place seldom stood still for long. 
5oices mingled with laughter, glasses clinked against one another, and at 
several of the tables business was conducted with the same natural ease 
with which private conversation might have been carried on elsewhere.

I let my ga6e travel through the room. There was no sign of either 
Moran or Camille. Nor of Moreau. Nevertheless, I felt strangely certain 
that at least one of them would appear.

I took my place at the table which had by now become my Gqed point 
of observation, ordered a drink, and allowed time to work on my behalf. 
I did not have long to wait. I heard the sound of a chair being drawn out 
on the opposite side of the table, and when I raised my eyes, Moreau was 
already seated before me. Fe possessed that particular ability to move 
through a room almost unnoticed.

Uor a moment we merely regarded one another. Neither of us appeared 
especially surprised. In a certain sense we had both eqpected the meeting.

”I had not eqpected to see you,3 I said.
A faint smile appeared on his face.
”I had.3
”IndeedO3
Fe nodded toward the room around us.
”If you truly believe in your auction theory, Folmes, then this is 

precisely where I would look.3
I could not help smiling. Uor the Grst time since our ac“uaintance in 

7aris, I felt that we were regarding one another as e“ual investigators 
rather than as the man with the case and the man who had happened 
to be drawn into it.

Moreau leaned slightly forward.
”I have found something.3
”A buyerO3
”Not yet.3
Fe shook his head.
”zut a connection.3
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I waited.
”A church connection.3
Fe let the words linger for a moment.
”St. 7atrick0s Cathedral.3
I did not answer at once.
The music continued around us as though the city were wholly indif-

ferent to the “uestions that occupied me. Urom the stage came laughter 
after a successful line, and somewhere farther down the hall glasses were 
raised noisily in a toast. The waiters moved between the tables with their 
trays, while the audience came and went in that constant ;ow which 
seemed to be New York0s very nature.

Moran was probably somewhere out there in the city. 7erhaps with 
Camille. 7erhaps on his way to another meeting. 7erhaps even already 
placing another piece upon the board in the game which none of us had 
yet fully understood.

Moreau and I spoke for some time longer, but without getting much 
farther. Fe had told me all he knew. Fis in“uiries had led him to St. 
7atrick0s Cathedral, and there, for the moment, the trail stopped.

When at last he rose to leave, we eqchanged a few practical remarks 
concerning the coming days, after which he disappeared into the crowd.

A Greater Surprise
I remained seated. A fresh cup of coBee was placed before me, and as the 
smoke from my pipe rose toward the ceiling, I allowed my thoughts to 
wander freely. The performance upon the stage continued. The music 
changed in character. The audience reacted, laughed, applauded, and 
spoke together in subdued voices. Several guests left the room while 
others arrived.

Time slipped forward without my really noticing it, and for that very 
reason the neqt event took me wholly by surprise. A shadow fell across 
the table. I raised my eyes and saw Camille Ardent standing before me.

If my meeting with Moreau earlier that evening had surprised me, the 
feeling was stronger now. She stood for a moment and regarded me with 
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a small smile, as though she already knew my thoughts better than I did 
myself.

”So, you are still alive, Mr. Sigurdsson.3
There was both warmth and humour in her voice.
I could not help smiling in return.
”I certainly hoped you had made it.3
”I might say the same of you,3 I replied.
”As I recall, traveling in your company was not entirely without risk 

either.3
She laughed softly.
”I shall choose to take that as a compliment.3
Without further ceremony she drew out a chair and sat down. There 

was something about Camille that made invitations unnecessary. She 
moved with the same natural assurance away from the stage as she did 
upon it.

Uor several minutes we spoke of ordinary mattersF of New York, of the 
city0s restless energy, and of the peculiar way in which Americans seemed 
to wish to eqperience everything at once. She spoke of the audiences 
at the Music Fall, and I told her of my Grst impressions of the city. 
More than once the conversation moved naturally toward the diBerences 
between Europe and America.

”The American audience reacts more “uickly,3 she said. ”If they are 
bored, one senses it at once. If they love something, one senses that at 
once as well.3

”And which do you preferO3 I asked.
She considered for a moment.
”7aris listens better,3 she replied. ”New York reacts more strongly.3
She looked around the room.
”And yet this place reminds me of home.3
I followed her ga6e across the hall. There was indeed something Euro-

pean about the establishment, not in its appearance, but in its atmos-
phere. 7eople did not come here merely to be entertained. They came to 
meet, discuss, observe, and be observed.

”You miss 7aris,3 I said.
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A small smile appeared again.
”At times.3
She fell silent for a moment while the music from the stage rose and 

fell around us.
”zut one must be careful about missing too much,3 she continued 

thoughtfully. ”Some people spend so much time longing backward that 
they overlook the place where they actually are.3

There was something in her tone that made me look more closely 
at her. She seemed more relaqed than at any time during the crossing. 
Something about the surroundings appeared to return her to a world 
that was truly her own. The light from the stage, the music, the changing 
performances, and the attention of the audience formed an environment 
in which she moved with a naturalness I had seldom seen in her before.

It struck me once again how di?cult she was to 8udge. Most people 
sooner or later reveal their true nature through their habits and reactions. 
An actress, however, lives by concealing precisely such things. Each time 
I believed I had understood Camille Ardent, she showed me another side 
of herself, and I was left to wonder whether the previous one had ever 
been genuine at all.

7erhaps that was why I found myself more attentive to her words 
than to the conversation itself. She spoke easily of New York and of the 
diBerence between American and European audiences. She made a few 
witty remarks about the city0s restless pace and seemed genuinely amused 
by the people who came and went around us. Nothing in her tone 
suggested that she wished to speak of documents, secret meetings, or 
Colonel Moran. Vn the contrary, any casual listener might have believed 
us merely to be two ac“uaintances who had happened upon one another.

Yet I sensed an undercurrent in the conversation. Nothing tangible, 
only the faint impression that her attention was not wholly Gqed upon 
what we were discussing. Vn more than one occasion her ga6e drifted 
toward the cloakroom at the far end of the room, not long enough to 
seem suspicious, but long enough for me to notice it. It seemed to me 
that she was waiting for someone, or perhaps rather wishing to assure 
herself that someone had not yet arrived.
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When the conversation gradually began to ebb, she turned her eyes 
once more in that direction. Vnly then did she look back at me with an 
eqpression I never entirely learned to interpret.

”I think,3 she said thoughtfully, ”that tomorrow I shall visit a place 
where the soul may Gnd a little more peace.3

The remark seemed so detached from what had preceded it that I 
immediately took note of it.

”That sounds unusual,3 I replied.
A small smile appeared on her face. There was neither laughter nor 

irony in it, but rather that discreet amusement a person may feel when 
knowing a little more than one0s companion.

”Even actresses need forgiveness from time to time.3
She said it lightly, almost carelessly, yet the words remained hanging 

between us. zefore I could reply, her ga6e once again moved toward the 
cloakroom, and this time she rose.

”I must not keep people waiting.3
No eqplanation followed. No names were mentioned. No further 

hints were given. She merely nodded brie;y to me and moved through 
the room with the same elegance that had made her a success upon the 
7arisian stages. A moment later she disappeared among the guests and 
passed from my sight.

I remained seated for some time. The music continued around me, 
and upon the stage a new performance had already begun. The audience 
laughed and applauded in the proper places, as though nothing unusual 
had occurred.

Thoughts on the Way Home
When later I left the Manhattan Music Fall and stepped out into the 
illuminated New York evening, her words returned to me again and 
again. The city hummed around me with its accustomed energy. Electric 
lamps cast their light across the sidewalks, streetcars rang through the 
streets, and the cries of newspaper sellers mingled with the sound of 
horse-drawn carriages upon the cobblestones. Yet above all that noise, 
her voice still sounded in my thoughts.



TFE UINAL TR2TF4P

A place where the soul may Gnd peace.
Even actresses need forgiveness.
7erhaps it was a message. 7erhaps it was merely another role among 

many. zut by the time I Gnally returned to the boarding house, I had 
already made my decision. The following day I would seek out the place 
toward which her words so clearly pointed and attempt to determine 
whether, behind her enigmatic smile, there lay yet another clue in the 
aBair.

St. Patrick’s Cathedral
My dear Watson, I shall not conceal from you that Camille Ardent0s 
words followed me through most of the night. Several times I attempted 
to persuade myself that I was assigning them too much signiGcance, yet 
each time I returned to the same conclusion. If the remark was a message, 
it pointed toward the Church. If it was not a message, it would cost me 
very little to eqamine the matter more closely.

The following morning, therefore, I resolved to visit St. 7atrick0s 
Cathedral.

Uor the Grst time since arriving in New York, I made use of a more 
eqtensive disguise. During the course of the 8ourney, I had adopted sev-
eral identities, but all of them had been connected to particular social 
roles. This time I chose something simpler and, at the same time, more 
eBective.

I dressed as a monk. Not in any conspicuous fashion: “uite the con-
trary. The strength of the disguise lay precisely in its anonymity. In 
ecclesiastical surroundings, such a Ggure would attract far less attention 
than a curious stranger who spent hours observing his environment.

Shortly afterward I arrived at the cathedral. Even to a man who rarely 
allowed himself to be impressed by architecture, the building made a 
certain impression. The high vaults lifted the eye upward, and the light 
that fell through the stained-glass windows cast a subdued glow across 
the stone ;oor. 7eople came and went in a “uiet stream. Some were 
priests. Vthers were tourists. A few had plainly come to pray, while 
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others seemed merely to be seeking a moment0s peace amid the unrest 
of the great city.

I took my time in orienting myself within the cathedral. Eqperience 
had taught me that every place possesses its own rhythm, and that this 
rhythm must be understood before one can understand the people who 
move through it. I therefore did not hurry. I allowed myself to drift 
slowly through the nave, stopping here and there to observe the coloured 
windows, the lofty pillars, and the visitors who came and went with very 
diBerent purposes. Some sought silence. Vthers sought beauty. A few, no 
doubt, sought Hod. I, as usual, sought something rather more earthly.

After lighting a candle, I found a position from which I could com-
mand a view of much of the church interior without attracting attention 
to myself. The disguise performed its work admirably. A monk seated 
“uietly in a cathedral aroused no interest, and for that very reason I could 
aBord to be patient.

My  thoughts  still  circled  around  the  “uestion  of  the  Catholic 
Church0s role in the aBair. If the Church truly desired the document, it 
would hardly send an ordinary priest. The matter was too sensitive and 
the potential conse“uences too great. The value of the document lay not 
merely in its age, but in the possibility that it might aBect the under-
standing of the Church0s earliest history. Such a task would necessarily 
be entrusted to a man of considerable authority.

It was in that connection that my attention fastened upon the elder-
ly man seated among the front rows. Not because there was anything 
demonstrative about him. It was precisely the absence of any desire 
to make himself conspicuous that made an impression upon me. The 
man sat with the natural ease possessed only by those who have, for 
many years, been accustomed to responsibility and decisions. The red 
vestments left no doubt as to his rank, and I marked him at once as the 
most likely representative of the Church0s interest. I took a seat a few 
rows behind him.

The Presentation
7eople came and went around us. Some knelt in prayer. Vthers remained 
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only a few minutes before vanishing once more into the noisy streets of 
New York. I sat motionless with my head bowed, and as the minutes 
lengthened into nearly an hour, my attention gradually came to rest 
more upon sounds than upon sights.

Thus, I detected the arrival long before I saw it. A set of heavy footsteps 
moved through the church with a calm, measured certainty. There was 
no hesitation in the gait, no uncertainty, and no weakness of age. Vn the 
contrary, the movement revealed a man who still possessed both strength 
and control. Instinctively I estimated his weight at around two hundred 
pounds and at once imagined a person with a military background or a 
similar discipline.

Almost at the same time another set of footsteps sounded. These 
were lighter, “uicker, and more elegant. They moved with that rhythm 
which often characterises women accustomed to being observed. The 
combination was so distinctive that my thoughts immediately turned to 
Moran and Camille.

I maintained the appearance of devotion, but my attention sharpened. 
The two sets of footsteps approached together until the lighter ones 
suddenly stopped. Vne person had remained behind somewhere outside 
my Geld of vision. The other continued alone toward the cardinal.

Vnly then did I permit myself a brief glance.
My suspicion was instantly conGrmed. It was Moran.
The Colonel seated himself beside the cardinal with the naturalness of 

a man whose meeting had already been arranged in advance. What in-
terested me almost as much as the meeting itself, however, was Camille0s 
absence. She had accompanied him to the place, but not to the negotia-
tion. That told me something of her role. She was part of the game, but 
not part of the actual transaction.

I lowered my eyes again and let my hands rest before me like those of 
a man in prayer.

Shortly afterward I heard the cardinal0s voice.
”Do you have the documentO3
The “uestion was asked without preamble.
”Naturally.3
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Moran sounded as calm as ever. The sound of a bag being opened 
followed the reply. Something was taken out and placed between the 
two men. I raised my eyes discreetly 8ust long enough to see the cardinal 
receive the parchment roll.

After several minutes of eqamination, the cardinal nodded.
”It is correct.3
The document was handed back.
Then came the “uestion for which I had been waiting.
”And the priceO3
Moran did not answer in words. Instead, he eqtended a small note. 

The cardinal0s ga6e passed over it, and although his face scarcely changed, 
I nevertheless detected the faintest reaction. 7erhaps the sum was higher 
than eqpected.

I did not yet know. I knew only that the cardinal0s neqt “uestion came 
without hesitation.

”Where may I reach youO3
”I shall send word.3
Nothing more was said.
A few moments later Moran left his seat. Shortly afterward I again 

heard the lighter steps which I had earlier identiGed as Camille0s, and 
together they disappeared from the cathedral.

When silence had once more settled over the church interior, I re-
mained seated for some time. I had not obtained every answer I desired, 
but I had obtained the most important ones. The Church was interested. 
The document had been accepted as genuine. And most importantly of 
all, Moran had made it clear that he still retained control.

There were several buyers.





The Third Letter

January 28, 1892
New York City

An Anonymous Invitation

My dear Watson,
The following days passed without any events that immediately deserve 
mention. I spent them becoming better acquainted with New York. Its 
waterfronts, its -nancial districts, its libraries, and its streets each told 
their own story, and I gradually came to understand why men such as 
Moran and his unknown buyers felt so much at home here.

There are cities built upon tradition. New York is built upon opporE
tunity. Lverything appears to be in motion. Lverything seems possible. 
Wealth is created and lost with a speed that would have appeared almost 
inconceivable in Pondon or xaris. It is therefore a city that attracts both 
visionaries and swindlers, often in such a miOture that it becomes di’E
cult to distinguish one from the other.

Hne afternoon I spent several hours among the ships, warehouses, 
and immigrants of the harbour district before returning to my boarding 
house. There a small surprise awaited me. The proprietor handed me 
a folded piece of paper which had been delivered during my absence, 
without further eOplanation and without the senderFs name.

It proved not to be a letter but a newspaper clipping, carefully cut 
out and folded, as though the person who had left it wished to draw my 
attention to one particular piece of information and nothing else.
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I seated myself by the window of my room and unfolded the paper. It 
was an advertisement for a performance that evening at The Manhattan 
Music Aall. Umid the usual details concerning music, performers, and 
guest appearances, one name immediately caught my attention.

jamille Urdent.
In itself, this was perhaps not surprising. zhe was an actress, and the 

stage was her natural element. What was more remarkable was that this 
particular advertisement had been brought to my attention in so discreet 
a fashion.

I turned the clipping between my -ngers and eOamined it more closely. 
The printing ink appeared fresh, and the characteristic smell of newE
ly printed newsprint had not yet entirely faded. Lven without further 
investigation, it seemed likely that the clipping had been taken from 
that dayFs newspaper. jertain turns of phrase and typographical details 
suggested a RrenchElanguage publication, which only made the matter 
more interesting.

Ror a moment I considered the most obvious possibilities. Moreau 
might have sent it. The former investigator possessed both motive and 
opportunity. Yet jamille herself might Dust as easily have been the sender. 
zuch a gesture would have been entirely in keeping with her peculiar 
manner of communication. zhe rarely o1ered direct instructions. InE
stead, she preferred to allow others to draw their own conclusions.

Peaning back in my chair, I allowed my gaBe to rest upon the clipping. 
Whoever had sent it clearly desired my presence. That alone was su’E
cient to arouse my interest.

Camille Ardent Performs
When darkness later began to settle over the city, I therefore made my 
way once more to The Manhattan Music Aall, curious to discover 
whether the evening would provide a new clue or merely add yet another 
question to the many that already surrounded jamille Urdent.

Lven upon arrival I sensed that this evening di1ered from my previous 
visits. The Music Aall hummed with its customary vitality, yet it was a 
di1erent sort of audience that had gathered within its walls. The small 
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tables were occupied by men and women who wore their wealth with 
the particular ease that accompanies many years of -nancial success. The 
conversations around me revolved less around art and entertainment 
than around investments, realEestate ventures, and new commercial enE
terprises. Ut several tables I heard the names of banks, railway companies, 
and construction -rms discussed with the same enthusiasm that other 
people reserve for novels or theatrical productions.

It occurred to me that New York was, in many respects, a city in which 
even pleasure assumed the character of business.

I found my usual seat and allowed my gaBe to travel about the hall. The 
musicians upon the stage were making their -nal preparations, while 
waiters moved among the tables carrying trays laden with glasses. There 
was as yet no sign of either Moran or Moreau, but I had long since learned 
that such observations cannot be hurried. xatience is often the most 
important element of any investigation.

When the lights dimmed and the performance began, my attention 
was soon drawn toward the stage.

jamille Urdent had impressed me before, yet this evening her talent 
seemed greater than ever. xerhaps it was the setting. xerhaps it was beE
cause I had now witnessed enough of her many faces to appreciate the 
eOtraordinary nature of her gift. 0pon the stage she moved from one 
character to another with a facility that seemed almost supernatural. The 
uncertainty of a young woman became the resignation of an aging one. 
Vitterness transformed itself into humour. zorrow became hope. Aope 
became cynicism. The audience followed her e1ortlessly through these 
transformations, and I was forced to admit, somewhat reluctantly, that 
even my own attention was at times entirely captured by the perforE
mance.

Hnly after some time did my gaBe begin once more to wander through 
the hall.

In one of the front rows sat Moran.
This did not surprise me.
What immediately attracted my interest, however, was the man seated 

beside him.
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I had noticed him before, though only in passing. This evening I had 
the opportunity to study him more carefully. Ae appeared to be in his 
late -fties, well dressed without eOtravagance, and possessed of the erect 
bearing often found in men who have spent their lives making decisions 
on behalf of others. Ae spoke rarely. Ae moved rarely. Yet somehow the 
room itself seemed to bend ever so slightly around him.

It was not the authority of an aristocrat, but something newer. zomeE
thing distinctly Umerican. Uuthority derived from money rather than 
inheritance.

I noticed that Moran appeared unusually attentive to the manFs reacE
tions. Not deferential”far from it”but attentive. Pike an eOperienced 
card player who has not yet revealed all of his cards, yet is already evaluE
ating the hand of his opponent.

When the intermission arrived, the audience rose in small groups. 
?oices once again -lled the hall, and waiters hurried between the tables. 
Umid this movement I caught sight of a familiar -gure making his way 
purposefully through the room.

Moreau.
There was something in his eOpression that immediately told me he 

had not come for the entertainment.
Without preamble he seated himself and leaned slightly across the 

table.
3I know him,Q he said quietly.
I followed his gaBe.
3The man sitting beside Moran:Q
Moreau nodded.
3Not personally. Through my investigations.Q

Nathaniel Ashcroft
Ae then began, slowly and methodically, to unfold the picture he had 
assembled during the preceding months.

The manFs name was Nathaniel Ushcroft.
The name was known throughout much of New York. Ae owned 

land, hotels, industrial enterprises, and investments that eOtended far 
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beyond the city itself. Newspapers described him as one of the new 
Umerican millionaires. To the public he appeared as a visionary builder 
and philanthropist.

Yet MoreauFs interest lay elsewhere.
Us he spoke, I gradually began to appreciate the eOtent of the network 

the former investigator had uncovered. jonsidered individually, each 
incident seemed insigni-cant. U painting of questionable provenance in 
xaris. U collection that changed hands under obscure circumstances in 
Umsterdam. 4are manuscripts that suddenly appeared in the possession 
of private collectors in ?ienna and 4ome. Lach case could be eOplained. 
Lach case could be dismissed.

Yet when Moreau placed these seemingly unrelated events side by side, 
a pattern slowly began to emerge.

It was not one of those patterns that immediately reveal themselves 
to the investigator. @uite the opposite. Lach incident was so minor that 
it would scarcely have attracted serious attention on its own. U paintE
ing of uncertain origin in xaris. U collection changing ownership unE
der questionable circumstances in Umsterdam. U manuscript appearing 
ineOplicably in the possession of a private collector in ?ienna. Lvery 
story could be Dusti-ed. Lvery transaction could be defended. Yet it was 
remarkable that all of them appeared to point toward the same circle of 
individuals.

Moreau spoke calmly and methodically as he described the connecE
tions he had uncovered over the course of many months, and I was obligE
ed to admit that his work resembled my own in many respects. Where 
I had followed the document and the people who physically handled 
it, he had followed the movement of money. Ae had approached the 
matter from the opposite direction and had nevertheless arrived at the 
same landscape.

Nathaniel Ushcroft.
The name appeared again and again.
Not necessarily as owner or seller, but as a -gure in the background 

whose inAuence seemed to eOtend far beyond anything revealed by o’E
cial records.
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Ror a moment I sat in silence and allowed my gaBe to drift toward 
the man who still sat only a few tables away beside Moran. Ae did 
not resemble the sort of collector I had imagined. There was nothing 
scholarly about him. Nothing suggested the love of books and history I 
had encountered in 4osenfeld. Nor did he resemble the cardinal, whose 
interest arose from the jhurchFs responsibility toward its own past.

Hn the contrary, he struck me as the sort of man who viewed the 
world in the same manner that an entrepreneur views a parcel of landB 
as something to be acquired, developed, and ultimately added to his 
holdings.

xerhaps that was why MoreauFs neOt remark made such a strong imE
pression upon me.

Peaning slightly forward, he allowed his eyes to rest upon Ushcroft for 
a moment.

3Ae does not buy art,Q he said quietly.
I waited while he allowed the words to linger between us.
3Ae buys history.Q
There was something about the phrase that immediately lodged itself 

in my thoughts. I began to understand precisely what Moreau meant. 
Ror a man such as 4osenfeld, an ancient manuscript possessed value 
because of its contents. Ror the jhurch, it possessed value because of its 
signi-cance. Vut for men such as Ushcroft, the value lay elsewhere.

The document was a symbol.
U trophy.
Un obDect that no one else could possess.
zomething that could be placed among his other acquisitions as yet 

another demonstration of his reach and power.
While these reAections passed through my mind, the performance 

continued upon the stage. jamille Urdent moved e1ortlessly through 
yet another of her monologues, and the audience followed her with 
admiration. Yet the longer the evening progressed, the more clearly it 
became apparent to me that the true performance was taking place elseE
where in the hall.
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zeveral times I observed UshcroftFs attention drift away from the stage 
and toward Moran. Not conspicuously. Not for long. Vut often enough 
that the pattern became unmistakable.

It was not the gaBe of a man being entertained.
It was the gaBe of a man making an evaluation.
Their conversation was sparse, their movements controlled, yet beE

neath the surface I sensed the same tension I had previously observed beE
tween skilled card players whenever the stakes became su’ciently high. 
Neither wished to reveal too much. Neither wished to appear overly 
eager. Yet it was obvious that both understood precisely why the other 
was present.

When applause -nally -lled the hall at the conclusion of the perforE
mance, they rose almost simultaneously. I followed them with my eyes as 
they moved through the room and out into the night.

zomething about the manner in which they departed struck me.
They walked like two eOperienced players who had Dust opened a game.
Hnly when the door had closed behind them did Moreau turn back 

toward me.
3If my theory is correct,Q he said quietly, 3then we may -nally have 

found the man we have been searching for.Q
I did not answer immediately.
I had begun to feel that the document was slowly ceasing to be the 

center of the case. It still lay upon the table as the visible stake, yet 
around it now moved men whose ambitions eOtended far beyond a single 
parchment.

Und among them, Nathaniel Ushcroft suddenly stood forth as the 
most enigmatic of them all.





The Fourth Letter

February 1, 1892
New York City

The following morning, Moreau and I met over an early breakfast at a 
small café not far from my boarding house. There was something unusu-
al about him that day. It was not merely the satisfaction of a man who 
believed he had advanced a step further in his investigation, but rather 
an almost youthful anticipation which I had never before observed in 
the otherwise composed Frenchman. He waited until the waiter had 
removed our plates before leaning slightly forward across the table.

“I believe,” said he, “that the time has come for you to become some-
what better acquainted with Nathaniel Ashcroft.”

“Personally?” I asked.
A faint smile crossed his face.
“Not yet. But we shall begin by moving through his world.”
He would say no more, and a short while later we found ourselves 

in the streets amid the already bustling activity of a New York morn-
ing. Streetcars rattled along the broad avenues, carriages rolled over the 
cobblestones, and the Low of pedestrians seemed almost as dense as 
at midday in Eondon. The city possessed a restless energy to which I 
had not yet fully accustomed myself. zverywhere one saw construction, 
demolition, commerce, and investment. It was as though the entire city 
had been seiRed by a collective conviction that tomorrow must inevitably 
be greater than today.
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xithout oçering any substantial eDplanation, Moreau guided me 
through several districts until at last we came to a halt before one of the 
most impressive buildings I had yet seen in New York.

The hotel rose above the street like a monument to wealth and ambi-
tion. Its broad fa’ade was constructed of pale stone, while its tall win-
dows glittered in the morning sunlight. 4niformed doormen received 
arriving guests, and through the great glass doors one could glimpse an 
interior that resembled a palace far more than a hotel.

“It belongs to him,” said Moreau.
“The hotel?”
“He built it.”
xe entered.
zven I, who am rarely impressed by material splendour, was obliged 

to admit that the place made a considerable impression. The Loors were 
of marble, the columns richly decorated, and the light from enormous 
chandeliers fell across the lobby with an almost theatrical eçect. zvery-
where servants and guests moved silently through surroundings clearly 
designed to proclaim success.

Moreau, however, spent little time admiring the setting. Orawing out 
his watch, he opened the cover and studied the hands.

“A quarter to eleven,” he said. “He should be here at any moment.”
xe found seats in one of the hotel9s more secluded lounges. More-

au appeared perfectly at ease, as though the meeting had already been 
arranged down to the smallest detail. I began to realise that during the 
many months of his investigation he had built a network of contacts of 
which I knew only a very small part.

jnly a few minutes had passed before a man approached our table. He 
was in his early Vfties, well dressed and impeccably groomed, yet there 
was a weariness in his face that could not be concealed by either a careful 
shave or respectable clothing. He introduced himself politely and took a 
seat at Moreau9s invitation.

“Mr. Hargreaves,” said Moreau. “Formerly an administrator here at 
the hotel.”

The man nodded.
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“Formerly is indeed the correct word.”
There was a trace of dry humour in the remark, though it quickly 

faded.
The conversation began cautiously with questions regarding the con-

struction of the building and the history of the hotel. Hargreaves spoke 
willingly enough, yet as the discussion gradually approached Nathaniel 
Ashcroft, his tone altered almost imperceptibly. He described the enor-
mous sums that had been invested in the pro5ect and the uncompro-
mising manner in which deadlines had been enforced. Nothing was 
permitted to delay the work. Nothing was allowed to stand in the way 
of the opening.

“Men worked day and night,” he said. “If one contractor could not 
keep pace, another was found.”

“And the labourers?” I asked.
For a moment he hesitated.
“They worked hard.”
There was something in the phrasing that caused me to study him 

more closely.
“0ery hard,” he continued after a pause. “Particularly the immigrants. 

Italians. Poles. Uussians. Many of them did not fully understand the 
contracts. That made matters easier.”

He allowed the words to linger.
I said nothing. Instead, I listened with the close attention that long 

eDperience has taught me to employ. Yet I noticed that my eyes never 
entirely left the man9s face.

As the conversation progressed, a picture slowly emerged of a busi-
nessman who constantly operated along the edge of what was permissi-
ble. —ontracts were altered. Suppliers were pressured. —ompetitors were 
manoeuvred out of the market. Nothing sounded directly illegal, yet 
much of it appeared undeniably ruthless.

xhat interested me, however, was not the information itself but the 
man who supplied it. For although Hargreaves no longer worked for 
Ashcroft, and although he clearly harboured a degree of bitterness re-
garding his dismissal, I sensed something else beneath his words. Some-
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thing that resembled fear. It reminded me of the peculiar respect2or 
perhaps awe2which powerful personalities are capable of inspiring long 
after their direct authority has vanished.

More than once Hargreaves found himself lowering his voice whenev-
er he mentioned Ashcroft9s name. More than once he glanced around as 
though instinctively wishing to ensure that no one was listening. By the 
time he Vnally rose to leave, I was left with the distinct impression that 
we had learned far more about Nathaniel Ashcroft through the man9s 
fear than through his actual words.

Moreau had plainly reached the same conclusion. jnly after Harg-
reaves had disappeared through the lounge door did he lean back slightly 
in his chair.

“Interesting,” he said quietly.
“The construction pro5ect?”
Moreau shook his head.
“No. The man.”
For a moment he remained silent.
“He is still afraid of Ashcroft.”
I nodded slowly.
“That was my conclusion as well.”

The Empire
xhen we left the hotel, we continued on foot through the city. It seemed 
to me that Moreau had chosen this method deliberately. A carriage 
would have been faster, but it would also have concealed much of what 
he wished me to see.

New York possessed a curious character during those years. The city 
did not merely appear to be growingK it seemed to be eDpanding in every 
direction at once. New buildings rose everywhere, while older districts 
disappeared with a speed that would have seemed almost violent in 
zurope. Amid this constant transformation I gradually began to under-
stand what Moreau had been attempting to suggest.

Several times during our walk he paused brieLy and pointed toward a 
building.
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“That one.”
A little later he repeated the gesture.
“And that one.”
A few streets farther on came another.
At Vrst, it appeared random, but gradually the pattern became un-

mistakable. A hotel. An o3ce building. A department store. An admin-
istrative compleD. All connected, in one way or another, to Nathaniel 
Ashcroft.

I began to appreciate the true scale of the man.
He did not merely own properties. He owned portions of the city 

itself.
There was something almost invisible about such a form of power. 

A police commissioner can be seen. A general can be seen. zven a bank 
president occupies an o3ce that may be pointed out. But Ashcroft9s 
inLuence was dispersed throughout the streets around us. It revealed 
itself in the bricks, the fa’ades, the businesses that rented space in his 
buildings, and the thousands of people who worked each day in struc-
tures bearing his name.

“He is unquestionably ambitious,” I remarked as we crossed a broad 
avenue.

Moreau allowed his gaRe to travel upward along a newly erected build-
ing whose upper stories were still hidden behind scaçolding.

“Ambition alone is not a crime.”
“Precisely.”
“No,” he continued, “but ambition often tells us where to look for 

motive.”
He fell silent for a moment as we continued through the crowds.
“Most wealthy men buy things.”
“And Ashcroft?”
A faint smile touched the corner of his mouth.
“He builds hotels, o3ces, companies, foundations, and institutions. 

He builds connections. He builds networks. He builds his own legacy. 
Money is merely the tool.”

I found the observation intriguing.



THz FINAE TU4TH;6

“You believe that his true goal is fame?”
“Something greater than fame.”
Moreau stopped for a moment and turned toward me.
“Immortality.”
The word hung between us with an almost solemn weight.
“You think I eDaggerate,” he continued calmly. “But look around you. 

zvery one of these buildings will probably still be standing here long after 
both you and I are gone. Ashcroft knows it. He does not build for his 
own age. He builds for posterity.”

I was obliged to admit that the thought possessed a certain logic. 
Throughout history, many men had sought precisely this. 7ings had 
raised cathedrals. Princes had built palaces. Industrialists now erected 
skyscrapers and cultural institutions. The means changed, but the desire 
remained the sameG to leave an imprint so deep that time itself could not 
erase it.

jur walk gradually brought us toward a more open part of the city, 
where the tra3c thinned and a number of newer buildings dominat-
ed the street. Here Moreau stopped again. Before us stood an impres-
sive compleD built of pale stone, with broad steps and tall columns. 
The building was far more elegant than the commercial houses we had 
passed earlier. Its architecture was deliberately monumental, as though 
it wished to signal something beyond mere practical usefulness.

“xe have arrived,” said Moreau.
I raised my eyes toward the fa’ade.
Earge bronRe letters above the entrance announced that the place was 

both a museum and a cultural center.
People came and went through the broad doors. Students, scholars, 

well-dressed gentlemen and ladies, school groups, and ordinary visitors 
mingled in a stream that gave life to the place without disturbing its 
dignity.

“Another of his pro5ects?”
“The most important one.”
I turned toward Moreau.
“More important than the hotels?”
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“Far more important.”
His gaRe rested upon the building with a thoughtfulness I had not 

previously observed in him.
“Hotels make money. j3ce buildings make money. But this...” He 

gestured toward the high columns. “This serves another purpose.”
“And what is that?”
“This is where Nathaniel Ashcroft is attempting to persuade history 

that he deserves a place within it.”
For a moment we both stood silent.
I now understood why Moreau had wished me to see the man9s world 

before drawing conclusions about his role in the açair. If the document 
was truly as signiVcant as every sign suggested, it might very well be more 
valuable to a man like Ashcroft than to any other buyer.

Not because of its price. Not even because of its contents. But because 
the ownership of something so unique would add yet another stone to 
the monument he seemed determined to raise to himself.

At Closer Range
The museum proved even more impressive than I had imagined. jver 
the years I had visited several private collections, university libraries, 
and national museums throughout zurope, but there was something 
particular about this place. Perhaps it was because the institution was 
still young. It did not bear the dust and tradition of centuries, as the 
old zuropean collections did. jn the contrary, it seemed to have been 
created with the characteristic conVdence of the New xorld. Here one 
found not merely art and history gathered together but ambition itself.

xe moved through long halls Vlled with paintings, sculptures, and 
historical ob5ects from many diçerent countries. Several times Moreau 
stopped and discreetly pointed out particular works. His knowledge of 
the collections was plainly far greater than I had imagined.

Before a large oil painting by an Italian master, he lowered his voice.
“This picture was missing for many years.”
I studied the canvas.
“Stolen?”
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“That is a matter of deVnition,” he replied dryly. “It disappeared un-
der unclear circumstances. No one knew eDactly where it was. Then it 
suddenly appeared here.”

A little later he stopped before another work and told me a similar 
story. In one place, a private collection had changed hands without any 
great public attention. zlsewhere, individual ob5ects had been separated 
from their original collection. zverywhere there were small fragments 
of stories which, taken separately, seemed innocent enough, but which 
together suggested a more complicated picture.

It struck me how thoroughly he had worked. xhile I had followed 
people and events, he had spent months tracing the 5ourneys of works of 
art through banks, auction houses, intermediaries, and private collectors. 
His trail did not consist of footprints or witness statements, but of 
provenance lists, insurance papers, and Vnancial connections.

After some time, we were introduced to one of the museum9s conser-
vators, an elderly man with sharp eyes and that peculiar caution in his 
movements which often belongs to those who work daily with fragile 
ob5ects. He willingly showed us around.

To me, many of the works looked merely like well-preserved paint-
ings or documents. Yet under the conservator9s guidance, the diçerences 
began to emerge. He pointed out areas where layers of paint had been 
reconstructed in unusual ways. He showed us traces of restorations that 
did not follow customary methods. In a few places he even hinted that 
certain works were hardly as old, or as original, as the public was led to 
believe.

Moreau listened with an attention so intense that it almost made 
him forget my presence. Several times he asked detailed questions, and 
the conservator answered with the cautious precision that eDperts often 
employ when approaching controversial sub5ects.

At last, the conservator led us through a newer section of the compleD 
and stopped with a slight smile.

“You have chosen a good day for your visit.”
“Indeed?” I asked.
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“The new wing is to be inaugurated this afternoon. Mr. Ashcroft 
himself will be present.”

Moreau and I eDchanged a quick glance. xe would have an opportu-
nity to study the man at close range.

As the afternoon advanced, the museum gradually began to Vll with 
guests. Businessmen, university men, connoisseurs of art, and politicians 
mingled with one another, while servants moved silently through the 
halls with trays and glasses.

xhen Nathaniel Ashcroft at last appeared, I immediately understood 
why so many people found him fascinating. He was not the sort of 
man who dominated a room by physical siRe or loud behaviour. jn the 
contrary, his strength was of a subtler kind. He moved with the calm 
assurance that so often belongs to those accustomed to being listened to.

At one point we were introduced. Moreau presented us as men in-
terested in art and zuropean collections, and Ashcroft received us with 
polite interest. If he had any notion of who we truly were, he gave 
not the slightest sign of it. jn the contrary, he immediately guided the 
conversation toward sub5ects that plainly occupied him. He spoke of 
Italian manuscripts, of the importance of monasteries in preserving the 
teDts of antiquity, and of the diçerences between zuropean and Amer-
ican collections. Several times he quoted authors and historians with a 
precision that surprised me. I was obliged to admit that the man was far 
more cultivated than I had eDpected.

The same impression seemed to make itself felt upon Holmes.
xhen Ashcroft later moved on through the hall, surrounded by his 

guests, we continued our walk among the many visitors.
Moreau appeared almost frustrated. He had eDpected to Vnd a villain. 

Instead, he had encountered an intelligent, articulate man with an ap-
parently sincere interest in culture.

After some time in silence, Holmes turned toward him.
“I must be honest, my friend.”
“Yes?”
“I am still not convinced.”
Moreau looked at him questioningly.
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“jf what?”
Holmes let his gaRe travel through the great hall, where Ashcroft now 

stood surrounded by professors, art historians, and collectors.
“That Nathaniel Ashcroft is the man we are looking for.”

Watson
I sit for a moment with the letter in my hands and allow my gaRe to rest 
upon the date at the top of the page. Something about it makes me pause. 
Through the preceding weeks I have followed Holmes9s correspondence 
almost day by day, yet here the sequence suddenly seems not quite to Vt.

I set the letter aside and draw the stack closer. It would not be the Vrst 
time that one of Holmes9s papers had found its way into the wrong folder 
or slipped among other documents over the years. Nevertheless, I feel a 
small stab of unease. The thought that certain letters might have been 
lost does not please me. Too often have I seen how great an importance 
even the smallest detail could assume in Holmes9s narratives.

xith greater care, therefore, I begin to go through the bundle chrono-
logically. After some time searching, I discover the eDplanation. Three 
letters have simply hidden themselves behind the others. I cannot help 
smiling a little at myself. There is a certain irony in the fact that, after 
so many years, I can still eDperience the same relief at Vnding a missing 
document that Holmes himself might have felt upon discovering an 
overlooked clue.

jnce order has been restored, I set the three letters aside and take up 
the neDt in the sequence. I turn it for a moment between my Vngers 
before breaking the seal.

This particular letter interests me more than most.
The meeting with Nathaniel Ashcroft had left Holmes in an unusual 

position. That, at least, is how I remember it as I sit here many years 
later. He had met a man who, on paper, ought to have awakened sus-
picion, yet who in practice had proved far more di3cult to place. I had 
often observed, through our many cases, that at a certain point in an 
investigation Holmes began to shift his attention. —lues, documents, 
and technical details remained important, but his true interest gradually 
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turned toward the people themselves. It was as though he eventually 
arrived at the realisation that every case, in the end, concerns character 
more than ob5ects.

A document might be stolen. A fortune might be moved. A murder 
might be committed. Yet behind each of these actions stood a human 
being, and it was there, ultimately, that the truth had to be found.

xith that thought, I open the letter and begin to read.





The FiLh terre


February 5, 1892
New York City

My dear Watson,
After the days spent in Moreau’s company and our investigations into 
Nathaniel Ashcroft, I felt a need to return to the other players in this 
strange drama.

Ashcroft had proved far more complex than I had expected. It was 
possible that Moreau was right in his suspicions, but if that was the 
case, the explanation would have to be sought somewhere deeper than 
in the man’s public appearance. I therefore decided to set him aside 
temporarily and instead refresh my impression of the two persons who 
had already had direct contact with the document.

I thought of Rosenfeld and of the cardinal, and I chose to begin with 
Rosenfeld.

The Warning
The journey to the Lower East Side became, in its own way, a passage be-
tween two diOerent worlds. Ynly a few days earlier I had moved through 
Ashcroft’s New kor—Ha world of marble, monumental buildings, ho-
tel palaces, and cultural institutions erected with apparently unlimited 
means. Now my steps led me bac— to the more crowded districts, where 
the streets seemed to possess a life of their own among small shops, 
wor—shops, boo—shops, and apartments piled one above another.
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There was something about the district that reminded me of certain 
parts of London. Not because the places resembled one another directly, 
but because both bore the mar—s of people who wor—ed, traded, and 
lived in close proximity. ket the diOerence was unmista—able. Everywhere 
one heard new languages, new accents, and new dreams. The city seemed 
younger than any European capital, as though it were still in the act of 
inventing itself.

I was still a few streets from Rosenfeld’s shop when the “rst hint of 
trouble appeared.

A small group of people had gathered farther along the sidewal—. Not 
many, but enough to catch my attention. Their conversation had that 
peculiar ”uality which often gathers around a recent eventHcuriosity 
mingled with speculation.

As I approached, I saw the shattered window.
The glass had long since been swept away, but the opening was still 

covered by temporary boards, and even from a few yards’ distance I 
caught a faint smell of something burned.

I stopped for a moment, then continued toward the window. The 
shop appeared at “rst to be closed, but beyond the tall shelves I could 
ma—e out movement. A “gure passed slowly through the room.

It was Rosenfeld.
Even at that distance I could see that something had changed since 

our last meeting. The calm, almost academic dignity which had mar—ed 
him only a few days before seemed to have been replaced by weariness. 
Fis shoulders had sun— a little, and there was something anxious in his 
movements.

I —noc—ed at the door.
It too— some time before he came forward. When at last he unloc—ed it 

and drew it slightly open, he seemed for a moment uncertain who I was. 
Then he recognised me.

1Ah, the Icelandic gentleman,? said he, with a faint smile that ”uic—ly 
disappeared again.

Fis glance moved briezy toward the damaged window.
1kou come at a less than fortunate moment.?
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I loo—ed past his shoulder into the half-dar—ened shop.
1It seems to me,? I replied, 1that someone else has already had the same 

thought.?
1Fas there been a burglaryB?
The ”uestion came naturally as I allowed my ga3e to move through the 

room. Rosenfeld hesitated for a moment, as though he were still trying 
to gather his thoughts after the incident.

1It is di4cult to say,? he answered. 1The police do not believe that was 
the intention. They thin— someone threw a bottle through the window.?

Fe led me farther into the shop and pointed toward the damaged area.
1A bottle containing a zammable li”uid. That was their conclusion. 

Uortunately, the “re was discovered almost at once.?
Fis eyes moved toward the front door.
1A neighbour saw the smo—e and understood immediately that some-

thing was wrong. When no one answered, he bro—e open the door to get 
inside.?

I followed his ga3e. Even without closer examination, it was plain that 
the loc— had been subjected to considerable force. The wood around it 
was splintered, and the hinges bore the mar—s of violent treatment.

1Fe came in time,? Rosenfeld continued. 1A few more minutes, and 
it might have developed ”uite diOerently.?

There was no exaggeration in his voice. Yn the contrary, he spo—e with 
the sober seriousness of a man who had only afterward understood how 
close he had come to disaster.

1Uortunately, the damage is limited,? he added. 1Uar less than it might 
have been.?

1Will you permit me to examine the place a little more closelyB?
1Yf course.?
Fe said it almost absently. Fis thoughts still seemed to circle around 

the “re, and perhaps even more around what might have happened if the 
neighbour had not intervened.

I therefore began my own examination without further ”uestions.
A few fragments of glass still lay along the wall. The police had evi-

dently ta—en the most important pieces with them, but small remnants 
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had been overloo—ed. I bent down and pic—ed up one of them. There 
was still a faint odour clinging to the glassHnot strong, but su4cient to 
con“rm that a zammable li”uid had indeed been involved. I then let my 
ga3e travel over the zoor, where the dar— mar—s left by the “re could still 
be discerned. The li”uid had spread ”uic—ly after impact, but the zames 
had not had time to develop fully.

The direction of the throw interested me as well.
I moved to the window and considered the angle. The bottle had been 

thrown with considerable force, but with no great precision. Fad the 
aim been to destroy a particular object or a particular area of the shop, 
the result would probably have loo—ed rather diOerent.

At last, I went to the door and studied the damaged “ttings more 
closely. They corresponded ”uite well with Rosenfeld’s explanation. 
Someone had bro—en in to save the place, not to plunder it.

Ynly when I had formed a preliminary impression did I turn again to 
the proprietor.

1Fave you ever been subjected to anything similar beforeB?
Rosenfeld slowly shoo— his head.
1Not once.?
1And have there been similar incidents in the neighbourhoodB?
1No.?
This time his answer came without hesitation.
1I have as—ed around. No one can recall anything of the —ind.?
I studied him for a moment.
1What about enemies, Mr. RosenfeldB?
The ”uestion seemed genuinely to surprise him.
1EnemiesB?
Fe repeated the word as though it were foreign to him.
1There will naturally always be customers who are more or less satis-

“ed with a transaction. That is true of any business. 5ut actual enemiesB? 
Fe shoo— his head again. 1No. I can ”uite honestly thin— of none.?

The interesting thing was not his words, but the manner in which 
they were spo—en. Yver the years I had learned that people conceal the 
truth in many diOerent ways. Some answer too ”uic—ly. Ythers become 
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defensive. Still others attempt to steer the conversation away from the 
uncomfortable subject. Rosenfeld did none of these things.

It therefore seemed increasingly li—ely to me that if this “re truly had 
been directed at him, then he did not yet —now the reason himself. And 
it was precisely that thought which slowly began to lead my rezections 
in another direction. Uor if the primary purpose had not been to destroy 
his shop, what had the intention beenB

I let my ga3e travel toward the bro—en window and the modest “re 
damage along the wall. The longer I considered them, the less they re-
sembled a genuine attempt at destruction, and the more they resembled 
a message.

1It seems to me,? I said after some silence, 1that if the true intention 
had been to destroy your shop, the perpetrator would have chosen a far 
more eOective method.?

Rosenfeld loo—ed at me in”uiringly.
1What do you meanB?
I allowed my eyes once more to move through the room. The blac— 

mar—s on the wall, the bro—en window, and the limited damage formed, 
in my judgment, a very particular picture.

1That it does not loo— li—e an attempt at destruction.?
1NoB?
1No. Rather li—e an attempt to attract attention.?
The words hung between us for a moment. Rosenfeld stood ”uite still. 

I could almost follow his thoughts as they wor—ed their way through the 
possibilities.

At last, he said slowly, 1kou mean... a warningB?
1It is certainly a possibility we should not exclude.?
Uor the “rst time since my arrival, his anxiety seemed to change its 

character. 6ntil now he had mainly appeared sha—en by the incident 
itself. Now he began to consider the cause behind it.

I allowed him to thin— for a moment before I continued.
1When I visited you some days ago, another gentleman was present.?
Fis ga3e lifted at once.
1kes.?
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1kou spo—e together in the bac— room.?
A faint nod.
1Yf course. I remember him very well.?
1That gentleman wished to sell you something.?
1kes.?
An almost involuntary interest entered his voice.
1A most unusual object.?
15ut the transaction was not concluded.?
1Not yet.?
I noticed the small addition. Not yet. Those were not the words of a 

man who had rejected the oOer. They were the words of a man who was 
still considering it. I allowed another moment to pass.

1Fave you considered the possibility,? I said, 1that someone wishes to 
prevent that transaction from ever ta—ing placeB?

If my earlier remar—s had made an impression upon him, the eOect 
now was far stronger.

Fis face changed visiblyHnot because he became afraid, but because 
understanding was at last beginning to arrive.

At no point had I had the impression that Rosenfeld was an intriguer. 
Yn the contrary, he seemed to me a learned man who lived among his 
boo—s and manuscripts and rarely thought in terms of power games. 
Ynly now did he appear to realise that the document might have drawn 
him into a conzict extending far beyond ordinary dealings between col-
lectors.

1That...? he began slowly. 1That had not, in fact, occurred to me.?
Fis ga3e moved involuntarily toward the damaged window.
15ut it would explain a great deal.?
17ossibly.?
Fe nodded ”uietly to himself.
1kes. 7ossibly.?
There was no more to be said.
I than—ed him for his time and too— my leave.

Comparing Information
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I was still occupied with these rezections when the door of the caf8 
opened and Moreau stepped in from the street.

Fe saw me almost at once. There was always something purposeful in 
his movements, as though he rarely wasted time orienting himself more 
than was necessary. Fe greeted me briezy, made his way between the 
closely set tables, and sat down opposite me just as a waiter passed and 
in”uired after his wishes. Moreau ordered coOee, laid his gloves upon the 
table, and then leaned slightly forward.

I noticed at once that he loo—ed tired. Not exhausted but mar—ed 
by that particular form of weariness which follows several days of con-
centrated wor— and investigation, when the results have not yet entirely 
justi“ed the eOort.

I decided not to waste time.
1Fave you found anythingB? I as—ed.
The coOee was set before him, and he waited until the waiter had 

moved on before answering.
1I have spent the last few days following various trails among art 

dealers, collectors, and potential buyers. Not only the people we already 
—now, but also others who might conceivably ta—e an interest in a docu-
ment of that caliber.?

Fe too— a sip of coOee.
1And the more I examine the matter, the more convinced I become 

that the document has already become a subject of conversation among 
the right people.?

1So, the rumours are spreadingB?
1kes. 5ut in an interesting way.?
I raised an eyebrow.
1Fow soB?
1As though no one really —nows anything concrete, yet everyone 

—nows a little.?
Fe allowed the words to hang for a moment between us.
1That is precisely the sort of situation which ma—es wealthy collectors 

restless. When something may exist. When no one —nows exactly where 
it is. When only hints are allowed to escape.?



TFE UINAL TR6TF00

I nodded thoughtfully.
It sounded unmista—ably li—e Sebastian Moran.
1Fe is creating his own publicity,? said I.
1Exactly.?
Moreau leaned bac—.
1It is almost admirable. Fe has not merely found a document. Fe has 

turned the document into a story.?
Fis remar— made me thin— once more of Rosenfeld’s shop, of the 

shattered window and the “re.
1And if someone wishes to stop the storyB? I as—ed.
Moreau loo—ed at me searchingly.
I then chose to ac”uaint Moreau with my experiences earlier that day.
1Rosenfeld has received a warning.?
Moreau stopped in the middle of a movement.
1A warningB?
1An incendiary bottle through his window.?
Fis face grew serious.
I gave him a brief account of the visit, the “re, and my conversations 

with the boo—seller. When I had “nished, he sat silent for some time, his 
ga3e “xed upon the tabletop.

1So,? said he at last, 1we have at least three possibilities.?
I nodded.
1I have reached the same conclusion.?
Fe raised his eyes.
1The cardinal.?
1kes.?
1If the 9hurch wishes the document hidden, a campaign of intimida-

tion might be one means.?
17ossibly.?
1And Ashcroft.?
I nodded again.
1If he wishes to remain the sole buyer.?
Moreau drummed his “ngers lightly against the edge of the table.
1And “nally, Moran.?
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At this I raised my eyebrows.
1That possibility seems to me less li—ely.?
1Not impossible.?
1No,? I admitted. 1Not impossible.?
Another cup of coOee was served, and for a moment our conversation 

was interrupted. Ynly when the waiter had disappeared again did More-
au continue.

1There is still something I do not understand.?
I waited.
1Why RosenfeldB?
Fe leaned bac—.
1If Moran truly wishes to sell the document, he must —now that 

Rosenfeld can never compete with the others.?
I did not answer immediately. Instead, I lit my pipe and let my ga3e 

drift out through the window. A streetcar was just passing, and its bell 
sounded faintly through the glass. Moreau was right. Urom the point of 
view of an ordinary dealer, Rosenfeld made no sense. 5ut the more I 
thought of Moran, the less he seemed to me an ordinary dealer.

1kou are mista—en in one assumption,? I said at last.
1IndeedB?
1kou assume that Moran wants money above all.?
1Goes he notB?
1kes.?
I slowly blew out the smo—e.
15ut perhaps not yet.?
Moreau loo—ed at me searchingly.
I thought of the stories Moran had told during the crossing. Stories 

from India. Stories of hunting. At the time I had ta—en them for ordinary 
anecdotes from a man who wished to entertain his company. Now they 
seemed more revealing.

1Fave you ever met a true hunterB? I as—ed.
Moreau smiled faintly.
1Several.?
1Then you also —now that the prey is rarely the only object.?
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Fe nodded slowly.
1The hunt itself.?
1Exactly.?
Moreau fell silent. I could see the thought wor—ing its way through his 

mind.
1So, Rosenfeld...?
1...is not interesting because of his money.?
I leaned forward.
1Fe is interesting because of his name.?
Uor the “rst time that morning I saw genuine understanding in More-

au’s eyes.
1Yf course.?
1Rosenfeld is respected. Fe is —nown among collectors, historians, 

and men of boo—s. If he shows interest, the document immediately 
becomes more signi“cant.?

1Fe legitimises it.?
17recisely.?
1Moran did not visit him in order to sell the document,? I continued. 

1Fe visited him in order to open the sale.?
Moreau leaned a little farther forward.
1To let the rumour spreadB?
17recisely.?
Now he too began to nod.
1So, all those people who have since heard of the document...?
1... have heard of it because Moran wished them to,? I concluded.
A small smile passed over Moreau’s face.
1Then the auction has already begun.?
1kes,? I replied. 1It probably began on the very day he showed the 

document to Rosenfeld.?
Uor a moment we both allowed the thought to settle.
Ynce the events were viewed in that light, they suddenly seemed far 

more logical. Moran had not been moving aimlessly through New kor—. 
Fe had not hesitated to sell. Yn the contrary, he had created exactly the 
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situation he desired. The rumour had been permitted to grow. 9uriosity 
had spread. 7otential buyers had become aware of one another.

Fe had set the mar—et in motion. ket precisely for that reason, the next 
thought became all the more troubling. Moreau was the “rst to put it 
into words.

1And someone may be trying to stop the auction.?
I laid down my pipe and watched the smo—e rise slowly toward the 

ceiling. That thought had followed me ever since my visit to Rosenfeld. 
If the “re had truly been a warning, perhaps it had never been aimed at 
the boo—seller alone. It might just as well have been aimed at anyone who 
was considering ta—ing part in the sale, anyone who might get the idea 
that the document was within reach. 7erhaps the intention was not to 
destroy the document, but rather to ensure that it never came onto the 
mar—et.

After some time in silence, our conversation naturally returned to the 
”uestion which we both —new lay behind all the others. Rosenfeld’s 
bro—en window and the failed arson were interesting in themselves, but 
only insofar as they pointed onward toward something larger.

1If you are right,? said Moreau, letting his “ngers move around the 
coOee cup, 1and if this truly was a warning, then it must necessarily be 
repeated.?

Moreau nodded slowly.
1Then the next logical step is the cardinal.?
I had to admit that the thought had already crossed my mind during 

my visit to the boo—seller. If someone wished to inzuence the outcome 
of Moran’s little auction, it would be natural to continue the pressure 
against the other interested parties.

1Either he will be pressured,? said I, 1or he will react himself.?
15oth would be interesting.?
I loo—ed at him in”uiringly.
1As an art dealer, I have dealt over the years with monasteries, eccle-

siastical funds, religious collections, and private collectors with strong 
connections to the 9hurch. Not necessarily high-ran—ing clergy, but the 
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people around them. Secretaries. Administrators. Advisers. The persons 
who often —now more than they themselves realise.?

Fe smiled faintly.
1A cardinal is di4cult to reach. 5ut those around him are often far 

easier.?
I had to admit that this was a perspective to which I myself had not 

had access. My own approach would probably have been more direct, 
and therefore more visible.

1kou mean to “nd out whether the 9hurch is still interestedB?
1kes.?
1And whether anyone has tried to inzuence the processB?
17recisely.?
Uor a moment we both sat silent. The plan seemed simple, but it is 

often the simple plans which prove most valuable. Many investigators 
ma—e the mista—e of believing that complicated mysteries re”uire com-
plicated solutions. Folmes had taught me the opposite over the years.

Moreau rose.
1Two days.?
I nodded.
1Two days.?
Fe gathered his gloves from the table and put on his coat. Then he left 

the caf8 and disappeared into the stream of people.
I remained seated. The coOee before me had long since grown cold, 

but that did not trouble me. Through the window I could see New 
kor— continuing its ceaseless life. Streetcars rattled past. 9arriages forced 
their way through the tra4c. Men with folders under their arms hurried 
between o4ces and meeting places. The city seemed never to stop.

Gear Watson,
I spent the following days chiezy on foot in the streets of New kor—. 

After my meeting with Nathaniel Ashcroft, it was no longer enough for 
me merely to —now the man’s name or the extent of his fortuneV I wished 
to understand him. There are men whose actions spring from simple 
motives, and others whose driving forces are far more di4cult to separate 
from their character. Ashcroft seemed to me to belong to the latter class.
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I therefore often moved in the vicinity of the buildings and institu-
tions connected with his name. It was impossible not to be impressed by 
their scale. Fotels, o4ces, cultural institutions, and whole neighbour-
hoods seemed in one way or another to bear the mar— of his ambitions. 
Everywhere I found signs of wealth, organisation, and inzuence, but 
not necessarily signs of crime. Yn the contrary, it seemed to me more 
than once that the stories I had heard through Moreau stood in curious 
contrast to the picture which the city itself presented.

I could, of course, see the ambition and the desire for recognition. 
I could also see the almost American urge to set one’s name upon the 
world. ket I still could not see the document’s place in that picture.

What was Nathaniel Ashcroft’s fundamental motive for ac”uiring itB

The Cardinal’s Departure
The ”uestion followed me for several days, and I must confess that I had 
come no nearer to an answer when, two days later, I once again too— my 
seat by the caf8 window to meet Moreau.

Even as he stepped through the door, I sensed a change in him. Fis 
usual calm assurance was still present, but it now seemed accompanied 
by a gravity which told me that his in”uiries had not led him where he 
had expected.

Fe sat down without ceremony, ordered coOee, and came almost at 
once to the point.

1I have tried to “nd the cardinal.?
1AndB?
Fe slowly shoo— his head.
1It proved more di4cult than expected.?
Fe explained how he had “rst sought him in the places where one 

would naturally loo— for a man of the cardinal’s ran—. No one, however, 
had seen him. Fe received no visitors. Fe had no public appointments. 
Several persons merely assumed that he was wor—ing privately on eccle-
siastical matters.
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The longer Moreau examined the aOair, the more unusual the situa-
tion appeared to him. At last, however, he had found the explanation. 
The cardinal was no longer in New kor—. Fe had departed.

15oston,? said Moreau. 1That was the explanation I “nally received.?
I slowly shrugged. I had almost expected it.
ket ta—en together, the facts were beginning to form a pattern.
Moreau leaned forward.
1So only one buyer remains.?
Again, he leaned across the table.
17erhaps the time has come to meet him.?
I loo—ed at him. There was something about the proposal that seemed 

both daring and natural, perhaps because the thought had already passed 
briezy through my own mind.

1MoranB?
1kes.?
Fe paused for a moment.
1Fe is no longer hiding. Fe moves about with the con“dence of a man 

who believes the whole city belongs to him. If we show ourselves openly, 
if we let him understand that we —now his role in this game, it may create 
precisely the uncertainty he does not expect.?

I had to admit that the idea had its advantages. Moran had held the 
initiative until now. 7erhaps the time had come to remind him that 
others, too, could move pieces upon the board.

1And where do you suggest this meeting should ta—e placeB?
Moreau smiled.
1The Manhattan Music Fall.?
Naturally.
1Let us meet there this evening,? said Moreau.
I nodded. It is time that Moran be reminded that he is not the only 

hunter in New kor—.

The Manhattan Music Hall
9amille Ardent was once again upon the stage that evening. She was 
just bringing one of her monologues to its close, and it was evident that 
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in a remar—ably short time she had won a New kor— audience which 
already regarded her as one of the great attractions of the place. Fer voice 
“lled the room with the same ease I had seen her command in 7aris, and 
around her the guests sat almost silent, held by her ability to pass between 
moods, ages, and personalities as though several people spo—e through 
the same “gure.

When the performance reached its interval, the room changed char-
acter almost instantly. 7eople rose from their seats, chairs were pushed 
bac—, and the ”uiet concentration which had prevailed during the per-
formance gave way to that particular restlessness which always follows an 
intermission in a theatre. Guests moved toward the bar, the cloa—room, 
and the smo—ing areas, while the conversations gathered into a continu-
ous murmur that lay across the room li—e a coverlet.

It was in the midst of this movement that I saw Moran.
Fe stood some distance away among the guests, apparently engaged in 

casual conversation with a pair of ac”uaintances. Nothing in his appear-
ance seemed unusual, but suddenly his ga3e moved across the room and 
stopped at our table. I had time to register a brief zash of surprise before 
it vanished again, and almost at once it was replaced by a smile which 
seemed to me far more interesting. It was not a tense or watchful smile. 
Yn the contrary, he appeared almost amused, as though our presence 
aOorded him an unexpected pleasure.

Moran anticipated our intentions. Fe moved through the room and, 
without any invitation, drew out a chair and seated himself with us 
with that air of complete self-possession which belongs only to men of 
uncommon con“dence. Uirst, he nodded to Moreau, then to me.

1New kor— seems to attract old ac”uaintances,? said he.
I had no interest in politeness and went straight to the matter.
1I recently visited Mr. Rosenfeld.?
A faint lift of the eyebrows was his only immediate reaction.
1IndeedB?
1Fis shop was subjected to an attempted arson.?
I held his ga3e.
1IndeedB? Moran repeated.
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1That is most regrettable.?
Gear Watson, I have seen many men lie over the years. I have seen crim-

inals play the innocent, swindlers play the injured party, and murderers 
play the mourner. Uew men, in my experience, were more accomplished 
in deception than 9olonel Moran. Nevertheless, in this instance I was 
inclined to believe that his surprise was genuine.

Moran leaned slightly forward across the table.
1And the cardinalB?
1Fe is said to have gone to 5oston,? Moran replied.
This time the silence lasted longer.
Fe let his ga3e rest upon the tabletop, as though considering the 

information, before he slowly answeredH
1That was not my understanding.?
It was at that very moment that another piece began to move in my 

mind. If Moran was spea—ing the truth H and I had an increasing im-
pression that he was H then he was hardly behind either the attac— upon 
Rosenfeld or the cardinal’s sudden disappearance. 5oth events would 
then have to be explained in some other way, and that thought led almost 
inevitably to a far more interesting conclusionH that there was another 
actor in the aOair, a person attempting to inzuence the auction, inzuence 
the buyers, and perhaps even inzuence Moran himself.

7erhaps the same thought reached him as well. Fe leaned bac— and 
regarded me with a loo— more di4cult to read than usual.

1I can assure you gentlemen,? said he calmly, 1that if someone is trying 
to frighten my buyers away, I am at least as interested in an explanation 
as you are.?

1And whom do you yourself believe to be behind itB? as—ed Moreau.
A slow smile spread over Moran’s face. Now he reminded me of the 

man I had met aboard the MajesticH the hunter, the player, the man who 
seemed most alive when the outcome was still uncertain.

1If I —new the answer,? said he after a brief pause, 1I should already be 
on my way there.?

None of us answered at once.



TFE UIUTF LETTER ;D

Nor did Moran seem to expect it. Instead, he remained seated a mo-
ment longer, his eyes “xed upon me. There was something searching 
in that loo—, as though he were attempting to assemble a number of 
scattered observations into one complete picture. I had noticed this 
”uality in him several times before. Fe was far more intelligent than his 
reputation as a soldier and adventurer suggested.

Then he spo—e again.
1kou have followed me for a long time, Mr. Sigurdsson.?
Fis voice was almost thoughtful.
17aris. Rome. New kor—.?
Fe let the words hang between us.
1And the same ship.?
I said nothing.
Something was plainly wor—ing behind his calm exterior. 7erhaps he 

was trying to connect Sigurdsson with Itienne Jalmont. 7erhaps he was 
trying to connect both with a third person. 7erhaps he was still only 
halfway through the reasoning. Whatever he had found, he chose not to 
share it.

Instead, he merely nodded very slightly.
1We shall meet again, no doubt.?
Then he rose, wished us a good evening with the same courtesy as 

though we had been old friends, and disappeared among the guests until 
the crowd swallowed him.

Uor some time neither Moreau nor I spo—e. We both followed the 
direction in which he had vanished, as though expecting him suddenly 
to appear again.

At last Moreau bro—e the silence.
1Fe did not —now.?
I nodded slowly.
Uor a moment I loo—ed at the many people around us, while the sound 

of voices, glasses, and music once more began to “ll the room.
1kou are right,? I continued. 1Fe did not —now.?





The Sixth Letter

February 10, 1892
New York City

A Remarkable Performance

Dear Watson,
That same morning, I received a handwritten invitation which, in itself, 
was so brief that it seemed almost enigmatic. It was signed by Camille 
Ardent and contained only a few lines:

I believe this play will interest you both.
There was nothing more.
When I later went to The Manhattan Music Hall that evening, the 

atmosphere was diOerent. ’ne could sense the change even outside. 
There were more carriages than usual, and among the arriving guests I 
noticed a greater number of people who did not appear to belong to the 
placejs ordinary audience: artists, xournalists, theatre people, and persons 
with that peculiar mi-ture of selfkconsciousness and curiosity which so 
often marEs those who maEe their living by observing other people.

Inside, the hall was Flled almost to the last seat. Conversation hummed 
through the room liEe a constant bacEground fabric, and everywhere 
small groups stood speaEing together with that e-pectant energy which 
arises when the rumour of something unusual has run ahead of the event 
itself.
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I arrived before Moreau and found a table with a good view both of 
the stage and of most of the guests in the room. “hortly afterward he 
appeared.

A Puppet Theatre
After a few moments of subdued e-pectation, the lights in the hall were 
lowered, and the last murmur of conversation gradually died away. A 
single spotlight came on above the stage, the curtain slid aside, and the 
audience was given a view of what, at Frst glance, looEed liEe an ordinary 
theatre behind the scenes.

There were painterjs trestles, sets under construction, tables with 
manuscripts, and costumes hanging from racEs along the rear wall. In the 
midst of it all, a group of actors moved about in what was clearly meant 
to represent the preparations for a new performance. Pet after only a 
few seconds it became clear that there was something unusual about the 
production.

Lrom the ceiling, almost invisible threads descended toward each of 
the Fgures on the stage. They were fastened to arms, shoulders, bacEs, 
and heads in such a way that the audience at once understood them as 
living marionettes. The eOect was remarEable. The actors did not move 
unnaturally, but only sti”y enough that one was constantly reminded 
of the presence of the strings. Nvery turn of the head seemed guided by 
an unseen hand, and every gesture was carried out with the precision 
one sees in people performing wellklearned routines without any longer 
considering them.

The Frst scene of the play followed the playwright, a serious gentleman 
with round spectacles and a stacE of papers under his arm. He sat at a 
table and went through page after page, while in a monotonous voice he 
read instructions to the others.

X9age thirtykfour must be shortened.q
XThe scene is moved to the second act.q
XThe third line is repeated.q
His voice was almost without feeling, and each time he spoEe, the 

other actors reacted instantly, as though the words were being translated 
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into movement through the visible strings. The audience laughed several 
times at the e-aggerated obedience, but beneath the laughter one could 
already sense the more serious undertone of the piece.

“hortly afterward, attention shifted to the costume worEshop. There 
two women worEed with measuring tapes and rolls of fabric around a 
young actress. They measured, cut, and sewed with mechanical eBcienk
cy, while their dialogue consisted of repeated standard phrases.

XThe sleeves are shortened.q
XThe colour is changed.q
XThe buttons are moved.q
XThe hat is adxusted.q
There was something almost musical in the rhythm of their worE. The 

lines fell with the same precision as machines in a factory hall, and yet the 
e-ecution was so elegant that one could not help being fascinated.

In another part of the stage stood the stage manager surrounded by 
musicians. He beat time with a small baton and conducted the rehearsal 
with the same impersonal eBciency as the other Fgures. When a violin 
entered a little too late, the error was corrected at once. When a horn 
played too loudly, it was subdued. Rothing was left to chance. The music 
became better and better, but at the same time one felt a strange lacE of 
life. Nverything functioned, but nothing 2ourished.

Thus, the performance continued through a series of small scenes, in 
which each person performed his role with great precision. The actors 
rehearsed their lines, the musicians practiced their parts, the set builders 
raised walls and staircases, and the playwright made his corrections. All 
worEed toward the same goal. Ro one resisted, and no one asEed ?uesk
tions. It was precisely this uniform obedience which gave the play its 
peculiar force.

I had not regarded the performance as an allegorical worE, nor as 
an attempt at social criticism. What caught my attention, Watson, was 
something far simpler. I found it impressive how precisely the produck
tion managed to reproduce the feeling of a system in which every part 
functioned impeccably, and in which that very perfection slowly began 
to seem disturbing.
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The Second Act
When the curtain once more slid aside for the second act, the scene 
was, at Frst glance, almost unchanged. The theatre troupe stood e-k
actly where the audience had left them at the end of the Frst act. The 
playwright still sat at his table with the scattered papers before him, the 
costumers worEed among rolls of fabric and measuring tapes, the musik
cians sat at their instruments, and the actors continued their rehearsals 
as though nothing had happened.

’nly one new Fgure had appeared.
The clown.
He entered with his enormous pair of scissors resting across his shoulk

der and moved among the worEing Fgures with the same carefree merk
riment as before the interval. The audience laughed at the very sight of 
him. He greeted the hall with e-aggerated bows, let the scissors snap 
dangerously shut a few inches from his own face, and sprang about 
with the childliEe delight which only the best comic actors can present 
without appearing strained.

While the laughter still sounded among the tables, he began his true 
worE. Without drama and without any solemn announcement, he simk
ply went over to the nearest of the marionettes and cut one of the thin 
strings. The actor did not react. He merely continued his tasE. The clown 
shrugged, as though he himself found this odd, and went on to the 
ne-t. Another string fell silently to the 2oor. Then another. “lowly he 
wandered through the entire ensemble.

The farther he went, the more the e-pression of the stage began to 
change, though so gradually that the change almost escaped notice. The 
movements lost some of their stiOness. The voices became less monotk
onous. The F-ed rhythms began to dissolve, as ice slowly yields to the 
Frst warmth of spring. What was immediately interesting was not only 
that the actors became free, but what they did with that newly gained 
freedom.

All of them still appeared occupied with precisely the same tasE that 
had Flled their world in the Frst act. The new performance was still to 
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be staged. The sets were still to be built. The costumes were still to be 
sewn. The music was still to be rehearsed. 4ut where the worE had earlier 
seemed a mechanical process, it now began to resemble a collaboration 
among human beings.

’ne actor suggested a change to a scene and was immediately ank
swered by a colleague, who built further upon the idea. A musician atk
tempted a new interpretation of a theme, which made the stage manager 
stop, listen, and then nod in approval. The costumers began to discuss 
their worE with a liveliness that had not previously been present, and 
several times their remarEs provoEed spontaneous laughter among the 
others. It was still the same theatre troupe, and yet the atmosphere had 
been transformed.

I remember particularly one scene in which the playwright, in the Frst 
act, had sat liEe a Eind of silent ruler over the te-t. Row he suddenly stood 
surrounded by the others, who suggested changes, improvisations, and 
new formulations. At Frst, he seemed almost horriFed by this developk
ment, but gradually he himself began to taEe part in the conversation, 
until at last he laughed louder than anyone.

4y this point the audience was completely absorbed.
The laughter came more often. Applause broEe out several times 

spontaneously in the middle of the performance. What had begun as a 
comic idea about marionettes and strings had developed into something 
far more interesting. ’ne sat with the strange feeling of witnessing a Eind 
of e-periment, in which the same people carried out the same tasE before 
and after their liberation, and yet the diOerence was unmistaEable.

When the completed performance was Fnally presented as the playjs 
concluding result, it was clear to everyone in the hall that it far surpassed 
the version which the Frst act had promised. Rot because the goal had 
changed, but because the way toward it had changed its character.

The applause was still ringing through the hall when the curtain slid 
together for the last time before the stage. All around us people rose, 
some to seeE the bar, others to discuss the performance with their comk
panions, and everywhere there sounded that particular murmur which 
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arises when an audience feels that it has witnessed something more than 
mere entertainment.

Moreau seemed genuinely delighted. I do not thinE I had seen him 
so rela-ed since our Frst meeting in 9aris. He leaned bacE with a smile 
that had not yet left his face, and when Camille Ardent shortly afterward 
appeared at our table, he received her with a warmth ?uite free of the 
suspicion which had otherwise marEed so many of our earlier conversak
tions.

“he herself seemed satisFed. Rot triumphant, as one sometimes sees 
artists after a successful performance, but with the ?uiet pleasure that 
follows when something has been received appro-imately as one had 
hoped.

XPou must accept my congratulations, Miss Ardent,q said Moreau. XI 
e-pected an interesting performance. I did not e-pect anything so fully 
realisable.q

“he thanEed him with a small nod.
XI must admit,q he continued, Xthat in many ways I recognised somek

thing of my own worE in it. The whole process of art and creation. 
’ne can almost feel the diOerence between people who carry out a tasE 
because they must, and people who do it because they wish to.q

Camille smiled.
XI am glad you saw that.q
XIt was diBcult to overlooE.q
“he laughed softly.
X4elieve me, many overlooE it all the same.q
Holmes had listened without interrupting. He sat with his Fngers 

lightly folded before him and regarded her with that particular attention 
which always told me that his thoughts were worEing farther ahead than 
the conversation itself.

XAnd what do you yourself Fnd most interesting in the playéq he 
asEed.

The ?uestion seemed to surprise her a little. Rot because she had not 
considered the answer, but rather because she had to choose between 
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several possible ones. Lor a moment she let her ga‘e move toward the 
stage, where a few stagehands had already begun to clear away.

XMost people naturally notice the strings,q she said at last. XAnd the 
moment when they are cut.q

“he looEed brie2y at Moreau.
XThat is also the part the audience liEes best.q
XAnd understandably,q Moreau interxected. XIt is the great turning 

point of the performance.q
XPes,q she replied. XThat is where the laughter comes. That is where 

freedom comes.q
“he was silent for a moment.
X4ut it is not really the part I myself Fnd most interesting.q
Holmes said nothing.
XThe remarEable thing,q she continued, Xis not that the strings are cut. 

The remarEable thing is what happens afterward.q
“he leaned forward a little.
XThe clown naturally represents rebellion. ’r freedom. ’r the desire 

to escape control. ’ne may interpret him in many ways. 4ut once he has 
done his worE, something curious happens.q

“he smiled.
XRo one leaves the proxect.q
Moreau nodded slowly. It was clear that the thought had already 

interested him during the performance.
XPes,q he said. XI noticed that as well.q
XThey all remain.q
Her ga‘e moved between us.
XThe playwright remains. The musicians remain. The actors remain. 

The costumers remain. Ro one goes away. Ro one begins something on 
his own. Ro one throws the whole thing aside.q

“he gave a slight shrug.
XThey continue precisely the worE they were already doing.q
X4ut in another way,q said Holmes.
XN-actly.q
A brief silence fell between us.
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X“o they are still governedéq asEed Holmes.
Camille let the ?uestion hang for a moment.
XRot in that sense.q
“he slowly shooE her head.
XThere is no longer anyone guiding their hands or determining their 

movements.q
X4utéq
Lor the Frst time that evening, she seemed to consider her words with 

particular care.
X9erhaps the secret lies in the fact that they have made the common 

purpose their own.q
“he said no more.
I let my ga‘e wander through the room. At a table some distance 

away sat Moran. He seemed scarcely to have followed the performance 
at all, for his attention was F-ed instead upon a circle of men who did 
not resemble theatre people. There was something businessliEe about 
them, something purposeful, and the conversation at the table appeared 
serious. More than once I noticed how Moran spoEe in a low voice while 
the others listened.

“hortly afterward Camille e-cused herself. There were other guests 
waiting, other obligations, and other conversations, and, as so often 
before, people seemed to gather around her almost without realising it 
themselves. “he rose with a friendly smile, thanEed us for our company, 
and disappeared once more into that circle of artists, actors, businessk
men, and curious admirers which seemed to follow her wherever she 
went.

Moreau and I remained seated for some time. Reither of us felt any 
immediate need to breaE the silence. The conversation with Camille had 
left us with more thoughts than answers, and at the same time her play 
still worEed somewhere in the bacEground of the mind. I do not thinE 
either of us, at that moment, fully understood why it had made so strong 
an impression upon us. We Enew only that, in some manner, it had given 
words and images to something of which we had as yet perceived only 
the outlines.
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When we later stepped out into the street, we were met by the cool 
air from the harbour and by the sight of the city still living with alk
most undiminished force. 4efore us lay Manhattan bathed in electric 
light. The bells of the streetcars sounded between the rows of houses, 
horsekdrawn carriages rolled through the traBc, and people still moved 
through the streets in a stream which seemed to have neither beginning 
nor end.

We walEed for some distance without saying much. There were mok
ments during my xourney when silence seemed more valuable than conk
versation, and this was one of them. We were both occupied with our 
own re2ections. The sounds of the city surrounded us but reached only 
halfway into consciousness.

I remember clearly the feeling of that evening. It seemed to me that 
Miss Ardent had indeed spoEen of a play and of artistic freedom, yet as 
we walEed through the illuminated streets it became increasingly clear 
that neither Moreau nor I was any longer thinEing of the piece as theatre.

We were thinEing of Ashcroft and of Moran, of the invisible bonds 
which seemed to connect them all, and somewhere in the bacEground of 
my thoughts there began slowly to form the suspicion that Miss Ardentjs 
marionettes had perhaps dealt far more with something beyond the stage 
than with the stage itself. 9erhaps she had, without herself Enowing it, 
given us the Eey to understanding the game in which we now stood.

After we had walEed for some time, Moreau suggested that we sit 
somewhere. We found a cafF with large windows looEing out upon the 
street, where one could sit in peace and at the same time feel oneself part 
of the cityjs human current. The room was half full. A pianist played 
softly in a corner, and the subdued murmur of conversation mingled 
with the sound of porcelain and coOee cups.

We found a table by the window. I lit my pipe while Moreau ordered 
coOee for us both. He still seemed occupied by the performance, and it 
did not surprise me that he was the Frst to bring it up again.

XThat image was e-traordinary,q he said, leaning bacE. XI truly believe 
many people could learn something from it.q
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He looEed out into the street for a moment, as though he still saw the 
stage before him.

XIt says something about the conditions of art. Rot only in the theatre, 
but in general. The world is full of rules, e-pectations, patrons, investors, 
critics, and institutions. Nach pull at his own thread. Nvery artist begins 
as a marionette.q

I nodded without interrupting.
Moreau continued, now with greater engagement.
XThe decisive moment comes when the artist ceases to worE for the 

e-pectations of others and begins to worE from his own creative force. 
That is where the best worEs arise. Rot when someone tells him what he 
must do, but when he Fnds his own voice.q

He smiled.
XI believe all artists dream of that moment.q
I let the smoEe rise before me and listened.
Moreau was now speaEing almost more about himself than about the 

play. I had by this time come to Enow him well enough to understand 
that his interest in art was not merely professional. He lived through it. 
Lor him, art was not a ?uestion of money or prestige. It was a ?uestion 
of freedom.

’utside, people drifted past in the electrically lit evening, while the 
streetcars continued their regular passage through the streets. Moreau 
still sat with his eyes turned toward the window, but I had the impression 
that his thoughts remained inside the theatre, among the fallen strings 
and the liberated marionettes.

I allowed the silence to last a moment before I said:
XMoreau, it seems to me that until now we have been searching for the 

strings.q
He turned toward me with a ?uestioning looE.
XThe stringséq
XPes. We have all along assumed that the people we are investigating 

must be controlled. That every action must lead bacE to an order, an 
instruction, or a hidden hand which pulled them. 4ut the more I thinE 
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about Miss Ardentjs play, the more I doubt whether that is how we 
should understand it.q

He regarded me attentively, without yet ?uite following the reasoning, 
and I therefore continued.

XDo you remember what she answered when I asEed her what she 
herself found most interesting in the performanceéq

Moreau re2ected.
XThat it was not the strings.q
X9recisely. And when I pressed her a little further, she said something 

else. “omething which seems to me far more important.q
I slowly repeated the words:
XH9erhaps the secret lies in the fact that the actors have made the 

common purpose their own.jq
I noticed how the sentence aOected him. At Frst he merely became 

silent. Then his ga‘e moved away from me and out toward the street, as 
though he were trying to see the thought before him. “lowly he began to 
nod.

XPes,q he said after a time. XPes, of course. That is where the diOerence 
lies.q

He leaned forward across the table, and now it was he who carried the 
thought further.

XWe have been searching for the connections. Lor the direct orders. Lor 
the person who gave the message and the person who carried it out. 4ut 
perhaps that is not how Ashcroftjs world functions at all.q

He was silent for a moment and let his ga‘e move over the other guests 
in the cafF.

XWe have imagined a system of commands. 4ut what if instead we are 
dealing with a system of people who act on their ownéq

XToward the same goal,q I said.
XN-actly.q
His voice grew more certain now.
XThey act freely. They maEe their own decisions. They use their own 

initiative. 4ut they are never in doubt as to which direction beneFts 
Ashcroft.q
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I nodded. Lor the Frst time, the many invisible connections with 
which we had struggled since 9aris seemed to form an intelligible pattern.

Moreau suddenly smiled.
XIt is almost liEe art.q
XPes,q I replied. X’r liEe an artist who has understood something 

fundamental about human beings: that the strongest forces seldom arise 
through control, but through freedom.q

He laughed softly.
X“o, we are dealing with an artist, thenéq
I slowly e-haled the smoEe.
XRot necessarily an artist. 4ut a man who understands the same mechk

anisms. A man who Enows that people create more when they feel free 
than when they are Eept on strings.q

Again, silence fell between us, but this time it was not empty. ’n the 
contrary, thought continued to worE in both of us.

At last Moreau said:
XIf that is true, then we have been searching for something which may 

not e-ist at all.q
XPes.q
XThen what do we do nowéq
XMiss Ardent was fascinated by the fact that they all remained,q I said. 

X4ut reality is less orderly than the stage. There will always be people who 
use their freedom diOerently than e-pected.q

Moreaujs eyes lifted at once.
XThe deviants.q
X9recisely.q
Row he too began to nod.
X“o, they are the ones we must Fnd.q
XPes. Rot those who follow the system, but those who fall outside it. 

Those who, at some point, have chosen another direction.q
I leaned bacE.
XA system such as Ashcroftjs can endure mistaEes. It can endure ack

cidents. 4ut it will always have diBculty enduring people who refuse to 
worE toward the unspoEen common goal.q
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XAnd if we Fnd them,q Moreau said ?uietly, Xwe may also Fnd the 
systemjs weaEnesses.q

I looEed out through the window toward the lights of Rew PorE.
XThat is e-actly my thought.q

With Watson
I lay the letter aside and remain seated for a moment with my hands 
resting on the desE. The Fre cracEles softly in the hearth, and beyond 
the window the late afternoon lies over Uondon with that muted calm 
which only Nnglish winters seem to possess. Across the room Holmesjs 
old chair still stands in its place, and, as so often before, my ga‘e drifts 
there involuntarily while I allow my thoughts to follow the words I have 
xust read.

When one follows a case through Holmesjs own letters, certain conk
nections often become clearer than they were to him at the time. “o, it 
seems to me here. Through several of the letters from Rew PorE I had 
noticed how his attention had gradually slipped away from the concrete 
clues and toward the people themselves. ’n the surface, it might almost 
have looEed liEe a departure from his usual method. He seemed less 
occupied with the document, less occupied with the auction, and even 
less occupied with the individual incidents which had otherwise driven 
the case forward.

Instead, he began to interest himself in persons, motives, and relationk
ships. He observed Ashcroft long before he had any real evidence against 
him. He studied Camille Ardent without fully understanding her role. 
He returned again and again to 7osenfeld, the cardinal, and Moreau, as 
though there were something between them which had not yet found its 
proper form.

Row I understood why.
Without Enowing it himself, Holmes had already moved away from 

the strings.
He had sensed that the e-planations we normally seeE in an invesk

tigation were no longer suBcient. There were, to be sure, connections 
between the people involved. There was money, there were interests, 
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alliances, and con2icts. 4ut each time he tried to follow these lines to 
their end, they dissolved in his hands.

’nly with Camille Ardentjs curious play did he receive the image that 
had been missing.

It was not the strings that held the system together, but the common 
purpose.

Ashcroftjs world did not prove to be built liEe a networE of direct 
orders and obedient agents. It functioned rather as a culture, a shared 
way of thinEing, an environment in which people did not need to receive 
instructions because they already Enew which direction would beneFt 
the man around whom the entire system had been constructed.

As I read this letter today, it seems to me that this was the true turning 
point in the whole Rew PorE aOair.

Moreau had followed the money with great sEill and greater persisk
tence than most men would have been capable of. Pet in the end he had 
reached a blind alley, because he was still searching for connections that 
could be drawn on a map or followed through an account booE.

Moran, for his part, had been so occupied with the document and the 
auction he himself had created that he scarcely understood the greater 
force moving around him.

4oth of them saw the strings. Reither of them saw the stage.
Holmes had not yet seen the whole truth either. 4ut his instinct had 

led him closer to it. He had sensed the pattern before he could e-plain it. 
As so often before, his intuition had been a few steps ahead of his own 
conscious understanding.

I must confess that, now that I have come this far in the letters, I feel 
a growing e-pectation. Holmes no longer seems merely to be following 
events. He is beginning to understand them.

And once Holmes understood his opponents, the outcome was selk
dom far away.

With this thought I taEe the ne-t letter from the pile, glance at the date, 
carefully breaE the seal, and lean bacE in my chair as Holmesjs familiar 
handwriting once again leads me bacE to Rew PorE.



The Seventh Letter

February 11, 1892
New York City

Samuel Pierce — Lawyer
The name means nothing to me. And yet it awakens my curiosity, for I 
have learned by now that Holmes seldom chose his headings by accident. 
When he named a letter after a person, it was usually because that person, 
in one way or another, came to play a part which reached far beyond the 
xrst impression.

I lean back in my chair and begin the neMt letter.
Sy dear Watson,
The following morning Soreau and I met once again. -ince our con’

versation after the performance at The Sanhattan Susic Hall, we had 
both been occupied by the same thought. If we wished to understand 
Ashcroft“s system, we had to xnd the people who were no longer part of 
it. We had to seek out those who, at some point, had ceased to play the 
piece according to the manuscript.

Soreau arrived with an unusual satisfaction which I had by now 
learned to recognise in him. He placed his folder on the table between 
us, ordered coPee, and began without much preamble to tell me of a 
name which, over several years, had appeared again and again during his 
investigations.

”-amuel Eierce,F he said. ”I came across him so often that at last I 
began to wonder why he had suddenly ceased to eMist.F

I asked him to continue.



THN LIRAU T92THOq

Eierce had for a number of years been chief legal counsel to one of 
Rathaniel Ashcroft“s most important companies. If Ashcroft was the 
architect behind the empire, Eierce had been one of the men who en’
sured that the structure could remain upright without collapsing under 
the weight of its own ambitions. In Soreau“s estimation, he had been 
neither an idealist nor a criminal. ?n the contrary, he seemed to have 
possessed that particular form of legal talent which makes it possible to 
move along the outermost edge of the law without ever Yuite crossing it.

”He was an eMpert in eMploiting the system,F said Soreau. ”Rot in 
breaking the rules, but in xnding the places where the rules ceased to be 
clear.F

It was therefore all the more remarkable that, about xve years earlier, 
he had disappeared from the circles in which his name had previously 
carried considerable weight. Soreau had long believed that he might be 
dead. ?nly later had he learned that this was not the case. Eierce was 
still alive, but apparently in an entirely diPerent place and under very 
diPerent circumstances.

Lrom the folder Soreau drew out an address dating from the period 
when Eierce had still worked for Ashcroft. If the man had truly been 
among the xrst deviants, it seemed to me well worth beginning there.

Half an hour later we were driving through the xnancial center of 
Sanhattan, where the great law xrms stood side by side in solid buildings 
of stone and granite. Nverything around us spoke of success, capital, and 
respectability, and it was precisely the sort of Yuarter in which one would 
eMpect to xnd a man of -amuel Eierce“s former rank.

When we arrived, however, it Yuickly became clear that the name was 
no longer to be found on any door, plaYue, or directory. The oVce had 
long since been taken over by others. After several fruitless inYuiries, we 
nevertheless managed to xnd an elderly proprietor of a wine shop who 
thought he remembered him.

”Eierce3F he repeated thoughtfully. ”Bes, that would be four or xve 
years ago. He disappeared from here.F

The man gestured toward the southeast, as though he could see several 
years back through the city streets.
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”I believe he is still alive. 4ut not here. Rot any longer.F
He named another district and described roughly where we might 

begin to look. Nven as I listened, the picture began to form. If the infor’
mation was correct, Eierce had moved from a world of wealthy clients 
and great companies into a far more modest environment.

We took another cab and let the city slide past outside. zradually the 
surroundings changed in character. The broad facades gave way to small’
er buildings, lesser businesses, and oVces of the kind which lived from 
ordinary people“s troubles. Here were accountants, real’estate agents, 
insurance brokers, and lawyers who assisted small tradesmen, craftsmen, 
and skippers with contracts, applications, and disputes.

When we stepped down at the corner the wine merchant had de’
scribed, I was no longer in doubt that -amuel Eierce had suPered a 
considerable fall. The only Yuestion was why.

After one more brief inYuiry, we were directed to a building on the 
opposite side of the street. A man pointed up toward the xrst joor and 
nodded, as though the name were still known among the residents of the 
neighbourhood.

Soreau and I crossed the street, passed through the narrow entrance, 
and began to climb the worn staircase. A few moments later we stood 
before an anonymous door with frosted glass. ?n the pane was written 
simply5 Samuel Pierce, Representation Before the Court.

I knocked.
-ome little time passed before there was movement inside the oVce. A 

chair was pushed back, papers rustled, and only then came the sound of a 
lock being drawn. The door opened slowly, and before them stood a man 
in his mid’xfties, thin’haired and slightly stooped, dressed in dark clothes 
of the sort which suggested neither poverty nor wealth, but rather the 
Yuiet respectability suited to an ordinary lawyer.

The xrst thing that struck Holmes was not the man“s face, but the 
absence of everything that normally surrounded a successful attorney. 
There was no secretary, no clerk, no air of business. ?nly -amuel Eierce 
himself.
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The man studied them for a moment, lowered his eyes toward the joor 
as though considering whether the visit was worth the trouble, and then 
stepped aside.

”Elease come in.F
They followed him inside.
The oVce was modest in every respect. Along the walls stood cab’

inets xlled with xles and documents, and behind a single desk there 
was only the necessary furniture. Bet there were traces of another past. 
Holmes“s ga6e lingered on several photographs on the wall. They showed 
large construction proDects, newly built hotels, and oVcial openings. In 
several of the pictures a younger -amuel Eierce stood among men with 
the conxdent bearing that comes with power and success. In one of the 
photographs Holmes even thought he recognised Rathaniel Ashcroft. 
4oth men smiled at the camera with that particular optimism which 
marks those who still feel that the future belongs to them.

Eierce asked them to take the two chairs before the desk, after which 
he seated himself.

”How may I assist you, gentlemen3F
Soreau spoke xrst. With his usual caution, he eMplained that through 

his former work as an art dealer he had several times encountered -amuel 
Eierce“s name in connection with various transactions and building pro’
Dects. ?ne larger cultural proDect in particular had caused the name to 
remain in his memory. Row that he was again in Rew Bork, he was 
investigating the possibility of new connections within the art world, 
and in that regard, he had become curious to hear a little more about the 
old days.

While he spoke, Eierce sat with his hands folded before him and let 
his ga6e move between Soreau and Holmes. When Ashcroft“s name was 
mentioned, a faint smile appeared on his face.

”Bes,F he said Yuietly. ”That was then.F
He leaned back and let his ga6e move toward the photographs on the 

wall.
”I fear I can no longer be of much help to you. As you surely know, 

things rise and fall in this world.F
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There was something almost ironic in his voice.
”At that time, I occupied a rather diPerent position.F
Holmes now chose to enter the conversation.
”Bou worked for Ashcroft.F
Eierce nodded.
”Lor Ashcroft, yes.F
Lor a moment he seemed to consider how much he wished to say.
”I did considerable work for him. ?ne might perhaps even say that I 

helped clear the way for part of what later became his empire.F
His ga6e again rested on the photographs.
”They were interesting years.F
He was silent for a moment.
”4ut the collaboration ended.F
Soreau leaned slightly forward.
”There was no longer work3F
At this Yuestion Eierce gave a short laugh, though without amuse’

ment.
”?n the contrary.F
He slowly shook his head.
”There was more and more of it.F
Lor the xrst time there was something weary in his voice.
”Sore work. Sore companies. Sore structures. Sore layers between 

the people who made the decisions and the people whose names ap’
peared on the papers.F

He unfolded his hands and looked at them for a moment.
”8ompanies were created at a pace even I found diVcult to follow. 

-ome eMisted only briejy. ?thers were registered under names no one 
could remember. A few were placed in the hands of persons who scarcely 
knew that they were directors.F

He looked up at Holmes.
”I was a lawyer. It was my task to xnd solutions.F
”-olutions3F asked Holmes.
Eierce smiled faintly.
”Bes. 4oth traditional and less traditional ones.F
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Holmes nodded without interrupting.
-lowly, the former lawyer continued.
”The work became more political. Sore complicated. And if I am 

entirely honest, it gradually became more diVcult for me to look myself 
in the eye.F

The room fell silent.
?utside one could hear the sound of carriages and people down in the 

street, but inside the oVce time seemed for a moment to stand still.
”It was the height of my career,F he said at last, pointing toward the 

pictures on the wall. ”4ack then my oVce was in Yuite another Yuarter. 
I was invited to dinners, to meetings, and to proDects of which most 
lawyers could only dream. I thought I had reached the goal toward which 
I had worked all my life.F

His smile returned, but this time it was marked by a Yuiet sorrow.
”And for that very reason it took me so long to understand what I had 

become part of.F
Soreau said nothing. Ror did Holmes. 4oth sensed that -amuel 

Eierce had as yet only opened the door a little way upon the story which 
had led him from the world of success and injuence shown in the pho’
tographs to this modest oVce.

”When I began to ask Yuestions,F he continued, ”and when I could no 
longer simply go with the current, things began to change. Rot violently. 
Rot from one day to the neMt. It happened so slowly that I almost failed 
to notice it.F

He drew a deep breath.
”Lirst the invitations ceased. Then the clients disappeared. Then the 

telephone stopped ringing. Eeople who had formerly sought my advice 
suddenly found other advisers. 8ontracts went elsewhere. —oors which 
had always stood open were Yuietly and steadily closed.F

He spread his hands.
”And before half a year had passed, I was, in practice, of no impor’

tance.F
His ga6e moved once more around the little oVce.
”Row I sit here.F
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He smiled again with the same sorrowful dignity Holmes had already 
noticed at the door.

”4ut at least I am alive. That is more than some others can say.F
Soreau leaned a little forward in his chair and regarded the former 

lawyer with growing interest.
”Am I to understand that Ashcroft dismissed you3F
The Yuestion drew, for the xrst time, a direct laugh from -amuel 

Eierce. It was not a merry laugh, but rather that kind of self’mocking 
amusement which comes when a man recalls something that has long 
since lost its power to wound.

”Ro, no,F he said, shaking his head. ”Ashcroft never dismisses people.F
Holmes cast a brief glance at Soreau.
”He evidently has others to do it for him.F
”Rot even that,F Eierce replied, and his smile lingered for a moment. 

”That is precisely the interesting part.F
He leaned back and folded his hands over his stomach while he 

searched for the proper words.
”Bou must understand that Rathaniel Ashcroft is an unusual man. If 

he were not, he would never have reached the position he holds today. He 
is charismatic, intelligent, and possessed of a rare ability to make people 
believe in the same things he believes in. After a time, his thoughts almost 
begin to live a life of their own among those around him. His plans are 
understood long before they are spoken. His wishes are perceived before 
he himself has formulated them.F

Eierce looked from one visitor to the other.
”He dismisses no one. He threatens no one. He humiliates no one. ?n 

the contrary, he smiles, shakes hands, and speaks kindly to all. He simply 
prefers to associate with those who are rising.F

Lor a moment he was silent.
”And then the rest happens by itself.F
Holmes said nothing, but Eierce seemed to understand that they had 

grasped his meaning.
”When I began to lose his conxdence, I was not removed. I merely 

became less interesting. And once that happens, one“s surroundings 
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discover it with astonishing speed. -uddenly the invitations no longer 
arrive. Associates xnd other advisers. ?pportunities seek new directions. 
Ro one tells you why. Ro one needs to tell you why.F

He shrugged.
”It is almost elegant.F
Soreau sat still for a moment.
”Bou mentioned earlier that others had not been Yuite as fortunate as 

you.F
Eierce nodded slowly.
”Bes.F
His ga6e drifted toward the window.
”There are many.F
When he spoke again, his voice had grown more serious.
”I witnessed part of it myself while I was still within Ashcroft“s circle, 

and later I could not help noticing what happened to others.F
”8an you be more specixc3F Holmes asked.
A faint smile appeared once more.
”Eerhaps. I can scarcely fall much lower than I already have.F
He considered for a moment.
”If you truly wish to understand the system, you should speak with 

-enator 8harles Whitmore. He was one of the few politicians who did 
not automatically clap his hands whenever Ashcroft presented his plans. 
At one time he was one of the city“s most promising political xgures. 
Today he is largely forgotten.F

Eierce raised a xnger.
”And then there is Eatrick ?“—onnell, formerly a police commission’

er. An honourable man, in my opinion. He had the unfortunate habit of 
keeping his eyes open at the wrong times and closing them at the wrong 
ones.F

Soreau noted down the names.
”Are there others3F
”-everal.F
Eierce hesitated.
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”Thomas ScEenna. Uabor leader. He organised many of the workers 
on Ashcroft“s building proDects. A troublesome man, if one asked the 
investors, and a necessary man, if one asked the workers.F

He nodded thoughtfully.
”And since you yourself mention the art world, you might also 

seek out Isabella Garga. Hungarian art dealer. An eMceedingly capable 
woman.F

When he had spoken the last name, silence fell in the oVce.
It seemed to Holmes that -amuel Eierce had lifted a burden from his 

shoulders, not because he had revealed great secrets, but because he had 
pointed toward the people who, together, might tell the story far better 
than he himself could.

He lowered his eyes to the desktop for a moment before looking up 
again at Holmes and Soreau.

”I cannot help you much more than this. Sy connections are long 
since gone. 4ut it would please me if your inYuiries brought you nearer 
the truth. Rot necessarily Dustice.F

He smiled faintly.
”I have grown old enough to know that the two things do not always 

go hand in hand.F
His ga6e moved briejy around the modest oVce.
”4ut perhaps only a little attention to what goes on F and still goes 

on F in the shadows.F
With a sudden movement he rose.
”Bes, gentlemen. I believe that is what I could contribute today.F
Holmes and Soreau rose as well.
”If you should need me again,F Eierce continued with a crooked smile, 

”I am still to be found at this address. And as you have no doubt ob’
served, I do not suPer from eMcessive busyness.F

They eMchanged handshakes, thanked him for his time, and allowed 
him to show them to the door.

?nly when they once more stood upon the pavement and heard the 
noise of the city around them did either of them speak.
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Holmes turned for a moment and looked up toward the xrst’joor 
window.

”He was not the xrst dissenter,F he said Yuietly.
”Ro,F Soreau replied.
”4ut he may be the xrst to show us the way to the others.F
And with the names of their new leads in their pockets, they contin’

ued down the street toward Rew Bork“s clamorous multitude, while the 
afternoon sun cast long shadows between the buildings.

Sy dear Watson,
The visit to Eierce had opened new possibilities, not merely because he 

had given us names, but because he had given us a direction. Lor the xrst 
time it was clear that there were other people who had once been part 
of Ashcroft“s circle, but who, for one reason or another, had slipped out 
of it. ?ther dissenters, if you will. Sen and women who might be able 
to tell us more about the system than any of those who still remained 
within it.

Revertheless, that same evening I decided once more to seek out The 
Sanhattan Susic Hall.

Fellowship Was Preserved
I wished to see 8amille Ardent on the stage again and to eMperience the 
remarkable performance which she and her fellow actors had presented 
a few days earlier. Eerhaps there were details in the piece which I had not 
yet understood. It is an eMperience I have had several times in life, that 
one seldom sees a work clearly the xrst time. Whether it is a play, a book, 
or merely a conversation one later recalls, new shades reveal themselves 
upon a second viewing. What xrst seemed insignixcant may later prove 
central, while the obvious often loses something of its force. -uch was 
my feeling about 8amille“s play.

When I arrived, I chose my usual seat. 4y then I had no particular need 
to conceal myself. Soran knew me. I knew him. ?ur relationship had 
assumed an almost curious character, in which both parties were aware 
of the other“s presence without that awareness bringing the game to a 
halt.
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I did not see him at the beginning of the performance, nor did he ap’
pear during the xrst act. In return, I eMperienced the play in Yuite another 
manner than I had the xrst time. Where my thoughts had previously 
been occupied by its connections to the case in which we were engaged, 
I now allowed myself, to a greater eMtent, to regard the work as art.

I noticed how each of the actors changed the moment his strings 
were cut. Rot merely their movements, but their whole being seemed 
to awaken. There arose an energy which no instruction could have pro’
duced. It reminded me of something I had often observed in human 
beings5 when a person is given the opportunity to act from conviction 
rather than from duty or compulsion, forces are released which other’
wise remain hidden. There are few things more remarkable.

4ut the play contained another truth as well, one to which I may not 
have given suVcient weight the xrst time. Lor at the same moment that 
freedom was granted, the fellowship was preserved. Rone of the actors 
left the stage. Rone turned his back upon the others. ?n the contrary, 
their cooperation seemed to grow stronger. The fellowship gave their 
freedom direction, Dust as the freedom gave the fellowship life. I began to 
understand why 8amille had found precisely this aspect so interesting.

When the curtain fell, I felt, in a curious fashion, both entertained 
and enlightened. I did not succeed in obtaining an opportunity to speak 
with 8amille after the performance. -he was surrounded by admirers, 
Dournalists, and acYuaintances, and I had no particular desire to force 
my way forward. I therefore remained seated for a while longer with my 
coPee and then took a cab home.





The Eighth Letter

February 14, 1892
New York City

Senator Charles Whitmore
I noticed that Holmes had given the letter an unusually simple heading: 
Senator Charles Whitmore. Not The Afair oF the Senator or The Pallen 
,oliticianw as he might at times have britten bith a glint oF humourw ’ut 
merely the manEs name. xMperience had taught me that bhen Holmes 
chose so so’er a titlew it bas oFten ’ecause the person himselF bas more 
important than the event surrounding him.

I straightened the pile oF letters ’eFore me and read on.
Oy dear Watsonw
YF the tbo oF usw it bas undou’tedly Ooreau bho possessed the ’etter 

connections in Neb kor-. Yver several years he had ’uilt up a netbor- 
bhich eMtended Far ’eyond the art borldw and I bas gradually Forced 
to admit that his -nobledge oF the cityEs many lines oF connection bas 
considera’ly greater than I had Rrst supposed. Where I sought patternsw 
he sought peoplew and very oFten the tbo paths led to the same place.

It bas thereFore not di;cult For him to uncover inFormation a’out the 
Former senator Charles Whitmore.

xarly one oF the Follobing morningsw he collected me From the ’oardL
inghouse in a ca’w and together be made our bay through Oanhattan 
tobard the Hudson Uiver. The city bas already aba-e. Streetcars rumL
’led through the streets1 bor-ers streamed tobard the dayEs tas-s and 
everybhere sounded that peculiar miMture oF noise and energy bhich 
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seemed to rise From Neb kor- itselF. We crossed the river ’y Ferry and 
then continued on the Droo-lyn sidew bhere another carriage carried us 
north through districts bhich gradually ’ecame less crobded and more 
industrial.

Ooreau had the addressw ’ut not much more than that. When be at 
last approached our destinationw I bas thereFore surprised ’y the sight 
that met us. Yn the shore oF a small inlet stood an old sabmillw its maL
chinery plainly having ’een silent For several years. The beatherL’eaten 
’uildings still ’ore traces oF Former activityw ’ut the silence around them 
told its obn story. Deside the mill stood an American booden villaw 
modest in siGe ’ut bell -eptw and possessing a certain dignityw as though 
it reFused to ’e dragged dobn into the decay oF its surroundings.

We as-ed the driver to bait a moment bhile be attempted to ma-e 
contact. Several -noc-s at the door produced no result. AFter a ’rieF 
glance ’etbeen Ooreau and myselFw be decided to go around the ’ac- 
oF the house. IF the obner bas at homew be might perhaps Rnd him in 
the garden or ’y one oF the open bindobs.

It soon ’ecame clear that our eforts had ’een unnecessary.
Dehind the house sat a man bith an aMe ’eside him and a pile oF 

Rrebood ’eFore him. He bas tallw ’roadLshoulderedw and older than I 
had imaginedw ’ut his posture still revealed something oF the authority 
bhich must once have made him a Rgure oF conse5uence. He gave us 
only a ’rieF glancew as though he already -neb bhy strangers had come 
to see- him outw and thenw bithout Further ceremonyw ofered us a ’eer.

Ooreau signalled to the driver that he might go onw and shortly aFterL
bard be Follobed our host into the house.

It bas a home bhich told more a’out its obner than any conversation 
could have done. The sitting room ’ore clear traces oF a Former Family 
liFe. ,hotographs still stood upon dressers and shelvesw a Feb pieces oF 
em’roidery hung upon the ballsw and several items oF Furniture had that 
character oF careFul selection bhich is so oFten due to a bomanEs hand. 
At the same timew signs oF several yearsE solitude lay everybhere. Doo-s 
stood open upon ta’les and bindobsillsw as though the reading had ’een 
interrupted and never resumed. Nebspapers lay in small piles. “ust had 
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’een permitted to gather in places bhere no one any longer had reason 
to remove it.

Whitmore as-ed us to sit dobn and placed three ’eers upon the ta’le 
’eFore us. He regarded us For a moment bith an eMpectant eMpression.

”kou are 6ournalists78 he as-ed.
Ooreau shoo- his head.
”Now Far From it. Yur interest is rather in art.8
The Former senator raised an eye’rob.
”Art78
”,recisely. That interest has led us to several oF the neber institutions 

in the cityw among them the museum bhich Nathaniel AshcroFt has 
recently eMpanded.8

The reaction came at once.
Whitmore leaned ’ac- and slobly shoo- his head.
”That scoundrel.8
The bords did not Fall bith angerw ’ut bith that particular beariness 

bhich men Feel tobard opponents they have Fought For Far too long.
”IF only he could content himselF bith ’uildingsw8 he continued. ”Dut 

nobw it seemsw he must obn art as bell.8
He bas silent For a momentw as though memories bere gathering a’out 

himw and then pushed his ’eer a little aside.
”I had ’etter ’egin at the ’eginningw8 he said. ”Ytherbisew the story 

bill ma-e no sense.8
His gaGe moved ’rie9y tobard the bindob and ’eyond it to the silent 

sabmill.
”I did not ’egin as a politician. I ’egan here.8
He pointed tobard the ’uildings.
”Oy Family obned the mill. It bas not a large enterprisew ’ut it bas 

enough to provide bor- For many people. I -neb the bor-ers ’y name. 
I -neb their bives and children. And as the years passedw it ’ecame more 
and more apparent to me that the decisions shaping their lives bere ’eing 
made ’y men bho had never set Foot in a place li-e this.8

A Faint smile crossed his Face.
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”That bas hob I entered politics. Not For pober. Nor For Fame. Dut 
’ecause I ’elieved that ordinary people deserved a voice at the ta’le.8

He liFted the ’ottle and loo-ed at it For a moment ’eFore continuing.
”And For a Feb yearsw I actually ’elieved it bas possi’le.8
”Dut politics is a dirty gamew you must understandw8 Whitmore conL

tinued aFter a longer silencew his eyes resting on the halFLempty ’eer 
’ottle ’eFore him. ”,eople spea- oF ideals and principlesw ’ut most oF 
it is compromisew alliancesw and -nobing the right men. No politician 
stands alone. Yne depends upon supportw upon connectionsw and not 
least upon those men bho have enough money to ma-e things happen.8

He smiled bithout pleasure.
”And that bas bhere Nathaniel AshcroFt entered the picture.8
”AshcroFt78 Ooreau as-ed.
”kesw AshcroFt.8 Whitmore nodded slobly. ”At that time he bas still 

on his bay upw ’ut even then it bas clear that he bas something out oF 
the ordinary. xverything seemed to succeed For him. Neb ’uildings rose 
all over the city. Hotelsw o;cesw barehouses. xach time anyone thought 
he had reached his limitw he Found a neb opportunity.8

”And yet pro’lems arose78 Ooreau as-ed.
”Naturally. They albays do. ,ermits. 0a’or disputes. Customs 5uesL

tions. 0absuits. That sort oF thing.8
Holmes had listened silently until then.
”Was it AshcroFt himselF bho attempted to in9uence these matters78
Whitmore shoo- his head at once.
”No. That bas precisely the remar-a’le thing. He bas Far too clever 

For that. xven then he had ’uilt something much larger than an ordinary 
’usiness. I bould almost call it a movement.8

He leaned ’ac- in his chair and let his gaGe driFt tobard the bindobw 
as though he could still see those years ’eFore him.

”xverybhere there bere people bhow in one bay or anotherw depended 
upon him. 0abyersw contractorsw ’an-ersw 6ournalistsw o;cials. ,eople 
bhose careers greb as his did. When he succeededw they succeeded. When 
his pro6ects advancedw their lives advanced bith them.8

His voice greb more serious.
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”The curious thing bas that he seldom had to as- them For anything. 
They already -neb. They understood instinctively bhat bould ’eneRt 
him and acted accordingly. The bay bas cleared ’eFore him again and 
again. Not ’ecause he himselF stood bith a bhipw ’ut ’ecause so many 
people had an interest in seeing him move Forbard.8

I noticed that Holmes eMchanged a 5uic- glance bith Ooreau. No 
dou’t ’oth bere thin-ing oF CamilleEs marionette perFormance.

”And you tried to stop him78 Holmes as-ed.
Whitmore shrugged.
”I triedw at leastw to as- 5uestions. Not ’ecause I hated the man. In Factw 

I admired him in many bays. Dut the more I sabw the harder it ’ecame to 
ignore hob rules bere ’entw hob labs bere suddenly interpreted in neb 
baysw and hob eMceptions arose precisely bhere they bere needed.8

He paused.
”In several cases I even succeeded in delaying his pro6ects. A Feb times I 

had them stopped altogether. That bas bhen I truly ’ecame a pro’lem.8
”And that bas bhen you lost your position78 Ooreau as-ed.
A ’itter smile appeared on the Former senatorEs Face.
”Not at once. It happened gradually. Pirst some oF the contri’utors 

disappeared. Then the support ’ecame less visi’le. The nebspapers ’eL
gan to ta-e an interest in curious stories a’out me. ,eople bho had 
Formerly sought my company suddenly Found other places to ’e. In the 
end I stood almost alonew bithout entirely understanding bhen it had 
happened.8

His gaGe moved around the room.
”Then my biFe leFt. The children Follobed her. I do not ’lame them. 

They greb tired oF the struggle long ’eFore I did.8
A heavy silence settled over the room.
”And nob I sit herew8 Whitmore said at last. ”I seldom go into the city 

anymore. I do not care to see bhat it has ’ecome. Not only ’ecause oF 
AshcroFt. There are others li-e him. Dut he is the most s-ilFul oF them. 
The man bho understood the system ’etter than anyone else.8

Ooreau leaned Forbard.
”Is there evidence against him78
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Por the Rrst time since the conversation ’eganw Whitmore did not 
hesitate.

”kesw8 he said calmly. ”There is.8
The ansber came bith such certainty that even Holmes raised his eyes.
”Where78
”In archives. In contracts. In old case Rles. In documents no one any 

longer bishes to loo- at. There are people bho -nob the truth. The 
pro’lem is not the lac- oF evidence. The pro’lem is the lac- oF people 
bho dare to ’ring it Forbard.8

He loo-ed directly at us.
”Por everyone -nobs bhat happens to those bho do.8
His hand made a small circle around the modest room.
”I am not a victim. I am an eMample. A living barning sign to anyone 

bho might get the idea oF going against the current.8
A ’rieF silence Follobed WhitmoreEs last bords. Yutsidew the bind 

moved through the empty ’uildings ’y the sabmillw and somebhere in 
the distance sounded the monotonous ring oF metal against bood. The 
Former senator sat bith the ’ottle ’etbeen his hands and stared at a point 
on the ta’le ’eFore himw as though he bere once more reliving the many 
years that had ’rought him From the political center oF the city to this 
5uiet eMistence ’y the river.

It bas Holmes bho ’ro-e the silence.
”Yne last 5uestionw Senator.8
Whitmore raised his eyes.
”YF course.8
”Has AshcroFt a bea-ness78
The 5uestion seemed to surprise him more than anything that had 

gone ’eFore. He leaned ’ac- and let his gaGe bander tobard the bindobw 
and For some time he said nothing.

”I have thought a great deal a’out thatw8 he ansbered at last. ”,erhaps 
more than is healthy For a man.8

A Faint smile appeared upon his lips.
”When one has lost as much as I didw one inevita’ly ’egins to go over 

the past again and again. Yne loo-s For the moment bhen things might 
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have developed diferentlyw and one as-s oneselF bhether the opponent 
bas truly as invinci’le as he appeared.8

He bas silent For a moment.
”At Rrst glance it might seem so. I have seen many poberFul men over 

the yearsw ’ut Feb bith his a’ility to gather people around him. He rarely 
made mista-es. He rarely said too much. He allobed others to perForm 
the bor- bhich might have ’rought him into di;culty.8

His gaGe returned to us.
”Dut iF you as- me For a bea-nessw I have nevertheless arrived at an 

ansber.8
Holmes sat 5uite still.
”What is it78
Whitmore dreb a slob ’reath.
”He does not tolerate opposition.8
The bords hung ’etbeen us.
”That may sound ’analw8 he continuedw ”’ut I have had ample opporL

tunity to study him. He surrounds himselF bith people bho admire him. 
His ’oards are Full oF men bho obe him their positions. His advisers are 
intelligentw ’ut they do not contradict him. xven among those closest to 
himw there seems to eMist a strange agreement that he is albays right.8

A thoughtFul eMpression passed across his Face.
”The more I thin- oF itw the more convinced I ’ecome that he rarely 

encounters real resistance. Not the sort oF resistance in bhich a man 
reFuses to ’end. Not the sort bhich cannot ’e ’oughtw persuadedw or 
isolated.8

”And bhat bould happen iF he did78 as-ed Ooreau.
Whitmore smiled bearily.
”That I do not -nob.8
He shoo- his head slobly.
”Dut I do not ’elieve he bould handle it bell. Oen li-e him grob 

accustomed to the borld moving in the direction they desire. When it 
does notw they oFten reveal sides oF themselves bhich no one has seen 
’eFore.8

His gaGe moved around the 5uiet sitting room.
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”Thatw oF coursew is only my obn thought. I never succeeded in ’ringL
ing him into such a position. As you can seew I sit herew and he still obns 
halF oF Neb kor-.8

There bas no longer either ’itterness or anger in his voicew only a tired 
statement oF Fact.

Shortly aFterbard be rose. Whitmore accompanied us to the doorw and 
be than-ed him For his hospitality. He bished us luc- bith our invesL
tigationsw ’ut in a manner bhich suggested that he no longer eMpected 
6ustice to have any particular interest in the borld.

The 6ourney ’ac- tobard the city passed at Rrst in silence. The ca’ 
rolled steadily along the smaller roadsw bhile the aFternoon sun hung 
lob over the river and cast long shadobs across the landscape. Dehind 
usw WhitmoreEs lonely house gradually disappeared among the treesw and 
’eFore us baited once more the dense streets and unceasing clamour oF 
Neb kor-.

I bas in no hurry to ’rea- the silence. WhitmoreEs last remar- had 
lodged itselF Rrmly in my mind.

At lastw it bas Ooreau bho spo-e.
”It is an interesting thoughtw8 he said re9ectively. ”That perhaps he has 

never met real opposition.8
He sat bith his gaGe RMed out oF the bindobw bhile he seemed to revieb 

several years oF investigations in his obn mind.
”When I thin- ’ac- on the trails I have Follobedw there may indeed ’e 

something in it. Naturally AshcroFt has sufered set’ac-s. No enterprise 
grobs to that siGe bithout di;culties along the bay. There have ’een 
lost labsuitsw delaysw and pro6ects bhich did not develop as planned. Dut 
bhen I consider the people around himE8 He hesitated For a moment. 
”kesw then the picture is diferent. I cannot thin- oF anyone From his inner 
circle bho has seriously contradicted him.8

Holmes sat silent ’eside himw his eyes RMed upon the passing houses.
”Now8 he said at last. ”Nor does it seem li-ely to me.8
Ooreau nodded slobly.
”That may ’e bhy Whitmore Fell so hard. He bas not merely trying 

to delay a pro6ect. He contradicted the movement itselF.8
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I noticed that HolmesE eMpression altered slightly at that bord.
”The movementw8 he repeated.
Then he Fell silent again.
Por a bhilew nothing bas heard ’ut the rhythmic ’eat oF the bheels 

upon the road.
”Dut perhapsw8 he said at lastw ”be may receive help From a 5uite 

uneMpected 5uarter.8
Ooreau turned tobard him.
”Prom bhom78
The corners oF HolmesE mouth moved almost impercepti’ly.
”Ooran.8
The name seemed For a moment to surprise the Prench art dealer.
”Ooran78
”kes.8
Holmes Folded his hands ’eFore him.
”When I consider itw he may possi’ly ’e the Rrst man in many years 

bho has permitted himselF to treat AshcroFt bithout respect.8
Ooreau sat silent For a moment and let the thought sin- in.
”kou mean ’ecause oF the document78
”Naturally ’ecause oF the document.8
Holmes loo-ed out through the bindob.
”To Ooranw the document is not merely a commodity. It is a trophy. 

A game. He does not merely bish to sell it. He bishes to control the 
situation. He bishes to determine the pace. He bishes For an audience.8

A Faint smile passed across his Face.
”And such men Rnd it di;cult to Forgo drama.8
Ooreau ’egan slobly to nod.
”I ’elieve I understand.8
”kesw8 continued Holmes. ”IF Whitmore is rightw and iF AshcroFt is 

truly accustomed to the borld ’ending itselF to his bishesw then Ooran 
is precisely the sort oF man bho bill irritate him.8

”Decause he reFuses to ’end.8
”,recisely.8
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The ca’ turned onto a ’roader road. In the distance be could already 
discern the grobing silhouette oF the city.

Ooreau leaned ’ac-.
”He may already have done so.8
”I ’elieve so too.8
Holmes slobly lit his pipe.
”UosenFeld has ’een threatened. The cardinal has disappeared. The 

entire auction seems to ’e pressed in one particular direction. AshcroFt 
is ma-ing it 5uite clear that he does not li-e the manner in bhich the 
document is ’eing handled.8

”That is not hob one does ’usiness bith himw8 said Ooreau.
”No.8
Holmes let the smo-e rise ’eFore him.
”Dut Ooran is not a man bho allobs himselF to ’e directed. IF he can 

o’tain a greater proRt ’y continuing the gamew he bill continue it. IF 
he can ma-e the hunt more dramaticw he bill do so. IF he can ma-e a 
poberFul opponent lose his composurew he bill pro’a’ly en6oy it.8

Ooreau smiled.
”So perhaps he is helping us bithout -nobing it.8
”That is precisely my thought.8
Holmes regarded the smo-e For a moment.
”,erhaps he has already helped us more than he suspects.8
Another pause Fell ’etbeen us. The river came into vieb ’eFore the 

carriagew and shortly aFterbard be approached the Ferry landing.
Ooreau glanced at Holmes.
”Sow bhat do be do78
Holmes slobly removed the pipe From his mouth.
”,erhapsw8 he saidw ”be might help him a little.8
He eMplained no more.
Dut ’y nob I -neb my Friend bell enough to understand that a neb 

idea had Found its place in his mind. Whether it bas right or brongw 
no one could yet -nob. Dut For the Rrst time since our meeting bith 
Whitmorew the pieces seemed to ’e moving in a direction bhich neither 
AshcroFt nor Ooran had necessarily Foreseen.
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Shortly aFterbard be continued across the river tobard Oanhattanw 
bhile the city rose ’eFore us once more in the Falling evening light.





The  Ninth Letter

February 16, 1892 
New York City

I ndm yselfo cdrl ycal eltilm ud ys ei,msh gcfmudH tdcigla co ’cfyle.e 
fliilae ud ys gtdmeT kgl nal ratrwfle ecoifs ud igl Hatilh bgufl Llscdm igl 
budmcb vcdmcd.e budila ews gtdHe gltps tdm Hals tLcpl igl accoic-eT 
kglal tal ycyldie m,audH ys altmudH co iglel cfm fliilae bgld I tfA
ycei ocaHli igl ytds sltae igti gtpl -teelm tdm ollf cdrl tHtud fuwl igl 
sc,dHla ytd bgc ocffcblm ’cfyle igac,Hg igl eiallie tdm yseilaule co 
vcdmcdT :i cigla iuyleh igl mueitdrl Lliblld igld tdm dcb Llrcyle 
plas rflta udmllmT

kgue -taiur,fta fliila uyylmutilfs rt-i,ale ys tiildiucdT
Iie gltmudH altme euy-fsM

Isabella Varga
Ws mlta Otiecdh

kgl ocffcbudH ycadudH Wcalt, e,HHleilm igti bl -ts sli tdcigla co 
igcel pueuie bgurg gtm Hatm,tffs Llrcyl t alH,fta -tai co c,a udpleiuHtA
iucdeT Npla igl -alrlmudH sltae gl gtm L,ufi t alytawtLfl dlibcaw buigud 
Ylb qcaw.e tai bcafmh tdm tfigc,Hg I eiuff alHtamlm guy te ycal tai mltfla 
igtd udpleiuHticah I bte cLfuHlm ic tmyui igti gue rcddlriucde oal“,ldifs 
-acplm ycal ptf,tLfl igtd ycei -cfurl al-caieT

”kglal ue ecylcdl sc, c,Hgi ic yllihé gl etum te bl eti ti c,a ,e,tf 
itLfl ud igl rtoVT ”:d cfm tr“,tuditdrlT IetLlfft EtaHtTé

kgl dtyl bte dci ,dotyufuta ic ylT
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I uyylmutilfs alrtfflm igti Pty,lf ?ularl gtm yldiucdlm gla tycdH 
igcel  udmupum,tfe  bgc  gtmh  ud  cdl  bts  ca  tdciglah  Llld  -tai  co 
:egracoi.e HacbudH ly-ual Llocal ftila LludH -,eglm Llscdm uie ruarflT

”:d tai mltflaBé I tewlmT
”Ccig td tai mltfla tdm td taiueihé al-fulm Wcalt,T ”:dm ota ycal 

udilaleiudH igtd ycei -lc-fl ud luigla -acoleeucdTé
Pgcaifs toilabtam bl floi igl rtoV tdm -acrllmlm cd occi igac,Hg igl 

ruisT
Cs igld Ylb qcaw gtm egcbd yl ytds otrleT I gtm btfwlm tycdH 

igl ftLc,alae tdm etufcae co igl gtaLc,ah tycdH igl ndtdrulae ud iglua 
icblaudH cxrl L,ufmudHeh tycdH igl -auleie co igl rtiglmatfh tdm tycdH 
rcfflricae ud iglua m,eis fuLatauleT kgti ycadudHh gcblplah flm ,e udic sli 
tdcigla bcafmT

kgl dluHgLc,agccm rgtdHlm rgtatrila tfycei uy-larl-iuLfs tac,dm 
,eT kgl ftaHl rcyylarutf L,ufmudHe Hatm,tffs Htpl bts ic eytffla gc,eleT 
kgl eiallie ellylm flee ocaytfT Ocawegc-e eiccm buig iglua mccae c-ld 
cdic igl eumlbtfweT kgac,Hg igl budmcbe cdl rc,fm ell -tudilaeh er,f-A
icaeh tdm ratoieyld Lldi cpla iglua bcawT 7cfc,aeh rtdpteleh bccmh eicdlh 
tdm ylitf t--ltalm ic Jcb icHligla udic cdl ptei fupudH caHtdueyT

kglal bte t mueiudriupl ldlaHs tLc,i igl -ftrlT Yci igl oatdiur ldlaHs 
bgurg macpl igl ndtdrutf bcafm ocabtamh L,i tdcigla ocay co aleiflee 
raltiupuisT

:i fldHig Wcalt, eic--lm Llocal t ycmlei Htfflas tdm -cudilm icbtam 
igl mue-fts budmcbT

”ks-urtf IetLlffthé gl etum buig t otudi eyuflT
:i igl rldila co igl l!guLuiucd eiccm t L,ei rtaplm oacy mtaw eicdlT 

kgl otrl bte eiladh tfycei ylftdrgcfsh sli ytawlm Ls t -auml igti fldi 
igl nH,al t -lr,futa muHduisT

”’,dHtautdBé I tewlmT
”Elas ’,dHtautdhé gl al-fulmT
Ol eil--lm udeumlT kgl Llff tLcpl igl mcca Htpl t y,ilm audHh tdm toila 

t ycyldi t bcytd lylaHlm oacy t accy ti igl altaT Pgl bcal bcawudH 
rfcigleh tdm gla gtdme blal rcplalm buig m,ei oacy eicdl tdm rftsT :i 
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naeih egl alHtamlm ,e buig t rlaitud -acoleeucdtf -cfuildleeh L,i bgld egl 
alrcHduelm Wcalt,h gla otrl LauHgildlm uyylmutilfsT

”8ltd—é
Pgl rtyl ocabtam buig Lcig gtdme c,ieialirglmT
”kgl cfm F,ac-ltde tfbtse ndm cdl tdcigla tHtudhé egl etumT
”Ii ue igl cdfs bts ic e,apupl :ylaurthé al-fulm Wcalt,T
Pgl ft,Hglm gltaiufsT
kglua rcdplaetiucd “,urwfs alpltflm igti igls gtm wdcbd cdl tdcigla 

oca elplatf sltae tdm gtm yli al-ltilmfs ud ?taue fcdH Llocal IetLlfft gtm 
eliiflm ud Ylb qcawT

Ol eltilm c,aelfple ti t eytff itLfl tycdH er,f-i,ale tdm -tudiudHeT

Isabella’s Story
kgl rcdplaetiucd LlHtd buig cfm tr“,tuditdrle tdm iatplfeh L,i Hatm,tfA
fs i,adlmh “,uil dti,atffsh icbtam igl e,L9lri igti gtm Lac,Hgi ,e iglalT 
Ogld Wcalt, yldiucdlm :egracoi.e dtylh igl eyufl ptdueglm tfycei 
uy-larl-iuLfs oacy gla otrlT

”qlehé egl etum efcbfsT ”kgti ue t ftaHl rgt-ilaTé
Rca t ycyldi egl fccwlm mcbd ti gla gtdmeT
”:dm dci t rgt-ila I alylyLla buig ,dyu!lm -flte,alTé
kgld egl LlHtd gla trrc,diT
:i naei lplasigudH gtm t--ltalm -acyueudHT Plplatf co gla bcawe gtm 

Llld -,argtelm oca gcilfeh r,fi,atf rldialeh tdm -aleiuHuc,e -,Lfur L,ufmA
udHeT Pgl gtm ftila Llld ldHtHlm te td tmpuela cd taiueiur tr“,ueuiucde tdm 
gtm e,mmldfs Htudlm trrlee ic -ac9lrie cd t ertfl egl gtm dlpla -alpuc,efs 
uytHudlmT

”kglal blal tfycei dc fuyuiehé egl etumT ”Io ecylcdl btdilm t bcaw 
co taih ui bte -,argtelmT Io ecylcdl btdilm t rcfflriucdh ui bte oc,dmT Io 
ecyligudH bte fcrtilm ud F,ac-lh ui bte iatde-cailm glalTé

Pgl eyuflm LaulJsT
”kc td tai mltfla ui ollfe tfycei fuwl t otuas itflTé
C,i igl otuas itfl gtm dci fteilmT
:i t rlaitud -cudi egl gtm Llld tewlm ic rlaiuos igl -acpldtdrl co t 

d,yLla co bcaweT
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”kgls blal rc-ulehé egl etum rtfyfsT
”qc, wdlb igtiBé
”I gtm dc mc,LiTé
Pgl Htpl t efuHgi ega,HT
”Yci -cca rc-uleT Nd igl rcdiatasT C,i rc-ule dcdliglfleeTé
Pgl gtm alo,elm ic euHdT Pgcaifs toilabtam tdcigla ytiila gtm taueldT 

kgld tdciglaT Ftrg iuyl egl gtm mlrfudlmT
”I Llfulplm ui bte t ytiila co -acoleeucdtf muetHallyldihé egl etumT ”I 

bte yueitwldTé
Pgl fltdlm LtrwT
”Ii LlHtd “,ulifsT kgl rcyyueeucde rltelmT Ws cbd bcawe e,mmldfs 

Llrtyl flee udilaleiudHT Pcyl co igl -ulrle I gtm fldi ic -ace-lriupl L,sA
lae blal ali,adlm mtytHlmT Niglae muet--ltalmT Fpldi,tffs ui Llrtyl 
cLpuc,e igti I bte dc fcdHla blfrcylTé

I igld tewlm bgligla egl Llfulplm :egracoi guyelfo gtm Llld -laA
ecdtffs ale-cdeuLfl oca igl ialtiyldi egl gtm alrluplmT kc ys e,a-auel 
egl al9lrilm igl umlt tfycei uyylmutilfsT Pgl egccw gla gltm Llocal igl 
“,leiucd gtm ertarlfs Llld rcy-flilmh tdm t otudih tfycei t-cfcHliur 
eyufl raceelm gla otrlT

”Yché egl etumT ”kgti bc,fm tri,tffs e,a-auel ylTé
Pgl olff eufldi oca t ycyldih te igc,Hg eltargudH oca igl otualei bts ic 

mlerauLl guyT
”I yli guy cd elplatf crrteucdeT :i c-ldudHeh alrl-iucdeh tdm cigla 

lpldie bglal tai bte mue-ftslm oca udpleicae ca H,leieT ’l bte tfbtse 
rc,ailc,eT ’l ellylm Hld,udlfs udilaleilm2dci ylalfs ud tai te mlrA
catiucdh L,i ud igl eicaule tdm umlte Llgudm igl bcawe iglyelfpleT Io 
sc, tewlm yl ic mlerauLl guyh I egc,fm eccdla rtff guy r,fiuptilm igtd 
La,itfTé

Pgl Htpl t efuHgi ega,HT
”:i igl etyl iuylh gcblplah gl bte e,aac,dmlm Ls ec ytds -lc-fl 

igti I coild mc,Lilm bgligla gl lpld wdlb bgc I bteT :mpuelaeh tmyudA
ueiaticaeh mualricaeh tai rcde,fitdieh tdm udilaylmutaule blal lplasbglal 
tac,dm guyT I bte ylalfs cdl tycdH ytdsTé
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kgti -taiur,fta alytaw alytudlm n!lm ud ys ylycasT Id t r,auc,e 
bts ui trrcamlm -laolrifs buig igl -uri,al igti bte Hatm,tffs itwudH egt-l 
tac,dm Ytigtdulf :egracoiT kuyl tdm tHtud bl gtm ldrc,dilalm -lc-fl 
bgc gtm Llld -,eglm teumlh ocarlm c,ih ca ciglabuel gtaylm Ls ocarle 
t--taldifs bcawudH ud gue otpc,aT qli dc cdl gtm ig,e ota Llld tLfl 
ic -cudi ic t e-lrunr camlah t mualri mlytdmh ca td triucd igti rc,fm 
udmue-,itLfs Ll iatrlm Ltrw ic igl ytd guyelfoT Ii bte te igc,Hg igl 
ldiual eseily e,aac,dmudH guy altrilm co uie cbd trrcamh fcdH Llocal gue 
buegle lpla dllmlm ic Ll e-cwld tfc,mT

The Kessler Siblings
kgl rcdplaetiucd igld mauoilm icbtam Ylb qcaw.e tai bcafmh tdm te 
IetLlfft gtm oca ytds sltae ycplm oallfs tycdH rcfflricaeh Htfflauleh tdm 
tai mltflaeh ui ellylm cdfs dti,atf oca yl ic ud“,ual tLc,i gla wdcbflmHl 
co igl udmupum,tfe bgc ocaylm igl ruis.e r,fi,atf ruarfleT

Pgl ft,Hglm ecoifs ti igl “,leiucdT
”Io I mum dci wdcb igly toila tff iglel sltaeh I egc,fm gtpl bteilm ys 

iuyl atigla igcac,HgfsTé
kglal bte btayig ud gla pcurlh L,i tfec t rlaitud bltaudleeT
”kgl tai bcafm coild eia,rw yl te alelyLfudH -cfuiure ota ycal igtd 

uie -taiuru-tdie rtalm ic tmyuiT :ffutdrle blal ocaylm tdm mueecfplmT 
Rcai,dle blal ytml tdm a,udlmT :dm Llgudm igl -,Lfur mlpciucd ic 
Llt,is tdm r,fi,al iglal blal coild tyLuiucde lplas Lui te -cblao,f te 
igcel cdl ndme ud eicrw l!rgtdHle ca -tafutyldieTé

I tffcblm igl rcdplaetiucd ic alei oca t ycyldi Llocal yldiucdudH igl 
a,yc,ae igti blal Ls igld tfaltms ruar,ftiudH igac,Hg elplatf ruarfle co 
igl ruisT U,yc,ae rcdrladudH td cL9lri co l!iatcamudtas euHdunrtdrlT : 
mcr,yldiT : gueicaurtf mcr,yldi co lrrfleuteiurtf uy-caitdrl tdm co t 
ptf,l igti rc,fm ertarlfs Ll ylte,alm ud ycdls tfcdlT

IetLlfft mum dci tdebla ti cdrlT
Pgl alytudlm eltilm buig gla HtKl n!lm ,-cd cdl co igl er,f-i,ale ud 

igl accyh te igc,Hg igl “,leiucd gtm tbtwldlm t ylycasT
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”I gtpl gltam dcigudH mlnduilhé egl etum ti fteiT ”C,i iglal gtpl Llld 
gudieT Yci tLc,i igl mcr,yldi uielfoT Wcal igti rlaitud -lc-fl tal 
eltargudH oca ecyligudH dlbT PcyligudH Haltila igtd ,e,tfTé

Wcalt, uyylmutilfs fltdlm ocabtamT
”Ogurg -lc-flBé
”: Lacigla tdm eueilahé egl al-fulmT ”Ffute tdm UlLlrrt EleeflaTé
Fpld Llocal egl rcdiud,lmh I rc,fm ell oacy Wcalt,.e l!-aleeucd igti 

igl dtyl bte dci ,dotyufuta ic guyT
”kgls tal tycdH igl bltfigulei tai mltflae tdm rcfflricae ud igl ldiual 

rc,diashé egl rcdiud,lmT ”?lagt-e igl bltfiguleiT Ogldlpla y,el,ye 
tiily-i ic tr“,ual ecyligudHh igl Eleefla euLfudHe tal coild iasudH ic 
-,argtel igl etyl cL9lriT Ogldlpla t -auptil rcfflriucd rcyle cdic igl 
ytawlih igls tal tfycei tfbtse tycdH igl udilaleilm -taiuleTé

kgue dti,atffs flm yl ic tdcigla ytd bgc gtm tfaltms t--ltalm elpA
latf iuyle m,audH c,a udpleiuHtiucdeT

”:dm UceldolfmBé I tewlmT ”Fc sc, wdcb guy te blffBé
kgl eyufl ali,adlm uyylmutilfsT
”WaT UceldolfmB Fplascdl wdcbe guyTé
kglal bte Hld,udl ale-lri ud gla pcurlT
”’l ue tycdH igl ndlei aleicalae I gtpl lpla yliT Wtds rcfflricae 

-ceelee Haltila ocai,dleT Plplatf gtpl ftaHla rcfflriucdeT C,i plas olb 
-ceelee gue -acoleeucdtf ewuffT Io t ytd,erau-i ca td tdruldi mcr,yldi 
y,ei Ll etplmh gl ue cdl co igl naei yld bgc rcyle ic yudmTé

Pgl egccw gla gltm efuHgifsT
”C,i ndtdrutffs gl rtddci LlHud ic rcy-lil buig igl Eleefla euLfudHeT 

Io iglal ia,fs l!ueie t mcr,yldi co igl ytHdui,ml sc, e,HHleih Uceldolfm 
buff Ll tLfl ic rcy-lil cdfs igac,Hg gue wdcbflmHlh dci igac,Hg gue 
ycdlsTé

Pgl olff eufldi oca t ycyldi Llocal tmmudHM
”:dm -lagt-e igti ue -alruelfs bgs gl ue uy-caitdiT Wcdls uy-aleele 

ytds -lc-flT C,i iglal tal rcfflricae bgc olta t ytd co wdcbflmHl ota 
ycal igtd t ytd co bltfigTé

kgti alytaw alytudlm buig yl fcdH toila bl gtm floi gla HtfflasT Rca 
igl naei iuyl I LlHtd ic e,e-lri igti igl eia,HHfl oca igl mcr,yldi yuHgi 
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dci ml-ldm ecflfs ,-cd bgc rc,fm tGcam ic -,argtel uih L,i tfec ,-cd 
bgc Llei ,dmlaeiccm uie euHdunrtdrlT :dm ud e,rg rcdileieh wdcbflmHl 
rtd ti iuyle -acpl ota ycal ptf,tLfl igtd lpld igl Haltilei ocai,dlT

Wcalt, igtdwlm IetLlfft oca gla udocaytiucd tdmh dci flteih oca igl 
gce-uitfuis buig bgurg egl gtm alrluplm ,eT Pgl ycmleifs mueyueelm tds 
igtdwe tdm tee,alm ,e igti igl -flte,al gtm Llld ldiualfs gla cbdT kglal 
bte ecyligudH eudrlal ud igl ytddla ud bgurg egl etum uih tdm te egl 
trrcy-tdulm ,e icbtam igl mcca igac,Hg igl “,uli accye co igl Htfflash 
egl tmmlm igti egl bc,fm tfbtse Ll ti c,a mue-cetf egc,fm c,a udpleiuHtA
iucde cdrl tHtud fltm ,e udic Ylb qcaw.e tai bcafmT

N,ieumlh igl toiladccd gtm tfaltms LlH,d ic mauoi icbtam lpldudHT 
kgl fuHgi olff cLfu“,lfs Lliblld igl L,ufmudHeh tdm igl bcawegc-e tdm 
Htfflaule co igl mueiauri eiuff g,yylm buig triupuisT Ol btfwlm oca ecyl 
mueitdrl ud eufldrl Llocal Wcalt, eic--lm ti t eialli rcadla tdm i,adlm 
icbtam ylT

”I Llfulplhé gl etum igc,Hgio,ffsh ”igti igl iuyl gte rcyl oca ,e ic 
el-tatil oca t olb mtseTé

’l eiccm buig gue gtdme ud igl -crwlie co gue rctih btirgudH igl Jcb 
co -lc-fl tac,dm ,eT

”kgl Eleefla euLfudHe udilalei ylT Io igls gtpl ia,fs Llrcyl tbtal co 
igl mcr,yldih igls tal icc uy-caitdi ic uHdcalT I rtd LlHud Ls HtiglaudH 
udocaytiucd tLc,i igly tdm toilabtam mlilayudl bgligla t pueui bc,fm 
Ll bcaigbguflTé

’l eyuflm otudifsT
”Id igti ale-lri I -ceelee td tmptditHlh toila tffT I dllm dci mueH,uel 

yselfo ca udpldi tds eicasT I rtd euy-fs Ll bgc I tyT :d tai mltfla oacy 
?taue ue ,dfuwlfs ic tac,el e,e-urucd ud iglua ruarfleTé

I dcmmlmT
”kgti ellye ldiualfs eldeuLfl ic ylTé
kglal bteh gcblplah cdl -ulrl co udocaytiucd bgurg I gtm dci sli 

egtalm buig guyT
”kglal ue -lagt-e ecyligudH sc, c,Hgi ic wdcb naeiTé
Wcalt, atuelm gue lslLacbe ud ud“,uasT
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”: olb lpldudHe tHché I rcdiud,lmh ”I etb Wcatd ud igl rcy-tds co t 
Hldiflytd tdm t ftms ti igl Wtdgtiitd W,eur ’tffT kgls mum dci t--lta 
ic Ll t ytaaulm rc,-flT Utiglah igls ellylm fuwl ibc -lc-fl bcawudH 
icHliglaT I dciurlm t rlaitud euyuftauis ud iglua ytddlaT Io igl Eleefla 
euLfudHe tal te -acyudldi te IetLlfft e,HHleieh ui ue dci uy-ceeuLfl igti ui 
bte iglsTé

Wcalt, alytudlm eitdmudH oca t ycyldi buigc,i al-fsudHT
”kgti ue udilaleiudHhé gl etum ti fteiT
”Elas udilaleiudHTé
’l tfaltms ellylm ic Ll bcawudH igac,Hg igl uy-furtiucdeT
”Io Wcatd gte tfaltms leitLfueglm rcditrih ui yltde igti igl mcr,yldi 

alytude plas y,rg ud -ftsT Ii yts tfec l!-ftud bgs gl t--ltae ec ,drcdA
rladlm tLc,i igl mlplfc-yldie udpcfpudH Uceldolfm tdm igl 7tamudtfTé

I rc,fm dci muetHallT
Plplatf co igl alrldi lpldie gtmh ti naei Hftdrlh t--ltalm ic rc,di 

tHtudei guyh tdm sli gl gtm alitudlm igl etyl alft!lm rcdnmldrl igti 
gtm rgtatrilauelm guy lpla eudrl igl pcstHlT

Wcalt, dcmmlm efcbfs ic guyelfoT
”kgld I egtff LlHud iglalTé
’l l!ildmlm gue gtdmT
”vli ,e ylli tHtud ud t olb mtseTé
Ol l!rgtdHlm t nay gtdmegtwl tdm igld -tailm ,-cd igl eumlbtfwh 

bgufl igl racbm uyylmutilfs rfcelm tac,dm ,eT
Rca ys cbd -taih igl el-tatiucd bte ycei blfrcylT Yci Llrt,el I ,dA

mlaleiuytilm igl ptf,l co Wcalt,.e rcy-tds2“,uil igl rcdiatas2L,i 
Llrt,el c,a alrldi rcdplaetiucde gtm floi yl buig t HacbudH dllm ic 
rcfflri ys cbd igc,HgieT kgl -lc-fl bl gtm yli m,audH igl -alrlmudH 
bllwe ali,adlm tHtud tdm tHtud ic ys yudmT Pty,lf ?ularlT 7gtafle 
OguiycalT IetLlfft EtaHtT Wld tdm bcyld oacy pteifs muGlaldi LtrwA
Hac,dme bgc ellylm ic egtal cdfs cdl igudH ud rcyycdM ti ecyl -cudi 
igls gtm Llld -tai co igl ruarfl e,aac,dmudH Ytigtdulf :egracoih tdm 
toilabtam igls gtm mauoilm c,i co ui2ca -lagt-eh ycal trr,atilfsh Llld 
-,eglm c,iT
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1diuf dcb bl gtm alHtamlm igly te uecftilm buidleeleh te udmupum,tfe 
ltrg rt-tLfl co rcdiauL,iudH t -ulrl co igl -,KKflT C,i toila ys rcdplaetA
iucd buig 7tyuffl :amldih tdm igl alJlriucde ude-ualm Ls gla alytawtLfl 
igltiaurtf -acm,riucdh I LlHtd ic e,e-lri igti igls blal ecyligudH ycal 
igtd igtiT kgls blal dci ylalfs -lc-fl bgc gtm e,Glalm mloltiT kgls 
blal mlputdie oacy igl -tiilad2udmupum,tfe bgch ti ecyl -cudih gtm 
rltelm ycpudH ud igl etyl mualriucd te igl caHtduetiucd e,aac,dmudH 
:egracoiT

Ii bte -alruelfs oca igti altecd igti I bueglm ic ei,ms igly ycal rfcelA
fsT Yci iglua Haulptdrle ca iglua fceeleh L,i igl ycyldi ti bgurg igls 
gtm LlH,d ic ycpl tHtudei igl r,aaldiT Rca uo bl gtm ia,fs ,dmlaeiccm 
igl eseily rcaalrifsh igl tdebla y,ei Ll oc,dm iglalT Yci tycdH igcel 
bgc rcdiud,lm ic elapl :egracoi fcstffsh L,i tycdH igcel bgch oca cdl 
altecd ca tdciglah gtm rgceld t muGlaldi -tigT

:dm buig igti igc,Hgi I rcdiud,lm tfcdl igac,Hg igl eiallie co Ylb 
qcaw bgufl igl dcuel co igl ruis e,aHlm tac,dm yl fuwl igl ec,dm co igl 
elt tac,dm t egu-T : dlb iatuf bte LlHuddudH ic itwl egt-lh tdm oca igl 
naei iuyl eudrl ys taauptf ud :ylaurt I olfi igti bl yuHgi Ll t--actrgudH 
igl gltai co igl yseilas igti gtm ig,e ota rcdrltflm uielfo Llgudm igl 
mcr,yldih igl ycdlsh tdm tff igl pueuLfl lpldieT Ii bte dc fcdHla ylalfs 
t “,leiucd co bgti :egracoi mumT Ii bte LlrcyudH t “,leiucd co gcb 
gue bcafm o,driucdlmT :dm igti ellylm ic yl ycal udilaleiudH igtd tds 
mcr,yldi I gtm sli elldT





The Tenth Letter

February 19, 1892
New York City

A day passed without my hearing from Moreau.

When the following day also went by without the smallest commu-
nication from him, I began to suppose that his inquiries had carried 
him deeper into the circle of the Kessler siblings than he had originally 
expected. By then I knew the man well enough to understand that, once 
a trail had caught his interest, he threw himself upon it with an energy 
that reminded me of the best investigators I had ever known.

The Sight of Moran
As evening approached, I therefore resolved once more to visit the Man-
hattan Music Hall. I did not know whether Camille Ardent’s remarkable 
marionette play was still on the program. If it was, I wished to see it 
again, not because I expected to discover any new clue, but because the 
piece continued to occupy my thoughts. If, on the other hand, it had 
been replaced by something else, I might still be fortunate enough to 
encounter Camille herself.

The hall proved to be as full as usual, though the evening’s enter-
tainment was dizerent. The music was lighter, the audience noisier, and 
Camille was nowhere to be seen. I took my usual seat and allowed my 
gaEe to move slowly through the room.
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It was not long before I caught sight of Moran. He was seated at a 
table near the bar, in conversation with several people whom I did not 
know. At that distance it was impossible to hear what was being said, 
but I could not help noticing a dizerence in his manner. Where he had 
previously seemed almost ostentatiously self-assured, he appeared this 
evening more thoughtful. He listened more than he spoke and seemed 
engaged in the conversation in a way I had rarely observed in him. Peveral 
times I tried to read the situation, but without much success. Yerhaps 
they were potential buyers. Yerhaps they were merely acquaintances. At 
last, I abandoned the attempt and turned my attention to my pipe.

As the smoke rose slowly through the glow of the electric lamps, my 
thoughts returned to Moreau. His assistance had been invaluable, and I 
was forced to admit that at our 7rst meeting I had greatly underestimated 
him. I had expected a capable art dealer with useful connections. Instead, 
I had found a man with an almost investigative instinct, a profound 
knowledge of the Furopean art world, and a remarkable ability to follow 
traces through banks, collectors, and auction rooms alike.

I was still absorbed in these reOections, while the smoke from my pipe 
drifted upward toward the ceiling and mingled with the general haEe of 
tobacco that always hung above the room. The music continued upon 
the stage, guests came and went between the tables, and the familiar 
murmur of voices, glasses, and laughter formed the background that had 
by now become well known to me. It was for that very reason that it 
took me a moment to become aware of the curious sensation of being 
watched.

When I raised my eyes, they fell almost immediately upon Moran. He 
was still seated at his table near the bar, but his attention was no longer 
7xed upon the people with whom he had been speaking. Instead, his gaEe 
rested upon me. The distance between us was considerable, and under 
other circumstances I should have been cautious about drawing a hasty 
conclusion, but this time I had no doubt. He had seen me.

There was no visible reaction. Lo gesture. Lo greeting. He merely 
looked at me for a brief moment before turning back to his companions. 
Jet I was left with the distinct impression that something had changed. 
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A few minutes later, that impression was con7rmed. Moran rose calmly, 
like a man who had concluded an entirely ordinary conversation. He 
took up his coat, exchanged a few 7nal remarks with the company, and 
then moved toward the exit without appearing in the least hurried. Had 
I not already noticed his glance, I should scarcely have found anything 
remarkable in his behaviour.

I hesitated only for a very short time. There was no real plan behind 
my decision. Uather, it was one of those instinctive reactions which often 
comes to an investigator when experience tells him that a moment must 
not be allowed to pass unused. I placed some coins upon the table, rose, 
and followed him.

—utside, the air was noticeably cooler than within the variety hall. 
The electric lamps cast their yellowish light across the pavements, while 
streetcars and cabs continued to move through the city with that tireless 
energy which seemed to characterise Lew Jork at every hour of the day 
and night. Moran turned to the right, and I followed at a suitable dis-
tance. He did not appear to be in any particular haste. —n the contrary, 
he moved with the same calm assurance that had characterised him since 
I had 7rst encountered him in Yaris. Peveral times he vanished brieOy 
behind groups of people or passing vehicles, but each time I recovered 
sight of him.

As we moved farther away from the liveliest streets, the surroundings 
grew quieter. There were fewer shops, less light, and emptier pavements. 
At last, he turned into a narrow side street. I followed a few seconds later, 
but the moment I rounded the corner, I felt the 7rst stirrings of unease. 
The street lay almost empty. Moran was gone.

I stopped and let my gaEe move back and forth between the rows of 
houses. The distance had been too short for him to have disappeared 
far away, and at the same time there were no obvious gates or entrances 
into which he might have slipped. Plowly I moved forward. “ust as I 
reached an old tree by the edge of the pavement, a 7gure stepped out of 
the darkness a few paces in front of me.

It was Moran. I shall not conceal from you, Watson, that my surprise 
was complete.
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He had not merely discovered that I was following him. He had de-
liberately led me to a place where, for a brief interval, the roles had been 
reversed, and where it was no longer I who observed him, but he who 
observed me. He stood quite still and regarded me. There was nothing 
of the social charm about him which he sometimes displayed at the card 
table or in the better salons. His face was calm, almost expressionless, 
but behind that outward composure I sensed the same watchfulness that 
must have made him a dangerous hunter in the Indian provinces.

An Unexpected Encounter
Nor a moment neither of us spoke. The darkness between the houses 
seemed suddenly closer, and the distant sounds of the city reached the 
narrow street only faintly. I was struck by how natural Moran appeared 
in such surroundings, as though the lights of civilisation and the crowds 
of men had been no more than scenery, while thisDthe silence, the 
uncertainty, and the confrontation between two adversariesDwas the 
environment in which he felt most at home.

?If you are attempting to place obstacles in my path, Mr. Pigurdsson,9 
he said calmly, ?then you should know that I am not a man who hesitates 
for long. I do what is necessary.9

He paused brieOy.
?…o you understand39
His voice was neither loud nor overtly threatening, and for that very 

reason the words carried greater force. Through the years I had encoun-
tered many men who sought to conceal their uncertainty behind grand 
gestures or loud declarations. Moran did not belong to that category. He 
delivered a threat as a mathematician might state a result.

?What precisely do you mean39 I asked.
He let his eyes rest upon me for several seconds, as though considering 

how much he wished to say.
?Nirst Uosenfeld,9 he said.
His eyes did not leave mine.
?Then the Cardinal.9
Another brief pause followed.
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?And now your Nrench friend, who pays a visit to the Kessler siblings.9
He slowly shook his head.
?Three buyers, Mr. Pigurdsson. Three people with an interest in my 

merchandise. —ne is attacked. Another disappears. The third is suddenly 
visited by persons who have, by coincidence, followed me from Yaris to 
Lew Jork.9

He drew a deep breath.
?What do you suppose I am to think39
I could not help observing that he did not sound angry. —n the con-

trary, he sounded like a man attempting to solve an equation in which 
the numbers no longer 7tted. It seemed to me then that Moran was in 
precisely the same position as ourselves. He lacked an explanation, and 
it was that very fact which made him dangerous.

?Jou are right in one respect,9 I answered after a moment’s consider-
ation. ?The coincidence is striking.9

A faint smile passed over his face.
?I am glad that we can at least agree upon that.9
?But I visited Uosenfeld only after the 7re. The Cardinal’s disappear-

ance surprised me as much as it did you. And as for the Kessler siblingsj9 
I gave a slight shrug. ?I can only say that they seem to me a natural part 
of the picture.9

?Latural39
?Jes.9
I regarded him for a moment.
?If I wished to sell a document of the value you claim this one pos-

sesses, I should also be interested in people with the necessary means.9
Nor the 7rst time that evening, I saw something like genuine interest 

in his face.
?The Kessler siblings39 he asked.
?As I understand it, they command considerable resources.9
?Considerable39 Moran repeated.
A short laugh escaped him.
?My dear Mr. Pigurdsson, if they want something, they buy it. It is as 

simple as that.9
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He was silent for a moment.
?In fact,9 he continued more thoughtfully, ?they may very well be the 

only real competitors to Ashcroft.9
There was something remarkable in the way he pronounced the name. 

Lot fear. Lot respect. Uather irritation, as though Lathaniel Ashcroft 
was the one opponent on the board for whom he had not yet found the 
proper strategy.

?Jou know more of my plans than I had imagined,9 he said at last.
I did not answer.
?Then let me tell you something, Mr. Pigurdsson,9 he continued.
His tone remained calm, but it had acquired a 7rmness which left no 

doubt that he meant every word.
?If you or your friend are behind what has happened to my buyers, I 

shall discover it.9
It was not phrased as a threat, and for that very reason it was all the 

more ezective. He spoke with the same sober certainty with which an 
experienced hunter might describe a trail that he would sooner or later 
follow to its end. Nor another moment he remained silent. His gaEe 
moved brieOy away from me and into the dark street, as if his thoughts 
continued somewhere beyond the reach of words.

?But for the present,9 he continued slowly, ?I actually do not believe 
that you are.9

He turned his eyes back to me.
?I do not know why.9
It seemed to me that the admission cost him more than the suspicion 

itself. Moran was not a man who cared for uncertainty. He preferred clear 
ob;ectives, clear enemies, and clear explanations. Jet now he stood before 
events that did not 7t into his own picture of the situation.

?Yerhaps,9 he continued thoughtfully, ?because you appear as puEEled 
as I am.9

The words hung between us for a moment. It struck me how strange 
the situation truly was. Nor months we had circled each other as adver-
saries upon separate trails, and yet now we both stood before the same 
problem. There was an unknown hand in the game, a force that inOu-
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enced events without openly revealing itself, and neither of us seemed 
any longer entirely certain where it was to be found.

At last Moran gave a short nod, as though he had concluded some 
inner deliberation.

?4ood evening, Mr. Pigurdsson.9
I likewise raised my hat.
?4ood evening, Colonel.9
At that last word he paused for a moment. A Oeeting smile appeared at 

the corner of his mouth, perhaps prompted by my deliberate use of the 
title he otherwise so seldom heard spoken. He made no comment upon 
it. Instead, he turned and disappeared with long strides down the dark 
street, until his 7gure dissolved among the shadows.

I remained standing for several seconds after his departure. The cool 
air still seemed to carry the echo of our conversation, and as I slowly 
began to walk back toward the more brightly lit parts of the city, I could 
not free myself from one particular thought.

Nor the 7rst time since our arrival in Lew Jork, I had seen doubt 
in Pebastian Moran. He had discovered that someone was interfering 
with his plans, without knowing who. And I knew enough of men of 
his stamp to understand that ;ust such uncertainty could become more 
dangerous than any open hostility. When a man like Moran no longer 
understands the rules of the game, he begins to search for the hidden 
hand that moves the pieces. And once he sets himself such a goal, the 
hunt often becomes as important to him as the priEe itself.

Rebecca Kessler
As I approached our usual caf5 the following morning, I caught sight of 
Moreau from some distance away. He was seated by the window with 
his back to the street and a cup of cozee before him. It struck me at 
once that this was the 7rst time I had found him already in place before 
my arrival. 1ntil then it had almost invariably been I who came 7rst. 
The small deviation might have seemed insigni7cant, but during the past 
weeks of our collaboration I had learned that Moreau rarely did anything 
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without reason, and I therefore took his early arrival as a sign that he had 
something of importance to tell me.

My supposition soon proved correct. I had scarcely seated myself, 
ordered cozee, and taken out my pipe before he leaned forward across 
the table with that particular energy which I had by now come to know 
so well.

?I have spent the last two days on the Kessler siblings,9 he said.
I nodded encouragingly, and he continued.
His inquiries had 7rst of all con7rmed the impression we had already 

received. The Kessler 7rm had grown with remarkable speed during the 
past few years. What had once been a respectable gallery had become an 
institution with connections to collectors, auction houses, and art deal-
ers on both sides of the Atlantic. They had built up a collection which, in 
Moreau’s ;udgment, could compare with those of most museums, and 
they seemed almost always to emerge as the victors whenever rare works 
came upon the market.

?They buy anything that interests them,9 he said with a faint smile. 
?And so far no one has really been able to prevent them.9

He gave a slight shrug.
?I could, of course, speculate as to where all the money comes from. 

Yersonally, I have my doubts as to how clean it all is. But that is not the 
interesting point in the present context.9

I nodded.
?The interesting point is that they can pay.9
?Yrecisely.9
He took a sip of his cozee.
?If Paint Yeter’s Confession comes up for sale, they are among the few 

people in America who could compete with Lathaniel Ashcroft without 
diQculty.9

It was an important piece of information, not least because it con-
7rmed the thought which had already begun to form in my mind after 
my meeting with Moran the previous evening.

Moreau went on to tell me that, once he felt suQciently informed, he 
had decided to pay a personal visit to the Kessler siblings. He had not 
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been fortunate enough to meet them both, but one of them, Uebecca 
Kessler, had received him.

He described her as a woman possessing that particular form of calm 
self-assurance found only in people who have for many years been accus-
tomed to moving among powerful persons without feeling themselves 
inferior. Phe had been courteous but reserved: professional rather than 
warm. The situation, however, had changed noticeably when he told her 
that he had come from Yaris.

?I believe,9 said Moreau, ?that she immediately began to consider 
what opportunities I might represent.9

He smiled slightly at the recollection. Phe had shown him through 
the gallery and spoken of various works, while at the same time making 
it clear that these represented only a small portion of the family’s true 
possessions. There were storerooms, private collections, and separate 
warehouses to which the public was never granted access.

?It was very elegantly done,9 said Moreau. ?Phe boasted without 
boasting.9

After some time, he had decided to take the chance. He told her that 
his ;ourney to America was not due solely to ordinary art business. —n 
the contrary, he had come by way of Uome in connection with an ob;ect 
of a very particular kind. Already at the mention of Uome, her interest 
had been evident. And when he added that the ob;ect was of ecclesiastical 
origin, she no longer tried to conceal her attention.

?Can you tell me more39 she had asked.
Moreau had answered cautiously. Lot enough to reveal too much, but 

enough to let her understand which document was in question.
He told me how, after a few seconds of silence, she had leaned back 

and studied him closely.
?If it is the document I believe it to be,9 she had said, ?then we are not 

speaking of ;ust any document.9
?We are not,9 Moreau had replied.
Phe had nodded.
?It is unique.9
Then a small smile had appeared.
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?Yerhaps one of the most desirable documents in existence.9
?And one of the most expensive.9
?Laturally.9
Moreau explained that, at this point, the conversation had changed its 

character completely. They no longer spoke as art dealer and potential 
client. They spoke as two people who both knew that something extra-
ordinary existed somewhere behind the curtain. Phe had asked whether 
he would still be interested if the document truly existed. He had an-
swered that he would hardly have travelled all the way from Furope 
without having made his preparations.

?I am in a position to carry out the necessary transaction,9 he had said. 
?But 7rst, of course, I must have certainty that we are speaking of the 
same document.9

Uebecca Kessler had given no direct answer. Fven so, she had hinted 
at more than she probably intended. Nor she had not denied the doc-
ument’s existence. In Moreau’s opinion, she had almost taken it for 
granted.

Ptill more interesting was her 7nal remark. When he asked when the 
document might possibly be shown, she had replied that it could hardly 
be done at once, but that it would probably be possible within a week.

Moreau looked at me over his cozee cup.
?A week, Holmes.9
I grasped the signi7cance at once. If his ;udgment was correct, it meant 

that someone was already working to bring the buyers together, and that 
the transaction was far more advanced than we had hitherto believed.

I must admit, Watson, that this information overshadowed almost 
everything else. Fven the meeting with Moran the night before suddenly 
seemed less important. Moreau had not merely found another potential 
buyer. He had succeeded in hastening the whole process.

By deliberately presenting himself as a possible purchaser, he had 
created a new pressure upon all the other participants. If the Kessler 
siblings truly believed that a Furopean collector stood ready with con-
siderable means, they would be compelled to act more quickly. And the 
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more quickly they acted, the greater the pressure upon Ashcroft would 
become.

?It was skilfully done,9 I said sincerely.
Moreau nodded modestly.
?There may also have been a little luck in it.9
?Lo,9 I replied. ?It was good craftsmanship.9
—nly then did I tell him of my own meeting with Moran. He listened 

attentively and without interruption. When I reached the part in which 
Moran had mentioned the Kessler siblings by name, he slowly leaned 
back.

?Po, he already knows.9
?Jes.9
?That is interesting.9
He sat silent for some seconds.
?It  means  he  is  following  developments  more  closely  than  we 

thought.9
?And that he is worried.9
Moreau nodded.
?Jes.9
He smiled faintly.
?Nor the 7rst time, it actually sounds as if he is.9
We were both silent for a moment.
It seemed to me that the pieces were now moving more swiftly than 

before. The Cardinal was gone. Uosenfeld had been frightened. The 
Kessler siblings had stepped more clearly into view. Ashcroft waited 
somewhere in the background. And Moran, who for so long had seemed 
immovable, was now beginning to feel the pressure himself. The game 
was undoubtedly approaching a new stage.

?There will be an auction,9 Moreau said at last.
I nodded.
?Jes.9
He smiled slightly.
?And probably a rather dramatic one.9



THF NILAR TU1TH2GS

There was not much more to be said on that matter. We both knew 
that the next move did not lie in our hands. We depended upon Camille 
Ardent. If anyone knew the time and place of the coming confrontation, 
it had to be she. It therefore seemed natural to us to let that part of 
the matter rest until new information arrived. There were, however, still 
other trails to follow. 1pon the table between us lay the names from 
Pamuel Yierce, like silent reminders of the work that still awaited us.

Thomas McKenna.
Yatrick —’…onnell.
Two men who, each in his own way, had once stood close to Ashcroft’s 

world and had later slipped out of it.
—r been pushed out.
The more I thought of it, the more these people seemed to me to hold 

the key to understanding the whole system. The loyal told us only what 
Ashcroft wished the world to see. The deviants, on the other hand, told 
us what happened when someone ceased to move with the current.

In order to save time, we therefore decided to divide the work between 
us.

Moreau had already established a network of contacts around the har-
bour, the art world, and labor circles, which made him the natural choice 
in regard to Thomas McKenna. I myself would await his information 
concerning Yatrick —’…onnell and then seek out the former police leader 
alone.

The plan was simple.
—ver the next few days, each of us would complete his inquiries. Then 

we would meet again at the Manhattan Music Hall, exchange our results, 
and at the same time attempt to make contact with Camille.

It seemed to me, as we 7nally rose from the table, that we both felt 
the same cautious optimism. Lot because the case was near its solution. 
Kuite the contrary. But because the many loose threads which had so 
long pointed in dizerent directions now seemed slowly to be drawing 
toward a common point.

When we parted outside the caf5, the morning sun stood high above 
the roofs of Lew Jork. The city hummed with the same unshakable 
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energy as always, but for the 7rst time since my arrival I had the feeling 
that events were moving faster than we were.

Pomewhere out there, Moran was working upon his auction.
Pomewhere else, Ashcroft was preparing his answer.
And between them both stood people such as Moreau, Camille Ar-

dent, and the men we had not yet metDdeviants, former allies, and 
forgotten witnessesDeach of whom carried a fragment of the truth.

With these thoughts we left one another.
I watched Moreau disappear into the human current toward the 

south, while I myself set out in the direction of the boarding house. 
It struck me that we were both going toward our separate tasks with a 
feeling which had been rare throughout this entire azair.

Expectation
Lot merely of what we might 7nd, but of what would happen when 
all those who now moved around Paint Yeter’s Confession were 7nally 
forced to meet face to face.

I lay the letter aside and remain seated for a moment, my gaEe resting 
upon the Oames in the 7replace.

…uring the evening the cold has crept farther into the house, and I 
therefore rise to place another log upon the 7re. The wood crackles at 
once, and new Oames lick up along the dark pieces of coal which already 
glow between the iron bars. —n the side table stands the kettle, and I 7ll it 
with fresh water before setting it back over the heat. There are still many 
hours of reading before me, and I have gradually learned that Holmes’ 
letters are best en;oyed with a warm cup of tea within reach.

When I return to the desk, my eyes fall  upon the pile of letters 
which, over these past weeks, has dominated both my worktable and my 
thoughts.

It has grown considerably smaller.
Nor the 7rst time since I began this review, I have the clear sensation 

that the ;ourney is nearing its end.
It is not merely the number of letters that tells me so. It is also felt 

in the very movement of the narrative. The many persons who once 
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seemed to wander in and out of the case without any clear connection 
have gradually been drawn toward the same center. The threads are 
gathering. The positions are being marked out. Fven without knowing 
the outcome, I can sense that particular tension which so often arises 
immediately before a climax.

Whether the release will be happy or catastrophic, I do not yet know.
But I feel its nearness.
Paint Yeter’s Confession has become more than a document.
Nor the Kessler siblings, it probably represents the ultimate transac-

tion, a trophy among many other trophies. I do not doubt their passion 
for art, but I cannot help wondering whether the document would, 
in the end, have become yet another treasure in a private collection, 
inaccessible to all others.

Nor Lathaniel Ashcroft, its signi7cance appears to be dizerent. The 
more I read, the stronger becomes my conviction that, for him, the 
document represents something far greater than money. He has built 
hotels, museums, and public buildings. He has gathered art, property, 
and inOuence. But Paint Yeter’s Confession seems almost the 7nal rung 
of a ladder he has been climbing all his life, as though the document 
could give his name the historical weight of which he can otherwise only 
dream. A man cannot buy immortality, but many have attempted to buy 
themselves as close to it as possible.

Moran, in his own way, 7nds himself in a similar position. He natural-
ly desires the highest possible price, but I have become increasingly con-
vinced that money alone has never been his true driving force. He wants 
the triumph. He wants the drama. He wants the perfect conclusion to 
a game that has stretched across continents and oceans. Yerhaps he even 
wants the audience as much as the gain.

Moreau seeks something altogether dizerent. He seeks the explana-
tion. Throughout his investigation he has pursued patterns, connec-
tions, and the movement of money. He wishes to understand how the 
many forgeries, thefts, and strange transactions in the Furopean art 
world are connected. Nor him, the document is not the goal, but the key.
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There is, in other words, far more at stake than the ownership of a 
single piece of parchment.

I let my hand pass over the remaining letters and select the next.
—n the front, in Holmes’ characteristic handwriting, standsL Patrick 

O’Donnell.

I break the seal and begin to read.





The Eleventh Letter

February 21, 1892
New York City

My dear Watson,
Looking back now upon events, it seems to me almost inevitable that 
Moreau and I should have divided the work between us in precisely the 
manner we did. I do not know whether the decision was the result of 
logic or instinct, but to both of us it seemed natural.

Thomas McKenna, the labor leader, would undoubtedly be able to 
tell us much about Ashcroft’s relations with the workers and the great 
building projects. Yet at that moment I suspected that his story would 
more likely conPrm what we already knew than add anything truly new.

Oatrick D’xonnell was another matter.
If there e-isted concrete evidence of lawbreaking, corruption, or maF

nipulation of the authorities, it seemed likely that a former police leader 
might be the man who had come closest to it.

Hor that reason, the choice fell upon him.

The Journey South 
Nolmes went on to describe how the address reached him later that same 
evening through Moreau’s network. D’xonnell no longer lived in Jew 
York, but in a smaller community to the south, in the direction of Jew 
Eersey.
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At the boarding house, Nolmes made in“uiries as to the easiest route. 
Ne mentioned the road name to the landlord, who immediately shook 
his head at the thought of taking a cab the whole way.

”Take the train, sir,B he had advised. ”It will save you both time and 
money.B

Nolmes followed the advice.
The ne-t morning, therefore, he found himself upon one of the many 

railway lines that led out from the city. Ne later described how fasciF
nating the American railway network seemed to him. In his opinion, 
nothing had meant more to the growth of the nation. Harmers, manuF
facturers, merchants, and immigrants had been bound together by steel 
rails which crossed the continent as veins carry blood through a living 
organism. The train moved steadily onward.

In less than an hour the surroundings began gradually to change. The 
factories became fewer. Srick gave way to wooden houses. The dense 
streets disappeared. Hields and open spaces appeared between the small 
communities.

Nolmes noticed how “uickly the transition took place. In many ways 
it reminded him of London, where, after a relatively short journey, one 
could leave the world’s greatest capital and suddenly Pnd oneself in the 
midst of the Rnglish countryside.

Jew York had the same “uality. The enormous city Plled one’s 
thoughts while one was within it, but only a few miles beyond its limits 
it already began to feel distant.

As the train rolled on through the winterFgrey landscape, Nolmes sat 
by the window and watched the view. Hor the Prst time in several days, 
he had no immediate plan beyond the object of his journey. Dnly the 
road toward yet another of those people who had once stood close to 
Jathaniel Ashcroft, and who had since been pushed out of his circle.

Nolmes did not yet know whether Oatrick D’xonnell would prove to 
be an important piece or merely another bitter man with old stories. Sut 
after the meetings with Vamuel Oierce and Venator Whitmore, he had 
begun to sense a pattern, and if the pattern continued, the former police 
leader might very well prove to be the most interesting of them all.
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A Man at Peace
The house lay in one of the smaller suburbs west of Jew York and, at Prst 
glance, gave an impression “uite di5erent from both Whitmore’s lonely 
sawmill and Vamuel Oierce’s modest ozce. There was nothing ostentaF
tious about the property, but everything was well kept. The garden was 
orderly. The paint on the woodwork was fresh. The windows were clean. 
The whole place breathed the “uiet security of a man who had found his 
place in life.

I was therefore forced at once to conclude that Oatrick D’xonnell had 
apparently not su5ered the same fate as several of the other deviants we 
had already met. Whatever had happened in Jew York, it had cost him 
neither his home nor his dignity.

I knocked upon the door and was met by his wife, who kindly e-F
plained that her husband had just gone out on a small errand, but was 
e-pected back at any moment. When I mentioned that I had come from 
some distance, she o5ered without hesitation to let me wait inside.

As I sat in the comfortable parlour and observed my surroundings, I 
could not help noticing the contrast with Venator Whitmore’s home. 
Nere there were no traces of resignation or surrender. Dn the contrary, 
photographs of children and family stood upon shelves and bookcases. 
There were books which had plainly been read. Hresh :owers stood upon 
the windowsill. Rverything suggested a home in which people still shared 
their daily life.

Vhortly afterward the front door sounded, and Oatrick D’xonnell 
entered. Ne stopped for a moment at the sight of me and looked “uesF
tioningly at his wife before she e-plained the situation. Nis surprise, 
however, lasted only a few seconds. Ne greeted me politely and took a 
seat opposite me.

I naturally had to present myself with suitable caution. I described myF
self as a Ruropean with an interest in art, who through various in“uiries 
into the movement of art through Jew York had come upon his name 
on several occasions. The description plainly struck him as somewhat 
cryptic, and he therefore asked me to e-plain more clearly what I meant.
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I then told him that my in“uiries had particularly concerned certain 
works of art and collections which had, at one time or another, found 
their way into buildings and institutions owned by Jathaniel Ashcroft, 
and that during this work I had several times encountered notes and 
remarks suggesting that not everything had necessarily been done by the 
book.

When I mentioned Ashcroft’s name, D’xonnell smiled slowly.
”Vo,B he said, ”now it appears that even people from Rurope have 

become ac“uainted with how things are done in Jew York.B
Ne leaned back and shook his head slightly.
”Hortunately, I got away from there in time.B
There was neither bitterness nor anger in his voice, but rather that parF

ticular calm which often marks people who have put a struggle behind 
them and accepted its outcome.

”That city lies in the pocket of men like Ashcroft,B he continued. ”Sut 
do sit down properly.B

The conversation then moved naturally to his years in the police. Ne 
told me of cases in which competitors had been subjected to vandalism, 
of strange disappearances at building sites, of threats, e-tortion, and 
intimidation. The stories resembled in many ways those we had already 
heard from other deviants. The di5erence was that D’xonnell had seen 
them from the side of the authorities.

”The list is long,B he said thoughtfully. ”And again and again the tracks 
point in the same direction.B

”Ashcroft6B I asked.
A new smile passed over his face.
”You clearly do not know the rules of the game in Jew York, Mr. 

Vigurdsson.B
I asked him to e-plain.
”Jothing is personal,B he replied. ”Dne man thinks. Another acts. 

A third pays. A fourth carries it out. In the end some poor devil is left 
standing there to take the blame. That is how the system works.B

Ne made a slight gesture with his hand.
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”That is why the small man ends in prison while the great one continF
ues his career.B

I then asked him about his own story.
Ne nodded, as if the “uestion had been e-pected.
”I was well placed. 3ery well placed, in fact. At one time there was talk 

that I might end as commissioner.B
Ne was silent for a moment.
”Sut I had a bad habit.B
”And what was that6B
”I did not listen to hints.B
There was a gleam of humour in his eyes.
”They began cautiously. Vmall pieces of advice. Little suggestions. 

Oeople who wanted certain cases given less attention. Dthers who wanted 
e-tra attention. Vometimes money came with it. At other times promisF
es.B

Ne shrugged.
”I was fool enough to ignore it all.B
Vhortly afterward his wife came in with co5ee, and as she distributed 

the cups he turned toward her with a warm look.
”It cost me my future in Jew York.B
”Sut it gave you something else,B I observed.
Ne smiled.
”Yes.B
Nis ga7e moved around the room.
”It did.B
When his wife had left the room again, he continued more seriously.
”We moved here. Life is smaller here. The opportunities are fewer. 

Sut people know one another. And most important of all8 there is no 
Ashcroft here.B

The Shadow of Ashcroft
I asked him whether any actual case had ever been brought against the 
great building magnate.

D’xonnell slowly shook his head.
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”Jot to my knowledge.B
”Sut you must have had suspicions.B
”Many.B
”And evidence6B
Ne hesitated for a moment.
”The problem is not the evidence.B
That answer surprised me.
”Then what is the problem6B
”xistance.B
Ne leaned forward.
”If a man disappears from a building site, there may be si- or seven 

links between that event and a man like Ashcroft. If a competitor has his 
premises smashed, there are still more.B

Ne shook his head.
”Drdinarily, one follows the money. Sut at that level money almost 

ceases to be interesting. Oeople act out of ambition. Dut of loyalty. Dut 
of e-pectation. Dut of fear. They no longer need instructions.B

Nis words made me think of 0amille Ardent’s marionettes. Orecisely 
the same thought seemed to have touched D’xonnell, though he himself 
was unaware of it.

”Vo, you do not believe it would be possible to bring him down6B I 
asked.

”Uealistically6B
Ne considered.
”Jo.B
The answer came without hesitation.
”Jot in that way.B
I let the matter rest for a moment before asking what had gradually 

become the most important “uestion.
”What is his weakness6B
D’xonnell looked at me searchingly.
”That is an interesting “uestion.B
Ne sat silent for a long time.
”I do not actually think his weakness lies with his enemies.B
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”Where, then6B
”In himself.B
I noticed the phrasing at once.
”What do you mean by that6B
”Ne is used to having his own way.B
Ne smiled faintly.
”Vuch men do not become dangerous because they meet resistance. 

They become dangerous because they never meet it.B
Nis ga7e grew distant.
”If Ashcroft is ever truly challenged by someone whom he cannot 

control, I honestly do not know how he will react.B

Beyond Reach
I felt his words remain in my thoughts long after they had been spoken. 
Soth Whitmore and D’xonnell, “uite independently of one another, 
had arrived at almost the same conclusion. They had both described a 
man who had built around himself a system so e5ective and so loyal that 
opposition had almost ceased to e-ist. If there was a weakness, perhaps 
it lay precisely there.

We spoke for a while longer of lesser matters, but the conversation 
had reached its natural end. D’xonnell was not a man who lingered 
over the past longer than necessity re“uired. Dn the contrary, he seemed 
genuinely content with the life he had found outside Jew York’s circles 
of power and ambition. When we rose, I thanked both him and his wife 
for their hospitality, and they accompanied me to the door. A moment 
later, as I stood outside upon the “uiet suburban road, I could not help 
re:ecting upon the strange di5erence between the people we had sought 
out. Whitmore had lost almost everything and lived with his defeats as 
a constant companion. Oierce had preserved his dignity, though not his 
position. D’xonnell, by contrast, seemed to me the only one who had 
truly made peace with what had happened, perhaps because he had not 
fought to regain what he had lost, or perhaps because he had chosen 
something else.
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Dn the journey back toward Manhattan, I sat for a long time by the 
window and watched the landscape pass by. The small towns, factory 
buildings, and open Pelds succeeded one another at an even pace, while 
my thoughts circled continually around the conversation of the day. I 
had not found the breakthrough for which, in secret, I had hoped. There 
were no hidden archives, no incriminating documents, no decisive error 
committed by Jathaniel Ashcroft. And yet I did not feel that the journey 
had been in vain.

When the skyline of Jew York once more appeared in the distance 
through the afternoon ha7e, I found myself thinking less of Ashcroft 
than of Moreau. If either of us was to Pnd a trail that led beyond mere 
understanding, it would almost certainly be he. I sincerely hoped that 
his meeting with Thomas McKenna had yielded more tangible results 
than my own visit. Hor although I now understood the system better 
than before, one thing remained with almost the same force as at the 
beginning of my investigation8 I could see the shadow of Jathaniel 
Ashcroft’s power everywhere, yet the man himself still seemed to remain 
beyond reach.

Camille's Answer
When, some evenings later, we met at the Manhattan Music Nall, it 
“uickly became clear that Moreau’s in“uiries had not led to the breakF
through for which we had both hoped.

We had found our usual table, and while the noise of the hall slowly 
rose around us, he told me of his visit to Thomas McKenna. The former 
labor leader now lived a life far removed from the position he had once 
held. Moreau had found him in the harbour district, where he was said to 
spend most of his days among various cheap taverns. Nis story had been 
a sad one, perhaps the saddest of all those we had so far encountered.

McKenna had attempted to steer a course between employers and 
workers, between interests which could rarely be reconciled. At one 
point he had entered into agreements concerning several of the great 
building projects behind which Ashcroft stood. The intention may well 
have been reasonable enough, but the result had been disastrous. The 
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workers had regarded him as a traitor, while the building companies had 
never regarded him as one of their own. In the end, he had lost both sides 
at once.

”Ne was crushed between the wheels,B Moreau said “uietly.
I nodded.
It was an e-act description.
Like the other deviants, McKenna had been able to tell of the same 

pattern8 of people who suddenly lost contracts, of projects that were 
stopped, of rumours that seemed to arise of their own accord, and of a 
system that reacted against anyone who moved contrary to its interests. 
Sut neither had he been able to point to anything that could form the 
basis of an actual case against Jathaniel Ashcroft.

”A tragic fate,B Moreau concluded after a pause.
”Yes,B I answered. ”That was my thought as well.B
I then told him of my visit to Oatrick D’xonnell and of the “uite difF

ferent fate that had befallen the former police leader. Ne had understood 
the signals in time and had chosen to leave the city before the struggle 
destroyed him. Yet with him too I had found the same fundamental stoF
ry8 the same pressure, the same invisible force which gradually made life 
more dizcult for anyone who placed himself across Ashcroft’s interests.

When I had Pnished, we both sat silent for a moment. We had conF
Prmed our theory, but not much more. We now knew far more about 
the system than before, yet we still lacked the key that could open it.

Dur hopes that evening were therefore directed toward a very di5erent 
person.

0amille Ardent.
If anyone knew how matters were developing around the document 

and the approaching auction, it would almost certainly be she.
Vhe did not appear on the stage that evening, but a little later we caught 

sight of her among the guests. Vhe moved through the room with the 
same natural elegance she displayed in her performances, and in several 
places, people stopped her in order to e-change a few words.

At one point we noticed that she was standing in conversation with 
Moran. Ne seemed occupied with other guests around him, and when 
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the opportunity presented itself, 0amille slipped e5ortlessly away from 
the company and approached our table.

”Hood evening, gentlemen,B she said with a smile.
We both rose slightly and greeted her.
Moreau thanked her once more for the performance, and I added my 

own praise.
”Your marionette play has given me more to think about than I Prst 

believed possible,B I said. ”The more I consider it, the more remarkable 
it seems to me.B

Vhe smiled, as though she had heard similar remarks before, yet appreF
ciated them all the same.

”I am glad.B
”It was an unusually illustrative piece,B I continued. ”I doubt that 

everyone in the audience took the same meaning from it.B
”I should hope not,B she replied.
Hor a moment none of us said anything. The noise of the hall conF

tinued around us, and from the stage came the Prst notes of the ne-t 
performance, yet at our table it seemed to me that the conversation had 
moved into a region where no one wished any longer to speak directly.

Moreau leaned a little forward.
”The game is beginning to fall into place,B he said “uietly.
0amille looked at him for a brief moment. There was neither surprise 

nor in“uiry in her face, but rather the thoughtful calm of one who has 
already considered the same thing.

”Yes,B she answered at last. ”I feel that too.B
The manner in which the words were spoken made a greater impresF

sion upon me than the words themselves. It was not the answer of a 
woman who was guessing. It sounded rather like the answer of a person 
who had herself observed the growing tension around events.

Moreau nodded slowly.
”The only thing we lack now is the time.B
A faint smile appeared on her mouth.
”Yes,B she said. ”Oerhaps.B
It was a modest answer, but it was enough.
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I noticed how her glance moved for an instant between us, as if she 
wished to assure herself that we understood more than had actually been 
said. Jo information had been e-changed. Jo names were mentioned. 
Jo dates. And yet I was left with the distinct impression that she knew 
something which had not yet reached our ears.

Then her face changed again into the more open and sociable e-presF
sion we knew from the stage.

”I must return to my guests,B she said kindly. ”Sut I am glad to see that 
you both still Pnd your way here.B

We rose slightly and thanked her once again for the performance. Vhe 
nodded, wished us a good evening, and then disappeared through the 
room with the same ease with which she moved across the boards of the 
stage.

Dnly when she was out of hearing did Moreau lean back.
”That was probably the answer we could hope for.B
I nodded without immediately speaking.
It was a strange feeling. We had received no actual information. JothF

ing concrete had been said. Yet I was left with a growing conviction that 
something was gathering. It lay in her voice, in her certainty, and in the 
manner in which she had received Moreau’s remark without the slightest 
surprise.





The TwelLh terre


February 28, 1892
New York City

My dear Watson,
Moreau and I resolved to spend the following evenings at the Manhattan 
Music Hall. There was no reason to risk missing a message from Camille 
Ardent merely because we happened to be elsewhere in the city. By this 
point it seemed to both of us that the waiting had become part of the 
case itself.

The evenings passed with various entertainments upon the stage and 
the usual current of guests moving through the room. On some nights 
both Moran and Camille were present; on others we saw neither of them.

My observations of Moran, however, pointed in one direction only. 
He was elated, and more than that, he seemed almost radiant. I had seen 
him in many moods since our Rrst meeting in xome, but rarely so relaNed 
as now. There was something in the way he moved through the room, 
something in his conversations and in his assurance, which told me that 
he regarded the game as won. The auction had fallen into place. -ow he 
was merely waiting for it to be carried out.

Toward the end of the week Moreau and I were seated at our usual 
table. A couple of beers stood before us, and the smoke from our pipes 
rose slowly toward the ceiling while we discussed various possible outE
comes of the approaching transaction.

It was then that a young waiter passed by. There was nothing unusual 
about his appearance. He did not even stop at the table but merely set 
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down a small tray between our glasses and continued on through the 
room. 1pon the tray lay a folded piece of paper. I picked it up and 
opened it. There were only a few wordsG Saturday, 7 p.m.Warehouse 21, 
South Street Seaport. -othing more. -o signature. -o eNplanation. -o 
instructions beyond those few words upon the paper. And yet neither of 
us had the least doubt as to what the message meant.

I let my eyes rest upon the note for a moment before passing it across 
the table to Moreau. He took it without a word, read it slowly through, 
and then left it lying before him, his Rngers still resting upon the paper.

All around us the evening continued as before. Music sounded from 
the stage. Ylasses rang. Waiters moved between the tables. Conversations 
rose and fell like waves upon a shore. “et at our table it seemed to me that 
all this had suddenly receded to a great distance.

Moreau leaned back and drew a slow breath.
S”o, it is now,K he said.
There was no triumph in his voice, but rather the calm statement 

of a man who has long awaited a particular moment and now sees it 
approaching.

I nodded.
Lor weeks we had followed trails, sought out people, and gathered 

fragments of a story which had often seemed without coherence. -ow all 
those movements appeared at last to be pointing toward the same spot. I 
remember sitting for some minutes without truly listening to what was 
taking place around me. My thoughts circled around the people who 
would soon Rnd themselves beneath the same roof.

Ashcroft. Moran. The ?essler siblings. And perhaps others who had 
not yet shown their hand.

Moreau seemed to be thinking along the same lines.
SI have waited a long time to see him in such a situation,K he said after 

a while.
S1nder oppositionzK I asked.
He nodded.
S“es. xeal opposition.K
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His ga’e moved toward the window, where the lights of -ew “ork 
could be glimpsed through the darkness beyond.

SWhitmore may have been right.K
I needed no further eNplanation. We were both thinking of the former 

senatorés remark that Ashcroft surrounded himself with people who 
nodded long before he had Rnished his sentences; people who instincE
tively worked in his favour; people who made his goals their own.

But on ”aturday he would stand before something diqerent. -ot 
necessarily an enemy, but several opponents.

That, perhaps, was more unusual in -athaniel Ashcroftés world than 
we had at Rrst understood.

We spoke for a while longer about practical matters and agreed to meet 
the following afternoon at our usual caf2. There was no reason to leave 
anything to chance. If the auction developed as we eNpected, the evening 
might come to matter far beyond the 6uestion of the documentés ownE
ership.

The Auction in the Warehouse 

My dear Watson,
On ”aturday Moreau and I arrived at Warehouse P5 on ”outh ”treet long 
before the other participants.

The building lay dark and silent toward the harbour. Only a few lamps 
cast their dull light over the 6uay, and from the river came the familiar 
miNture of lapping water, machinery, and distant steam whistles.

After a brief eNamination we found a rear door which time had treated 
less kindly than the rest of the building. The hinges sat loose, and with a 
little caution we managed to create an opening su7cient for us to enter 
without leaving visible traces. Once inside, we set the door back in place 
as well as we could and then moved into the great storage room.

The warehouse was considerably larger than I had eNpected. Crates, 
barrels, and various forms of goods were stacked in long rows, and at 
the far end we found a group of large shipping cases which gave us an 
eNcellent view of the room without making us visible.
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We had scarcely settled ourselves before we heard the sound of a key 
in the main door.

SAlreadyzK whispered Moreau.
I nodded.
A few minutes later ”ebastian Moran entered. He was alone.
The Rrst thing that struck me was how much at home he seemed. He 

moved through the room with the same natural ease as a host in his own 
drawing room. Without haste he began lighting the various lamps, and 
gradually the darkness withdrew from the building.

Then Moran began his preparations.
Lrom our hiding place we could observe him without being seen. He 

worked calmly and without haste, like a man who had performed the 
same task many times before. Lirst he drew a solid table away from the 
wall and placed it in the center of the joor beneath the glow of the lamps. 
Then he brought out the chairs one by one and arranged them before the 
table with almost ceremonial care. I counted them instinctively.

There were siN.
At last, he lifted his valise onto the table and placed it precisely before 

him, after which he took a step back and considered the result.
The longer we watched Moran, the clearer it became that this did not 

resemble an ordinary transaction. There was something almost theatrical 
about the whole arrangementG the table, the chairs, the light, the waitE
ing. It seemed to me more and more as though we were witnessing the 
preparations for a performance.

I could not help thinking of Camille Ardent and her marionette play. 
9erhaps the diqerence was not as great as it had Rrst appeared.

When everything stood as he wished it, Moran seated himself in the 
chair behind the table. He leaned back with his hands folded before 
him and let his ga’e move through the empty warehouse. He appeared 
entirely at ease, like a host awaiting his guests.

We did not have long to wait. A few minutes later footsteps sounded 
outside, and the main door opened. The Rrst to enter were the ?essler 
siblings. They appeared precisely as I had imagined themG well dressed, 
well groomed, and possessed of that particular calm which often beE
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longs to people accustomed to ac6uiring whatever they desire. There was 
nothing demonstrative in their manner. On the contrary, they moved 
with a discreet selfEpossession which made a far stronger impression than 
any form of boasting could have done.

Moran rose, welcomed them, and eNchanged only a few words with 
them. Then he indicated the seats in the front row. They sat without 
6uestion and immediately began to eNamine the room and the other 
chairs, which still stood empty.

”hortly afterward the door opened again. This time, to my surprise, it 
was Mr. xosenfeld.

His appearance stood in sharp contrast to that of the ?esslers. Where 
they seemed relaNed, he appeared tense. He looked about him as though 
he had not yet fully decided whether he ought to be present at all. When 
he saw Moran, he greeted him politely, but with a certain reserve. I had 
the impression that he still did not feel entirely safe in his company.

He took a place a little to one side and sat with his hands folded before 
him, silently regarding the document case upon the table.

The neNt guest immediately engaged our interest. He was unknown to 
both Moreau and me, yet there was something in his appearance that at 
once caught our attention. His dark clothing was simple but plainly of 
high 6uality, and his whole bearing revealed a man accustomed to respect 
without needing to demand it. Although he wore no actual clerical dress, 
there was a dignity about him which made it natural to suppose that he 
represented the Church. He was not the cardinal; that we could see at 
once. But he was probably an emissary or trusted representative sent in 
his place.

Moran received him with the same courtesy he had shown the other 
guests, indicated a seat, and eNchanged only a few words with him. The 
man nodded, sat in the rear row, and thereafter remained silent. He did 
not seem interested in conversation. His attention was already RNed upon 
the table, the valise, and the approaching event.

After his arrival, another brief silence settled over the warehouse. The 
lamplight cast long shadows across the joorboards, and outside one 
could now and then hear distant sounds from the harbour. -one of 
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those present spoke much. It was as though all sensed that the evening 
was approaching its true purpose.

When the door was neNt opened, both Moreau and I were genuinely 
surprised.

Camille Ardent entered.
”he was not dressed for the stage, and yet she seemed to bring someE

thing of the stageés world with her. Fven in her simple attire she possessed 
the same natural elegance and composure which had made her the center 
of attention on so many occasions. There was nothing strained in her apE
pearance. On the contrary, she seemed entirely at home in the situation, 
as though she already knew the plot of the piece and had merely come to 
witness the Rnal act.

”he greeted Moran kindly, nodded in recognition to xosenfeld, and 
took a seat beside him. I found it di7cult to imagine her as an actual 
buyer. Her whole manner pointed in another direction. ”he seemed to 
me rather a witness, or perhaps an audience. Uike an artist who had 
recognised a performance in progress and now wished to see how it 
would end.

After her arrival the atmosphere became still more eNpectant. All the 
seats were now occupied eNcept one, and even though no one said it 
aloud, we all knew who was still missing.

We heard him before we saw him. The sound of horsesé hooves reached 
us through the night long before the carriage stopped outside the wareE
house, Rrst as a distant rhythm against the paving stones, then clearer 
and clearer, until it ceased abruptly çust outside the building. A moment 
later Rrm steps sounded on the pavement, followed by the opening of 
the door. -athaniel Ashcroft entered.

I have seldom met a man who conveyed so strongly the impression of 
belonging wherever he found himself. He did not enter as a guest invited 
to an event. He entered as a man who eNpected the event to have been 
waiting for him.

His ga’e moved swiftly through the room. He registered the ?essler 
siblings, xosenfeld, the Churchés representative, and Camille Ardent. 
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Lor a moment his eyes rested on Moran, who sat calmly behind the table. 
Then he took his place without further remark.

By this time every chair was occupied. The auction room was full.
And yet my sense that we were still only at the beginning grew stronger 

with every passing minute. There was something in the atmosphere of 
the room, something in Moran, and something in the people he had 
gathered that evening, which made the whole aqair seem far more than 
a transaction.

It resembled the beginning of a performance. And, as so often before, 
I had not yet perceived what role each of the participants was meant to 
play.

Lor a moment nothing happened. Moran remained standing at the 
table with his hands resting lightly upon its edge, while his ga’e traveled 
slowly from one guest to the neNt. It seemed to me that he ençoyed the 
moment, not merely because the auction was at last to begin, but because 
all the people who for months had circled around the document were 
now gathered in the same room. The ?essler siblings sat calm and inE
scrutable. xosenfeld still appeared uneasy, as though he did not entirely 
understand why he had been invited. The Churchés emissary sat upright 
with folded hands, while Camille Ardent observed it all with an almost 
theatrical interest. Fven Ashcroft seemed, for the moment, willing to 
await the course of events.

Moran Performs 
Moran drew a deep breath and seemed about to open the auction, but 
çust as he parted his lips to speak, Moreau and I stepped forward from 
the shadows between the crates.

I do not believe that anyone present had eNpected our appearance. 
xosenfeld almost started in his chair. The ?esslers eNchanged a 6uick 
glance. Fven Ashcroft turned sharply toward us with an eNpression 
which, for the Rrst time, revealed genuine surprise. Only Moran reE
mained remarkably composed. Lirst, he raised his eyebrows; then his ga’e 
moved over the two additional chairs which we had brought with us 
from among the crates, and slowly a smile spread across his face.
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It was neither a mocking smile nor a friendly one. xather, it eNpressed 
the peculiar pleasure felt by an eNperienced gambler when a game sudE
denly becomes more interesting than he himself had planned.

SI had set out siN chairs,K he said, considering the arrangement before 
him. SBut I have never obçected to improvisation.K

His eyes met mine Rrst, then Moreaués.
SOn the contrary,K he continued. SI had almost hoped that you would 

come. Take your seats, gentlemen. “ou are most welcome to witness the 
performance.K

A low laugh sounded from Camille Ardent, which at once made me 
think of the marionette play and of the many conversations we had had 
since that evening. Moran himself drew back his chair and sat down 
as though nothing unusual had occurred, and after a brief hesitation 
Moreau and I accepted his invitation.

Only when we had taken our seats did he resume the thread. He laid 
his hand upon the valise before him and spoke with the calm assurance 
of a man who found himself on his own ground.

He welcomed his guests. There was an almost solemn note in his 
words, as though he were presiding not over a transaction but over 
a ceremony. He spoke of the documentés history, of its long çourney 
through Furope, and of the signiRcance it had ac6uired through its 
rarity. Throughout the presentation his hand rested upon the valise, and 
I noticed how every ga’e returned to it again and again.

When the bidding began, it did so at Rrst with a certain restraint. 
xosenfeld participated politely, but without conviction, and after only a 
few minutes it became clear that he had never possessed any real possibilE
ity of competing with the others. ”hortly afterward the representative of 
the Church also withdrew, doing so with dignity and without any visible 
disappointment.

There remained now the two parties whom everyone had in truth 
been awaitingG xebecca ?essler and her brother on one side, -athaniel 
Ashcroft on the other.

The price rose steadily, at Rrst in calm increments and then more 
rapidly. ”ums which would have ruined most men were named with the 
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same ease with which others order another cup of coqee. The ?esslers 
preserved their composure throughout. Ashcroft did the same, yet as 
the bids increased, I began to discern a diqerence. His replies came 
more 6uickly. His movements grew less relaNed. And though his voice 
remained calm, I sensed beneath it a growing irritation. It was not the 
money that troubled him. It was the resistance he had not eNpected.

It seemed to me now that he sat opposite people who neither feared 
him nor felt obliged to bend to his will, and the longer the auction 
continued, the more clearly it became apparent that this very fact was 
beginning to aqect him far more than he wished to show.

My dear Watson,
I shall not pretend that, at this point, I did not eNpect the auction to 

continue for some considerable time. -othing suggested otherwise. The 
tension grew with every bid, and the higher the sums climbed, the more 
attentive everyone present became.

Moran stood at the table like a conductor before his orchestra. His 
face almost shone with pleasure each time a new bid was made. The 
document lay before him upon the table, still closed and inaccessible, 
and yet it was the natural center of every eye in the room.

The amounts now rose in leaps which would have made most busiE
nessmen catch their breath.

The ?esslers remained remarkably calm. xebecca ?essler eNchanged 
a glance now and then with her brother, but otherwise their bidding 
proceeded almost without visible emotion. They seemed like people who 
had made their decision in advance and were now merely following a 
plan.

Ashcroft was diqerent. To an outsider he might perhaps have appeared 
as controlled as ever. His voice remained 6uiet, his back erect, his hands 
still resting easily upon the arms of his chair. “et after the many months in 
which I had studied him from a distance, I began to notice small changes.

”everal times he took his eyes from the document and instead regarded 
the ?esslers with an intensity which revealed that it was no longer the 
document alone that occupied him.
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I believe, Watson, that it was the Rrst time I saw him encounter people 
whom he could neither impress nor dominate.

When another bid was made by the ?esslers, and Ashcroft immediE
ately answered with an increase, Moran leaned back a little and looked 
from one side to the other with an almost investigative eNpression.

Then it happened.
Without any visible cause, he raised his hand.
The gesture was so simple that at Rrst it seemed to mean nothing. “et 

its eqect was immediate. The words died away. Fvery eye gathered upon 
him. Fven the light from the hanging lamps seemed, in that moment, to 
stand still above the table.

Moran allowed the silence to live a moment longer than most men 
would have done. He looked about him as though to ensure that he had 
the full attention of everyone present, and only then did he begin to 
speak.

SUadies and gentlemen,K he said calmly, SI have spent several years 
Rnding this document and bringing it here.K

His hand rested lightly upon the valise.
S-aturally, I have also thought of the money. I should insult you all 

by pretending otherwise.K
A faint smile passed over his face.
SBut the truth is that the money was never the most interesting part.K
-ow confusion began to spread around the table. I saw xebecca 

?essler frown. xosenfeld lifted his head. Fven Ashcroft looked at him 
6uestioningly.

Moran let his ga’e move through the assembled company.
S-o,K he continued. SWhat interested me was seeing who would 

come.K
He let the words hang in the air. -o one answered. -o one seemed 

entirely to understand what he meant. Fven the ?esslers, who until now 
had appeared wholly untouched by events, looked at him with open 
bewilderment. xosenfeld shifted uneasily in his chair, and the Churchés 
emissary slowly raised his head.

Moran, however, appeared in no hurry.



THF TWFULTH UFTTFx 58G

SI wished to see,K he continued thoughtfully, Swho would cross half 
a continent for this document. Who would pay fortunes for it. Who 
believed that he, or she, possessed the strongest claim to own it.K

His ga’e moved from one to another.
S“ou see,K he said, Sa document seldom tells us only about its author. 

Often it tells us even more about the people who wish to possess it.K
There came a slight movement from Ashcroft, and though others 

might not have attached importance to it, I noticed it at once. ThroughE
out the evening, he had sat with the same calm dignity which had marked 
him on every occasion when I had seen him. He had been a man who 
seemed entirely at home in every situation, as though the world, in the 
end, would always arrange itself according to his wishes. But now a 
small crack had appeared in that faHade. -ot large enough for the others 
necessarily to observe, but su7cient for me to do so.

His ga’e no longer rested upon the document. It rested upon Moran. 
He was plainly trying to understand what was actually taking place.

Moran, by contrast, seemed perfectly at ease. He stood at the end of 
the table with the same relaNed bearing as before, but there was now 
something almost rejective in his face, as though only now were he 
approaching the true purpose of the evening.

“You began to bore me”
At last, it was Ashcroft who broke the silence.

S“ou have wasted my time.K
His voice was not loud. On the contrary, it was remarkably controlled. 

“et for that very reason it seemed all the more threatening. It was not an 
outburst of anger, but the controlled irritation of a man unaccustomed 
to being made the obçect of anotherés çudgment.

Moran looked at him with genuine interest.
SHave IzK
S“es.K
Ashcroft leaned forward a little.
SI came to buy a document. -ot to take part in a performance.K
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At the word performance, an almost imperceptible smile passed over 
Camilleés face. ”he said nothing, but I could not help thinking of the 
marionette play and of that strange evening when she had shown us how 
people sometimes continue to move in the same direction even after the 
strings have been cut.

Moran noticed it too.
SBut you see,K he said, almost pleasantly, SI have always had a weakness 

for performances.K
He let his ga’e pass around the room, then turned back to Ashcroft.
SI must admit that you interested me greatly at Rrst.K
Ashcroft did not reply, but his eyes did not leave Moran for an instant.
S“our certainty  fascinated me.  “our style.  “our  way of  moving 

through the world. One received the impression that nothing ever surE
prised you.K

Moran paused for a moment, as though seeking the eNact formulation.
SBut later you began to bore me.K
I believe, Watson, that any other insult would have been easier for 

Ashcroft to bear. Boredom is something diqerent. It strips a man of 
signiRcance.

And now I saw a true emotional reaction in him. -ot anger alone, but 
something deeper, something very like wounded vanity.

Moran, however, continued in the same calm tone, as though he were 
merely carrying on an ordinary conversation.

S“ou always play with favourable cards. “ou surround yourself with 
people who already agree with you. “ou permit no real uncertainty. -o 
real surprises. And therefore, in the end, one always knows how the story 
will conclude.K

He gave a slight shrug.
SIt becomes very e7cient.K
A faint smile appeared.
SBut rarely very interesting.K
-o one spoke. The air in the old warehouse seemed to have grown 

heavier.
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It seemed to me that we were all waiting to see what would happen 
neNt, and yet at the same time I understood that the decisive event had 
already taken place. The auction was no longer about the document. It 
was about the people seated around the table and the çudgment to which 
each of them had unwillingly been summoned.

When Moran at last placed his hand upon the document and declared 
the ?esslers the winners, the decision seemed almost a formality. The 
true contest had already taken place, and it had been decided long before 
the Rnal words were spoken.





The Thirteenth 
Letter

What happened afterward, Watson, is comparatively easy to tell.
Ashcroft remained seated for a brief moment after Moran’s decision. 

I do not believe that any of us expected an outburst of rage. Men such 
as he seldom loses their composure in public. Yet when at last he rose, 
it seemed to me that his whole Hgure trembled with an inward tension 
which he restrained only with the greatest dikculty.

Ke looNed Hrst at Moran, then at the document, and then at the 
qesslers. Tone of this had formed part of his plan.

Without a word he turned and walNed toward the door, and no one 
spoNe or made any attempt to stop him. A moment later we heard the 
door slam behind him, and shortly afterward came the sound of his 
carriage’s hoofbeats disappearing into the night along the -uay.

jhe silence remained in the room. It was as though the whole compaR
ny needed a moment to comprehend what had Cust occurred.

As agreed, the qesslers tooN possession of the document. Posenfeld 
was granted access to it for a scholarly examination, and several copies 
were made under his supervision. To one wished the document to vanR
ish from history again.

jhe greatest surprise came when the qesslers made public their plans 
for Saint Peter’s Confession. jhey had decided to donate the document 
to the Ehurch.

I shall not presume to Cudge their motives. Ferhaps it was generosity. 
Ferhaps it was respect for the document’s origin, or perhaps they merely 
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wished to be remembered for something other than their fortune. :ut in 
the end the document found its way bacN to the institution which had 
preserved its history through the centuries.

And what, then, of the text itself9
Well, Watson, if I Nnow you rightly, its contents will hardly surprise 

you. Uor several of us who sat in the warehouse that evening, however, it 
made a considerable impression.

Saint Peter’s Confession
When the seals were at last broNen, and Posenfeld, with his usual care, 
began to examine the parchment, a silence fell over the room which was 
-uite di7erent from the tension that had earlier surrounded the auction.

Mr. Posenfeld read aloud0

Confessio Petri
Thus were these words preserved among the brethren by the Tiber and 
handed down from the elders to those who came after. They were said to 
have come from Simon Peter in his old age and were written down by 
faithful hands, so that his testimony should not be lost.
I, Simon, called Peter, write this not as the first among the brethren, but as 
one of them.
In my younger days I believed that strength was the way. I believed that the 
Lord would establish His kingdom among men as earthly kings establish 
their kingdoms. I believed that the strong must lead the weak, and that the 
chosen must stand above the rest.
But I was wrong.
For I saw Him led away without resistance. I saw Him suffer without 
calling upon armies. I saw Him die among criminals. And when fear came 
upon me, I denied Him.
Therefore, I know now that the Lord does not build His kingdom upon the 
strength of men, but upon their willingness to serve.
When we walked with Him, He set no throne among us. When we ate with 
Him, He gave none of us dominion over the others. And when we asked 
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Him who was greatest among us, He set a child in our midst and taught 
us what we did not yet understand.
I was slow to understand this. And even now, after many years, I under-
stand it only in part.
For man loves power. He loves honour. He loves titles and the high places. He 
loves to be seen and remembered by others. But the kingdom of God grows 
best where man forgets himself and turns his eyes toward the Lord.
Therefore, I say to every congregation and to every man who is given 
responsibility among the brethren:
Let no man exalt himself above his brothers. Let no man seek the highest 
place. Let no man believe that he stands between God and the others.
For the Lord alone is Lord.
We others are only servants.
When men gather around one strong man, division arises. When men 
gather around God, fellowship arises. Therefore, the congregations must be 
led by those who serve best, not by those who rule best.
I do not say this because I myself am without fault. On the contrary, I say 
it because I know my faults better than most.
I have spoken too quickly.
I have judged too quickly.
I have been afraid when I should have been brave.
I have desired honour when I should have sought humility.
I have desired certainty when I should have trusted in the Lord.
And each time I was led back to the same truth: that the greatest among us 
must be the least, that he who wishes to lead must first learn to serve, and 
that no man may make himself greater than the truth he serves.
If these words are preserved after my death, then let them not be used to 
exalt me. Let them not be made the foundation of men’s pride or power.
For I am only Simon.
I was a fisherman from Galilee.
And the Lord had no need of a prince.
He had need of witnesses.
May peace be with all those who seek Him in humility, and may they never 
forget that no earthly power endures, but that service to God and neighbour 
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remains.
Amen.

When Posenfeld had at last Hnished reading, something occurred which 
surprised me more than anything else that evening.

To one attempted to comment upon or interpret what we had Cust 
heard.

A remarNable silence descended over the company. It was not the 
awNward silence which arises when people do not Nnow what to say, but 
the more re3ective silence which sometimes follows something that has 
proved to be -uite di7erent from what was expected.

I had imagined another reaction in advance. After all that, men had 
done to lay hands upon the document, one might easily have expected 
disappointment, perhaps even irritation. Many would undoubtedly have 
hoped for hidden secrets, lost doctrines, or revelations of such a character 
that they might alter the course of history or challenge the Ehurch’s own 
account.

:ut the document contained none of that.
While these thoughts passed through my mind, I let my gaOe move 

through the room. jhe others seemed occupied with re3ections of 
their own. At last, my eyes fell upon the empty chair where Tathaniel 
Ashcroft had sat only a few minutes earlier.

I remember that a faint smile then crossed my face.
Uor it seemed to me one of history’s more elegant ironies.
4o many people had fought for the ownership of this document. 

Uortunes had been put at staNe. Intrigues had been woven. Uriendships 
had been tested, and enmities created. Yet the central message of the text 
was precisely that no man should maNe himself greater than the truth he 
serves.

Ferhaps that was why the document was worth 4aint Feter’s EonfesR
sion

It reminded men of something which, it seems, they must rediscover 
in every generation.
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jhroughout history men have sought power, in3uence, and recogR
nition. jhey have built institutions, gathered fortunes, and fought for 
positions, often in the belief that strength and control were the goal in 
themselves. :ut Feter’s words pointed in another direction. jhey reR
minded us that power without humility sooner or later loses its meaning, 
and that leadership which does not spring from the will to serve others 
easily comes to concern the one who leads rather than those who are led.

Ferhaps that was precisely why the text made so strange an impression 
upon me that evening. Tot because it told us something new, but beR
cause it expressed a truth which most men already Nnow, and which is 
nevertheless so dikcult to live by. jhe greatest truths are often not those 
that are hidden, but those that lie openly before us and which we choose, 
again and again, to overlooN.

It seems to me one of history’s small ironies, Watson, that so many 
people fought for ownership of a document whose message was precisely 
that man never owns anything but his responsibility.

Aftermath
What later became of the other actors in this a7air I can only partly relate.

Moreau chose to remain in Tew YorN. Ke had built up connections, 
artRdealing networNs, and opportunities there which it would have been 
foolish to abandon. I even believe that, for the Hrst time in several years, 
he looNed upon the future with optimism. Whether he achieved the 
success he hoped for, I do not Nnow with certainty, but no one deserved 
it more than he.

Eamille Ardent also remained in the city.
4he enCoyed considerable success upon the stage, and although I doubt 

that Tew YorN ever fully understood her, the city nevertheless seemed 
to enCoy her company. 4he possessed a rare gift. 4he could maNe people 
thinN without their realising it. Many artists attempt to instruct their 
audience. Eamille preferred to let them discover things for themselves.

I wished her every happiness.
Posenfeld escaped with a fright and with a copy of the document. I 

imagine that he continued his -uiet worN among booNs, manuscripts, 
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and old papers. If anyone deserved such an ending, it was he. Kis role 
had never been to own history, but to preserve it.

jhe qesslers proved worthy victors. jheir decision Hrst to exhibit the 
document and later to hand it over to the Ehurch seemed to me both 
sensible and generous. What further became of them, I do not Nnow. 
Feople of that Nind usually continue their passage through the world 
without leaving many traces of themselves, apart from the collections 
and institutions they build around them.

As for Tathaniel Ashcroft, it was never my intention to destroy him. 
I doubt, in any case, that it would have been possible. Men such as he 
seldom fall as the result of a single event, however dramatic it may appear 
to those who witness it. Kis empire still stood when I left Tew YorN. 
Kis buildings still towered above the streets of the city, his companies 
continued their worN, and his in3uence had scarcely diminished. jhe 
world around him seemed, in the main, unchanged.

And yet I do not believe that the evening in the warehouse was without 
signiHcance. Tot because it altered his position in society, but perhaps 
because, for a brief moment, it altered his position in his own mind. I 
doubt that Tathaniel Ashcroft changed as a man. Men of his type rarely 
do. jhey have become what they are precisely because they possess a reR
marNable ability to hold fast to their own story of the world. :ut I believe 
nevertheless that he remembered that evening. I believe he remembered 
the feeling of Hnding himself, for the Hrst time in a very long while, in a 
game in which he did not maNe the rules, and where the outcome could 
not be secured through preparation, in3uence, or strength. Ferhaps it 
was an unpleasant experience. Ferhaps it was merely an irritation. :ut I 
doubt that he wholly forgot it.

With regard to 4ebastian Moran, I must admit, Watson, that Tew 
YorN changed my view of him more than I had expected.

When I Hrst began this Courney, I regarded him -uite simply as a crimR
inal. jhat was not, in itself, an unreasonable assessment. Ke remained 
a murderer. Ke remained dangerous. Ke remained a man who could, 
without any great pangs of conscience, bring others to ruin if it served his 
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purpose. Tone of this changed during our passage through Faris, Pome, 
and Tew YorN.

:ut gradually it dawned upon me that these descriptions were not 
sukcient. jhey explained his actions, but not his driving force.

I had long believed that money was his true obCect. It was not. TatR
urally he valued it. Ke was far too realistic to pretend otherwise. :ut 
money was only one of the pieces upon the board. What truly occupied 
him was something far stranger.

It was the game itself. It was the hunt.
Tot necessarily the hunt for a man or a document, but the hunt for 

that moment when strong wills meet and test one another. Ke seemed to 
be driven by the tension that arises when the outcome is still unNnown, 
and when no one can Nnow in advance who will remain as victor.

jhe document had been important to him, but perhaps not as imR
portant as the people it attracted. Ferhaps that was why, in the end, he 
turned the auction into a performance and the buyers into participants 
in an experiment which only he himself fully understood.

As for myself, I left Tew YorN a few days later. jhe city had given me 
much to thinN about, but I felt no desire to remain. Tor did my Courney 
lead me immediately home to :aNer 4treet. jhere were other traces to 
follow and other matters which re-uired my attention.

:ut that story, my dear Watson, must wait for another time.

Your devoted,
4herlocN Kolmes

Watson's Closing Remarks
jhe Hre in the grate had burned low by the time I laid the Hnal letter 
aside.

Uor some minutes I remained seated without moving. 5utside, 1onR
don lay darN and silent beneath the night, while only the faint cracNle of 
the embers disturbed the stillness of the room. 6pon the desN before me 
lay the letters, now arranged and read through, as though, after so many 
years of silence, they had at last been permitted to tell their story.
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I had often missed Kolmes.
It was not something I was accustomed to admitting, either to others 

or to myself. 4o much of our lives had been spent in motionBin danger, 
in argument, in discovery, and in that peculiar restless clarity which 
always seemed to accompany himBthat the feeling of loss had long 
struggled to Hnd its proper form. Yet on that evening, as the Hre settled 
lower before me, I felt it more distinctly than I had in many years.

It was not merely the absence of the man himself that I felt, but the 
absence of the way in which the world changed when he looNed upon it.

jo most people, an event is simply an event. A theft. A letter. A CourR
ney. jhe face of a stranger glimpsed in a crowd. jo Kolmes, nothing was 
ever -uite so simple. Ke perceived connections where others saw only 
coincidence, and he found the human being behind an action even when 
the action itself seemed determined to conceal its author completely.

Yet it was not his brilliance that occupied my thoughts most strongly 
that evening.

It was his solitude.
jhese letters had carried him through Faris, Pome, across the ocean, 

and into the bustling streets of Tew YorNC and although he had encounR
tered both allies and adversaries along the way, I had more than once 
sensed that familiar note between the linesBa suggestion that he carried 
his burden alone because he Nnew no other way to bear it.

I wish I had been there.
Tot because I 3atter myself that I could have altered the course of 

events in any signiHcant way. Kolmes rarely re-uired my assistance in the 
practical sense in which other men re-uire help. Yet there is a companR
ionship which consists not in solving problems, and a friendship which 
demands no explanations. jhere are moments when it is enough that 
another person stands beside you and looNs down the same darN road 
ahead.

Ferhaps he Nnew that. Ferhaps that was why he wrote. Tot merely to 
recount events, but to allow me to accompany him, nonetheless.

I gathered the letters into a neat stacN and rested my hand upon them 
for a moment. jhe paper felt light and dry beneath my Hngers, yet to 
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me it seemed to carry the weight of the entire long Courney. Tot merely 
the pursuit of the document, nor the encounters with Moran, nor the 
strange a7air in Tew YorN, but something more personalBa trace of my 
friend preserved in his own hand.

At length I rose and crossed to the Hreplace. jhe 3ames had nearly 
surrendered, yet beneath the ashes the Hre still glowed.

I stood there for a moment, watching it.
jhen I placed another piece of wood upon the embers.





Epilogue

Dear Reader,
Thank you for accompanying Sherlock Holmes on this journey.
When I brst wegan xriting The Secret Letters, I set out to e:plore one 

of the most fascinating gaps in the Holmes canonF the years folloxing 
his presumed death at the Reichenwach valls. It is a period awout xhich 
Watson knex Aery little and during xhich Holmes moAed through a 
xorld of shadoxs, secrecy, and hidden dangers.

Ecross these four noAels, xe haAe folloxed him from -urope to Emer—
ica, through conspiracies, forgotten histories, secret societies, lost docu—
ments, and dangerous adAersaries. We haAe met old friends, une:pected 
allies, and formidawle enemies. We haAe also seen a diBerent side of 
Holmes Y not the consulting detectiAe of Laker Street, wut a solitary 
traAeler moAing through a xorld xhere he could trust Aery fex people 
and xhere his oxn surAiAal often depended upon remaining unseen.

'et one of the most intriguing aspects of this period is that, eAen nox, 
much of it remains unxritten.

When these eAents come to an end, seAeral years still remain wefore 
Holmes bnally returns to ?ondon and steps once more into WatsonPs 
life. What happened during those yearsq Which inAestigations occupied 
himq What dangers did he encounterq Which allies did he gain, and 
xhich enemies continued to pursue himq

Nerhaps those Uuestions xill someday lead to further stories.
vor nox, hoxeAer, The Secret Letters has reached its conclusion.
If you haAe enjoyed these adAentures, you may also xish to e:plore my 

other Sherlock Holmes stories. In The Animal Cases, Holmes and Wat—
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son are reunited in a series of more traditional inAestigations from their 
later years together. These mysteries are often Uuieter in tone, inAolAing 
curious animals, unusual clues, and the human stories hidden wehind 
them, xhile remaining brmly rooted in the xorld of classic Sherlock 
Holmes.

WhateAer your ne:t destination may we, I am grateful that you chose 
to spend some time in mine.

Thank you for reading.

Warm regards,
Alistair Croft


