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Foreword
By Alistair Croft

The period which followed the events at Reichenbach in 1891 has, over 
the years, given rise to no small amount of speculation. Sherlock Holmes's 
absence from the known records during those years has prompted many 
to attempt to qll the void left by his disappearance.

Those attempts have taken many diIerent forms. Some have sought 
to reconstruct a plausible seDuence of events, while others have allowed 
themselves a freer interpretation of the few traces that remain.

The material presented here makes no claim to bring those eIorts to an 
end. Wt does, however, appear in a form that distinguishes it from most 
previous accounts. As the following pages will reveal, it consists of a series 
of letters, dated and arranged so that the events may be followed in their 
proper order. They bear every indication of having been written without 
any thought of future publication, and it is precisely this Duality that lends 
them an authenticity which would be dixcult to imitate.

The origin of the material is, in its essentials, not uncertain. The letters 
were entrusted to -r. +atson under e,ceptional circumstances, accom-
panied by instructions that permitted their reading only at a later date. 
The form in which they are now presented is, however, the result of -r. 
+atson's subseDuent arrangement of the correspondence, accompanied by 
his own personal observations.
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Introduction
By Dr. John H. Watson

It is one of those evenings when London itself seems to breathe more slow-
ly than usual. The rain does not fall in showers, but as a constant, delicate 
veil. The glow of the street lamps is broken by the mist and dissolves into 
muted halos, which qnd their way only with di;culty through the narrow 
window of my study.

The room is not large, yet over the years it has acUuired that peculiar 
character which can be produced only by the Uuiet tyranny of habit. 
The bookshelves bear the marks of freUuent useA here and there a volume 
leans slightly, like elderly gentlemen engaged in conversation. 'pon my 
desk stands the green-shaded lamp, whose concentrated light falls upon 
papers and instruments, while the remainder of the room rests in a gentle 
half-shadow. The qre in the grate has burned down to glowing embers, 
from which there comes, at intervals, a soft crackling.

I sit alone, yet it is not the sort of solitude that weighs upon a man, 
but rather one that has long since found its proper place. Odvancing age 
does not necessarily bring resignationA it brings instead a certain order to 
one2s memories. Ene learns to regard events as chapters of the same volume 
rather than as disconnected episodes. Ond there are evenings such as this, 
when time itself seems to enter the room and Uuietly make its presence 
known.
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THV RHODEW ENVY THV RVIFV

The world has changed. O war, the scale and savagery of which surpassed 
every previous conception, has swept across Vurope like an unrelenting 
storm. xoung men whom I watched step into adulthood with hope and 
eagerness now lie in churchyards in Mlanders and along the Romme. Fames 
that once formed part of my daily life now e—ist only in o;cial lists and 
within the more private archives of memory. Vven the sound of the city 
has alteredA there rests upon it a note of caution, as though London has 
not yet fully accustomed itself to the silence that followed the war.

I, too, have grown olderA there can be no denying it. zy movements 
are no longer as swift as they were in those years when I followed clues 
without hesitation through dark alleys or across distant continents. zy 
hands, which now rest upon the edge of the desk, bear the discreet marks 
left by time2s patient labour. xet my mind remains capable of gathering, 
arranging, and committing events to paper.

It is in that capacity that I most often qnd my role. Os the chronicler. I 
have been witness to events which, in their own day, appeared e—traordi-
nary, but which have since found their place within a far greater narrative. 
zy task has never been to dominate the story, but to preserve and convey 
itjto give it form without imposing upon it an interpretation of my own. 
I have learned, sometimes through e—periences I would gladly have been 
spared, that the truth does not always reveal itself in its entirety at the 
moment when it qrst comes into view.

There is much that I have learned to accept. That people disappear. That 
cases which once seemed of the utmost urgency are eventually reduced 
to footnotes. That even the keenest intellect must in time yield to the 
inevitable passage of the years. xet there remain certain things that have 
never been opened.

zy ga3e passes over the obCects arranged before me. There are letters, 
Cournals, and notebooksjall remnants of a lifetime2s work. zy hand 
comes to rest for a moment above a small bo— standing discreetly to one 
side, as though it has deliberately withdrawn itself from my daily attention. 
Mor many years I have allowed it to remain untouched. Fot out of fear. 
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OLIRTOIY 4YEMT

That emotion I learned long ago to keep qrmly in its proper place. Yather 
from a certain reluctance, understandable only to one who knows that a 
single breach of silence may set an entire chain of events into motion once 
morejnot in the world itself, but within the mind.

It occurs to me suddenly that time can no longer be invoked as an e—cuse.
The clock upon the mantel strikes the hour with a muted yet resolute 

tone. I settle myself more comfortably, draw the lamp a little closer, and 
allow my qngers to rest upon the lid of the bo—. The wood is smooth from 
years of handling, yet the dust gathered along its edges bears witness to how 
long it has remained unopened.

Eutside, the rain continues its patient labour. Within the room there is 
only silencejand the realisation that the world, despite all its changes, still 
contains events that have not yet found their proper place in the written 
word.

I draw the bo— fully into the circle of the lamp2s light and allow it to rest 
before me for a moment, as though it still reUuires some formal permission. 
The wood is dark and without ornamentA the lock simple, yet sturdy. I 
placed it there myself one evening many years ago, qrmly resolved that its 
contents should remain undisturbed until the proper time had come.

I raise the lid. There is nothing theatrical in the sight that greets me, 
yet I feel a faint tightening in my chest. Inside lies a bundle of envelopes, 
carefully tied together with a narrow cord. They are all of the same UualityP 
heavy, yellowed paper, somewhat thicker than that ordinarily used. Vach 
is sealed with a familiar markja discreet yet unmistakable impression 
pressed qrmly into the dark wa— by a steady hand.

I loosen the cord and set it aside. The envelopes are numberedjnot 
boldly upon the front, but in a smaller, precise hand placed in the upper 
right-hand corner. The numbers follow one another without interruption. 
Vven here there is a suggestion of orderjnot merely in the contents, but 
in the intention behind them.

I take the uppermost envelope and slowly turn it over. The date has been 
entered with the precision I know so well. Beneath itjthe name of the city, 
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THV RHODEW ENVY THV RVIFV

Paris. I lay it gently aside and take up the ne—t. Ence again a date. Ence 
again Paris.

On almost imperceptible nod passes through me, as though I am only 
now beginning to appreciate what, at the time, I merely observed in pass-
ing. Faturally I received the lettersA I was fully aware of their e—istence. xet 
I never paused to consider the testimony of their outward appearance.

I continue. Ofter the qrst letters, the name of the city changes, Rome. 
The ink is the same, the handwriting unchanged, but the surround-
ingsjhinted at only by a single wordjhave shifted. The dates follow one 
another with a regularity that speaks of movementA not haste, but steady 
progress. O Courney continued with the same determination with which it 
had begun.

I arrange the letters before me so that their headings form a line across the 
desk. Paris. Rome. O pause. Thenjand here I hesitate for a momentja 
name which, in its own way, marks the beginning of another continent, 
New York.

I hold the envelope a little longer in my hand, not to open it, but simply 
to weigh it. The paper is slightly more worn at the edges, as though it 
has endured a longer passage. The postal markings, faint yet distinct, bear 
witness to a voyage across the ocean. There are traces of customs inspec-
tionjsmall marks which, at the time, I scarcely noticed.

It becomes clear to me that the Courney which began in 6aris carried him 
far beyond anything I had imagined. There is nothing dramatic in the real-
isation. Fo sudden revelation. Fo discovery of hidden dangers. zerely the 
Uuiet recognition that what I had assumed to be a temporary movement 
developed into something far greater. The names of continents now lie 
before me like milestones, and I understand that each letter contains not 
merely an event, but another step in a larger design which I have not yet 
fully perceived.

I gather the envelopes together once more, though this time I leave them 
untied. Eutside, a hansom cab passes through the rain, its wheels sending a 
subdued murmur into the night. Within the room there is only the steady 
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OLIRTOIY 4YEMT

glow of the lamp and the Uuiet row of letters, which seem to await my 
decision. I know that once the qrst seal is broken, the seUuence will become 
inevitable.

I take up the uppermost envelope again. This one is di8erent. The seal 
has already been broken, and the edge bears unmistakable signs that it was 
opened long ago. The paper has softened slightly along the fold, as though 
it has been unfolded and then carefully closed again.

I recognise my own handwriting immediately upon the inside of the 9ap. 
Ot the time, I noted the date on which it had been received. I withdraw 
the sheet and allow it to rest beneath the lamp. The ink has faded, yet it 
remains perfectly legible. The handwriting is the same precise, economical 
script that never wasted a stroke of the pen. The letter is brief.

October 12, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
Should this reach you, you will know that I remain beyond the borders of 
England. In the coming months you will receive further dispatches from me. 
I urge you most earnestly—and without reservation—not to open any of them 
until you receive my explicit permission to do so in my own hand.

Yours faithfully,
S. H.

Fothing more. Fo further e—planation. Fo account of the circumstances 
in which he found himself, nor the slightest hint of the situation that 
surrounded him.

I remember well the day on which the letter reached me. It was the year 
following the events at the Malls. By then I had reconciled myselfjas far 
as any man truly canjto the belief that I had lost him. The struggle at 
Yeichenbach had left a deeper mark upon me than I was, at that time, 
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THV RHODEW ENVY THV RVIFV

capable of e—pressing. I had stood upon the edge of the roaring waters, 
studying the signs that pointed unmistakably to a desperate con9ict, and I 
had reached the conclusion that any rational observer must have reachedP 
I had lost a friend.

The arrival of this qrst letter was therefore not merely a surprise, but a 
relief so profound that for several moments I found myself incapable of 
reading any further. The hand that had guided the pen belonged to a living 
man. That thought alone was enough.

I did not see him again until ?0C5. Eur reunionjas I have described 
elsewherejremains one of the most e—traordinary moments of my life. To 
see him walk once more into my room at Baker Rtreet, as calm as though 
nothing whatsoever had occurred, and to hear him e—plain the necessity 
of his withdrawal from the world, was an e—perience that both demanded 
and strengthened my loyalty.

But this letterjthis very qrst onejarrived before that reunion. It came 
at a time when I still believed that his story at the Malls had ended forever. 
It came without e—planation, without any promise that we should meet 
again, without even the faintest suggestion of a future reunion. There was 
only an instruction.

That I obeyed it without asking Uuestions will scarcely surprise anyone 
acUuainted with the nature of my relationship with him. It was not blind 
submissionA it was a trust that had been tested over many years. If he 
found it necessary to impose silence upon me, then there must have e—isted 
reasons which I was not yet in a position to comprehend.

The letter contained no indication of how long that silence would be 
reUuired. Fevertheless, more letters followed. Ot qrst they arrived at in-
tervals, and later with greater regularity. Vach bore the same hand. Vach 
remained subCect to the same uncompromising instructionP that I was not 
to break the seal.

I shall not deny that I found the task a di;cult one. I was a physicianA 
I had been trained to e—amine, to analyse, and to dispel uncertainty. To 
leave a succession of sealed documents lying untouched upon my desk 
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OLIRTOIY 4YEMT

demanded a discipline that did not come naturally to me. xet I had watched 
Holmes at work in circumstances where a single premature action might 
have placed everything in Ceopardy. If he believed that my ignorance was 
necessary, then I was bound to accept it.

Fow, many years later, they lie gathered before me. What was then 
uncertainty has become history. The instruction which I obeyed out of 
loyalty now rests openly in my handsja testimony to the fact that silence 
itself may form part of a greater design.

I return the sheet to its envelope and allow it to rest once more upon the 
top of the pile.

It would be wrong to claim that I am only this evening becoming aware 
of the signiqcance of what lies before me. En the contrary, I have for 
many years been fully conscious of the letters2 e—istence. They have not 
been hidden away in some forgotten drawer, but kept where I might have 
reached them at any moment with the greatest ease. Ond yet they have 
remained unopened.

I have often asked myself why. It was not fear of the truth. I have faced 
enough harsh realities in the course of my life to know that truth seldom 
shows mercy. Fo. It was something else. O certain reluctance, which can 
be understood only by one who knows that a single breach of silence may 
make it forever impossible to return to it.

zore than once I have taken the bo— from its place, only to return 
it again unopened. O particularly demanding period in my practice. On 
elderly patient reUuiring my full attention. On article that had to be com-
pleted. Oll were perfectly valid reasons, and yet I know now that none of 
them was the true e—planation. I was avoiding the moment itself. Mor what 
happens once the qrst seal is brokenE

The letters cease to be possibilities and become events. They establish 
a seUuence which memory itself can no longer reinterpret. They lead me 
back to a time which, despite all the respect I bear it, I do not readily wish 
to enter again.
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THV RHODEW ENVY THV RVIFV

zemory is a pliable thing. It permits us to preserve what is essential while 
allowing the more painful elements to recede into the background. The 
written word, however, is ine—orable. It preserves tones of voice, decisions, 
and silences that cannot be rearranged. I know that once I read the letters in 
the order in which they have been numbered, the past will assume a form 
that is no longer open to discussion. There will be no room for those gentle 
adCustments that time so kindly o8ers.

It is not merely his words that I have avoided. It is my own place within 
them. Os a chronicler, I have at times permitted myself to arrange events in 
such a manner that the reader might more readily follow their inner logic. I 
have omitted, abbreviated, or reshaped certain details whenever it appeared 
necessaryjnot to distort the truth, but to clarify it.

Here no such liberty e—ists.
He numbered the letters. He determined their order. Ond he imposed 

silence upon me until the proper time had come. To open them now is not 
merely to read them. It is to accept that I can no longer choose when the 
past shall speak.

The rain outside has eased somewhat. The qre in the grate has almost 
burned itself out, and the room lies in a deeper darkness than before. I 
stretch out my hand and allow my qngertips to pass slowly over the edges 
of the envelopes, one after another. They have waited a long time. 6erhaps 
too long.

I draw a slow breath, as I have done before many a di;cult operation, 
and know that there no longer remains any valid e—cuse. The moment 
which I have avoided for so many years has not diminished through post-
ponement. It has merely become inevitable.

I fold my hands upon the desk and look once more at the row of en-
velopes before me. It is clear to me that what now lies ahead is not merely 
an act of reading, but the fulqlment of an obligation.

I take up the ne—t envelope. It remains intact. In the upper left-hand 
corner the date has been entered in a neat handP October 12, 1891. 
Beneath it, in the same qrm script, appears the name of the cityP Paris.
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OLIRTOIY 4YEMT

The postmark, faint yet perfectly legible, conqrms its place of origin. 
The oval Mrench cancellation lies across the stamp, and although the pass-
ing years have caused the ink to fade somewhat, I can still distinguish every 
letter with ease. I observe these details with Uuiet attention. Enly now, 
beneath the light of the lamp, does it seem to me that I am truly e—amining 
these outward signs for the qrst time.

I slip the letter knife beneath the 9ap. The paper o8ers the slightest 
resistance as the wa— seal yields with a muted, brittle sound in the silence. 
I open it slowly, almost ceremoniously, as though the act itself demands a 
certain dignity.

The sheet slides out in a single piece. The handwriting greets me at once, 
unmistakable in every respect. The same qrm inclination of the script. The 
same disciplined lines, in which not a single stroke of the pen is wasted. The 
letters stand clear and orderly, precisely as I have known them through so 
many years.

I straighten the page beneath the lamp and allow my eyes to fall upon 
the opening words. The voice that emerges from the paper is his. 4lear. 
6recise. Without unnecessary introduction.

Eutside, the rain continues its Uuiet descent upon London.
Within my study, however, it is another city that now begins to take 

shape. I begin to read.
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Letter II
The Meeting with Moreau

October 12, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
The crossing from Dover passed without incident of any remarkable char-
acter, which is in itself a rarity when one considers the amount of disorder 
that may arise in a conxned space containing si. strangers and a limited 
allowance of luggage roomR

My compartment contained a commercial traveller from Pouen, an 
elderly lady with three hatbo.es, a young man who wished to appear an 
artist, and a civil servant whose boots revealed that he was only occasionally 
in Laris, whatever his remarks may have suggestedR The xrst spoke too 
loudly and too oftenR The second was in constant conCict with the luggage 
rackR The third had paint upon his xngers, but no wear upon his clothesR 
The fourth carried a Nyon newspaper printed that very morning, yet held 
a ticket issued in UalaisR The train stopped twice outside the timetableR 
Gone of the other passengers seemed to xnd any reason for surpriseR

1pon my arrival at the Aare du Gord, the crowd was considerable, 
though not restlessR Uarriages and tramcars moved forward in a rhythm 
which, to a stranger, might have seemed disorderly, but which appeared to 
rest upon some tacit understanding between drivers and pedestriansR Men 
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SNOFTSOP UPzjT

in dark coats stood in small circles and spoke with their handsR S news-
paper boy shouted the news with greater qeal than its contents éustixedR O 
recognised Laris, and the characteristic movement of the cityR

O paused for a moment upon the pavementR S gendarme leaned against 
a lamppost and watched the stream of people without visible interestR 
S cabman oEered transport in a voice one degree louder than necessity 
re:uiredR S woman crossed the street without looking back, and yet the 
tra—c stoppedR The city did not move forwardR Ot shiftedR

O followed the broad pavement of the boulevard, where the cafQ chairs 
already stood facing the street like a permanent audienceR ;verywhere there 
was that same mi.ture of conversation and observation which marks the 
cityB one speaks, and one watchesR

O stopped brieCy before a shop window displaying watches and small 
mechanical instrumentsçnot for the sake of the goods, but for what the 
glass oEered meR On its slightly distorted reCection, the Cow of people 
behind me appeared reduced, and therefore more truthfulR

S dark hatR Got remarkable in itselfR ’uite the contraryR The felt was of 
the kind one sees everywhere in LarisH neither new nor neglectedR Ot was 
worn at a slight angle which seemed accidentalR O walked onR St the ne.t 
crossing O stopped to let a cab passR The same hat appeared in the crowd, 
now apparently occupied with studying a poster for a playR Ots wearer lit a 
cigarette with careful composureR The Came was properly shielded from 
the windR The cigarette was raised to the mouthR 2ut no smoke followedR

O turned without haste into a narrower side street, where the tra—c was 
lighter and the shop windows lay closer togetherR O allowed my pace to 
slacken a little, as though O were studying the faVades of the buildingsR 
On a barber3s mirror O again saw the dark silhouetteR This time the hat 
had been removedR The man stood half-turned away, as though e.amining 
something in his pocketR The cigarçor whatever it may have beençhad 
gone outR 4e lit it againR Go smokeR

O continued, now with a deliberate randomness in my choicesR O crossed 
the street without looking back, paused at a newspaper placard, and stud-

I“

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



T4; F4SDzW z”;P T4; F;OG;

ied a bookseller3s display with an interest that was not assumed, though 
neither was it necessaryR

When O reached my hotelça modest but proper establishment near the 
FeineçO noticed once more the same dark hatR Ot was now upon the head 
of a man who seemed to be studying the faVade of the building with the 
mildly confused gaqe of a touristR The cigarette was lit for the third timeR O 
passed him without allowing my eyes to rest upon himR

O made the following noteB
“Certain repetitions within my field of vision do not appear accidental. A hat 
may be a hat. A cigarette may be a cigarette. But when the same hand lights 
it without smoking, and when the same silhouette takes up different positions 
at a consistent distance, chance ceases to be probable.”

O entered the hotel vestibule, where the light was subdued and where the 
receptionist moved his pen with the methodical care found only in houses 
that value discretionR O wrote my name in the registerB 4arald FigurdsonR 
The ink lay dark and clear upon the paperR When, a moment later, O let the 
door close behind me and ascended the stairs, the street was once again full 
of movementR The dark hat remained in place for a moment before slowly 
turning awayR

O left the hotel after doing no more than setting down my luggage and 
changing my glovesR The evening was still young, and Laris had assumed 
that particular tone in which conversations grow a little softer without the 
city becoming :uietR The glow of the gas lamps rested like dull crowns 
above the pavements, and the interiors of the cafQs were lit with a warm, 
almost golden radianceR

The cafQ at the corner suited me admirably, not because it was the most 
esteemed, but because it oEered a suitable balance between movement and 
visibilityR The door opened inward, and O entered without hasteR

The room was rectangular, with tables along the walls and a broad pas-
sage through the middleR S long mirror covered the rear wall and doubled 
the room in a slightly distorted reCectionR The bar lay to the leftH behind it 
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stood a man in a white apron whose movements were :uick, though never 
hurriedR

O paused for a moment, as though absorbed by the menu posted near 
the entranceR Go rear door was visibleR The kitchen seemed to be reached 
through a single swinging door beside the barR The windows faced the 
street and were broad enough to permit observation, but not so low that 
a hurried passage would go unnoticedR O chose a table against the wall, a 
little to the right of the entranceR jrom there O had a clear view of the door 
and most of the room, while the mirror upon the rear wall enabled me to 
register movement behind me without turning my headR The light from 
the lamp above the table fell at an angle, so that my own face lay partly in 
shadowR O took my seat with my back to the wallR O placed my gloves to the 
left of the plateR O set my stick where it could be reached without moving 
the chairR O laid my hat upon the edge of the table, not :uite parallel with 
its surfaceR

The waiter approached, and O gave my order in a voice that neither 
sought attention nor avoided itR O chose a simple dish and a glass of wine, 
which O allowed to be xlled only halfwayR

When the waiter had gone, O let my eyes move across the roomR S group 
of students sat near the window and spoke with greater enthusiasm than 
was necessaryR Sn elderly gentleman read a newspaper at a table in the 
centre, though his eyes left the te.t more often than his hand turned the 
pageR St the bar stood a man with his back to me, apparently occupied with 
his glassR O did not turn my headR The mirror upon the rear wall oEered all 
that was re:uiredR

The door opened, and for a brief moment the cold evening air slipped 
into the roomR O did not raise my eyes at onceR O waitedR The door closed 
with a muted pressureR The man who had entered did not pause in the 
doorway, as many do when seeking to orient themselvesR 4e took two steps 
into the room, allowed the door to fall into place behind him, and only 
then stopped, as though his pause had been decided in advanceR 4e wore 
a dark coat of good :uality, cut with jrench precisionR The beret, which 
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he had not yet removed, sat correctly and without pretensionR There was 
nothing in his dress that sought to attract attention, and for precisely that 
reason it did notR 4is gaqe moved over the room with a calm that was not 
curious, but appraisingR

O saw him in the mirror before O saw him directlyR 4e slowly removed his 
hat and passed a hand through his hair, not as a vain gesture, but as a brief 
interruption in the movementR 4e handed the hat to the waiter without 
looking at him, and then crossed toward the centre of the room as though 
considering his possibilitiesR 4e did not choose the nearest tableR Gor did 
he choose the most secludedR 4e chose a place from which he could see the 
entrance and, at the same time, observe the room at an obli:ue angleR znly 
then did his gaqe fall to the rightçtoward the wallR Toward meR

There was no surprise in his faceR Go hint of recognitionR znly a slight, 
almost imperceptible adéustment in the direction of his stepsR 4e ap-
proached without hasteR When he stopped beside my table, he did not 
speak at onceR

znly then did O raise my eyesR jor a brief moment our gaqes metR On the 
stranger3s eyes there was a xrmness that was not challenging, but neither 
was it submissiveR 4e was a man accustomed to speaking with men who 
considered themselves superiorçand to remaining unimpressed by themR

The man sat down without being invitedR 4e positioned his chair with a 
precision corresponding to my ownR 4is back was not entirely to the room, 
but neither was it wholly to the wallR 4is hands rested loosely upon the 
table, his thumbs lightly touchingR

The waiter approached again, and the man ordered without looking at 
the menuR When we were once more alone, a moment of silence settled 
between usR Ot was not the awkward silence of strangers, but the measuring 
silence of two men who both know that the xrst sentence may prove 
decisiveR

O spoke xrstR
?O hope you will forgive my delayR6
The stranger3s gaqe moved for an instant toward the mirror behind meR
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?O have not waited long,6 he saidR ?Snd you have not been aloneR6
My hand moved slightly toward the glassR
?Laris is an attentive cityR6
?7es,6 replied the strangerR ?Snd it seldom forgets a new faceR6
zur eyes met againR Geither of us smiledR
The conversation remained upon the surfaceçthe weather, the mood of 

the city, the di—culty of xnding decent wine without paying for the nameR 
Geither of us attempted to approach the real matterR

Sfter a :uarter of an hour, the stranger roseR
?Laris rewards the man who moves,6 he saidR ?Ot punishes the man who 

remains seatedR6
O inclined my head slightly, though O remained at the table a moment 

longer while he left the room without looking backR znly when the door 
had closed did O place a few coins upon the table and follow himR

The boulevard had grown darkerR The lights from the shops threw long 
reCections upon the wet pavementR

The man stopped before the window of a booksellerR O reduced the 
distance between us by two paces and stopped beside him, without giving 
the impression that O had followed him deliberatelyR

;ngravings lay displayed behind the glassR Nandscapes, city scenes, a 
few religious subéectsR O allowed my gaqe to rest upon a landscape from 
SuvergneR

?The paper is newer than the print,6 O said :uietlyR
The other man did not react at onceR
?O beg your pardon, monsieur86
?The paper,6 O repeatedR ?Ot belongs to this centuryR The copper plate is 

olderR S discrepancy of at least si.ty yearsR6
The stranger turned his head slowlyR 4is eyes searched my faceçnot to 

recogniqe, but to éudgeR
?7ou appear to have an unusual interest in detailsR6
?Details are less dangerous than people,6 O answered calmlyR
There was a pauseR
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?7ou are not an art dealerR6
?GoR6
?Lolice86
?Gor thatR6
S faint, almost involuntary smile appearedR
?Then what are you, monsieur86
O allowed my gaqe to pass over his handsR The discolouration near the 

nailR The xne, almost invisible groove in the skinR
?S traveller,6 O saidR ?With a certain interest in chemistryR6
?Snd what does chemistry tell you about me86
O hesitated deliberatelyR
?Ot tells me,6 O said :uietly, ?that this morning you were working upon a 

canvas which did not wish to be as old as it was being compelled to appearR6
The man3s hand tightened upon his stickR
?7ou speak in riddlesR6
?Fo do youR 2ut your riddles smell faintly of nitric acidR6
S long moment passedR The man did not look angryR Pather, he seemed 

interestedR
?0ean-Nuc Moreau,6 he saidR
?4arald Figurdson,6 O repliedR
Moreau repeated the name, placing a slight emphasis upon the xrst 

syllableR
?Fcandinavian86
O noddedR The answer brought a sharp lookçbut no further :uestionR 

We began to walk side by side, and something between us had plainly 
already changedR

?7ou understand,6 Moreau said after a few steps, ?Laris is the Mecca of 
forgeriesR6

O noddedR
?Most of it is smallR Fome of it is largerR6
?Ot is always soR6
Moreau stopped abruptlyR
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?This is very largeR6
O looked at him :uestioninglyR
?The pigment is rareR Ot comes from a workshop that does not supply 

bohemiansR6
Moreau3s face tightened slightlyR
On the reCection of a shop window O saw a dark hat pause a moment too 

long at a cornerR
?Of O am wrong,6 Moreau continued calmly, ?you have nothing to fearR6
?Snd if you are right86
?Then we both haveR6
?Uome,6 said MoreauR ?There is a place where we may speak without 

mirrorsR6
O followed himçafter xrst noting that the dark hat had once again 

changed positionR
We walked for some time in silence, until Moreau turned into a narrower 

street where the light from the boulevard3s gas lamps gave way to more 
scattered sources of illuminationR There stood a small wine shop with a 
rear room whose windows were frosted and whose doorbell gave only a 
muted sound as we enteredR The room was modest, but cleanR S single 
table stood near the wall, and an oil lamp cast a concentrated glow upon 
the surface of the woodR The proprietor nodded brieCy to Moreau without 
asking :uestions and withdrew behind the counterR

We sat opposite one anotherR There was no formal preambleR Moreau 
placed his hat upon the table, turned it a :uarter of the way around, and 
spoke in a low voiceR

?Ot began with a single canvasR6
O listenedR
?S landscape, attributed to a pupil of UorotR Got a masterpiece, but 

su—cient to xnd its way into a private collectionR6 4e let his xngers rest 
against the edge of the tableR ?The paper in the provenance document was 
correctR The signature convincingR The varnish had the proper patinaR6

?Snd yet,6 O said :uietlyR
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?Snd yet,6 Moreau repeatedR ?There was an inconsistencyR6
4e drew out a small notebook, opened it, and pushed it toward meR Got 

picturesçonly brief technical notesR
?The pigment in the sky,6 said MoreauR ?Ot contained traces of a binding 

agent that did not come into common use until several decades laterR6
O let my eyes move over the notes without touching themR
?Sn error by a less e.perienced hand86
Moreau shook his head slightlyR
?GoR S deliberate adéustmentR The forger understood aging techni:uesR 

4e understood acid treatment, smoke, mechanical wearR 4e knew how to 
induce cracking in varnishR6 4e looked upR ?2ut he chose a pigment which 
did not yet e.ist at the time from which the canvas claims to originateR6

?zverconxdence,6 O saidR
?zr access,6 Moreau repliedR
My gaqe sharpened a littleR
?Sccess86
?To materials that are not freely soldR To workshops that restore older 

worksR To laboratoriesR6
There was a brief pauseR
?zne canvas may be an error,6 Moreau continuedR ?Two may be a 

patternR O have now seen fourR6
?2y the same hand86
?zf the same type,6 said MoreauR
O allowed the silence to e.tend for a momentR
?Sm O to understand that this is not merely a matter of minor forgeries86
?7esR6 Moreau leaned forward a littleR ?Montmartre is full of men who 

paint copies for tourists and collectors of limited éudgmentR That is crafts-
manshipR Lroxtable, but limitedR6

?Snd this86
?This is an operationR6
The word hung between usR
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?The canvases move through recogniqed channels,6 Moreau continuedR 
?They are accompanied by documents that would survive a superxcial 
e.aminationR They do not end in back roomsR They end in private collec-
tions, in smaller museumsçin circles where scandal is not desiredR6

My xngers rested :uietly upon the tabletopR
?Snd you believe the trail leads out of Laris86
?Fome of it doesR6
?To Otaly86
Moreau looked at me without noddingR
?There are workshops in Pome,6 he continued slowly, ?where pigments 

and varnishes are handled of a :uality not commonly availableR z—cially, 
they are engaged in restorationR That is where it beganR Gow some of the 
work is being done hereH only one place can be considered, and there, O 
suspect, our trail beginsR6

My gaqe moved for a moment toward the doorR
?7ou have tried to follow the money86
?O have tried,6 said MoreauR ?Snd O have received discreet warningsR6
?jrom whom86
Moreau hesitatedR
?That is precisely the matter,6 he saidR ?Warnings without a senderR6
O studied him closelyR
?7ou have chosen to involve a foreign GorwegianR6
?S foreigner,6 said Moreau, ?can ask :uestions which O cannotR6
?2ecause you are known86
?2ecause O am recorded,6 Moreau correctedR
There was a faint movement at the corner of my mouthçnot a smile, 

but an acknowledgmentR
?7ou mean,6 O said calmly, ?that there is a system behind itR6
?O mean,6 Moreau replied, ?that this is not the overconxdence of an 

artist, but institutional protectionR6
O said nothingR
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The lamp Came stirred slightly as the door to the front room was opened 
and closed againR S voice sounded brieCy and low, after which the silence 
returnedR

?7ou have been followed since you arrived,6 said Moreau suddenlyR
O did not raise my eyesR
?O have observed itR6
?S dark hat86
?7esR6
Moreau placed both hands Cat upon the tableR
?Then  you  understand  that  this  is  already  larger  than  you  were 

promisedR6
O met his gaqeR
?O was promised nothingR6
Sgain there was silenceR
?Will you continue86 asked MoreauR
O did not answer at onceR O let my xngers pass over the surface of the table, 

as though feeling the grain of the woodR
?Tell me,6 O said at last, ?who xrst brought you into contact with the xrst 

canvasR6
Moreau looked at me now without reserveR
?S collector,6 he saidR ?Got éust anyoneR6
O nodded slowlyR
zutside, there came the distant echo of horses3 hooves upon the paving 

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

point at which it must either alter its course or ceaseR
?The xrst canvas appeared in March of IJJY,6 he said in a tone that 

seemed casualR ?S modest pieceR Onsignixcant in itselfR6
My gaqe still rested upon the surface of the tableR
?March,6 O repeated calmlyR ?Ot was a cold month that yearR6
?7ou remember it86
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?O remember,6 O said, ?that transport across the Slps was di—cult that 
spring, particularly for goods that do not tolerate dampR6

Moreau looked at meR
?That canvas was not transported across the SlpsR6
?Gaturally not,6 O replied without changing my toneR ?Got in MarchR6
S silence followed, and it was not emptyR
Moreau3s eyes remained upon my face a moment longer than courtesy 

re:uiredR There was nothing triumphant in his e.pression, but rather a 
measured interestR

?O must have confused the date,6 he said lightlyR
?Ot happens,6 O repliedR
Geither of us corrected itR
The lamp Came moved faintly, and in that brief Cicker the room seemed 

to draw a little closer around usR
Moreau closed the notebook without looking downR
?7ou notice small displacements,6 he saidR
O gave a slight shrugR
?zne should not place too much trust in dates,6 O saidR ?They are often 

the only things that can be changed with certaintyR6
Moreau nodded slowlyR
?Fo we are agreed,6 he said, ?that March was not the monthR6
O looked at him for the xrst time since the remarkR
?We are agreed that you wished to know whether O was attentiveR6
Sn almost imperceptible smile appeared upon Moreau3s faceR
?7ou wereR6
?O always am,6 O repliedR
The silent acknowledgment that arose between us was not a declaration 

of trust, but an alignmentR We both now knew that the other did not speak 
without purposeçand did not listen without registeringR

Moreau roseR
?Ot is late,6 he saidR ?Snd Laris is less discreet after midnightR6
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We stepped out into the cool nightR The street was :uieter than before, 
though not emptyR S carriage passed slowly, and the light from its lanterns 
slid across the cobblestones in short, moving patchesR S window opposite 
stood half openH voices sounded faintly from above and then disappeared 
againR

Moreau did not stop, but slackened his pace a littleR On the reCection 
upon a dark pane of glassça shop long since closedça familiar silhouette 
appearedR

The dark hatR
Moreau noticed it without turning his headR
?Laris,6 he said :uietly, almost as a casual observation, ?is a city with 

many eyesR6
O followed his gaqe in the reCectionR The man stood motionless at the 

cornerR 4e did nothing, spoke to no one, and seemed to be waiting for no 
oneR 4e was merely part of the structure of the night, like a lamppost or a 
closed doorR

?;yes,6 O answered calmly, ?have the disadvantage that they may also be 
seenR6

Moreau oEered no further commentR We parted without any formal 
agreementR S brief nodR Go handshakeR

O walked in the direction of the hotel, my steps neither :uicker nor 
slower than beforeR When O once more passed a shop window, O registered 
that the man had altered his positionçnot nearer, not farther awayR The 
distance had been preserved, and there was no immediate danger in itR
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Letter III
Observations by the Seine

The rain has eased.
I lay the mrst letter aside and refain seated wor a fofent uithogt 

fovinp. It seefs gnreasonable to cro,eed at on,eq as thogph its ,ontents 
rekgired no briew ,onsideration. I rise and cla,e a weu sfaller cie,es ow 
uood gcon the mre. The Uafes slouly taHe hold and ,ast a neuq uarfer 
plou a,ross the canels ow the roof.

Fcon the desH stands a cot uhi,h I have creviogsly lewt gntog,hed. 
I cogr ,oxee into the ,gc uithogt haste and observe that fy hand is 
cerwe,tly steady. It is ferely a sober observation.

I fgst adfit that the letter leaves fe uith fore kgestions than ansuers. 
It seefs ,lear to fe that Molfes had already fade arranpefents uith 
this Pren,h eBcert in artq Wonsiegr Woreag. Their feetinp bears every 
sipn ow havinp been clanned lonp bewore Molfes arrived in zarisq and their 
,onversation shous that both ow thef already Hneu the peneral natgre 
ow the axair. It accears to ,on,ern art worperies on a s,ale war beyond 
ordinary wragd. 2gt there fy gnderstandinp ends. 4ho Woreag trgly isq 
hou Molfes ,afe into ,onta,t uith hifq and uhy the fatter has brogpht 
fy wriend to Pran,e at allq I ,an as yet only pgess.

The letters still lie in the order in uhi,h Molfes ngfbered thef. I let 
fy paEe rest gcon the neBt. This tife I do not hesitate. I breaH the seal uith 
a sgrer fovefentq and the sheet gnwolds in the lipht ow the lafc.
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———

October, 1891
Paris

Wy dear 4atsonq
Rwter scendinp cart ow the day on woot throgph the streets ow the ,ityq I 
wognd it gsewgl to cagse in a cla,e uhere fovefent fipht be observed 
uithogt fyselw be,ofinp cart ow it. Wy ,hoi,e well gcon a sfall ,aw’ 
overlooHinp the riverq its tables arranped touard the street in sg,h a uay 
that the cassinp streaf ow ceocle and vehi,les ,ogld be wolloued uithogt 
interrgction.

It uas touard eveninp. The lipht had not yet lewt the ,ityq bgt it had lost 
its sharcness and nou lay liHe a fgted layer over the wa5ades and the uaterq 
uhere the reUe,tions broHe into slou fovefents. The Seine slicced cast 
uith a ,alf that stood in ,ontrast to the a,tivity gnwoldinp alonp its banHsq 
yet uas not uithogt its oun worf ow order.

I tooH a cla,e at a table near the edpe and alloued fyselwq wor a tifeq to 
be,ofe cart ow the sgrrogndinps.

The sognds did not pather into oneq bgt arranped thefselves in layers. 
4heels gcon stone. The fetalli, ,gt ow a traf,ar throgph the street. 
Mooves receatinp thefselves in a rhythf that seefed indecendent ow the 
sgrrogndinp fovefent. *oi,es that did not seeH to breaH throgphq yet 
uere nevertheless cresentLin briew eB,hanpesq in lagphterq in nepotiations 
that never rose above ne,essity. R neuscacer seller foved throgph the 
,grrent uith an insisten,e as repglar as the riverCs oun. Prof the nearby 
tablesq sfoHe rose in slouq dissolvinp scirals and linpered wor a fofent 
in the air bewore disaccearinp into the ,ooler eveninp. çone ow this uas 
refarHable in itselw. Rnd yet it uas cre,isely in the gndistgrbed that the 
uhole ,ogld be observed.
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I let fy paEe fove alonp the riverbanH and then a,ross to the occosite 
sideq uhere the fovefents receated thefselves at another tefcoq bgt 
uith the safe gnderlyinp strg,tgre. There uas no stillnessq only variations 
in sceed and dire,tionq and even that uhi,h acceared a,,idental seefed to 
worf cart ow a larper ,oheren,e.

It is a kgality ow sg,h cla,esq 4atsonq that they cerfit observation 
uithogt defandinp carti,ication. One fay sit gndistgrbed and allou the 
carti,glar to accear as cart ow the uholeq and the uhole as sofethinp that 
,an be gnderstood only throgph the carti,glar.

I ordered a ,gc ow ,oxeeq uhi,h uas served uithogt ,offentq and 
alloued tife to cass uithogt atta,hinp any sce,ial sipnim,an,e to it. There 
are fofents uhen a,tion brinps one no ,loser to gnderstandinpq and 
uhen it is instead ne,essary to let thinps reveal thefselves in their oun 
order.

Rwter a uhile I cgt fy hand to fy co,Het and dreu ogt fy cice. The 
toba,,o I had a,kgired earlier in the day uas darH and dryq uith a strenpth 
that did not ,on,eal itselwq thogph neither did it faHe itselw welt uithogt 
mrst beinp treated uith a ,ertain ,are. I let it rest wor a fofent in fy hand 
bewore I bepan to mll the cice.

There isq 4atsonq a tenden,y afonp fany ceocle to repard sg,h a,tions 
as insipnim,antq as sofethinp that ferely a,,ofcanies thogpht uithogt 
,ontribgtinp to it. Wy eBcerien,e is otheruise. The tife one pives to an 
a,tion is not uastedq bgt be,ofes cart ow the cro,ess by uhi,h thogpht 
taHes shace. R cice ca,Hed too hastily bgrns gnevenly. R thogpht wor,ed 
into beinp does the safe.

I distribgted the toba,,o evenlyq cressed it liphtly into cla,eq ad7gsted it 
uith fy mnperticsq and receated the fovefent gntil the resistan,e uas 
ripht. Only then did I brinp the Uafe to the boul and allou it to taHe 
hold uithogt wor,inp it. The sfoHe rose slouly and finpled uith the 
sgrrogndinp airq uhi,h uas already satgrated uith sifilar tra,es wrof the 
nearby tables. The mrst drau uas filder than the toba,,o had crofised. 
The se,ond fore cersistent.
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I alloued fy paEe to rest bewore fe uithogt mBinp it gcon any carti,glar 
cerson. It is seldof the individgal ceocle uho mrst pive rise to insiphtq 
4atson. It is the fovefent betueen thef.

R uofan stecced wrof the cavefent uithogt tgrninp her head. Mer 
stecs uere not hesitantq and yet a driver stocced his ,arriape an instant 
bewore she rea,hed the roaduayq as thogph her fovefent had already 
been read bewore it uas ,ofcleted. Tuo fen stood in ,onversation near 
a ,orner. They scoHe in lou voi,esq bgt uithogt looHinp at one another. 
Their attention seefed dire,ted ea,h in a dixerent dire,tionq and yet the 
eB,hanpe ,ontinged uithogt interrgctionq as thogph the uords uere not 
the essential thinp. R boy foved throgph the streaf ow ceocle in the 
occosite dire,tionLnot kgi,Hlyq bgt uith a cersisten,e that ,ofcelled the 
others to ad7gst thefselves to hif uithogt ,agsinp irritation.

I tooH another drau wrof the cice and alloued the sfoHe to linper wor 
a fofent bewore dissolvinp into the ,ool air. It seefed to fe that uhat at 
mrst plan,e acceared to be disorder uas in trgth a worf ow ,oordination that 
rekgired no visible dire,tion. The fovefent in the street uas not ,haoti,q 
bgt neither uas it stri,tly repglated. It arose wrof individgal a,tionsq and 
yet uith a ,oheren,e that ,ogld be re,opnised only uhen one stecced ba,H 
wrof it.

I let fy paEe fove wgrther alonp the street and a,ross touard the riverq 
uhere the ,grrent ,ontinged uithogt ,ease. There uas no stillness. Only 
fovefent adactinp itselw to fovefent. Rnd in that adactation lay order.

I uas still seated uith fy cice raised uhen fy attention mBed gcon a 
mpgre in the streaf ow cassers9by. The fan uore a darH ,oat ow the Hind 
seen in every cart ow the ,ityq and nothinp in his accearan,e iffediately 
distinpgished hif wrof the others. Me foved at an even ca,eq neither 
kgi,Hly nor sloulyq and Hect a distan,e wrof those arognd hif that seefed 
natgral uithogt beinp ,onsci,gogs. Me slicced into the fovefent as 
thogph he uere cart ow it. Rnd yet fy eye mBed gcon hif. It uas no sinple 
weatgre that dreu fy attentionq bgt rather the absen,e ow irrepglarity. The 
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fovefent uas ,orre,tq the distan,e uell feasgredq and wor that very reason 
alfost too cre,ise.

I Hect the cice at fy lics uithogt taHinp another drau and wolloued hif 
uith fy eyes gntil he disacceared into the ,grrent. I did not tgrn fy head 
awter hifq bgt ferely ,ontinged fy observations.

Sofe tife later he cassed apainq this tife wrof the occosite dire,tion. 
The ca,e uas the safe. The distan,e wrof the others gn,hanped. Mis 
cla,efent uithin the streaf receated uith a cre,ision that ,ogld not 
be eBclained by ,han,e alone. I slouly louered the cice uhile fy paEe 
,ontinged to wollou hif.

4hen the mpgre entered fy meld ow vision wor the third tifeq it uas no 
lonper a fatter ow observationq bgt ow ,on,lgsion. The recetition uas not 
scontaneogs. It uas systefati,.

I stocced in the fiddle ow the fovefentq the cice still sliphtly raisedq as 
thogph I had wor a fofent worpotten to ,ofclete the a,tion I had bepgn. 
SfoHe still rose waintly wrof the boulq bgt I caid it no attention.

The de,ision had already been fade. I set the cice dounq let fy hand 
fove to the tableq and dis,reetly indi,ated to the uaiter that I uished 
to cay. The ,oin uas cla,ed uith the safe ,alf uith uhi,h I had been 
sittinpq and uithogt uaitinp wor any wgrther eB,hanpe I rose. ço one nearby 
acceared to noti,e. I stecced into the streaf uith a fovefent that did not 
dixer wrof that ow the others.

4hen the fan cassed wor the wogrth tifeq I uas already in fotion. I 
did not wollou hif ,loselyq yet neither did I refain so war behind that the 
,onne,tion uas lost. The distan,e uas Hect uith a cre,ision that attra,ted 
no attentionq and fy paEe uas only rarely dire,ted straipht at the fan I 
wolloued. Instead I alloued reUe,tions to do the uorH. 4indousq canes ow 
plassq and colished sgrwa,es in doors and ,arriapes pave fe the ne,essary 
overvieu uithogt betrayinp fy cgrcose.

Rt ,rossinps I stocced brieUyq as thogph ferely orientinp fyselwq and 
,ontinged only uhen the fovefent bewore fe uas apain se,gre. The fan 
did not alter his ca,e. Me cro,eeded throgph the streets uith the safe 
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even stecs and uithogt on,e looHinp ba,H. Rs ue foved auay wrof the 
riverq the sgrrogndinps ,hanped in ,hara,ter. The streets preu narrouerq 
the lipht fore scarseq and the streaf ow ceocle thinner. The voi,es that 
had earlier lain in layers nou well auay one by oneq gntil only sinple sognds 
refainedLa ,losinp doorq a distant uheel gcon the ,obblestonesq a fgted 
,onversation behind a uall. I ,ontinged.

4ithogt uarninpq the fan stocced. The wa5ade bewore hif uas dis,reetq 
alfost anonyfogsq and fipht easily have been overlooHed afonp the 
other bgildinps in the street. R narrou uindouq a sgbdged doorq and 
behind the plass the ogtlines ow wrafes and ,anvases. It uas uhat one fipht 
,all an art dealershicq bgt not the sort that sogpht attention. Me did not 
hesitate. Me sifcly cgt his hand to the door and entered uith the safe 
gndistgrbed ,alf that had farHed his entire cassape throgph the streets.

I stocced on the occosite side ow the uindou. 4ith a slipht tgrnq I 
alloued fy paEe to wall throgph the plass uithogt accearinp to be dire,ted 
touard anythinp in carti,glar. To a casser9by I fgst have seefed absorbed 
by the uorHs on disclayq and that uas cre,isely the assgfction I uished to 
leave behind.

Insideq a briew and cre,ise eB,hanpe tooH cla,e. The fan had not altered 
his fanner. Me scoHe littleLiw indeed he scoHe at allLbgt sifcly brogpht 
woruard a ca,Hape that had gntil then been ,on,ealed beneath his ,oat. It 
uas re,eived uithogt kgestion.

The re,icientLa fan uith narrouq sharcly demned weatgresLa,,ected 
the ca,Hape uith a ,alf that uas not uithogt attention. Mis hands foved 
sgrelyq alfost fe,hani,allyq as thogph their wgn,tion had been learned 
throgph receated a,tions ow the safe Hind. Me tgrned the ca,Hape brieUyq 
not to eBafine it in the ordinary senseq bgt to ,onmrf sofethinp already 
Hnoun.

I noted the details. The uay the mnpers pricced the cacer. The cre,ise 
cla,efent ow the ca,Hape gcon the ,ognter. The briew nod that wollouedq 
and uhi,h acceared to ,on,lgde the eB,hanpe uithogt any need wor uords. 
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It uas not a transa,tion. It uas a delivery. Rnd it bore every sipn ow beinp 
cart ow a rogtine.

I let fy paEe fove alonp the reUe,tion in the uindouq bgt I had already 
ifcrinted the fanCs wa,e gcon fy fefory. There uas sofethinp in its 
,ofcositionLnot only in the weatgresq bgt in the uay they uere assef9
bledLthat fade it uell sgited to beinp refefbered.

The door ocened apain. I Hect fy eyes gcon the uindouq as thogph I 
uere still stgdyinp the uorHs on disclayq uhile the fan stecced ogt and 
cassed fe at the safe ,alf ca,e uith uhi,h he had arrived.

It uas at that fofent that I noti,ed it. R sfallq waded tattoo at his lewt 
uristq 7gst visible as the sleeve shiwted wor an instant uith the fovefent. It 
had not been fade to be seenq and tife had difinished its ,larityq bgt its 
cresen,e uas nevertheless beyond kgestion. I did not let fy eyes wollou it. 
2gt I repistered it.

The fan ,ontinged uithogt looHinp ba,H and disacceared into the 
street. I refained uhere I uas wor a fofent lonperq as thogph fy interest 
uere still atta,hed to the ,ontents ow the shocq bewore slouly tgrninp auay. 
I had no reason to refain any lonper. The essential thinp had already been 
observed. I cgt fy hand to fy co,Hetq tooH ogt fy ciceq and lit it uith a 
,alf that did not dixer wrof fy earlier fovefents. The sfoHe rose into 
the ,ool air as I on,e fore set fyselw in fotionq this tife in the dire,tion 
ow fy hotel.

The streets nou lay in another lipht. çot be,agse they had ,hanpedq 
bgt be,agse I had seen hou they uere ,onne,ted. I ualHed uithogt hasteq 
uithogt seeHinp any carti,glar rogteq and alloued the fovefent to ,ar9
ry fe ba,H throgph the ,ity. There uas no need wor wgrther a,tion that 
eveninp. The observation uas sgA,ient. Rnd uhat had mrst acceared as 
an irrepglarity had already shoun itselw to be cart ow the systef.
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Letter IV
The Market at Saint-Ouen

October 15, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
I left the hotel before dawn. Paris at that hour has a dicerent mharamter frov 
the mity you know frov our earlier ;isits. It is not silent, but its ;oime is 
lowerp it does not yet sQeak to its audienme, but to itself. I took a xamre at the 
guai de la Tournelle. The dri;er was the sort of van who sQeaks without 
eHQemtinq an answer. Ais moat bore the trames of the niqht, and his horse 
vo;ed with that Qatienme whimh is amCuired only throuqh vany years of 
reQetition. We dro;e north.

The mobblestones were dark with dew, and the vo;event of the wheels 
left brief, dull tramks in the davQ liqht. ét the Porte de Yliqnanmourt 
the mity beqan to oQen outp here the order of the boule;ard meases, and 
sovethinq less Qlanned takes o;er. My destination was the Marmh— auH 
Pumes de Saint-Ouen.

3ou vay Qossibly ha;e heard the nave, but smarmely ivaqined the eHtent 
of the Qlame. What beqan as a qatherinq of traders on the edqe of the mity 
has de;eloQed into a labyrinth of stalls, tents, and ivQro;ised strumtures, 
where e;erythinq vay be found1and vost of it should be a;oided.
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I arri;ed while the xrst dealers were still unQamkinq their wares. Yan;ases 
were beinq raised. Wooden mrates oQened. Busty virrors set out toward 
the dull liqht of vorninq. There was a svell of wet wood, old teHtiles, and 
vetal that had sur;i;ed se;eral owners.

One van married a mlomkwork vemhanisv without its mase beneath his 
arv as thouqh it were a mhild. é wovan arranqed a Qile of Qormelain with 
the mare one usually reser;es for an inheritanme.

There were ob“emts of qenuine aqe1and ob“emts that Qretended to it. é 
movvode with worn edqes, where the wear was too reqularly distributed. 
é frave with qildinq that had been aqed with amid, thouqh the inner mor-
ners revained untoumhed. é mrumixH whose Qatina seeved aQQlied rather 
than amCuired.

The Qlame Qossesses, as you will understand, a mertain Qoetry. One vay 
xnd the uneHQemted there. Nut one vust wade throuqh monsiderable Cuan-
tities of refuse to reamh it.

I vo;ed slowly throuqh the rows without allowinq vy eyes to linqer too 
lonq uQon anythinq. The van who searmhes too oQenly xnds only what is 
ocered deliberately.

én elderly qentlevan ocered ve a Qomket watmh with an enqra;ed moat 
of arvs. The enqra;inq was morremt for the Qeriod, but the vetal itself had 
not yet had tive to learn the huvility that true aqe ivQoses uQon it.

”UaQol—on,G he said, in a ;oime that betrayed neither belief nor doubt.
”2ndoubtedly,G I reQlied, and laid the watmh bamk.
The vorninq liqht slowly strenqthened. More dealers arri;ed. The ;oimes 

rose. é qrouQ of younqer ven debated a Qile of enqra;inqs whose authen-
timity seeved to insQire vore li;ely dismussion than they deser;ed.

I stoQQed at a stall  where fraves were stamked in layers.  Uot Qim-
tures1only fraves. Eilded. Nlamk. Sove with revnants of man;as still 
attamhed. jraves are often vore honest than Qimtures, Watson. They bear 
witness to what onme was. I notimed one frave whose inner edqe showed 
siqns of rement alteration. The wood was old, but the mut alonq the edqe 
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was fresh. é revnant of man;as still mlunq to a nail. I asked the QroQrietor 
where it had move frov.

”é mollemtion in the SiHteenth érrondissevent,G he said without hesita-
tion.

”Uaturally,G I reQlied.
Ae looked at ve as thouqh tryinq to demide whether I was “okinq. I did 

not buy it. Nut I noted its divensions. I left it where it stood and montinued 
alonq the narrow Qassaqe between the stalls.

The varket was now in full votion. é qrouQ of dealers loudly dismussed 
the Qrime of a virror whose qlass was older than its frave. é boy ran Qast 
with a stamk of newsQaQers beneath his arv. é van with a smarf around his 
nemk married two Qaintinqs that mlearly did not belonq toqether.

I stoQQed abruQtly. Uot bemause sovethinq had malled for vy atten-
tion1but bemause soveone had.

Three stalls ahead, a van stood bent o;er a svall man;as. Ais moat was 
the save as on the Qre;ious e;eninq. Ais hat lay uQon the table before hiv. 
Ae held the Qaintinq uQ toward the liqht, not to advire the sub“emt, but to 
eHavine the bamk. Ae sQoke with the seller without lookinq at hiv.

I aQQroamhed without haste.
”3ou should be mareful,G I said.
Ae did not reamt at onme.
”The man;as,G I montinued. ”If you hold it in that vanner, you will 

o;erlook the vost ivQortant irreqularity.G
Moreau slowly lowered the Qaintinq. Ae did not turn it toward ve.
”énd what is it that I av o;erlookinq, vonsieur4G he asked malvly.
”The frave,G I reQlied. ”It is older than the Qaintinq.G
Uow he turned his head. Ae was not surQrised.
”3ou rise early,G he said.
”The varket rewards the van who arri;es before history has been fully 

Qamked,G I reQlied.
The seller looked frov one of us to the other without understandinq 

what he was witnessinq.
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Moreau turned the man;as o;er and studied it aqain.
”3ou suqqest,G he said, ”that this Qimture has been Qlamed in a frave that 

does not belonq to it.G
”I suqqest,G I answered, ”that soveone has wished to lend the Qaintinq 

a Qast it has not yet had tive to li;e.G
Moreau laid the Qaintinq aside.
”énd you mave here,G he said, ”without inforvinq ve.G
”I wished to see who insQemts qoods before they are ozmially for sale.G
én alvost in;isible svile.
”So you are insQemtinq ve.G
”Uaturally.G
There was a brief silenme.
Moreau turned to the seller.
”I shall not take it,G he said.
The seller shruqqed and reamhed toward another mustover.
Moreau steQQed aside, and I followed without qi;inq the ivQression that 

we were now vo;inq toqether.
”3ou are bold,G he said Cuietly.
”Uo,G I reQlied. ”I av early.G
Ae looked sharQly at ve.
”3ou belie;e this varket is Qart of the acair.G
”Uo,G I said. ”Nut soveone wishes it to aQQear so.G
Moreau5s eHQression mhanqed sliqhtly.
”?HQlain.G
”If one wishes to obsmure the oriqin of a man;as,G I said, ”one vay let it 

Qass throuqh a Qlame where oriqin is a 6uid monmeQt.G
Moreau nodded slowly.
”é Qlame,G he said, ”where forqery is eHQemted.G
”Premisely.G
Ae looked aqain at the Qaintinq, whimh the seller was now ocerinq to a 

younq mollemtor.
”3ou vean,G he said, ”that this is not the beqinninq.G
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”Uo,G I reQlied. ”This is mo;er.G
Moreau turned fully toward ve.
”3ou ha;e been here less than a week.G
”énd you ha;e been here all your life,G I answered malvly. ”That qi;es us 

dicerent ad;antaqes.G
éqain that brief, veasurinq silenme arose between us. This tive it was 

less a test.
”Yove,G said Moreau. ”There is another stall.G
”Uaturally,G I reQlied.
We vo;ed in avonq the rows, side by side, without anyone beinq able 

to detervine whimh of us was followinq the other. In a virror hanqinq 
mrookedly between two rusted mhandeliers, I notimed onme vore the dark 
hat Qause at the entranme to the Qassaqe.

Moreau stoQQed before a stall that ivvediately distinquished itself 
frov the others by its order. The qoods had not been thrown forward 
in heaQs, but arranqed with a mertain dismretion. Three svall landsmaQes 
stood aqainst a wooden mrate. The sub“emts were vodest1wooded Qlames, 
a ri;erbank, a ;illaqe at dusk. Ae lifted the viddle one.

”This,G he said, ”was seen here siH vonths aqo.G
Ae turned it toward ve.
The siqnature bore the nave of a lesser-known QuQil of the NarbiJon 

smhool. Uot a nave that would mreate a sensation, but suzmient to arouse 
interest in the QroQer mirmles.

I took the man;as in vy hand. The weiqht was morremt. The tension of the 
man;as aqainst the frave seeved aQQroQriate. I Qassed vy xnqers o;er the 
surfame without toumhinq it diremtly.

”3ou ha;e seen it before4G I asked.
”3es,G Moreau reQlied. ”2nder another nave.G
”On the Qaintinq4G
”On the seller.G
I looked at hiv.
”The save fame4G
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”The save hands.G
I turned the man;as o;er.
The bamk bore a stavQ1faint, but leqible. é Parisian wholesaler known 

to suQQly vaterials to both restorers and svaller studios.
”Ae uses dicerent naves4G I asked.
”Three naves that I ha;e noted.G
”énd you are mertain it is the save van4G
”és mertain as one man be,G reQlied Moreau.
I let vy qaJe vo;e amross the frave. It was old. Uot only in surfame, but 

in strumture. The wood had drawn sliqhtly aQart at the “oints, as haQQens 
only with tive. The qildinq bore vimrosmoQim mramks that mannot be formed 
without riskinq davaqe to the qround beneath.

”The frave was not vade remently,G I said, and brouqht vy attention 
bamk to the sub“emt. The brushstrokes were montrolled1not ;irtuosim, but 
assured. The sky bore trames of se;eral layers, the Qaint worked into the 
man;as with deliberate montrol.

I took out vy vaqnifyinq qlass. Moreau obser;ed it without movvent.
”The strokes,G I montinued, ”ivitate the rhythv of the smhool in Cues-

tion. Nut they are too monsistent.G
”?HQlain.G
”é QuQil,G I said, ”will wa;er between in6uenme and Qersonal unmertain-

ty. Aere there is no hesitation.G
Moreau nodded.
”That was also vy ivQression.G
I eHavined the Qiqvent in the blue semtion. The molour was morremt in 

tone, but its bindinq aqent re;ealed a vore rement movQosition. The dried 
surfame lamked the deeQer dullness whimh older oil de;eloQs o;er tive.

”The Qiqvent,G I obser;ed, ”was not Qrodumed until vumh later.G
”?Hamtly.G
I Qut the qlass aside.
”énd you ha;e seen others4G
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”jour,G said Moreau. ”éll with the save dismiQline. The save dismreet 
ivQro;events. The save tyQe of fraves.G

”énd the save seller4G
”2nder mhanqinq naves.G
I looked onme vore at the man;as. There was no haste in the work. Uo 

mluvsiness.
”This,G I said malvly, ”is not a sinqle forqer.G
Moreau said nothinq.
”It is a vethod.G
”Systevatim4G he asked.
I did not answer at onme. I let one xnqer follow the edqe of the man;as 

without toumhinq the Qaint.
”3es,G I said at last. ”Systevatim.G
é brief silenme arose between us.
”3ou will also notime,G Moreau montinued, ”that the sub“emts are not 

ammidental.G
”FandsmaQes,G I reQlied. ”Fess montro;ersial. ?asier to Qlame in Qri;ate 

mollemtions.G
”énd less likely to bemove the ob“emt of intensi;e eHavination.G
I nodded.
”3ou ha;e followed the mhain4G
”és far as I mould,G said Moreau. ”It leads throuqh Paris. Nut the vate-

rials:G Ae Qaused for a vovent. ”The vaterials lead farther.G
I looked uQ.
”To Italy4G
”3es.G
Ae let the man;as rest onme vore aqainst the mrate.
”The vost interestinq thinq,G he montinued, ”is not the Qaintinq.G
”What, then4G
”The uniforvity.G
Ae allowed the word to hanq for a vovent between us. 9ust then there 

mave a mlatter frov the other side of the stall. é mrate had fallen, and a ;oime 
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ocered an aQoloqy. I did not ivvediately raise vy eyes. In the re6emtion of 
a vetal tray hanqinq behind the seller, I aqain saw the dark hat1this tive 
monsiderably nearer.

The fallen mrate montained a viHture of old fraves and loose man;ases. 
The seller1a van in his forties, with an uneasy eye and hands that bore 
trames of both resin and tobammo1bent Cuimkly to qather uQ its montents.

”jorqi;e ve, vessieurs,G he said, without lookinq uQ.
Moreau did not answer.
I let vy qaJe rest uQon the van5s hands. They were not the hands of a 

Qainter. They were those of a mraftsvan1and yet not Cuite.
”3ou handle thev marefully,G I obser;ed malvly.
”They are old,G he reQlied. ”One ne;er knows with sumh thinqs.G
I lifted the man;as we had “ust eHavined.
”Bid this also move frov the save sourme4G I asked.
The QroQrietor hesitated. Only half a semond. Nut avid the noise of the 

varket, it was enouqh.
”I qet qoods frov vany Qlames,G he said. ”It is a varket.G
”Uaturally,G I reQlied.
I turned the man;as and let vy xnqer vo;e alonq the edqe of the bamk.
”Interestinq,G I montinued. ”The save tyQe of man;as. The save whole-

saler5s stavQ.G
”That is movvon,G said the QroQrietor Cuimkly. ”?;eryone buys there.G
”?;eryone4G I asked vildly.
Ae shruqqed.
”I verely sell what moves to ve.G
Moreau watmhed hiv without inter;eninq.
”énd what moves to you4G I asked.
”Paintinqs.G
”jrov whov4G
éqain mave the svall hesitation.
”é van,G he said. ”én intervediary.G
”Uave4G

L*

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TA? SAéBOW O’?D TA? S?IU?

The seller now looked diremtly at ve.
”3ou ask vany Cuestions for a buyer.G
”I av not a buyer.G
”Uo,G he said slowly. ”3ou are not.G
I laid the man;as down.
”This intervediary,G I asked, ”does he move here hivself4G
”3es,G reQlied the seller.
”élways4G
”2sually.G
”?arly4G
”Nefore oQeninq.G
I nodded.
”So you ha;e already sQoken with hiv today.G
The van sticened sliqhtly.
”Uo.G
”Nut you eHQemt hiv.G
Silenme followed.
Moreau said Cuietly'
”3ou ha;e a vark on your “amket.G
The seller raised his hand to his mhest. é faint, darker streak showed in 

the fabrim, smarmely ;isible at xrst qlanme.
Moreau steQQed a Qame nearer.
”Wet Qaint,G he said malvly. ”Uo vore than an hour old.G
”It is frov a frave,G the seller reQlied Cuimkly.
”jraves do not svell of linseed oil,G I obser;ed.
Ais eyes 6imkered.
”Ae no lonqer moves here,G said the seller suddenly.
”Interestinq,G I reQlied.
”Ae said he was xnished.G
”jinished with what4G
”With Paris.G
é brief Qause followed.

LK

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



éFISTéID YDOjT

”Ae said,G the seller montinued, ”that there were better Qlames.G
”Netter4G asked Moreau.
The van hesitated onme vore.
”Plames,G he said unwillinqly, ”where QeoQle do not ask so vany Cues-

tions.G
Ueither Moreau nor I movvented uQon this.
The seller bent down and beqan onme aqain to qather uQ his wares, as 

thouqh the mon;ersation had ended.
Nefore I turned away, I asked malvly'
”Ae was here this vorninq.G
The seller did not answer. Ais silenme was suzmient. I saw no reason 

to Qress hiv further. I had already seen enouqh to know that additional 
Cuestions would verely mause hiv to withdraw movQletely. é systev does 
not re;eal itself under Qressurep it verely mhanqes diremtion. I steQQed away 
frov the stall without haste. Moreau followed.

é short distanme farther on, I Qaused at a svaller stand where ;arious ob-
“emts lay smattered without order. évonq mutlery, fraves, and faded sheets 
of vusim lay a ;iolin. I Qimked it uQ. The instruvent was not ostentatious, 
yet the wood had darkened e;enly with aqe. The ;arnish Qossessed that 
vuted qlow whimh only vany years of handlinq man Qrodume. I turned 
it slowly in vy hands, studyinq the qrain in the bamk. The vaQle was 
rimhly 6aved, thouqh not Italian. The workvanshiQ was sound, without 
eHmessi;e rexnevent. I Qassed vy xnqers o;er the xnqerboard. The wear lay 
hiqh uQon it1not frov Qramtime, but frov use.

I lifted the bow, ad“usted vy qriQ, and drew it amross the strinqs. é brief 
Qhrase. Two subdued veasures. The tone was mlear, althouqh the bow itself 
was une;en. The ;oimes around us divinished alvost in;oluntarily. One 
dealer halted in the viddle of a vo;event. é boy revained standinq with 
a mrate in his hands. I allowed the notes to fade of their own ammord. jor a 
vovent I rested the edqe of the ;iolin aqainst vy mheek in order to “udqe 
its resonanme throuqh the wood. én alvost ivQermeQtible tension Qassed 
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throuqh vy riqht shoulder. It lasted no vore than a semond. I lowered the 
instruvent a framtion vore slowly than I otherwise would ha;e done.

Moreau notimed it. Uot bemause the vo;event itself was ob;ious, but 
bemause it did not entirely ammord with the rest of ve. I straiqhtened and 
returned the ;iolin to Qremisely the Qlame where I had found it.

”Ae was here this vorninq,G I said, without lookinq at Moreau.
”3es.G
”Ae will not return.G
Moreau vade no reQly. I notimed that he studied ve for a vovent lonqer 

than the mon;ersation itself reCuired. We montinued between the stalls.

MMM

I revain seated for a vovent with the letter in vy hands, qaJinq into the 
evQty air. The wood in the xreQlame has settled onme vore and masts a 
subdued qlow toward the meilinq.

In earlier years I should not ha;e attamhed any siqnixmanme to this Qassaqe. 
é ;iolin at a varket. é brief eHavination and a few notes. 3et I read it 
dicerently now.

Aolves vakes no vention of Qain. Ae sQeaks of no weakness. Ae 
verely desmribes a vo;event, a sliqht hesitation, an instruvent returned 
a little vore slowly than it had been lifted. That is all. énd yet it is not 
nothinq.

I ha;e often re6emted that the world reqarded hiv as untoumhed1un-
acemted1as thouqh the struqqle at the falls had left no vark uQon hiv 
beyond a tevQorary disaQQearanme. Nut I saw hiv that niqht before he 
deQarted. I saw what no one else saw. Uow, as I read these lines, it ommurs to 
ve that this svall eQisode1this seevinqly insiqnixmant ;iolin in a Parisian 
varket1vay well be the xrst Qlame where the trames bemove dismernible. 
That he hivself bore a vark. Uot one ;isible to the world, but only to one 
who knew hiv.
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I let the QaQer sink sliqhtly. Outside, the rain beats aqainst the window in 
irreqular rhythvs, and I revain seated a vovent lonqer than the teHt itself 
reCuires. Then I straiqhten, Qlame another Qieme of wood uQon the xre, and 
return to the letter.

MMM

Moreau stoQQed beside a low stamk of fraves Qiled neHt to a wooden mrate. 
They were not qilded, but dark and Qlain, bearinq the kind of Qatina that 
renders thev useful without attramtinq unnemessary attention.

Ae lifted one and turned it in his hands.
”These,G he said Cuietly, ”often arri;e toqether with the man;ases.G
I took the frave frov hiv. The wood was old, thouqh not ;aluable. The 

“oints were solid and undemorated. I ran one xnqer alonq the inner edqe, 
where the man;as would ordinarily rest.

”Fook here,G I said.
On the inside, mlose to one morner, a svall vark had been smratmhed into 

the wood. It had neither been stavQed nor branded, but inmised with a 
sharQ tool before the ;arnish had fully hardened. It was easily o;erlooked.

Moreau steQQed mloser.
I took another frave frov the save Qile. It too bore a sivilar smratmhed 

xqure, in alvost the save Qosition and mut to the save deQth. é third 
frave disQlayed the save vark. I studied the inmision in silenme. It monsisted 
of two lines mrossinq a third at an anqle. The shaQe was avbiquous. Uot 
ivvediately remoqnisable as a letter, yet not randov either.

”3ou ha;e seen this before4G I asked.
Moreau nodded faintly.
”It is an old vark,G he said. ”One ommasionally xnds it on older fraves.G
I looked at hiv.
”Ommasionally,G I reQeated.
Ae shruqqed sliqhtly.
”It vay be a workshoQ vark.G

…V

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



TA? SAéBOW O’?D TA? S?IU?

jor another vovent I allowed vy qaJe to rest uQon the syvbol. Then 
I took out vy Qomketknife. Uot hurriedly, but with the malv that e;ery 
Qremise amtion reCuires. jrov the innervost edqe of one frave I detamhed 
a svall davaqed sQlinter, uQon whimh Qart of the smratmhed vark was still 
;isible.

The vo;event was dismreet, and the seller was ommuQied with another 
mustover. I let the svall Qieme of wood sliQ into vy Qomket. The noise of 
the varket montinued around us as thouqh nothinq had ommurred. jor ve, 
howe;er, it was no lonqer a vatter of mon“emture. I now Qossessed vy xrst 
tanqible mlue.

MMM

My eyes tra;el o;er the xnal lines. The letter ends without further eHQlana-
tion. Uo dravatim monmlusion. Uo demlaration of danqer. Only the sober 
obser;ation that the varket is a Qlame of transit, and that the hand whimh 
quides the brush does not itself detervine the sub“emt.

I revain seated for a vovent before layinq the QaQer 6at uQon the 
desk and takinq uQ vy Qen. In the varqin Aolves has added a svall 
sketmh1swift, Qremise, and without artistim intention. é Qair of lines mross-
inq one another at an anqle, and a short diaqonal stroke monnemtinq thev. I 
study the drawinq marefully. It is sivQle. I montevQlate the xqure for sove 
tive. It vay be nothinq. It vay be a mraftsvanNs vark. It vay be two letters 
“oined toqether in a vanner that has veaninq only for the one who already 
knows thev.

I lay down vy Qen. It ommurs to ve that Aolves already understood 
vore at this staqe than he mhose to movvit to QaQer. Uot bemause he wished 
to monmeal the truth frov ve, but bemause he had not yet qrasQed its full 
eHtent. The xrst mlue had been remorded.

I fold the letter, Qlame it marefully beside the boH, and reamh for the neHt 
en;eloQe.
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Letter V
An Appraisal

I have learned to recognise Holmes's handwriting not merely by its preci-
sion, but also by the manner in which every word appears to have been 
placed with an intention extending beyond the written page itself. The 
letter before me bears that same unmistakable character, yet there is some-
thing in the weight of the paper and in the way it has been folded that causes 
me to hesitate for a moment.

It was not the Nrst time Holmes had written to me from abroad, and 
yet there was a di—erence. *ot in its appearanceMwhich remained as 
restrained as ever, free of unnecessary detailMbut in the impression it 
conveyed even before it had been opened.

I broke the seal, and Holmes's voice emerged at once, clear and without 
preamble.

WWW

October 17, 1891
Paris

4y dear Eatson,

SS
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There are moments when an investigation ceases to be merely a seéuence 
of observations and instead becomes an act of mutual observation. zor the 
Nrst time I found myself confronted not merely with a clue, but with an 
appraisal. I must confess that I found the experience not without a certain 
interest.

That afternoon I had taken my place in a cafU whose location made 
it particularly well suited for observation without attracting attention to 
oneself. The tables stood close together, though not so close that one 
inevitably became part of one's neighbour conversations. The light entered 
through the windows at an angle, leaving the tables toward the rear in 
subdued shadow, an arrangement which I found entirely satisfactory.

I ordered co—ee and took out my pipe. I Nlled it with my customary 
deliberation while at the same time making a few notes concerning the 
day's observationsMbrief entries which explained nothing in themselves, 
yet served to preserve the patterns whose full signiNcance I had not yet 
discerned.

Ehen I asked for the bill, it was placed before me without comment. 
The waiter withdrew from the table with the same neutral manner that 
had characterised him throughout the afternoon.

I allowed my ga:e to rest upon the paper for a moment before picking 
it up. It was then that my attention sharpened. *ot because there was 
anything visibly unusual about the bill itself, but because the paper had 
been handled one time too many.

I turned it over.
5pon the reverse appeared the following words, written in ink that was 

still wetL
What once you found in silence,you will find again where no voice may be 

heard.Seek not what is displayed.Find that which does not belong.
I read the message a second time, more slowly. There was nothing the-

atrical in its wording. *o threat. *o overt triumph. Ehoever had written 
it sought not to impress me, but to be understood. That in itself was 
remarkable.
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I let my thumb glide along the edge of the paper and remained seated 
without touching my co—ee.

"...where no voice may be heard."
A grave might satisfy that condition, I rejected. Oo too might a library, 

although silence there is a practical necessity rather than a principle. 6et the 
wording bore no trace of practicality. It had not been written by a man who 
merely desired éuiet, but by one who thought in terms of places where the 
voice is restrained out of respect for something greater than conversation 
itself.

A church therefore seemed the more likely possibility. *ot because 
silence is always observed thereMit is very far from being soMbut because 
silence in such a place is not accidental. It forms part of the purpose of the 
place itself.

I picked up my pipe, though I did not light it. Instead I turned it slowly 
between my Nngers while once again allowing my eyes to pass over the Nnal 
line.

Seek not what is displayed. Find that which does not belong.
It was better written than most anonymous messages I had received over 

the years. The author knew not only of my presence in çaris, but also of 
the method by which I worked. *ot the ob;ect itself, but the anomaly. *ot 
what is emphasised, but the disturbing element within the whole. It did 
not amuse me. It interested me.

I laid the bill aside, paid without showing any particular attention to-
ward the waiter, and rose with the éuiet movement that is remarkable 
chiejy because it attracts no notice. If the riddle had been devised in order 
to lead me, I was obliged to follow it. If it had been devised in order to 
measure me, I could not a—ord to arrive too late.

Ehen I stepped out of the cafU, the air had grown cooler. çaris con-
tinued to move around me, yet within my own mind the city had already 
contracted into a much smaller circle of possibilities.

A grave. A library. A church.
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Rf these three, only the last possessed both silence and visible splendour 
in a form that rendered the line concerning that which does not belong 
fully meaningful. 4y destination therefore reéuired little deliberation.

*otre-Vame.
I made my way through the streets without haste, though certainly 

not without purpose. çaris had entered that portion of the day when the 
light begins to lose its sharpness and the outlines of the buildings emerge 
more distinctly, as though the city itself wished, for a brief interval, to be 
observed.

I reached the séuare before *otre-Vame. The cathedral rose before me 
with a weight that was not merely architectural but historical. It bore the 
marks not of a single intention, but of many. Penturies had left their traces 
upon its stone, not as fractures but as layers. The fa8ade appeared at once 
symmetrical and restless9 the Ngures above the portals seemed to observe 
the séuare with an expression that was neither welcoming nor forbidding, 
but simply enduring.

çeople moved before the entrance at an unhurried paceMa few tourists, 
several local residents, a priest in dark attire. *one appeared inclined to 
linger. It was not a place before which one remained. It was a place through 
which one passed.

I allowed my ga:e to travel upward along the fa8ade before entering. At 
once the light was transformed. Ehat outside had been di—use and shifting 
dissolved here into colours, refracted through glass. The air was cooler, 
heavier, carrying the faint scent of wax and stone. The sounds from the 
séuare did not disappear entirely, but were reduced to something distant 
and inconseéuential, as though they belonged to another world.

The columns rose around me in a rhythm repeated with such precision 
that even the slightest deviation would become apparentMprovided one 
knew where to look. The Ngures lining the walls and occupying the niches 
seemed a continuation of that same order. *othing appeared to have been 
placed by chance, and for that very reason any irregularity must necessarily 
have been intentional.
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I moved forward slowly. *ot toward any particular destination, but 
through the space as a whole. 4y attention did not rest upon the most 
prominent featuresMnot upon the altar, nor the light, nor the visi-
torsMbut upon transitions, connections, and repetitions. Ehere one form 
interrupted another. Ehere a line failed to continue as expectedL Seek not 
what is displayed.

I followed the row of statues along one of the side aisles. They were 
uniform in their diversity. Dach Ngure possessed its own distinguishing 
features, yet all remained within a framework that rendered the whole 
coherent. Hands, faces, symbolsMeverything was governed by an order 
that was not merely aesthetic but expressive of meaning.

I did not stop. *ot yet. 6et the pace of my movement altered ever so 
slightly. Oomething was near. I did not halt abruptly, for there was no 
reason to do so. The irregularity had already Nxed itself in my attention 
long before my steps had time to respond. It was not the Ngure as a whole 
that distinguished itself, but a subtle displacement in its expression, so 
discreet that it could only be perceived in relation to those surrounding it.

I continued for another few steps, as though my attention remained 
directed ahead, and only when I paused before the next statue in the 
row did I allow my ga:e to drift back. It was the hands. Along the wall 
the Ngures repeated a series of familiar gesturesMhands turned upward, 
folded in repose, resting upon the breastMvariations upon an established 
pattern in which every deviation still belonged to a recognisable order. 
Here, however, was something that resisted such classiNcation. Rne hand 
was precisely as expected. The other held something. *ot emphasised, not 
clearly distinguished from the stone, yet su1cient to disrupt the harmony 
once it had been perceived.

I stepped a little closer, as the natural continuation of my slow progress 
through the cathedral. The distance was now su1cient to conNrm what 
I had already suspected. The ob;ect was not part of the sculpture. It had 
been added. A small, jat piece of metal, dark and without rejection, posi-
tioned with such precision that at Nrst glance it might easily have appeared 
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original, yet upon closer inspection could be explained only as a foreign 
addition.

I allowed my hand to follow my ga:e, though without haste. The move-
ment was so slight that it might have been mistaken for a casual touch, and 
when my Nngers reached it, the ob;ect yielded without resistance. It had 
not been fastened.

Rnly after I had stepped back once more and stood at the same distance 
as before did I lower my eyes to what I now held. A small metal plate bear-
ing an engraved circle. There was no ornamentation, no variationMonly 
a precise and measured marking, executed without regard for aesthetics, 
though certainly not without intention. I let the ob;ect rest in my hand for 
a moment before examining it more closely. The circle was not complete. 
It possessed a small break, a narrow opening. There was nothing more. *o 
inscription, no instruction, no indication of what should follow. Rnly this 
single sign, which neither explained nor concealed anything, but perhaps 
merely signalled that I had arrived. That I was now within... and yet not 
entirely.

I remained standing for another moment, not before the statue itself but 
within the space as a whole, as though allowing the impression to settle 
before moving on. It was no longer the riddle that occupied my thoughts, 
but the mind that must have conceived it. Ehen I turned, it was not 
directly toward the exit, but slightly to one side, as though my attention 
had been momentarily drawn by something in the stillness at the edge of 
my vision.

A Ngure stood near one of the distant columns. There was nothing in its 
posture that demanded notice, and yet a certain immobility distinguished 
it from the other visitors. The distance rendered the face indistinct, but 
the silhouette was su1cient. The hat was the only feature that stood out 
clearly.

I allowed my ga:e to move on without pause, as though I had observed 
nothing, and continued through the cathedral with the same unhurried 
pace as before. Rnly a moment later, when without stopping I allowed my 
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eyes to return in that direction, the Ngure was no longer there. I did not 
alter my course.

And when, shortly afterward, I stepped out of the church, my pace was 
neither éuicker nor slower than it had been before.

WWW

Eatson allows his hand to rest for a moment upon the paper, as though he 
is not yet prepared to relinéuish it entirely.

There is nothing in the account that immediately suggests danger. *o 
threat. *o open confrontation. *one of the signs he has otherwise learned 
to associate with those occasions when Holmes Nnds himself upon uncer-
tain ground. And it is precisely this absence that makes the impression all 
the stronger. It is not an event that has happened to Holmes. It is an action 
deliberately directed toward him.

Eatson rises slowly and takes a few steps about the room before return-
ing to his chair and the writing desk. The letter still lies open before him, 
and his eyes once more settle upon its opening lines. An appraisal? It is not 
a word he has often seen Holmes apply to himself.

Throughout  the  years  he  has  encountered  opponents  of  many 
kindsMsome brutal, others cunning, a few even giftedMbut rarely, if ever, 
has anyone attempted to approach him in this fashion. *ot by concealing 
himself, but by making himself known through a test that presupposes 
Holmes's ability both to understand and to accept its premises.

Eatson cannot determine whether this is an expression of a peculiar 
form of respect or of something far more troubling. There is in Holmes's 
account a composure which, upon Nrst reading, may appear reassuring, 
yet upon closer rejection contains something altogether di—erentMnot 
anxiety, but a heightened awareness unlike any previously directed toward 
his own person. It is as though he is no longer merely the observer. He is 
himself being observed.
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Eatson lets his ga:e drift toward the empty chair opposite him, where 
Holmes so often sat, leaning slightly forward, his hands loosely ;oined, 
his eyes Nxed upon that invisible point where thought Nrst begins to take 
shape. He imagines him there, in that unfamiliar place, standing among 
statues and shadows, holding a strange ob;ect in his hand while knowing 
that someone, somewhere nearby, has followed his every movement with a 
precision that leaves little to chance. It does not strike him as the beginning 
of an ordinary investigation. Father, it seems the opening move in a game 
whose rules have not yet been fully revealed.

He cannot know what signiNcance this Nrst trial will ultimately assume. 
6et he senses that it is not Holmes who has sought out the case. It is the 
case that has sought out Holmes.

Eatson folds the letter with a care that borders upon the ceremonial and 
lays it gently aside.
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Letter VI
The Academy

October 19th, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
The morning was clearer than the day before. Sunlight fell obliquely across 
the façade and emphasised the building’s classical lines. Students passed 
through the gate with portfolios under their arms, their voices subdued 
and their steps hurried.

I had taken a seat upon the bench before the École des Beaux-Arts when 
the cab drew up.

Its door was opened with a brief, impatient movement. Moreau stepped 
out. He paid the driver without bargaining, as a man does who does not 
wish to waste time, and then turned toward the square before the school. 
Then his eyes found me. A visible tension passed through his face before 
he mastered himself and made his way toward the bench.

I looked up.
“You came quickly.”
“You gave me no choice,” replied Moreau, sitting down.
“I have never given you my address,” he continued. “And yet this morn-

ing I received a message, signed Sigurdson, requesting that I meet you 
here.”
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

I folded my hands calmly in my lap.
“It was necessary.”
Moreau regarded me sharply.
“How?”
For a moment I let my gaze move across the square, where a group of 

students were arguing before the gate.
“You mentioned,” I said, “that you preferred northern light in your 

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

martre, but from the lighter kind found in the newer buildings toward the 
Seine.”

Moreau’s expression altered slightly.
“Your cu3s,” I continued, “bore traces of ultramarine of a quality not 

sold in small quantities.”
There was a brief pause.
“And you pay your cabs with new coins.”
Moreau turned his head toward me.
“That does not explain my address.”
“No,” I said. “But it narrows the district.”
I rose slowly and took a few steps across the square, as though our 

conversation were merely a casual exchange.
Moreau followed.
“You have a studio,” I continued quietly, “in a building facing north. It 

is not old enough to possess uneven lime. It lies not far from the river. And 
you travel from there to the market without taking a tram.”

Moreau stopped.
“You followed me?”
“No.”
I looked at him.
“I listened.”
Moreau remained standing for a moment before sitting down again.
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“You left more behind than you realised,” I said. There was no triumph 
in my voice. Only a statement of fact.

Moreau leaned back and looked at the building before him.
“It seems to me,” he said slowly, “that I ought to be more cautious.”
“That is unlikely to change very much,” I replied.
A short silence arose between us.
Then Moreau continuedJ
“If you can 4nd me, others can as well.”
My gaze rested for a moment upon the gate of the art school.
“That,” I said, “is precisely why we must speak here.”
For a little while we both sat without speaking. Students passed us by. 

A bell sounded from within the building. The square was alive, yet the 
conversation upon the bench seemed cut o3 from the rest of life.

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

voice.
I did not answer immediately.
“The market,” Moreau continued, “was not accidental. Nor is this 

place.”
I let my gaze pass over the square.
“Observation is often more e3ective than intervention,” I said.
Moreau looked at me.
“If you can 4nd my address,” he said calmly, “then I suppose I need 

hardly introduce myself further.”
“It is not certain,” I replied, “that it would help.”
There was a faint suggestion of something in my tone which Moreau 

caught. He nodded slowly.
“Pean-Cuc Moreau is my full name,” he said nevertheless. “Trained at 

this school. Specialised in restoration.”
I listened.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“I have worked for private collectors. Museums. And—for a time—for 
the police.”

“As a consultant?” I asked.
“As a detective.” The word was spoken soberly. “A special department,” 

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

I still said nothing.
“I was working on a case,” Moreau went on, “which extended over 

several years. It began modestly. A few paintings of doubtful provenance. 
Small discrepancies.”

“But it grew,” I said.
“Yes.”
Moreau turned his eyes toward the building’s façade.
“I was removed from the case.”
“For what reasons?”
“Administrative.”
My gaze rested upon him for a moment.
“You accepted the explanation?”
Moreau did not answer at once.
“No,” he said at last. “By that time I had worked on a number of works 

which seemed to be connected. Not merely through style, but through 
materials. 6igments. Frames.”

I nodded faintly.
“And?”
“I had come closer to a name.”
I looked at him.
“A name?”
“Or rather,” said Moreau, “a structure.”
There was a pause.
“I began receiving recommendations that I should give priority to other 

cases. Smaller cases. Cess sensitive ones.”
“And you did not follow the recommendation.”
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Moreau turned his head.
“I followed the trail.”
A group of students passed us. One of them cast a 7eeting glance at the 

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

required.”
I folded my hands.
“You believe it was not an administrative decision.”
“I believe,” said Moreau calmly, “that someone 8udged I had come too 

close.”
My face did not change.
“And you continued alone.”
“Yes.”
I studied him for a moment longer than the conversation required.
“It seems to me,” I said, “that you were not merely removed from the 

case.”
Moreau met my eyes.
“No.”
“You were warned.”
Moreau did not reply. But the silence was con4rmation. I let it stand 

between us for a moment.
“Your knowledge of this institution,” I said calmly, “may be of consid-

erable use to us.”
Moreau did not answer, but his gaze sharpened.
I put my hand into my pocket and drew out the small splinter of wood 

I had detached from the frame at the market. I held it between my 4ngers 
without display.

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

was assembled. Not by the frame-maker.”
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“How can you be certain?”
“The cut passes through the varnish layer, but not into the older stress 

cracks in the wood. It is younger than the frame itself.”
Moreau nodded slowly.
I ran one 4nger over the rough edge.
“Furthermore,” I said, “the wood is not local.”
Moreau looked quickly at me.
“The frame was assembled here,” I continued, “but the density and grain 

of the wood do not correspond to the 6arisian workshops. It was probably 
imported.”

“From Italy?” asked Moreau.
I did not raise my eyes.
“6ossibly.”
I continuedJ
“In addition, the frame—and the canvas—bore traces of the same type 

of ultramarine which you yourself use.”
Moreau did not answer at once.
“That pigment,” I continued, “is not sold in small quantities. It is dis-

tributed in larger batches, principally to academic workshops.”
I let my gaze drift toward the building behind us.
“This place.”
Moreau looked toward the façade.
“You suggest that the forgery is being carried out here?”
“No,” I said. “I observe that the materials point here.”
There was no accusation in my voice. Only connection.
“The ultramarine. The structure of the canvas. The frame wood. The 

incision.”
I turned the piece of wood once more.
“The market is the distribution link,” I said. “But the work—the precise, 

systematic work—requires access to materials, rooms, and discipline.”
Moreau remained silent.
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“Such access,” I continued, “exists here. Or in immediate connection 
with it.”

Moreau drew a slow breath.
“If you are right,” he said, “then it is not merely a network.”
“No,” I replied. “It is organised.”
“And protected.”
I returned the piece of wood to my pocket.
“The hand that guides the brush,” I said dryly, “is hardly the same one 

that makes the decisions.”
Moreau looked at me.
“You mean that the workshop is merely executing the work.”
“Yes.”
“And who determines the sub8ect?”
I let the question hang.
“That,” I said, “has not yet been su1ciently illuminated.”
There was a short pause.
Then I addedJ
“But I am convinced that the person you came too close to is not work-

ing alone.”
Moreau sat for a long time without answering. A group of students 

passed us with rolls of canvas under their arms. Their conversation was 
swallowed by the ordinary movement of the square.

“There is something,” he said at last, “which I have not told you.”
I did not turn my head.
“I assumed as much.”
Moreau looked straight ahead.
“I got farther with the case than I have led you to believe.”
I said nothing.
“I did not merely follow the works,” Moreau continued. “I followed the 

payments.”
My gaze sharpened slightly.
“You found a connection.”
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“Yes.”
Moreau folded his hands.
“The sums passed through several hands. 6rivate accounts. Middlemen. 

Donations.”
“Donations?” I repeated calmly.
“To institutions. Restoration funds. Academic pro8ects.”
I let the words settle.
“And these funds crossed borders.”
“Yes.”
Moreau now looked directly at me.
“France was not the endpoint. Not even the center.”
“Rome,” I said.
Moreau hesitated.
“There were transactions,” he said slowly, “which led through Italy.”
“And farther.”
“6ossibly.”
There was a pause.
“It was there,” Moreau continued, “that my case changed its character.”
“How?”
“I received a recommendation that I discontinue the investigation. Not 

from my immediate superior, but through another o1ce.”
I nodded faintly.
“A higher authority.”
“Yes.”
Moreau drew a slow breath.
“I was informed that my observations had political sensitivity.”
I looked at him.
“And you did not accept that assessment.”
“No.”
Moreau allowed his gaze to pass once more across the square.
“It was shortly afterward that I was removed.”
My voice was calm.
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

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

matter of false canvases.”
I waited.
“It is a matter of protection. Of reputation. Of institutions that do not 

wish to be examined.”
I did not answer immediately.
“You are now moving,” Moreau continued, “in a 4eld where the conse-

quences are not necessarily legal.”
My face remained unchanged.
“You mean,” I said calmly, “that it may become dangerous.”
“Yes.”
“6hysically?”
Moreau looked at me.
“That is a possibility.”
I inclined my head slightly.
“It is noted.”
Moreau regarded me.
“You take it with remarkable composure.”
“:omposure,” I said, “is a function of clarity.”
I rose.
“If your information is correct, we now have movement across borders. 

Financing. 6rotection.”
I looked toward the building. Moreau rose more slowly.
“You do not intend to stop.”
“No.”
Moreau stood still for a moment.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“Then you must understand,” he said, “that you are no longer merely 
investigating forgery.”

I looked at him.
“I never was.”
I remained standing for a moment before turning toward Moreau.
“I did not send for you,” I said calmly, “so that we might sit and converse 

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

you than for me?”
Moreau hesitated.
“Someone will undoubtedly recognise me, and that will raise ques-

tions.”
I nodded.
“Therefore,” I said, and took something from my bag.
It was not a mask, nor a wig, but a discreet dark coat of a di3erent cut 

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

“6ut this on.”
Moreau looked at the coat.
“You came prepared.”
“One should always bring two possibilities,” I replied.
Moreau put on the coat. It altered his silhouette slightly and made his 

appearance less readily recognisable. The spectacles placed a faint re7ection 
over his eyes.

I studied him for a moment.
“Su1cient.”
“And you?” asked Moreau.
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

I looked down at myself.
“I am a foreigner,” I said dryly. “That is explanation enough.”
We began to walk toward the gate.
“The professor,” I said quietly. “What is his name? I assume it was he to 

whom the trail led you.”
Moreau hesitated a moment and then nodded.
“6rofessor Armand Delacroix.”
“6osition?”
“Overall responsibility for restoration and technical studies.”
“Ambitions?”
Moreau glanced brie7y at me.
“:onsiderable.”
I nodded.
“Then we shall give him something to be ambitious about.”
“An accusation?”
“No,” I said. “An opportunity.”
Moreau did not look convinced.
“We are two men,” I continued, “with an interest in technical authen-

ticity. We have observed a system in certain works. We seek an academic 
opinion.”

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

became sharper. Students moved between the studios, and the smell of oil 
and turpentine hung heavily in the air.

6rofessor Armand Delacroix received us standing.
His o1ce was high-ceilinged, the walls covered with sketches, restora-

tion diagrams, and reproductions of Renaissance works. A large window 
facing north allowed an even light to fall across the desk, where brushes 
and glass 8ars of pigments stood arranged with almost military precision.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

He was a man in his early 4fties. His beard was well kept. His gaze was 
sharp, but controlled.

“Messieurs,” he said. “How may I assist you?”
Moreau stepped forward 4rst. He had removed the spectacles.
“6rofessor, this is Monsieur Sigurdson. He has an interest in technical 

inconsistencies in certain landscape paintings which have recently circu-
lated upon the market.”

Delacroix’s gaze passed over me.
“Ah. Another skeptic.”
“Rather an observer,” I said calmly.
Delacroix smiled faintly.
“And what is it that you believe you have observed?”
I took out the small splinter of wood and laid it discreetly upon the desk.
“A frame. Not new. But with a more recent incision.”
The professor picked up the piece without hesitation. His eyes rested 

upon the mark for one second too long.
“A workshop mark,” he said at once. “Old. :ommon.”
“Too common?” I asked mildly.
“There are dozens of such marks.”
I nodded.
“Indeed.”
I allowed a pause to fall.
“Interestingly,” I continued, “we have found the same mark upon several 

frames accompanying works with identical pigment conditions. In partic-
ular, a variant of ultramarine mixed with a small quantity of zinc white to 
achieve a cooler tone.”

Delacroix’s hand stopped for a moment.
“That would be an anachronism,” he said quickly. “Uinc white was not 

used in the period you imply.”
I looked at him.
“6recisely.”
There was silence.
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

Moreau said nothing.
Delacroix laid the piece of wood back down.
“If someone is attempting to imitate older works,” he continued, “he 

will inevitably make such mistakes.”
“You mean,” I said, “that the error is that of an amateur.”
“Without question.”
I let my gaze move across the desk.
“And yet the brushwork is disciplined. The frame older. The canvas 

correctly stretched. The errors are* selective.”
Delacroix shrugged slightly.
“Even the most skilled forger may stumble.”
“Yes,” I said. “But only if he is working alone.”
The professor’s eyes sharpened a little.
“I do not understand your insinuation.”
“There is no insinuation,” I replied calmly. “Only interest.”
Delacroix leaned back.
“You must understand that this institution has no connection with 

marketplaces.”
“I have not claimed that it has.”
“And ultramarine of the kind you mention is widely used in academic 

instruction.”
“Of course.”
My voice was unchanged.
“We have, however, observed that the works bearing this combination of 

frame and pigment appear to have passed through the same hands.”
“A coincidence,” said Delacroix, too quickly.
I looked at him.
“6ossibly.”
The professor folded his hands.
“You speak as though there were an organized structure behind these 

works.”
I did not answer at once.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“Is there not?” I asked quietly.
Delacroix’s eyes met mine.
One second too long.
“Messieurs,” said the professor, now a little more 4rmly, “I would advise 

you not to confuse technical similarity with conspiracy.”
I rose.
“I shall take that under advisement.”
Moreau did the same. At the door I paused.
“6rofessor,” I said, without quite turning round, “you dismissed my 

remark about zinc white with remarkable certainty.”
Delacroix replied coollyJ
“It is my 4eld.”
I nodded.
“Naturally.”
We left the o1ce and did not speak until we had reached the courtyard. 

The air outside felt clearer, though neither of us looked back toward the 
building.

I stopped only when we had gone some distance from the gate.
“We need re7ection,” I said calmly.
Moreau nodded.
“There are several matters,” I continued, “which should be considered 

beyond academic walls.”
Moreau looked at me.
“And without listeners.”
“6recisely.”
I regarded him for a moment.
“Your story,” I said, “is not yet complete.”
Moreau hesitated slightly.
“No.”
“I am interested in the part you have not yet told.”
There was no accusation in my voice. Only a statement.
Moreau let his gaze move across the square.
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

“There is a place,” he said. “Not far from here. A private studio to which 
I have access. No one will disturb us there.”

“Kood.”
Moreau looked at me.
“I shall have you collected this evening.”
“At what hour?”
“Eight o’clock.”
I nodded.
“At your hotel.”
An almost imperceptible smile crossed my face.
“Do you require the address?”
Moreau returned the smile.
“I do not.”
For a moment we merely stood and looked at one another. Not as 

adversaries. Not yet as allies. But as two men who both understood that 
the case had grown. Then we each went our separate ways.

I left my hotel at precisely eight o’clock.
I had expected Moreau to arrive himself, but the carriage which stopped 

before the entrance carried no passenger. The driver was already waiting, 
the promise of transport given without words.

“Monsieur Sigurdson?” he asked brie7y.
I nodded and stepped inside. The carriage set o3 at once. Through the 

window I watched the streets glide past. First the broader boulevards, lit by 
gas lamps and with tramcars still rumbling in the distanceL then narrower 
lanes, where the light was sparse and the shadows between the buildings 
seemed denser. I noted the direction. First east. Then south. I did not 
recognise the district. The rhythm of the city changed its character. Fewer 
pedestrians. More closed gates. The smell of water in the air. The Seine.

The carriage turned again. I leaned slightly forward and observed the 
faint re7ection of the stars between the rooftops. The direction was now 
clear. Toward the river. For a moment I had assumed that Moreau intended 
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

to take me to the studio he had mentioned. It appeared I had been mistak-
en.

The carriage stopped abruptly beside a low bridge. The driver climbed 
down, opened the door, and said onlyJ

“They are waiting.”
I stepped out. There were no visible buildings in the immediate vicinity. 

Only the arch of the bridge over the dark water and the sound of the 
current striking softly against the stones.

A 4gure emerged from the shadow beneath one side of the bridge. Not 
Moreau. A younger man, wearing a plain coat and a hat drawn low over 
his brow.

“Follow me,” he said.
I made no ob8ection. We went down a narrow path leading to the river-

bank. The water lay dark and heavy in the night. A small rowing boat was 
moored between two posts, almost hidden by the shadow of the bridge. 
The man loosened the rope without another word. I stepped aboard. The 
boat slipped from the bank without sound. The current carried us a short 
distance before the oarsman set the blades into the water and guided us 
obliquely toward the opposite shore.

I looked up toward the underside of the bridge, where the light from 
the street above drew faint patterns upon the stone. I said nothing. But 
I noted. Moreau had not wished me to know the destination in advance. 
The boat reached the other side. There was no quay, only a low stone ledge 
and a dark gate in the wall behind it. The oarsman sprang up and secured 
the boat.

“You are expected,” he said.
I stepped ashore and found myself before an unremarkable building. 

The gate opened from within and led into a narrow courtyard. A single 
lamp burned in a window on the 4rst 7oor.

Moreau stood there.
“You found your way,” he said.
“I did.”
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

Moreau nodded toward the stairs.
“:ome.”
The studio was large. Not ostentatious, but orderly. :anvases stood 

along the walls, some covered with cloths. A long table in the center of 
the room held 8ars of pigment, small scales, brushes, pieces of wood, and 
sheets of notes. The air smelled of oil and turpentine. Moreau closed the 
door behind us and turned the key.

“This,” he said, “is why I do not speak openly.”
He drew a cloth aside from one of the canvases. I stepped nearer. It was 

a landscape. Not one I had seen at the market, but of the same type. The 
same discipline in the brushwork. The same controlled sky.

“The original,” said Moreau.
He pointed to another canvas standing beside it. It was almost identical.
“And this,” he continued, “is the copy.”
I moved closer. I said nothing.
Moreau took a small magnifying lens from the table and handed it to 

me.
“I found the 4rst set three years ago,” he said. “Not two paintings. Six.”
I examined the copy.
“The pigment,” I said quietly.
“Supplied through academic channels,” replied Moreau. “Ordered in 

larger batches. Registered as teaching material.”
I nodded faintly.
Moreau went to the table and drew out a folder. Inside lay receipts, bank 

statements, and correspondence.
“These payments,” he said, “passed through 6aris. But the funds did not 

originate here.”
I looked through the papers.
“Rome?”
“Yes.”
Moreau took out another document. A letter. Mnsigned, but stamped.
My gaze rested upon the stamp for a second longer.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“This,” said Moreau, “is one of the reasons I was removed.”
I laid the paper back.
“You came too close to a structure that does not merely protect itself.”
“It protects its reputation,” said Moreau.
I went to the wall, where several frames hung without canvases. I took 

one down and turned it over. The same incision.
“You have known this mark for some time,” I said.
“Yes.”
“And you have not acted.”
Moreau looked at me.
“I have acted.”
I turned.
Moreau pointed toward the canvases.
“I have collected.”
There was no drama in his voice.
I walked slowly back toward the table.
“You said earlier,” I observed, “that you had come close to a name.”
Moreau hesitated.
“I found the connection between 6aris and Rome,” he said. “Not merely 

through money. Through people.”
I looked up.
“6rofessor Delacroix?”
Moreau nodded.
“He is not alone.”
My gaze was calm.
“I assumed as much.”
Moreau drew a deeper breath.
“You must understand,” he said, “that this is not merely forgery. It is a 

chain of 4nancing. The works are sold, the funds are moved, and legitimate 
restorations are 4nanced by illegitimate copies.”

I stood still.
There was no surprise in my face. Only the quiet assembling of pieces.
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

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

I looked at him.
“You have found it.”
Moreau laid his hand 7at upon the table.
“Yes.”
I let my gaze move around the studio.
“You have been more persistent than you allowed me to understand.”
Moreau made no reply.
“The question now,” I continued, “is not whether the structure exists.”
I looked at the documents.
“But who stands above it.”
A heavier silence fell in the room.
Moreau said quietlyJ
“That is where it becomes dangerous.”
My eyes met his.
“That,” I said, “is where it begins.”
I remained standing for a long time beside the table, my gaze resting 

upon the papers. I no longer touched them.
“The professor is a cautious man,” I said at last. “He will not respond to 

an accusation.”
Moreau nodded.
“He will deny everything.”
“Naturally.”
I went to the window and looked out into the darkness over the river.
“But he will respond to uncertainty.”
Moreau looked at me.
“Mncertainty?”
“Yes. If he believes that someone possesses a fragment of the truth—but 

not the whole—he will try to control the situation.”
Moreau understood slowly.
“You want to make him come of his own accord.”
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

I turned.
“We must not threaten him. We must make him curious.”
Moreau breathed heavily.
“How?”
“He will wish to know how much we know.”
“6recisely.”
I walked a few steps back and forth.
“We choose a place where he does not feel himself upon his own ground. 

Not the academy. Not his home.”
Moreau thought for a moment.
“:hamp de Mars. Open. But with many people.”
My eyes lifted.
“Beneath the tower.”
Moreau nodded.
“There are benches facing the river. One may speak without being 

watched too long.”
I stopped.
“Kood.”
Moreau looked at me.
“What is he to bring?”
I answered without hesitationJ
“The most recent shipping ledger.”
Moreau sti3ened.
“He will never bring it.”
“If he believes it has already been compromised,” I said calmly, “he will 

bring it in order to assess the damage.”
Moreau stared at me.
“You are gambling.”
My voice was dry.
“No. I am predicting.”
Moreau went slowly back to the table.
“And if he does not come?”
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ACISTAIR :ROFT

I repliedJ
“Then we shall know that he does not act alone.”
Moreau looked at me for a long time.
“You understand,” he said quietly, “that this may place you in greater 

danger than you realize.”
My face did not change.
“That is possible.”
I picked up my hat.
“But I prefer movement to stagnation.”
Moreau drew a deep breath.
“When?”
“In two days,” I said. “At dusk.”
“And the message?”
I looked at him.
“It must not sound like a threat.”
I took a piece of paper and wrote a few words. Moreau read them. His 

expression darkened.
“You imply that we have already identi4ed the connection to Rome.”
I laid down the pen.
“I merely imply that certain repetitions no longer appear accidental.”
Moreau looked up.
“He will understand.”
“Yes.”
I took up the splinter of wood and placed it in my pocket.
“And if he brings the ledger,” I said quietly, “we shall have the proof we 

lack.”
Moreau said nothing.
I went toward the door.
“6rofessor Delacroix is a man who has long lived with control,” I said, 

without turning round. “Cet us see how he reacts when control begins to 
slip.”

I picked up the paper bearing the brief message and folded it once.
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THE SHADOW OVER THE SEINE

“He will come.”
Moreau looked at me without answering.
I put on my coat.
“And if he does not,” I added calmly, “his absence will be even more 

telling than his presence.”
Moreau followed me to the door.
“You are playing a high game.”
I paused for a moment.
“No,” I said. “I am merely observing how others play.”
I left the studio without another word.

NNN

Watson draws the desk lamp closer and reads the 4nal linesJ
If the professor chooses to react, he will do so quickly. I have the impres-

sion that the forces behind these arrangements do not care for uncertainty. 
In two days, at dusk, a small clari4cation will take place at the :hamp de 
Mars. I shall inform you further when the outcome is known.
—S.

Watson lays the letter aside and remains seated for a moment without 
moving. The rain against the window has grown heavier.

Holmes’s tone in these lines seems to me remarkably calm. There is no 
trace of excitement, no suggestion of drama. Only a statement. Yet I must 
admit that as I read, I feel an unease to which Holmes himself gave no 
expression. :hamp de Mars. I know the place. And I knew him. When 
Holmes spoke of a “small clari4cation,” it was rarely without consequence.

Watson takes up the next letter. The envelope bears the same hand, the 
same sealed precision. The date is two days later. He breaks the seal.
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Letter VII
The Police Theory

October 21, 1891
Paris

Moreau explained that there was a man within the police who had been 
connected with the case from an early stage. Not one of those who spoke 
publicly or allowed himself to be quoted in the newspapers, but rather a 
man who worked with a certain degree of discretion and who, as Moreau 
put it, possessed the advantage of never speaking more than was necessary.

He was, Moreau added, a man of considerable experience and sound 
judgment, and although he was not inclined to share his conclusions with-
out good reason, it might nevertheless be of value to hear how the matter 
appeared from the police perspective.

There were details which had not yet been made public. And perhaps 
others which had not yet been given the importance they deserved.

Moreau therefore proposed that we should meet him. Not at an oIce, 
where the conversation would become formal and perhaps constrained by 
oIcial considerations, but somewhere one might speak without attracting 
attention. A park, he suggested, where one could remain without anyone 
'nding it remarkable.

7 listened without interrupting and asked no questions regarding the 
man4s name, rank, or precise role in the investigation. My interest was 
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directed not toward the man himself, but rather toward the single point 
Moreau had mentioned almost in passing” that there were details which 
had not yet been disclosed.

—7f he is as discreet as you suggest,5 7 said calmly, —we must assume that 
whatever he chooses to say has been selected with care.5

Moreau nodded faintly.
—That is precisely why 7 propose the meeting.5
7 picked up my hat from the table without further comment.
—Then let us not waste time discussing it any longer.5
There was nothing in my tone to suggest reluctance, yet neither was 

there any particular interest in the formalities that ordinarily accompanied 
such a meeting. To my mind, the matter had already advanced another step, 
and this was merely one more opportunity to con'rmLor dismissLthat 
which 7 had already begun to suspect.

Moreau regarded me for a moment, as though considering whether to 
add something further, but decided against it. Re left shortly afterward.

The park was public, a place where the paths ran in quiet lines between 
trees that still held the day4s light in their leaves. 7t was early afternoon, 
and the grounds had not yet 'lled with those who later in the day sought 
the open air. A few people passed with dogs upon leashes, while others 
sat scattered upon the benches without seeming to have any particular 
purpose in remaining there.

The sounds of the city reached us only in muted fragmentsLa distant 
carriage, a voice indistinguishable from the othersLand from one end of 
the park there came at intervals the voices of children from a playground 
hidden from view. 7t lent the place a feeling of openness, but also of a 
certain anonymity, as though any individual presence might easily dissolve 
into the whole.

Moreau had chosen a bench overlooking one of the broader paths, 
though not one situated in a central position. Re seated ourselves without 
further remark.
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7 allowed my ga?e to pass over the few people nearby. Not searching in 
the strict sense, but observing. An elderly gentleman with a newspaper 
that remained unread. A woman with a small dog whose movements she 
followed more attentively than seemed necessary. A young man walking 
with his hands in his pockets and no apparent destination. None of them 
possessed the quality of restrained attention which the situation required.

7 leaned back slightly and let my eyes rest upon the path before us.
—He will not come directly,5 7 said quietly, more as a statement than as a 

remark addressed to Moreau.
Moreau did not reply.
Another moment passed during which nothing appeared to change, and 

it was precisely for that reason that the movement became so distinct when 
it came. A man approached from the side, not by the path leading directly 
toward us, but along one of the narrower walks that wound between the 
trees. His pace was neither hurried nor slow, but measured, as though 
chosen with regard to his surroundings rather than his destination. My 
attention settled upon him immediately.

—There,5 7 said quietly.
Moreau followed my ga?e.
The man was well dressed, yet without any ostentatious detail. The cut 

was correct, the colors subdued, and nothing in his appearance sought to 
attract attention. 7t was not an anonymity born of chance, but one that 
appeared deliberately maintained.

My ga?e moved downward. His shoes were well cared for, though not 
new. They bore the marks of regular use, neither neglected nor vainly 
preserved. His hands, brieBy visible as he adjusted his coat, were steady 
and free of unnecessary movement, possessing a 'rmness that required no 
eYort.

Rhen the man raised his eyes, it was not to seek us, but to take in the 
surroundings as a whole. Vnly afterward did his ga?e come to rest in our 
direction. My attention lingered a moment longer.
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—A man accustomed to working within rules,5 7 said quietly. —And to 
following them.5

Moreau nodded almost imperceptibly.
The man altered his course without stopping and now came directly 

toward the bench. He halted with a brief, precise movement, as though 
he had already determined how near he ought to come before oYering his 
greeting.

—Moreau.5
—Wupont.5
They shook hands without further formality. There was in the gesture 

neither warmth nor distance, but a mutual recognition that suggested they 
had met before and that neither found it necessary to enlarge upon the fact. 
Moreau turned slightly toward me.

—Oigurdson.5
The police oIcer gave a brief nod, and although his ga?e rested upon 

me for only a moment, it was long enough to show that he was not merely 
noting my presence, but attempting to place me.

—7 do not believe 7 have heard your name before,5 he said.
—That may be an advantage,5 7 replied calmly.
The remark passed without further comment.
Wupont seated himself beside Moreau, though slightly oYset, so that his 

ga?e could naturally fall both upon us and upon the path before us. 7t was 
a position that permitted conversation without excluding attention to the 
surroundings.

—Moreau has suggested,5 he began, —that you have an interest in the 
matter.5

—7 have an interest in that which has not yet been explained,5 7 said.
Wupont nodded faintly, as though the wording suited him.
—Then you will probably 'nd our approach inadequate,5 he said with-

out irony. —Nevertheless, 7 should like to explain it.5
7 made a slight movement with my hand which might have been taken 

as an invitation to continue.
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Wupont gathered his thoughts brieBy, not because he hesitated, but 
because he appeared to choose his words with care.

—Re are dealing with a series of forged works of art,5 he said. —Not of the 
sort one ordinarily encounters in minor circles, but works of such quality 
as to require both considerable technical skill and access to materials that 
are not readily available.5

He allowed his ga?e to rest upon me for a moment before continuing.
—These works circulate through a number of intermediariesLcouriers, 

smaller dealers, the occasional auctionLwithout there ever appearing to 
be a central point from which they originate. That makes the investigation 
diIcult, though not unusual.5

7 nodded slightly.
—Oo you assume that this is the work of a group95
—At the very least,5 replied Wupont. —Possibly several. 0ut as yet there is 

nothing to suggest a single organisation. “ather, a network of individuals 
cooperating to the extent that necessity requires.5

—And the motive95
—6inancial.5
7 allowed the question to linger for a moment before continuing.
—1ou mention the quality. Have you had an opportunity to examine the 

works more closely95
—A limited number,5 replied Wupont. —Dnough to establish that they are 

not simple copies. Methods have been employed that indicate considerable 
knowledge of both technique and history.5

—And yet,5 7 said quietly, —they have been passed onward through chan-
nels that are not exactly... discreet.5

Wupont shrugged very slightly.
—Wiscretion is relative. 7n the circles through which these works move, 

it is not uncommon for their origin to remain uncertain.5
7 turned my ga?e toward the path for a moment, as though the question 

did not require a direct reply.
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—Have you noticed repetitions95 7 asked after a moment. —Not in the 
works themselves, but in their movement95

Wupont glanced brieBy at Moreau before answering.
—“epetitions do occur. 0ut not in a form that points to any underlying 

system. “ather, they appear to be the consequence of the same routes and 
contacts being used time and again.5

7 nodded, though without giving any indication that the answer satis'ed 
me.

—And markings9 Oymbols. Oigns that do not naturally belong to the 
works themselves95

There was a brief pause.
—Re have seen a few such instances,5 said Wupont. —0ut they can be 

explained as individual variations. Nothing that necessarily links the works 
to one another.5

7 lowered my eyes for a moment.
—Vf course.5
There was nothing in my tone to suggest disagreement, yet neither did 

it convey genuine assent.
The conversation continued for several minutes more, during which 

Wupont outlined the steps the police had already takenLinterviews, 
sei?ures, the surveillance of certain known individualsLall presented with 
a precision that testi'ed to experience, yet also with a certain restraint, as 
though each element had been carefully weighed before it was mentioned.

7 asked a few questions as we proceeded, though without pressing the 
matter. 7 was not searching for errors, but rather for that which remained 
unsaid.

At length there came a brief silence.
Wupont allowed his ga?e to rest upon me.
—1ou hold a diYerent opinion,5 he said.
7t was not a question.
7 did not answer at once. 7nstead, 7 watched a movement farther down 

the path, where a dog tugged brieBy at its leash before settling once again.
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—7 would not dismiss yours,5 7 said calmly. —0ut 7 am not convinced that 
it is suIcient.5

Wupont nodded, as though he had expected precisely that answer.
—7t seldom is.5
7 turned my eyes back to him.
—And yet you proceed upon it as though it were.5
There was no sharpness in the words. Vnly an observation.
Wupont did not reply immediately. He let his hands rest quietly before 

him before at last saying,
—Re proceed upon what can be proved.5
My expression did not change.
—Vf course.5
1et this time there was the slightest inBection in my voice, as though the 

words concealed something that had not yet fully taken shape.
Re rose without further remark, and our leave-taking of Wupont was as 

brief and precise as our 'rst greeting. He walked away in the opposite di-
rection without once looking back, and before long he had been absorbed 
into the quiet movement of the park.

Moreau and 7 followed the path for some distance without speaking. 
The gravel crunched softly beneath our feet, while a light bree?e stirred the 
leaves above us, causing the light to shift across the path in brief, irregular 
patterns. 6rom the distant playground came a sudden burst of laughter, 
which quickly faded once again.

Moreau glanced sideways at me.
—1ou found him exactly as you expected.5
—1es,5 7 replied. —He is a man who overlooks nothing that he has learned 

to see.5
—And yet,5 said Moreau, —you do not appear convinced.5
7 allowed my ga?e to rest ahead of me for a moment before replying.
—He works within a framework that is both necessary and limiting. 

What can be proved, as he himself expressed it.5
Moreau nodded.
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—That is hardly unreasonable.5
—No,5 7 said quietly. —0ut neither is it suIcient.5
Re continued a few more steps in silence.
—7f one regards the matter as a series of isolated forgeries,5 7 continued, 

—his explanation is entirely coherent. Dven the quality can be accounted 
for, provided one assumes suIcient skill and the proper connections.5

—And you assume something diYerent95
7 shrugged slightly.
—Nothing that can yet be expressed with precision. 0ut the repetitions 

are too clean.5
Moreau looked at me.
—1ou mentioned that to him as well.5
—1es.5
—He did not seem to attach any importance to it.5
—He cannot,5 7 said. —6or once one accepts that there is a pattern,5 7 

continued, —one must also accept that it has been created. And if it has 
been created, there must be an intention extending beyond the immediate 
pro't.5

Moreau let that thought remain between us for a moment.
—Oo you believe it is not merely 'nancial.5
7 stopped brieBy, not because anything had attracted my attention, but 

as though the thought itself required a pause.
—Money is an explanation,5 7 said. —0ut it is seldom the only one.5
7 resumed walking.
—The police oIcer proceeds exactly as he ought,5 7 added after a mo-

ment. —He gathers what can be gathered and dismisses that which cannot 
immediately be secured.5

—And you95
7 allowed my ga?e to pass over the few people who still remained in the 

park.
—7 prefer to linger a little longer over that which does not 't.5
Moreau smiled faintly.
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—That can be a dangerous method.5
—1es,5 7 replied. —0ut in this instance, it would be even more dangerous 

not to employ it.5
Re reached the edge of the park, where the sounds of the city once again 

became more distinct and the Bow of pedestrians somewhat denser.
7 did not stop. 1et there had been a subtle change in my expression.
—He is not wearing shoes that are too small for him,5 Moreau observed 

thoughtfully. —He merely walks in the shoes he has been given.5
7 turned brieBy toward him.
—Perhaps,5 7 said. —0ut if one continues to walk in them, one never 

discovers that the road itself has changed.5
Wusk had settled quietly over the zhamp de Mars. 7 was seated upon 

the bench overlooking the river when the expected 'gure approached. The 
man was tall, clad in a dark coat, with his hat drawn low over his brow. His 
stride was measured, neither hurried nor cautious. He halted a few paces 
from me.

—1ou wished to speak,5 he said.
His voice was subdued and neutral.
7 rose slowly.
—7 merely wished to prevent a misunderstanding,5 7 replied calmly.
The man did not come any nearer.
—1ou overestimate your own importance.5
—That is entirely possible,5 7 said. —1et certain repetitions in the frames 

and pigments are diIcult to explain away.5
A brief silence followed.
The man replied,
—1ou have no proof.5
7 looked steadily at him.
—Perhaps.5
7t appeared to be the answer he had been expecting.
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He removed one of his gloves and allowed his ga?e to wander toward 
the structure of the tower, as though our conversation held no particular 
interest for him.

—Vne,5 he said without looking at me, —does not regard speculation as a 
threat.5

7 noted the choice of words. Not I. Not we. 0ut one.
—Then we are agreed,5 7 said. —This is merely speculation.5
The man inclined his head slightly.
—And speculations have a way of disappearing of their own accord.5
He drew the glove on again.
—Eood evening.5
7 did not attempt to stop him.
The man turned and walked calmly toward the avenue. There was no 

haste. No Bight. Vnly a measured withdrawal.
Moreau stepped out from the shadows a moment later.
—7t was him,5 he said quietly.
—Possibly,5 7 replied. —He was carrying nothing.5
—No.5
Moreau looked frustrated.
—Re have achieved nothing.5
7 looked toward the path along which the man had disappeared.
—That is not correct.5
7 bent down and picked up something from the gravel beside the bench.
A small button. 0lack. Fnremarkable.
Moreau looked at it.
—A button95
7 turned it over in my hand. 7t was heavier than it ought to have been. 

Not mass-produced. Vn the reverseLalmost concealed within the met-
alLwas an engraved mark. A small M. Not MF. A single M, crossed by a 
'ne diagonal scratch.

Moreau fell silent.
—Montmartre,5 he said.
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7 made no reply. 7nstead, 7 ran my thumb across the metal.
—A theatrical button,5 7 said quietly. —Hand-cast.5
7 slipped the button into my pocket and continued.
—And one belonging to a man who is unaccustomed to being observed.5
Moreau looked after the vanished 'gure.
—He spoke as though we were of no consequence.5
My expression remained cool.
—7t is entirely possible that he wished us to believe precisely that.5
Re walked on without another word.

My dear Ratson,
Vur conversation produced no immediate result. 7t nevertheless seems to 
me that certain detailsLeven when they pretend to be without signi'-
canceLmay ultimately prove more eloquent than their owners intend. 
Tomorrow 7 shall examine a district where craftsmanship and disguise go 
hand in hand.

L S.

HHH

Ratson let the letter sink slightly in his hands, though he did not fold it.
There was something in Holmes4s account that would not release its 

hold upon him. Not the meeting with Wupont itself, though the police 
oIcer4s sober limitations stood plainly before his mind. Not even the un-
known man at the zhamp de Mars, whose words conveyed more distance 
than denial. 7t was rather the tension between the two” the police4s need 
for proof and Holmes4s ability to linger over that which could not yet be 
proved, yet could no more be dismissed.

Ratson looked toward the glow of the lamp upon his writing desk. He 
knew this aspect of Holmes better than most. That patience which, to an 
outside observer, might appear almost like coldness. That quiet insistence 
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upon a detail which others abandoned because it had not yet found its 
proper place within the whole.

A button. A small M. A diagonal scratch. 7t was almost nothing. And 
yet Ratson knew that such almost-nothings were very often the beginning 
of everything.

He read the 'nal lines once more.
zraftsmanship and disguise. Montmartre. The theatre.
7t seemed to him that the aYair was now moving away from canvases and 

frames and into a darker realm, where men concealed not merely works of 
art, but themselves.

Ratson laid the letter aside with a slow and deliberate movement.
Holmes wrote that the conversation had produced no immediate re-

sult. 1et Ratson knew that this was Holmes4s own manner of describing 
progress at a stage when others would not yet have recognised it.

He remained seated for a moment in his study.
Vutside, evening had fallen. Rithin the room, the letter lay open before 

him, and for an instant the empty chair opposite seemed rather less empty 
than before.

6or in these few lines Ratson heard once again the voice of his friend” 
calm, dry, almost measuredLand yet already moving toward the place 
where the case would begin to reveal its true face.

He picked up the next envelope. 7t was dated the day after the meeting 
and bore the Paris postmark. Rith a resolute movement, he broke the seal.
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Letter VIII
Montmartre

October 22, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
Do you remember the atmosphere of Montmartre? In the quiet hours of 
the morning, the district presents itself as another Paris altogether. The 
broad boulevards have given way to narrow, sloping streets, where the 
cobblestones still bear the traces of the night. Small ateliers stand close 
together, their tall windows clouded with paint and dust. Apprentices, 
models, and craftsmen move about in a rhythm that is less orderly, yet no 
less disciplined.

I walked slowly up the Rue Lepic. The air carried the scent of co-ee, 
damp limestone, and linseed oil. The stairways between the streets were 
steep, and the buildings seemed to lean ever so slightly over the pavements, 
as though observing those who passed beneath them. I paused brie8y 
before a window in which mannequins wore half6Hnished costumes. The 
fabrics were heavy, the colors subdued. A theatrical quarter. I continued 
on.

It was no coincidence that craftsmanship and disguise had found one 
another here. Within these narrow streets, a man might alter his appear6
ance without attracting notice. I turned into a narrower passage.
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There I saw him again.
xot in a mirror. xot re8ected in a shop window. :ut directly.
A tall Hgure in a dark coat, with his hat drawn low over his brow. The 

same hat. The same discreet distance. The same habit of stopping when6
ever I paused. The familiar silhouette no longer required the intermediary 
of a re8ection to be recognised.

I continued without altering my pace. It was no longer a matter of 
conFecture, but of sober observation.

I was being followed.
xot closely. xor in a threatening manner. :ut persistently.
I passed a group of apprentices carrying bolts of cloth into a workshop. 

I allowed my hand to glide along the railing of a staircase, as though 
considering which direction to take. When I turned into the ne“t alley, the 
man was still there. The distance between us remained precisely the same.

I stopped before a small brass signG Maison L. Vautrin — Costumes 
& Confections Théâtrales. I glanced brie8y toward the window, where 
dark Fackets and military uniforms hung side by side. :ehind me, the dark 
Hgure also came to a halt. I raised my hand and knocked upon the door.

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

the walls. An elderly man stood at a worktable, where he was fastening a 
cu- to a dark Facket. Ve looked up.

zCood morning, monsieur.7
I stepped inside and allowed my gaYe to travel through the room.
zCood morning,7 I replied. zI am in need of a minor repair.7
The tailor smiled politely.
z'ertainly.7
I removed my glove and laid it upon the table. I said nothing further. 

Instead, my eyes settled upon a row of buttons lying in an open bo“ beside 
the sewing machine. :lack metal, and unquestionably cast in a single piece. 
I recognised the pattern without touching it.

The tailor noticed where I was looking.
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zThey are not ordinary,7 he remarked lightly. zMade to order.7
I nodded.
z”or theatrical use?7
z0es, precisely.7
I looked up.
zMontmartre lives by transformation.7
The tailor laughed softly.
z0es, monsieur. We supply several theatres.7
I slowly took out the button I had found beside the bench the previous 

evening and laid it upon the table.
zBne like this.7
The tailor—s hand paused for a moment.
Bnly for a moment.
zAh,7 he said. zBne of ours.7
I looked at him.
zSo, you recognise it.7
z'ertainly. We cast them ourselves.7
I nodded slowly.
zInteresting.7
The tailor straightened.
zDid you lose it, monsieur?7
zxo,7 I replied. zI found it.7
The tailor shrugged slightly.
zThen you have been fortunate. They seldom come o-.7
My gaYe drifted to the Facket lying upon the table. It was dark. The lining 

was heavy. The seam had been sewn by hand. I let my hand pass lightly over 
its edge.

zThis lining is remarkably durable,7 I observed.
zIt must be,7 replied the tailor. zSome clients require durability.7
I looked brie8y at his hands. Vis Hngernails were clean. 0et beneath the 

edge of his thumb remained a thin, almost invisible trace of black pigment. 
xot dye from cloth. Pigment from metal.
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z0ou take part in the casting yourself,7 I said.
z0es.7
I nodded.
zAnd you also supply private customers?7
The tailor smiled.
zThe theatre only.7
I allowed my gaYe to linger upon him for another second.
zBf course.7
I picked up the button once more.
z0our workmanship is e“quisite.7
The tailor inclined his head slightly.
zThank you, monsieur.7
I turned toward the door.
zMontmartre is a place where many men wish to disappear into a role,7 

I said without looking back.
The tailor made no reply.
I stepped out into the street once more.
The worthy jautrin struck me as sincere in his craftsmanship, but rather 

less so in his denials. Vis professed limitation to the theatre accords poorly 
with the discreet manufacture of buttons that seldom lose their fastening. 
It seems to me entirely probable that certain costumes in Montmartre 
perform roles never intended for the public eye.

I left Montmartre without seeking a confrontation and informed More6
au that same afternoon.

zWe shall return this evening,7 I said simply.
zTo jautrin?7
z0es.7
Moreau nodded.
zDo you believe he will speak more openly?7
zI believe he will be less prepared.7
Nvening had fallen by the time we reached the narrow alley once again.
We saw it from a distance.
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Two uniformed policemen stood before the door. A lantern had been 
hung beside the entrance, and a small crowd of curious onlookers had 
gathered on the opposite side of the street.

Moreau stopped.
I took a few steps farther.
Bne of the policemen raised a hand.
zxo entry.7
I looked at him.
zIs Monsieur jautrin indisposed?7
The o2cer hesitated.
zVe is dead.7
Moreau drew a quick breath.
My e“pression did not change.
z”rom what cause?7
zA knife wound,7 the policeman replied curtly. zVe was found behind 

the workshop.7
I looked toward the door.
zWhen?7
zLate this afternoon.7
I nodded slowly.
zWere there any signs of a break6in?7
zxo.7
zBf a struggle?7
The policeman shrugged.
zA little disorder. xot much.7
Moreau stepped forward.
zVe had no enemies.7
The policeman looked at him without interest.
zThey all say that.7
My gaYe drifted upward toward the window on the Hrst 8oor. The lamp 

was e“tinguished.
zDid you Hnd anything unusual?7 I asked calmly.
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The policeman shook his head.
zWe shall leave that to the investigation.7
I nodded and turned to Moreau.
zThat was swift,7 Moreau said in a subdued voice.
z0es.7
zDo you think47
I did not interrupt him, but simply said,
zIt seems to me highly improbable that this is a coincidence.7
Moreau looked toward the policemen.
zThen they have silenced him.7
My eyes remained H“ed upon the door.
zBr else he spoke.7
Moreau fell silent.
I took a step backward and surveyed the alley. It seemed narrower in the 

evening. Darker.
z0ou understand,7 said Moreau quietly, zthat we are now in direct 

opposition.7
I did not answer at once. My eyes rested upon the cobblestones before 

the workshop. The rain from the previous night had left a thin layer of 
moisture in the cracks. There were footprints. xot distinct. :ut several.

zWe have lost an intermediary,7 I said at last.
z0es.7
z:ut someone considered it necessary to remove him.7
Moreau looked at me.
zThat means47
z4that he mattered.7
I added,
zAnd it also means that our presence in Montmartre has not gone 

unnoticed.7
Moreau said,
zThen we are back where we started.7
I shook my head slightly.
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zxo.7
I looked toward the dark alley behind the building.
zWe have conHrmed that jautrin did not sew solely for the theater.7

Nvening was well advanced by the time Moreau and I once again made our 
way through the sloping streets of Montmartre.

The alley lay almost deserted. The police lantern had been removed. The 
door to the workshop had been sealed with an o2cial strip of paper.

Moreau led us through a narrow passage beside the building. The court6
yard behind it was dark, though by no means inaccessible. A single door led 
into the storeroom.

I e“amined the lock with my hand.
zIt has been forced before,7 I said quietly.
Moreau looked at me in surprise.
I merely pointed to the wear upon the metal. Taking a small instrument 

from my pocket, I applied it to the lock. There came a brief, dry click. The 
door yielded.

We stepped inside.
The room was unlit. I switched on a small pocket lantern whose beam 

was carefully subdued. Dust motes drifted through the light.
We searched without speaking. The shelves contained bolts of cloth, 

half6Hnished Fackets, hats, and bo“es Hlled with buttons. xothing in itself 
appeared unusual. Moreau opened drawers. I carefully lifted false bottoms 
and loose boards. My eye measured what was missing rather than what 
remained.

zThe police searched quickly,7 said Moreau.
z0es,7 I replied. zThey were looking for a weapon.7
We continued.
An hour passed.
I stopped before a small writing desk in the back room. The drawer was 

empty.
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Too empty.
I ran my Hnger along the inside.
zLook here,7 I said quietly.
Moreau stepped closer.
A thin line in the wood4almost invisible.
I pressed gently against the back panel.
It gave way.
A false bottom slid aside.
:ehind it lay a small book, bound in dark leather and without a title.
I picked it up.
zIt would appear,7 I said, zthat Monsieur jautrin kept two sets of 

accounts.7
Moreau took a step backward.
I opened the book. Its pages were crowded with small, precise entries. 

Dates. xames. Initials. Deliveries.
xot costumes.
Instead, descriptions such asG
Uniforme sombre 4 delivered.
Manteau noir 4 modiHed.
Commande spéciale.
Again and again the same designation appearedG
Théâtre des Murmures.
Moreau pointed.
zThere.7
A name.
xot written in full.
BnlyG A. D.
I closed the book for a moment.
zDelacroi“,7 said Moreau.
I nodded slightly.
Turning the pages once more, I found several entries marked with the 

same symbol we had seen carved into the frame.
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Moreau sank slowly into the chair.
zVe supplied disguises,7 he said quietly.
z0es,7 I replied.
z:ut not for the stage.7
I swept the light across the Hnal pages. The most recent entries had been 

crossed out.
xot erased.
Merely crossed through.
The date was that of the day before the murder.
I closed the book and slipped it into my inner pocket.
zThis,7 I said calmly, zis the reason he was killed.7
Moreau looked up.
zWe ought to hand it over to the police.7
I looked at him.
zxot yet.7
z:ut47
zThe police will see a tailor,7 I said. zWe see a distribution channel.7
There was no e“citement in my voice. Bnly a statement of fact.
I e“tinguished the lantern.
zWe now possess,7 I said, zproof that Montmartre does not merely 

produce costumes, but identities.7
Moreau rose slowly.
zAnd Delacroi“?7
I opened the door once more and looked out into the dark courtyard 

beyond.
zVe is not at the top.7
My dear Watson, I must observe here that jautrin—s ledger appears to me 

a far more signiHcant discovery than his workshop itself. When a man keeps 
concealed accounts of deliveries that bear no relation to his declared trade, 
one must assume that he serves another master than the one he presents to 
the world.
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We then stepped back into the narrow passage. Montmartre had grown 
almost silent. Bnly the occasional voice drifted faintly from a cafF farther 
down the street. I paused for a moment to listen.

Moreau spoke quietly.
zWe should not remain here long.7
I nodded.
We had entered a narrower street where the light from the high6mounted 

lamps fell unevenly between the faGades, leaving patches of shadow that 
could not entirely be penetrated. The sounds of the city had not vanished, 
but were subdued4as though they reached this place only in a weakened 
form. A carriage passed in the distance. A solitary footstep echoed against 
the stones farther down the street. Btherwise, silence.

I moved forward with the same measured stride as before, neither hur6
ried nor hesitant. Moreau followed a little behind me, still absorbed in the 
re8ections we had e“changed, which seemed to linger in the air between 
us.

It was at the very moment I stepped beneath the light of a street lamp 
that the sound came.

:rief and muHed. xot loud enough to attract attention at a distance, 
yet possessing a sharpness that could not be mistaken for anything else.

A small splinter of plaster broke away from the wall beside me and fell 
to the ground.

Moreau stopped abruptly.
I did not.
I turned slowly, as though wishing merely to establish what was already 

evident.
zA pistol Htted with a suppressor,7 I said, almost as a matter of observa6

tion.
The words had scarcely left my lips before a sudden force seiYed the collar 

of my coat and pulled me half a step backward into the shadow beside the 
doorway. The movement was precise and without hesitation, the action of 
a man who had acted before thought itself had intervened.
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The second shot followed instantly.
This time the proFectile struck the woodwork where I had been standing 

scarcely a second before. Bnce again the report was muHed, yet distinct 
enough to conHrm that there had been nothing accidental about it.

I straightened myself only halfway, still within the shelter of the shad6
ows. My eyes immediately found the Hgure who had intervened.

The dark hat.
The same coat.
The same restrained bearing.
There was nothing in his manner that sought to emphasise what he had 

done. xothing dramatic. xothing super8uous. Ve had merely done what 
was necessary4and nothing more.

The man did not utter a single word.
Vis grip was released with the same economy with which it had been 

taken, and without lingering he turned away. I caught only the briefest 
proHle, little more than an outline rather than a face, before the Hgure 
disappeared down the alley.

Ve neither ran nor betrayed the slightest trace of panic.
Instead, he departed with a composure that stood in striking contrast to 

the circumstances.
Within moments he had vanished into the darkness, as though he had 

never been there at all.
Moreau stared after him, unable at Hrst to gather his thoughts.
zVe47
I raised a hand slightly.
z0es.7
xo further shots were Hred.
The street settled once more into its former silence, as though the in6

cident had been nothing more than a brief interruption of an otherwise 
undisturbed order. A window rattled softly somewhere above us. A distant 
wheel rolled over the stones.

xothing answered what had Fust taken place.
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I stepped once more into the light and e“amined the masonry.
Two small marks.
:oth precisely placed.
xeither accidental.
Moreau came nearer, his eyes still H“ed upon the direction in which the 

Hgure had disappeared.
zA warning,7 he said quietly.
I shook my head faintly.
zxo.7
My gaYe lingered upon the marks for a moment before rising slowly.
zAn unmistakable attempt upon my life.7
Moreau turned toward me.
zVe saved you.7
I straightened fully, as though only now assuming my proper place 

within the scene.
zThat appears to be the most probable conclusion.7
z:ut why?7
My e“pression remained calm, though not indi-erent.
z:ecause my continued activities serve a purpose.7
Moreau hesitated for a moment.
zThen you believe47
z4that he has not been following me in order to stop me,7 I continued, 

zbut to observe me.7
Moreau looked once again toward the alley.
zAnd now to protect you?7
I did not answer immediately. Instead, I allowed my eyes to pass once 

more over our surroundings, as though wishing to assure myself that noth6
ing further remained concealed within the visible.

zThat has not yet been proved,7 I said at last.
I turned slightly and looked again at the two marks in the masonry.
z:ut he quite clearly had no desire for me to be removed this evening.7
Moreau drew a slow breath.
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zThen we are not merely being hunted.7
I nodded.
zxo.7
I took a step forward.
zWe are also the subFect of an evaluation.7
Moreau nodded.
zLet us Hnd a more secluded place. 'ome.7
Without another word he continued down the street, and I followed 

close behind.

My dear Watson, the intervention that occurred in the alley behind Mont6
martre appears to me to have been both precise and deliberate. Two shots 
were Hred with su2cient skill to indicate intention, yet without the com6
plete resolve to carry the act through. My position at that moment was not 
accidental, and my removal from it was still less so.

The Hgure whom I have previously observed in the streets of Paris, 
and who has now, for the Hrst time, acted in my presence, has thereby 
e“cluded himself from one of the more obvious categories. Ve can scarcely 
be counted among those employed to silence me.

Vis identity remains unknown to me. Vis allegiance likewise. 0et it 
appears that his continuing interest in my movements is not intended to 
bring them to an end. ”or the present, therefore, he must be regarded as an 
unknown factor4not an enemy.
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Letter IX
The First Irregularity

23 October, 1891
Paris

Paris had laid aside the bustle of the day. The streets around the boulevards 
were not yet deserted, but the sounds had become subdued, as though 
the city spoke more softly after darkness had fallen. Moreau and I walked 
without haste through the narrow passages, where the gas lamps cast their 
muted glow upon the cobblestones. Rain from earlier in the day had left 
a faint sheen upon the pavement, and in the shallow pools there were 
re'ected fragments of windows and passing shadows.

Moreau-s gallery stood discreetly withdrawn from the main thoroughS
fare. My ;rst entrance had been accomplished under far more secretive 
circumstances, by way of the Heine and the rear entrance. The sign above 
the door was restrainedA it was not a place for tourists, but for those who 
already knew what they were seeking.

Moreau produced his ring of keys, and the lock yielded without di9culS
ty. Le stepped aside and allowed me to enter ;rst.

The gallery possessed a diCerent atmosphere in the evening. The paintS
ings upon the walls appeared less o9cial, less protected by their frames. 
Hhadows fell unevenly across the canvases, while a few easels still stood in 
place, as though the work had been interrupted in midSmotion. O faint 
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scent of turpentine and old varnish lingered in the roomqnot unpleasant, 
but persistent. It bore witness to hands that had laboured there for many 
years.

Moreau closed the door behind us and drew the curtains.
NI have been wondering,x he said after a moment, Nwhether you have 

already seen enough.x
I did not answer immediately. Instead, I allowed my gaBe to travel over 

the walls, over the carefully selected paintings, and ;nally to the small 
writing desk by the window, where papers lay arranged with an order that 
did not entirely conceal a deeper unrest.

Nzne often sees the most,x I said 1uietly, Nwhen one believes one has 
already seen everything.x

Moreau nodded, though he did not smile. There was a weariness about 
him that did not arise merely from the events of the day. It lay deeper than 
that. 0ot in his body, but in his eyesqthe eEpression of a man who had 
carried a realisation alone for a very long time.

Le crossed to a small table in the corner and poured two glasses of wine 
without asking. zne he handed to me.

NHo far,x he said 1uietly, Nyou have seen the ending. The professor. The 
workshop. The frames.x

Le lowered himself slowly into a chair, as though even the movement 
deserved deliberation.

NDut you have not yet seen the beginning.x
I did not sit down at once. For a moment I remained standing, studying 

Moreau, as though measuring the diCerence between the art dealer I had 
;rst encountered and the man who now sat before me.

NThe beginning,x I said, Nis seldom where one ;rst notices it.x
Moreau passed a hand across his forehead.
NIt did not begin with the professor,x he said. N0or did it begin with 

Paris.x
O brief silence followed.
zutside, a carriage rolled past. The sound 1uickly faded again.
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Moreau remained seated for another moment, as though arranging the 
precise se1uence of events in his own mind before continuing.

NFive years ago,x he said slowly, Na small painting was submitted for 
evaluation. 0othing that would ordinarily attract attention. O landscape. 
Provincial. Énsigned, yet eEecuted in a style that might readily have been 
attributed to a lesserSknown pupil of the late eighteenth century.x

Le eEtended a hand toward one of the paintings hanging upon the wall, 
as though unconsciously comparing it with the work he was describing.

NIt was not the sub2ect that caught my attention. Uven then, it was the 
pigmentation.x

I seated myself now, though I did not take my eyes from him.
NO particular colour3x I asked.
N4es.x Moreau nodded. NO shade of blue. 0ot striking. 0ot domiS

nantqmerely in the shadows beneath the trees. It had been applied with 
restraint, yet consistently. I did not recognise it as belonging to the period.x

I inclined my head slightly.
NÉltramarine3x
N0o. Too matte.x
NPrussian blue3x
N0o. Too stable.x
I folded my hands.
NO synthetic cobalt compound3x
Moreau looked at me with a faint eEpression that was almost one of 

approval.
NPrecisely. O shade that did not become generally available until much 

later. It could not possibly have been accessible to the painter who was 
alleged to have created the work.x

NOnd the binding medium3x I asked without raising my voice.
NThat was the second point,x said Moreau. NThe varnish had been artiS

;cially aged, yet the ground beneath it bore traces of a binding medium 
I had previously encountered only in modern restoration work. 0ot in 
forgeryqin restoration.x
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I leaned forward slightly.
NOpplied deliberately3x
N4es. Far too precisely to have been an accident.x
Hilence settled between us for a moment.
N4ou concluded, then,x I said 1uietly, Nthat the painter had not himself 

chosen the techni1ue.x
NI concluded,x Moreau replied, Nthat the painter may not even have 

understood it.x
Le rose and crossed to the writing desk. From one of the drawers he 

withdrew an old sheet of paperqnot the original document itself, but a 
copy of the notes he had made at the time.

NI began modestly,x he continued. NThe archives of the école des 
DeauESOrts. UEhibition catalogues. Htudent registers. Hhipping docuS
ments.x

I raised an eyebrow.
NHhipping documents3x
NThe painting had been submitted through an intermediary,x Moreau 

said. NDut the frame bore evidence of having been transferred. O discreet 
marking on the reverse suggested that it was not the ;rst time it had crossed 
a border.x

My attention sharpened.
NMarseille3x
N“ater,x Moreau replied. N“yon ;rst.x
I said nothing.
Le continued.
NI followed records that proved to be incomplete. 0ames with altered 

spellings. Receipts without corresponding documentation. O painting 
that had apparently arrived in Paris without ever having left “yonqor so 
the o9cial records would have one believe.x

NInteresting,x I said 1uietly.
N4es,x Moreau replied. NDut at the time I still believed I was pursuing a 

single forger. O gifted one. Homeone who liked to eEperiment.x
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Le looked up.
NIt was only when I found her name in the student register that the aCair 

changed its character.x
My voice remained even.
NO woman.x
Moreau nodded slowly.
N4es.x
Le stood for a moment with the notes in his hand before laying them 

down once more.
NLer name was ”laire jelatour.x
Le spoke it without hesitation, yet there was an almost imperceptible 

change in his voice as he did so.
NHhe was in her ;nal years at the école des DeauESOrts. 0ot a student of 

whom people spoke loudlyqbut one whom they noticed.x
I remained silent.
NHhe possessed an eEtraordinary command of materials,x Moreau conS

tinued. N0ot merely of color, but of surface. Hhe understood the process 
of aging. Hhe could make a new canvas appear as though it had hung for 
a century in a provincial church. That is a skill which is not, in itself, 
criminalqbut it is an uncommon one.x

NOnd she employed it,x I said 1uietly.
N4es.x
Moreau drew a slow breath.
NI ;rst sought her out under the preteEt of taking an interest in her studS

ies. Hhe received me in a small studio behind the school-s main building. It 
was untidy, though by no means careless. There was discipline within the 
disorder.x

My attention sharpened slightly at the phrasing.
NHhe did not appear nervous,x said Moreau. Nzn the contrary, she 

seemed curious. Hhe knew that I had noticed something. Ond she knew 
that I knew it.x

NHhe denied it3x
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NHhe denied nothing.x
O brief silence followed.
NThat was what unsettled me.x
I folded my hands.
NO forger denies,x I said.
NPrecisely.x
Moreau continued.
NHhe spoke of pigments as though they were living beings. Hhe knew 

their chemical history, their geographical origins. It was not merely talS
entqit was education.x

NUducated by whom3x I asked.
Moreau shook his head slightly.
NThat was what I was trying to discover.x
Le crossed to the window and looked out into the darkness before 

continuing.
NI asked her directly whether she worked in restoration. Hhe replied that 

she worked with relative truth.x
I raised an eyebrow.
NOn interesting eEpression.x
NHhe said that authenticity is often nothing more than a 1uestion of who 

can aCord to de;ne it.x
For a moment neither of us spoke.
Moreau turned back toward me.
NHhe was... attractive,x he said without circumlocution. N0ot merely in 

appearanceqthough that was certainly trueqbut in her con;dence. Hhe 
spoke without evasion. Hhe looked directly into my eyes, as though she 
wished to be 2udged.x

I noted the remark, but made no comment.
NI gained the impression,x he continued, Nthat she was not the originaS

tor. That she was working for someone else. O technician. On organiser. 
Hhe possessed knowledgeqbut not control.x

Moreau drew out his chair and seated himself once more.
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NI suggested that we meet away from the school. Éno9cially. Ot a caf6 
near the Heine. Hhe accepted without hesitation.x

My voice remained even.
NHhe was not afraid of you.x
N0o.x
Moreau lowered his eyes for a moment.
NPerhaps I should have been afraid of her.x
Lis gaBe drifted across the 'oor of the gallery, as though the caf6 table 

still stood before him.
NIt was early in the morning,x he said. N0ot to avoid attention, but 

because she herself proposed the hour. 7The morning is more honest,8 she 
said.x

I took note of the eEpression without comment.
NThe caf6 stood close to the river,x he continued. N0ot one of the 

fashionable establishments. zne of those places where the waiter knows 
his regular patrons by the length of their stride. There was dew upon the 
chairs outside, and the ;rst deliveries were being carried in as I arrived.x

Le paused for a moment.
NI was there before her.x
N0aturally,x I said 1uietly.
NI ordered coCee. The ;rst of the morning. It was good.x
The faintest trace of a smile touched his words, though it vanished 

almost at once.
NI had... looked forward to the conversation,x Moreau said more directly. 

N0ot merely because she possessed knowledge that might have led me 
further. Hhe had a clarity one rarely encounters. Hhe spoke of techni1ue 
as though it were poetry. That is an uncommon combination.x

My eEpression remained composed.
NOnd you believed she could be persuaded to speak3x
NI believed she wanted to.x
Moreau folded his hands.
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NLalf past seven came and went. Two students passed by, loud and 
entirely uninterested in anything beyond their own conversation. On elS
derly gentleman seated himself at the neighbouring table and unfolded a 
newspaper.x

My eyes shifted slightly.
NLe was not reading it,x said Moreau.
N0o3x
NLe held the newspaper too high.x
Hilence fell once more.
NOnd3x I asked.
NLe never turned a page.x
I nodded almost imperceptibly.
NI noticed it. Dut I dismissed it.x
Moreau continued.
NUight o-clock came. My coCee had grown cold. I ordered another.x
Le drew a slow breath.
NHhe never appeared.x
O brief pause followed.
NI remained there for another twenty minutes. 0ot because I eEpected 

her to come, but because I wished to be certain.x
N”ertain of what3x I asked.
N?hether I myself was being observed.x
My voice did not change.
NOnd were you3x
Moreau looked directly at me.
N4es.x
There was no trace of drama in the answer.
NThe elderly gentleman left the caf6 without paying. The waiter did not 

even notice. ?hen I ;nally rose myself, I saw another ;gure standing at the 
corner of the street. O hat. 0othing remarkable in itself. Dut the position 
was too perfectly chosen.x

I said nothing.
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NI went to the school that same afternoon in search of her,x Moreau 
continued. NThe studio had been emptied.x

NThe o9cial eEplanation3x I asked.
NPersonal reasons. jeparture. 0o further information.x
Njocumented3x
N0o.x
The gallery fell silent.
NThat,x Moreau said slowly, Nwas when I understood that I was not 

pursuing a student. I had brushed against something that moved more 
1uickly than I did.x

I studied him for a moment.
NOnd you continued.x
Moreau nodded.
N4es.x
Le remained standing by the window for another moment before 

speaking again.
NOfter her disappearance, I did what I ought to have done from the very 

beginning,x he said. NI stopped following the person. I began following the 
movement.x

I nodded slightly.
NThe frame3x I asked.
N4es.x
Moreau turned back toward me.
NThe frame in which the ;rst painting was mounted was not local. The 

wood had been treated in a manner I had seen in restoration workshops in 
“yon. 0ot identicalqbut related.x

Le crossed to the desk and produced a mapqnot a large one, but 
marked with handwritten annotations.

NI found two similar works in “yon. 0either bore a signature. Doth conS
tained inconsistent pigments. Doth had been transported through MarS
seille.x

Le continued.
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NThe shipping documents were not forged. They were fragmented. 
Uach individual shipment was entirely legitimate. Dut when they were 
compared, a pattern emerged.x

My voice remained calm.
NO rhythm.x
N4es.x
Moreau drew out a chair and sat down, more heavily this time.
NHmall paintings. 0ever the important ones. 0ever those that attract 

international attention. They were distributed to smaller galleries, private 
collectors, and the occasional provincial estate.x

NÉntil someone wished to increase their value,x I said.
Moreau looked at me.
NPrecisely.x
Hilence settled between us.
NI began searching for a single common factor,x Moreau continued. 

N0ot the artist. 0ot the intermediary. 0ot the gallery. Dut the techni1ue.x
My eyes narrowed slightly.
NOnd what did you ;nd3x
NThe binding medium. The aging process. O particular method of proS

ducing cra1uelure upon the surface without compromising the stability of 
the pigment.x

I spoke 1uietly.
NThat re1uires chemical precision.x
N4es.x
Moreau laid both hands 'at upon the table.
NIt is not something one improvises in a studio. It is developed. Tested. 

Htandardised.x
My voice was low.
NO laboratory.x
N4es.x
O longer silence followed.
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NI sent an in1uiry to Marseille,x said Moreau. N0ot o9cially. Through 
an ac1uaintance. There were records of small consignments of specialised 
chemicals. 0ever in 1uantities large enough to attract the attention of 
”ustoms. Dut they arrived regularly.x

NFrom where3x
Moreau looked directly at me.
NRome.x
The silence in the gallery grew heavier still.
For several seconds I said nothing.
NO name3x I asked at last.
Moreau hesitated.
Nznly once,x he said.
Le withdrew an old folded sheet from a folder. It was not the original 

document, but his own copy.
NIn the margin of a shipping list. 0ot as the sender. 0ot as the recipient. 

Merely as a reference.x
My eyes moved slowly over the paper.
Moreau pronounced it deliberately.
NMontfaucon.x
I repeated the name almost inaudibly.
NMontfaucon.x
NIt appeared only that one time,x said Moreau. NOnd when I later atS

tempted to gain access to the remaining documents, they had already been 
archivedqand placed beyond my reach.x

I raised my head.
N?hen were you removed from the case3x
Moreau answered without bitterness.
NHhortly thereafter.x
I remained standing beside the table and slowly took the small splinter 

of wood from my pocket. It had ac1uired a slightly darker hue from its 
time in my waistcoat pocket, yet the incision remained perfectly distinct.

I laid it beside Moreau-s copy of the shipping list.
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NMontfaucon,x I repeated. NM and F.x
Ofter a pause, Moreau said,
NIf Montfaucon eEists, he is not in Paris.x
N0o,x I replied.
I looked through the window toward the darkening street.
NOnd if he eEists, he is not the one who holds the brush.x
Moreau raised his eyes.
NDut the one who determines the sub2ect.x
I inclined my head slightly.
NThat appears to me the more probable conclusion.x
For a moment we remained standing in silence, as though the room itself 

re1uired time to absorb the names and fragments that had been laid before 
it.

zutside, Paris had grown darker still. The last carriages rolled past in 
muted rhythm, while the light from the street lamps cast long, slanting 
shadows through the windows of the gallery.

Moreau gathered up the map and returned it to the folder with a moveS
ment that bore e1ual traces of weariness and determination.

NIt was then,x he said 1uietly, Nthat I understood the aCair could not be 
concluded in France.x

I took my hat from the table.
NOnd yet you continued.x
N4es.x
I looked at him for a moment.
NThat was wise.x
zne of Moreau-s eyebrows rose almost imperceptibly.
NI have not always been told so.x
NThat depends,x I said, Nupon who is oCering the opinion.x
The faintest glimmer touched my eEpression before disappearing once 

more. I drew my coat more closely about me and moved toward the door.
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N?e now have three elements,x I said, almost as though I were speaking 
to myself rather than to my companion. NThe techni1ue. The distribution. 
Ond the name.x

NOnd the mark,x Moreau added.
I paused for a moment.
N4es,x I said 1uietly. NThe mark.x
I opened the door. The cool evening air drifted into the room, bringing 

with it the sense that the city beyond was larger than either of us had wished 
to believe. Moreau remained where he was as I stepped out into the street. 
The door closed behind me with a muted sound. In the faint re'ection 
upon the window, Moreau stood alone for a moment among his paintings.

Then he eEtinguished the light.
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Letter X
The Théâtre des Murmures

October 24, 1891
Paris

My dear Watson,
For the present, I regard the discovery of the tailor's ledger as the most 
signi.cant development of the investigationB wesides the curious notation, 
L.D., Dhich naturally directs one's thoughts toDard xelacroi-, the desigb
nation Théâtre des Murmures appears repeatedly in connection Dith the 
entriesB I consider it highly improqaqle that this detail is either accidental 
or Dithout signi.canceB

I made inHuiries of a passing caqman regarding the supposed theatreB je 
informed me that it qelonged to one of the smaller and more e-perimental 
stages, though it nevertheless enkoyed a respectaqle reputation among the 
theatres of MontmartreB

I therefore considered it necessary to visit the estaqlishment Dithout 
delay and at once sent Dord to Monsieur Moreau, reHuesting that he meet 
me there that very afternoonB

The street upon Dhich the theatre stood Das narroD and lacPed the 
liveliness one ordinarily associates Dith çarisB The fa1ades pressed closely 
together, Dhile the DindoDs Dere either veiled or darP, as though the place 
possessed any true importance only after nightfallB
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The entrance itself Das modestB O faded sign hung aqove the door, its 
lettering Dorn soft qy Deather and qy countless handsB

I paused for a moment and alloDed my eyes to travel upDard over the 
quilding qefore, Dithout further comment, placing my hand upon the 
door handleB The door yielded Dith a dry soundB

Moreau and I entered a dim vestiqule Dhere the air qore the unmistaPb
aqle character of an enclosed placeLa mingling of dust, old faqric, and 
that peculiar, faintly metallic scent left qehind qy stage lightingB —o one 
came to receive usB

I moved forDard Dithout hesitation, as though I Dere already familiar 
Dith the premises, and Moreau folloDed me through a narroD passage 
leading into the auditorium itselfB The room opened suddenly qefore usB 
NoDs of plain seats stood in silence facing the stage, and a thin layer of dust 
appeared to have settled upon qoth the "oor and the armrestsB 3ight fell 
oqliHuely through a single opening high aqove, tracing long, motionless 
shafts through the airB

O Doman stood upon the stageB Ahe Das aloneB Ahe moved very little, yet 
her presence .lled the roomB jer voice Das not loud, qut precise, as though 
every Dord occupied its oDn appointed placeB

CBBBand yet, even in this silence, I am not freeBC
Ahe alloDed the Dords to fall, not as a declaration, qut as something 

already livedB Ofter a qrief pause she repeated the sentence, though noD 
Dith the slightest alteration in tone, as if its meaning had shifted in the 
intervalB

I tooP a seat a feD roDs into the auditorium Dithout speaPingB
Ahe continued, though not liPe one struggling Dith her linesB Nather, 

she seemed to qe e-ploring di“erent paths into themB The same sentence 
Das spoPen three times, and on each occasion it seemed to come from an 
entirely di“erent personB Ofter another repetition she remained perfectly 
stillLnot to rest, qut as though listening to something that had not yet 
qeen spoPenB

I rose HuietlyB
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UIt is rare,Y I said, Uto encounter someone Dho does not merely recite the 
Dords, qut transforms them in the speaPingBY

Ahe turnedB There Das no surprise in her e-pressionB Vnly a calm attenb
tiveness, as though she had PnoDn all along that De Dere thereB Ahe alloDed 
her ga4e to rest upon me for a moment qefore taPing a single step forDardB

UThe Dords do not change,Y she said HuietlyB UIt is the person Dho speaPs 
them Dho doesBY

I inclined my head slightlyB
UçreciselyBY
Ahe left the stage Dithout haste, yet Dithout hesitation, and came doDn 

toDard usB ?pon reaching the edge of the stage, she qrie"y rested one hand 
upon the Dood, as though concluding something qefore stepping doDnB

U5ou are not from the theatre,Y she saidB
It Das not a HuestionB
UWe are merely oqservers,Y I repliedB UWith a particular interest in the 

means qy Dhich a role comes into qeingBY
Ahe regarded me for a moment longer, and the faintest, almost imperb

ceptiqle smile appearedB
URery feD concern themselves Dith the means,Y she saidB UMost are 

content Dith the resultBY
Turning half aDay, she picPed up a piece of costume from a nearqy chair 

and adkusted it Dith a precision that seemed almost ritualisticB
Uzamille Ordent,Y she said Dithout looPing upB UMy stage nameBY
Ahe laid the garment aside and only then turned fully toDard meB —othb

ing in her e-pression revealed Dhether she had o“ered us the truthLor 
merely another roleB

My ga4e Dandered qrie"y across the stage qefore shifting toDard the side 
passageB

UI imagine,Y I said, Uthat the Dardroqe must qe at least as interesting as 
the stage itselfBY

This time a clearer light entered her eyesB
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UThe stage is merely Dhat one chooses to shoD,Y she repliedB UThe 
Dardroqe is Dhat one chooses fromBY

For a moment she stood motionless, as though considering something 
left unsaidB Then she gave a slight nodB

UzomeBY
Ahe turned and DalPed toDard the door at the side of the stage Dithout 

trouqling to see Dhether De folloDedB
The door qehind the stage opened into a narroDer room Dhere the light 

Das dimmer and more unevenB O single lamp hung crooPedly from the 
ceiling, casting a yelloDish gloD over roDs of costumes suspended closely 
side qy sideB The air Das heavier hereB The faqric seemed to retain the scent 
of earlier performancesLperspiration, poDder, and the dry character of 
dust that had long ceased to qe regularly removedB

zamille Ordent paused for a moment in the doorDay, as though alloDb
ing the room to present itself qefore she enteredB

UWe do not possess very much,Y she said HuietlyB Uwut it is seldom the 
Huantity that determines a roleBY

There Das nothing apologetic in her toneB It Das simply a matterbofbfact 
oqservationB I gave no indication of having noticed her remarPB Instead, I 
moved sloDly along the racPs, alloDing my .ngertips to qrush lightly over 
certain faqricsB I paused qrie"y qeside a coat and straightened one of its 
folds, as though from haqit aloneB

U5ou change costumes freHuently6Y I asPed Dithout turningB
zamille gave the slightest shrugB
UOs often as necessary,Y she repliedB UAometimes several times in the same 

sceneB Ot other times not at allBY
jer eyes Dandered over the garmentsB
UIt does not depend upon the playB It depends upon Dhom one chooses 

to qeBY
I nodded faintlyB zontinuing to the end of the racP, I paused and sloDly 

turned qacP, this time Dith a more measured ga4eB There Das no haste in 
my movementsB
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The costumes hung e-actly as one might e-pect8 Dorn, occasionally 
mended, lacPing any oqvious order, yet arranged Dith a certain practical 
systemB

Ond yetL
Aomething Das missingB I stopped qefore an empty spaceB It Das not 

largeB wut it Das unmistaPaqleB O hanger Das missingB —oLnot oneB Aevb
eralB The gap qetDeen tDo groups of costumes Das kust slightly too Dide 
to qe accidentalB

I tilted my head almost imperceptiqlyB
U5ou have recently received a delivery of neD costumes,Y I said HuietlyB
zamille did not appear surprisedB Ahe folloDed my ga4e, and a faint smile 

appearedLnot one of amusement, qut of recognitionB
Ujave De6Y she said thoughtfullyB
UFrom a tailor,Y I continued, still Dithout emphasisB UVne Dho appears 

to have qeen unusually active of lateBY
Ahe alloDed her .ngers to glide over a dress, paused at the seam, and 

carefully dreD loose a single thread Dith almost a“ectionate precisionB
UThere is alDays something coming and going,Y she saidB UFaqricBBB rol

esBBB peopleBY
O qrief silence folloDedB
U5ou Dould rememqer them,Y I said gently, Uif they had qeen put into 

useBY
Ahe turned her ga4e toDard meB
U5es,Y she saidB UI most certainly DouldBY
I nodded, as though that Dere ansDer enoughB TaPing a single step 

qacPDard, I alloDed my eyes to sDeep through the room one .nal timeB
UIt is alDays interesting,Y I remarPed, almost as a concluding oqservab

tion, UhoD a role qecomes real only Dhen someone Dears itBY
This time it Das zamille Dho smiledB
UVr,Y she said Huietly, UDhen someone qelieves they are Dearing itBY
For a moment silence stood qetDeen usB I turned toDard the doorB 

Moreau folloDed meB zamille Ordent Das once more upon the stage, 
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though no longer Dhere she had stood qeforeB Ahe had shifted almost imb
perceptiqly and noD stood in a di“erent light, Dhere the shadoDs shaped 
her features in another fashionB Ahe stopped in the middle of a sentence 
and looPed toDard us as De made our Day outB

U5ou should return this evening,Y she saidB UFor it is then,Y she continb
ued, Uthat one discovers Dhat a face is truly capaqle of qearingBY

Ahe stepped forDard, picPed up something from the edge of the stage, 
and came doDn toDard the doorB

UIn here,Y she said, alloDing her ga4e to travel qrie"y through the audib
torium, Uone chooses among possiqilitiesBY

O qrief pause folloDedB
UVut thereBBB one Dears themBY
Ahe stopped qefore me and held out a small cardB The paper Das plain, 

though of good HualityB O name Das printed upon the front together Dith 
a timeB

I calmly e-tended my hand and accepted itB
U5ou Dill see many faces in the course of an evening,Y she saidB UAome of 

them may even convince youBY
O faint smileB
UOnd perhaps,Y she added, Uyou Dill discover that a costume is not 

alDays something one puts onBY
I slipped the card into my inner pocPetB
UIf time permits,Y I said, UI shall qe thereBY
Ahe inclined her head slightlyB
UI sincerely hope it does,Y she repliedB
I qoDed very slightly, turned, and made my Day toDard the e-itB Moreau 

folloDed close qehindB

The street qefore the theatre had noD changedB Where there had earlier 
qeen silence, there Das noD a loD murmur of voices, carriages, and footb
steps upon the coqqlestonesB The light from the entrance fell across the 
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pavement in a Darm tone, and people passed in and out Dith a natural 
ease, as though the place had only noD assumed its proper formB I did not 
stop, qut merely alloDed my ga4e to pass qrie"y over the gathering qefore 
stepping inside, Dith Moreau at my sideB

Within, the air had alteredB The same smell of faqric and dust remained, 
qut it Das noD mingled Dith perfume, smoPe, and that faint electricity 
Dhich arises Dhen many people are gathered in a state of shared e-pectab
tionB

We did not taPe our seats at onceB I alloDed the audience to pass qefore 
me for a moment, as though I Dere listening to it, qefore selecting my 
positionB Vnly then did I move into the auditorium and choose a roD 
neither too close to the stage nor too far qacPB O place from Dhich one 
could seeLand at the same time remain unseenB

Moreau seated himself Dithout commentB I leaned qacP slightly and let 
my eyes travel through the roomB The audience Das mi-edB There Dere 
the assured movements of the qourgeoisie, discreet conversations, hands 
resting correctly upon the armrestsB There Dere artists tooLone could see 
it in the informal cut of their clothes, in the ga4e already .-ed upon the 
stage qefore the performance had qegunB Ond there Dere a feD Dho did 
not entirely qelong to either categoryB

The lights dimmedB O silence spread, not suddenly, qut as a sloD gathb
ering of attentionB The performance qeganB The play did not advance as a 
continuous narrative, qut as a series of imagesLtaqleau- that passed into 
one another Dithout e-planationB

MontmartreB O narroD street at dusPB O Doman qent over her DorPB 
Roices not Huite heardB The poverty Das not e-aggeratedB wut it Das thereB 
Then a shiftB 3ightB MusicB O caqaretB Ond thereLzamille OrdentB

Ahe entered Dithout emphasis, and yet it Das immediately clear that 
the space around her had changedB Ahe Das no longer the same DomanB 
jer voice had taPen on another resonanceB jer qody another DeightB jer 
movements possessed a lightness that had not qelonged to the preceding 
sceneB
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I tooP out my opera glasses and Datched her in silence for a momentB
Uzonvincing,Y I said HuietlyB
Moreau did not ansDerB je sat calmly, his hands lightly folded, his eyes 

.-ed upon the stageB There Das nothing in his posture to reveal surpriseB 
wut he registered my voiceB

The scene changed againB xecadenceB The colors deepened, the moveb
ments sloDedB Onother .gure stepped forDardLagain, it Das sheB wut 
this time nothing remained of the caqaretB jer ga4e Das heavier, almost 
saturatedB Ahe did not move through the roomH she possessed itB

I adkusted the opera glasses slightlyB
Ujer shoulders,Y I said after a momentB UThey do not qelong to the same 

DomanBY
Moreau nodded faintlyB
Onother changeB On aristocratic salonB wrighter noDB MeasuredB Roices 

carrying a di“erent DeightB Ahe appeared againLand noD she Das almost 
unrecognisaqleB jer posture Das erect, qut Dithout e“ortB jer hands 
moved less, yet Dith greater precisionB Sven the pause qefore an ansDer had 
changedB I loDered the opera glasses for a momentB Moreau turned his eyes 
qrie"y toDard meB

U5ou are impressedBY
I did not ansDer at onceB I raised the glasses againB
UAhe de.nes the role,Y I said at lastB U—ot the reverseBY
The performance eqqed aDay Dithout any true ruptureB The applause 

qegan only in scattered places, as though the audience reHuired a moment 
to .nd itself again, qefore it gathered and increased in strengthB Roices 
qroPe forth, conversations tooP shape even qefore the curtain had fully 
fallen, and the shared silence that had qound the room together dissolved 
into movementB

The lights Dere sloDly raisedB The roDs released themselves from their 
stillness, and the audience qegan to move toDard the e-itLsome HuicPly, 
as though Dishing to preserve the impression, others more sloDly, aqb
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sorqed in e-changing kudgments, small qursts of laughter, and qrief analyb
sesB

I rose Dithout hasteB Moreau folloDedB We alloDed the current to carry 
us out into the foyer, qut did not stop in the middle of itB Instead, I dreD 
a little to one side, Dhere the movement could still qe oqserved Dithout 
pressing upon usB O place Dhere one might DaitB çeople passed us in small 
groupsB Roices drifted qy in fragmentsLpraise, criticism, halfb.nished 
sentences that Dere never completedB We DaitedB wut not for longB

zamille Ordent moved through the foyer Dithout seePing attention, 
and yet the room seemed to shift slightly around herB Ahe no longer qore 
the oqvious marPs of the stage, yet something of it remainedLa precision 
in her movements, a Day of stopping qefore she changed directionB Ahe 
paused qefore usB I qoDed my head very slightlyB

U5ou gave the audience more than they e-pected,Y I said, Uand less than 
they understoodBY

For a qrief moment she looPed at meB
UThat is a rare oqservation,Y she saidB
I did not replyB
O short silence passed qetDeen usH not empty, qut measuredB
U5ou mentioned earlier,Y I then said, Uthat the stage qecomes real only 

Dhen someone Dears itBY
Ahe nodded slightlyB
UIt doesBY
I let my ga4e pass qrie"y toDard the door, Dhere the audience Das still 

streaming outB
UIt seems to me,Y I continued, Uthat it can also continue outsideBY
Ahe folloDed my ga4e for a moment, then turned her eyes qacP to meB
UOt timesBY
I inclined my head slightlyB
UWould you qe Dilling to continue it a little longer6Y
O qrief pauseB
UO glass of DineB The café oppositeBY
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There Das no insistence in my voiceB Vnly a natural continuation, as 
though the conversation had not yet found its .nal formB

U5es, gladly,Y she repliedB
Ahe turned slightly, as though the direction had already qeen decided, 

and De moved toDard the e-itB
When De stepped out into the street, the air Das coolerB The voices from 

the foyer Dere muted qehind us, and the light from the theatre fell in a 
narroD strip across the pavementB jalfDay across the street, I alloDed my 
ga4e to return to the entrance of the theatreB There Das still movement 
thereB O .gure stepped outB O darP hatB It paused for a moment, as though 
orienting itself, qefore continuing in a direction apart from the croDdB

The café Das neither large nor splendidB The taqles stood close together, 
though not Dithout purpose, and the light Das suqdued Dithout qeing 
darPB There Das a calm in the room that did not arise from silence, qut 
from a Pind of shared understandingLas though those seated there had 
already seen something and did not need to raise their voices in order to 
discuss itB

We found a taqle a little DithdraDn from the roomB O Daiter came 
Dithout haste, and I ordered Dithout consulting the others8 a qottle of 
sparPling Dine, three glasses, and a simple serving that Das HuicPly set 
qefore usLqread, a little cheese, something that demanded no attentionB 
We sat doDnB For a moment none of us spoPeB zamille let her ga4e move 
through the room, not searching, qut as one registering its qoundariesB Ahe 
tooP the glass, though she did not drinP at onceB I oqserved her Dithout 
staringB

UI am to attend an auction tomorroD,Y I saidB UO private oneBY
Ahe did not react immediatelyB Ahe DaitedB
UIt Dill qe a situation,Y I continued, Uin Dhich discretion is an advantageB 

Ond Dhere it may qeBBB e-pedient not to qe recognisedBY
Ahe alloDed her eyes to rest upon me for a momentB
U5ou Dant a roleBY
UI Dant crediqility,Y I said HuietlyB UThe rest you can provideBY
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There Das an almost imperceptiqle lift of her eyeqroDB
UOnd you yourself6Y
UWill qe someDhat alteredBY
O qrief pauseB
USnough not to attract attentionBY
UOnd Dhat Dorld are De moving in6Y
UThe upper class,Y I saidB USleganceB Ond that particular form of assurb

ance Dhich does not need to qe spoPen aloudBY
Ahe nodded faintly, as though she could already see itB
UIt is a simple role,Y she saidB Uwut it tolerates no mistaPesBY
UThat is precisely Dhy I asP youBY
Ahe set doDn her glassB
U5es,Y she saidB
I inclined my head slightlyB
UI shall see that you are collectedBY
Ahe roseB
UIt is rare,Y she said, Uthat anyone PnoDs Dhat he is asPing forBY
Ahe looPed qrie"y at meB
U5ou doBY
O faint smileB
UThen let us see Dhom you choose to qe tomorroDBY
I roseB Moreau folloDedB
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Letter XI
The Silent Auction

The rwedooa hpa collpsgea into mlodinm eb,ewgk pna the woob hpa tpyen 
on thpt gu,auea gilence dhich gettleg onl' dhen one-g thoumhtg pwe occu.
siea elgedhewef The lettewg lp' ,eWowe :ptgon in tdo nept silegH thoge he 
hpa wepa pna thoge thpt webpinea unoseneaf

Ie webpinea geptea p bobent lonmew dith Iolbeg-g lptegt pccount 
,eWowe hibf Ot dpg not bewel' the contentg thpt occusiea hig binaf Ot dpg 
the tonef vxew the 'epwg :ptgon hpa dptchea Iolbeg o,gewxe seosle dith 
ghpwsneggk sptiencek pna pt tibeg dith pn plbogt bewcilegg swecigionf Ie 
hpa geen hib eYsoge ibsogtowgk gee thwoumh ditneggegk pna gtwis cwibinplg 
oW the cpweWull' congtwuctea bpgyg the' dowef Cet in hig aegcwistion oW 
Npbille Awaent he gengea gobethinm aiRewentf Bot depyneggf Bot genti.
bentplit'f —pthewk p spwticulpw yina oW pttentixeneggf

Iolbeg dwote oW hew pg he bimht dwite oW p wpwe shenobenonf Bot 
,ecpuge ghe dpg ,eputiWulk thoumh :ptgon hpa no wepgon to aou,t thpt ghe 
dpgf Bot ,ecpuge ghe slp'ea aiRewent wolegf Qut ,ecpuge ghe bpgtewea the 
twpngition ,etdeen thebf To Iolbegk ghe geebea not bewel' pn pctweggk 
,ut p lixinm gtua' in the pwt oW aigmuigeDnot pg outdpwa ownpbentk ,ut pg 
the swecige twpngWowbption oW sogtuwek xoicek wh'thbk pna swegencef

:ptgon-g e'eg Well uson the line concewninm hew ghoulaewgf They do not 
belong to the same woman. Ie coula plbogt hepw Iolbeg gp'inm itf 1uietl'f 
2w'l'f :ithout swpige in the owainpw' gengek 'et dith thpt wpwe pcynodleam.
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bent he wegewxea onl' Wow occpgiong dhen he encountewea p gyill psswopch.
inm hig odnf Ana it dpg swecigel' thpt dhich aigtuw,ea :ptgon p littlef

zow Iolbeg dpg gelaob Wpgcinptea ,' seoslef Ie dpg Wpgcinptea ,' 
p,ilitiegk ,' spttewngk ,' pnobpliegk pna ,' thoge wpwe inaixiauplg cpsp,le 
oW boxinm eRowtleggl' ,etdeen the xigi,le pna the concepleaf Npbille Aw.
aent entewea the gtow' pg pn pctweggk ,ut in :ptgon-g e'eg ghe ibbeaiptel' 
,ecpbe gobethinm bowef She dpg p biwwow in dhich Iolbeg sewceixea p 
yinawea pwtH the p,ilit' to ,ecobe pnothew sewgon dithout exew entiwel' 
cepginm to ,e onegelWf

:ptgon woge pna cwoggea the woobk gtossinm ,egiae the dinaod to looy 
out into the apwyneggf The gtweet lp' plbogt aegewteaf A ginmle cpwwipme 
spggea glodl'k pna the gouna oW itg dheelg uson the co,,legtoneg mwpaupll' 
Wpaea into the aigtpncef

Ie Wouna hibgelW thinyinm oW Owene Aalewf Bot ,ecpuge Npbille Awaent 
wegeb,lea hew in pn' outdpwa wegsectk ,ut ,ecpugek in Iolbeg-g xoicek 
:ptgon wecomnigea thpt gpbe plbogt weluctpnt wegsect Wow p dobpn dho 
weWugea to ,e weaucea to p bewe siece uson the ,opwaf Npbille entewea 
the npwwptixe not gibsl' pg pn pll'k p ditneggk ow p gugsectf She pltewea the 
chpwpctew oW the woob itgelWf She intwoaucea p ned elebentH the hubpn Wpce 
pg p bpgyk pna the bpgy pg twuthf

:ptgon tuwnea pna wetuwnea to the tp,lef Ot occuwwea to hib thpt thig 
dpg sewhpsg swecigel' dh' Iolbeg goumht hew pggigtpncef Bot bewel' ,e.
cpuge he we4uiwea p aigmuige Wow the puctionk ,ut ,ecpuge ghe unaewgtooa 
gobethinm thpt exen the clexewegt cwibinplg go oWten oxewlooyeaH p wole aoeg 
not ,emin dith clothinmf Ot ,eming dith the mpEe dith dhich one beetg the 
dowlaf

vnce bowe he looyea aodn pt the lettewf Thewe dpg nothinm in Iolbeg-g 
bepguwea lpnmupme thpt coula swosewl' ,e cpllea wobpnticf Ana 'et :pt.
gon gengea pn unaewcuwwent ,enepth the dowagDpn intellectupl pttwpctionk 
sewhpsg exen p apnmewf Bot the apnmew oW Wpllinm in loxek ,ut the apnmew oW 
encountewinm pnothew sewgon dhoge pwt go clogel' wegeb,leg one-g odn thpt 
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the ,ounapw' ,etdeen pabiwption pna twugt ,ecobeg incwepginml' aiMcult 
to aernef

The enxelose l'inm ptos the unosenea sile ,owe the gpbe hpnadwitinm 
pg the othewgf :ptgon sicyea it usk gtuaiea it Wow p bobentk pna then ,woye 
the geplf Ie aia go dith the Weelinm thpt Npbille Awaent dpg no lonmew 
bewel' pn esigoae in Iolbeg-g 5pwigipn inxegtimptiongf She hpa gtessea 
onto the gtpmef Ana :ptgon gugsectea thpt ghe doula not lepxe it pmpin go 
epgil'f

ççç

October 25, 1891
Paris

j' aepw :ptgonk
O hpxe ,een inWowbea thptk dithin cewtpin ciwcleg oW thig cit'k puctiong pwe 
conauctea oW p nptuwe not epgil' weconcilea dith the oMcipl pwt twpaef 
Thege mpthewinmg pwe nexew su,licl' pnnounceaf The ciwcle oW spwticispntg 
ig gtwictl' libiteak pna the dowyg oRewea Wow gple pwe Wwe4uentl' aegcwi,ea 
pg nedl' aigcoxewea ow nedl' pttwi,uteak theiw swoxenpnce ,einm gspwea 
the cugtobpw' gcwutin'f Still bowe webpwyp,le ig the ciwcubgtpnce thpt the 
suwchpgewg gelaob pssepw unaew theiw twue npbegf

jongieuw jowepu awed b' pttention to one guch puctionk dhich dpg 
to tpye slpce on the ap' Wollodinm ouw beetinm dith jpapbe Npbille 
Awaentf Ie paaeaDin p tone thpt coula gcpwcel' ,e aegcwi,ea pg pn'thinm 
,ut cputiougDthpt in cewtpin ciwcubgtpnceg it bp' swoxe paxpntpmeoug 
not to pssepw pg the sewgon one twul' igf

5pwigk he o,gewxeak ig p cit' dhewe one ig 4uicyl' wecomnigeak exen dhen 
one hpg mixen no cpuge Wow wecomnitionf O congiaewea the o,gewxption dow.
th' oW pttentionf O theweWowe choge to pttena the puction unaew p legg con.
gsicuoug iaentit'k pna in guitp,le Webple cobspn'f
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The paawegg jongieuw jowepu hpa swoxiaea lea be to p gtweet dhichk 
in itgelWk mpxe no cpuge Wow spwticulpw noticef The ,uilainmg gtooa cloge 
tomethewk uniWowb in pssepwpncek pna nothinm in theiw Wp"paeg gummegtea 
thpt ,ehina one oW theb thewe ghoula eYigt pn egtp,lighbent oW the gowt O 
hpa ,een lea to eYsectf

O spugea Wow p bobent on the ossogite giae oW the gtweet pna pllodea b' 
mpEe to spgg oxew the entwpncegf Thewe dpg no gimn,opwaf Bo inaicption oW 
cobbewcef vnl' p ginmle aoow dhoge Wwogtea mlpgg sewbittea p butea limht 
to gees into the cool exeninm piwf

At b' giae gtooa Npbille Awaentf She dowe nothinm thpt goumht ptten.
tionDpna Wow thpt xew' wepgon pttwpctea nonef Iew modn dpg gibsle in 
cutk 'et oW p 4uplit' we4uiwinm no eYslpnptionf Iew sogtuwe dpg cobsogeak 
entiwel' Wwee Wwob tengionk pna hew boxebentg dewe papstea to hew guw.
wounainmg dith p swecigion thpt dpg aiMcult exen to sewceixef

:e cwoggea the gtweet dithout hpgtef
A bpn gtooa pt the entwpnce dhok pt rwgt mlpncek bimht epgil' hpxe ,een 

tpyen Wow pn owainpw' sowtewf Iig pttiwe dpg aigcweetk hig ,epwinm untwou.
,leak pna hig e'eg spggea oxew ug dith p cplb thpt dpg ,' no bepng aexoia 
oW 7uambentf O gtossea ,eWowe hib pna swoaucea the inxitptionf Ot dpgk 
pg 'ou ynodk :ptgonk not oW the owimin it suwsowtea to soggeggf Cet it hpa 
,een eYecutea dith guch swecigion thpt itg cweai,ilit' aesenaea legg uson 
itg bptewipl thpn uson the bpnnew in dhich it dpg swegenteaf

The bpn pccestea it dithout p dowaf Iig mpEe wegtea uson the spsew Wow 
p ,wieW bobentDnot lonm enoumh Wow pn' menuine wepainmk 'et guMcientl' 
lonm Wow pn pggeggbentf zow pn ingtpnt hig e'eg boxea onk not todpwa be 
plonek ,ut todpwa Npbillef The bpn mpxe the glimhtegt oW noag pna gtessea 
pgiaef :e dewe pabitteaf

The bobent the aoow clogea ,ehina ugk it ,ecpbe ibbeaiptel' ps.
spwent thpt the ibsweggion conxe'ea ,' the ,uilainm-g eYtewiow hpa ,een 
aeli,ewptel' biglepainmf

The rwgt woob dpg npwwod pna aibl' litf A clopywoob hpa ,een aig.
cweetl' pwwpnmea plonm one dpllk pna p 'ounm bpn weceixea coptg pna hptg 
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TIP SIA2v: v*P— TIP SPOBP

dith pn eMcienc' thpt leWt no occpgion Wow conxewgptionf Npbille glissea 
oR one mloxe dith pn unhuwwiea boxebent pna hpnaea oxew hew clopy 
dithout pttebstinm to enmpme hibf Bot one megtuwe too bpn'f

Bothinm in thig entwpnce hpll wexeplea the twue chpwpctew oW the egtp,ligh.
bentf Cet thwoumh pn oseninm Wpwthew dithin one cpumht gimht oW pnothew 
woobf The limht thewe dpg dpwbewf The gspce itgelW dpg lpwmewf Ana the liWe 
unWolainm dithin ,owe the chpwpctew oW pn pltomethew aiRewent owaewf

O pllodea b' mpEe to wegt Wow p bobent uson the twpngition ,etdeen the 
tdo woobg ,eWowe de swoceeaeaf The aiRewence dpg not bewel' pwchitec.
tuwplf Ot dpg gociplf

Thoge swegent in the innew woob pll ,owe the unbigtpyp,le gtpbs oW so.
gitionDnot neceggpwil' ,' outdpwa pssepwpnce plonek ,ut ,' the bpnnew in 
dhich the' boxeak spugeak pna o,gewxea one pnothewf Thewe dpg nothinm 
pcciaentpl p,out theiw swegencef Bo cuwioug mlpncegk no iale conxewgptiongf 
vnl' p gu,auea pttentixenegg thpt geebea aiwectea pg buch todpwa the 
othew muegtg pg todpwa the dowyg aigslp'ea plonm the dpllgf

:e entewea dithout pttwpctinm pttentionf Thpt ig p 4uplit'k :ptgonk 
dhich aesenag legg uson the eYcellence oW one-g aigmuige thpn uson the 
p,ilit' not to geey to ,e geenf Pxen gok O coula not Wpil to notice thpt gexewpl 
oW thoge swegent pllodea theiw mpEe to wegt ,wie;' uson ug pg de spggeaf

O spugea ,eWowe the rwgt spintinmk p lpnagcpse eYecutea in p gt'le wepail' 
pttwi,utp,le to the lptew sewioa oW zwench —obpnticigbf The ,wughdowy 
dpg pgguweak pna the choice oW colouwg ,plpncea dith guch cpwe thptk pt 
rwgt mlpncek the dowy swegentea itgelW pg p conxincinm weswegentptixe oW itg 
suwsowtea sewioaf

9Ot ig ,eputiWulk9 ghe gpia 4uietl'f
9Cegk9 O weslieaf 9Ana sewhpsg Wow thpt xew' wepgonk inguMcientf9
She bpae no pngdewf Cet O o,gewxea thpt ghe webpinea ,eWowe the cpnxpg 

p bobent lonmewk pg thoumh ghe dewe gtua'inm not the gu,7ect itgelWk ,ut 
itg guwWpcef O pllodea b' pttention to spgg to the neYt dowyk p sowtwpit oW 
p 'ounm dobpnk dhich ,owe the gpbe chpwpctewf The hpnalinm oW limht 
dpg webpwyp,l' swecigek the ;egh toneg ,uilt us in aelicpte lp'ewgk pna the 
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AqOSTAO— N—vzT

e'eg soggeggea thpt spwticulpw ,willipnce go oWten ebslo'ea to cwepte the 
ibsweggion oW liWef Cet hewe pmpink gobethinm dpg lpcyinmf O gtessea ,pcy 
p spce pna pllodea ,oth spintinmg to occus' the gpbe rela oW xigionf

She tuwnea hew mpEe once bowe todpwa the rwgt lpnagcpsef
9Ot ig not the wolek9 ghe gpiaf
9Ot ig the dp' in dhich it ig sewWowbeaf9
O noaaeaf
9The bethoaf9
:e continuea plonm the line oW spintinmgf
Ot occuwwea to be thpt de dewe not gtpnainm ,eWowe p collection oW 

unwelptea dowygk ,ut ,eWowe the wegultg oW p swoceggf A swoauctionk wpthew 
thpn p cweptionf

O gtossea ,eWowe p gbpllew cpnxpg pna inclinea b'gelW glimhtl' Wowdpwaf 
The limht Well o,li4uel' pcwogg itg guwWpcek pna in thpt pnmle the teYtuwe 
,ecpbe bowe wepail' psspwentf

The xpwnigh dpg exenf
Too exenf
9Ot ig liye p wole thpt hpg ,een wehepwgea Wow too lonmk9 ghe gpia goWtl'f
9Ot ig sewWectfff ,ut it no lonmew lixegf9
O gtwpimhtenea b'gelW pna noaaeaf
The othew muegtg continuea to boxe p,out dith the gpbe gu,auea 

cobsoguwef A Wed spugea ,eWowe the gpbe dowyg thpt hpa pttwpctea ouw 
pttentionk 'et none aigslp'ea the gowt oW cwiticpl eYpbinption one doula 
owainpwil' eYsect in p woob dhewe dowyg oW pwt dewe ,einm twpaeaf Ot geebea 
to be thpt theiw intewegt dpg aiwectea not todpwa the spintinmg thebgelxegk 
,ut todpwa theiw swegencef

O spugea once bowe ,eWowe the rwgt lpnagcpsef Thewe coula nod ,e no 
aou,tf OW thege dowyg soggeggea pn owimink it aia not lie dith the pwtigtg 
dhob the' suwsowtea to weswegentk ,ut dithin p gtwuctuwe aegimnea to 
swoauce thebf Ana dhewe thewe ig gtwuctuwek :ptgonk thewe ig plgo owmpni.
gptionf
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TIP SIA2v: v*P— TIP SPOBP

O pllodea b' mpEe to twpxel once bowe pwouna the woobf The othew 
muegtg hpa pggubea theiw sogitiongk not in pggimnea slpcegk ,ut in p yina 
oW inWowbpl owaew thpt geebea sewWectl' unaewgtooa dithout exew hpxinm 
,een eYsweggeaf

The puction ,empn dithout pn' Wowbpl pnnouncebentf Bo hpbbew 
dpg ebslo'eak now dpg p xoice wpigea? the rwgt dowy dpg bewel' intwo.
aucea dith p ,wieW pna gu,auea webpwy thpt gcpwcel' cpwwiea ,e'ona thoge 
nepwegt pt hpnak pna 'et exew'one pssepwea to hpxe unaewgtooa itf The 
oseninm ,ia dpg oRewea dith the glimhtegt inclinption oW the hepa? pnothew 
spwticispnt wpigea hig hpna plbogt ibsewcesti,l'Dnot pg p megtuwek ,ut 
pg p gimnplDpna the wegsonge cpbe in swecigel' the gpbe bpnnewf Bot 
in dowagk ,ut thwoumh the wesetition oW thpt aigcweet gimnf O o,gewxea the 
swoceeainmg dithout tpyinm spwt in theb b'gelWf

Npbille gtooa ,egiae be pna hpa pggubea hew wole dithout pn' xigi,le 
twpngitionf She no lonmew pssepwea pg pn pctweggk ,ut pg p sewWectl' nptuwpl 
beb,ew oW the mpthewinmf Iew mpEe wegtea uson the spintinmg dith p cplb 
aigcewnbent entiwel' guitea to the guwwounainmgk pna ghe bpae no eRowt 
dhptgoexew to pttwpct noticeDdhich dpgk in itgelWk the xew' wepgon ghe 
egcpsea itf

Ot goon ,ecpbe clepw to be thpt the ,iaainm ,owe none oW the chpwpctew oW 
gsontpneoug cobsetitionf Thewe dpg no hpgtek no pttebst to out,ia one 
pnothew pt the rnpl bobentf The oRewg Wollodea wpthew p wh'thbk plbogt 
pg thoumh the' hpa ,een pmweea uson ,eWowehpnaf

O let b' e'eg spgg oxew the spwticispntgf An elaewl' mentlebpn gu,bittea 
p ginmle ,ia pna then dithawed cobsletel'k pg thoumh hig spwt in the swo.
ceeainmg hpa ,een concluaeaf A 'ounmew bpn Wollodea the swocegg dith 
pn pttentixenegg thpt geebea bowe eaucptionpl thpn spwticisptow'k bpyinm 
hig rwgt oRew onl' pWtew pnothew ,iaaew hpa egtp,lighea p libitf Todpwa 
the wepw oW the woob gtooa p bpn dho gu,bittea no ,iag pt pllk 'et on 
gexewpl occpgiong weceixea ,wieW noag Wwob othewg swegentf Iig pssepwpnce 
dpg unwebpwyp,lek ,ut hig ibsowtpnce clepwl' dpg notk pna O bpae cpweWul 
note oW hibf
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:hen the neYt dowy dpg ,woumht Wowdpwak the swice woge wpsial'Dnot 
,' aemweegk ,ut in guaaen lepsgf Tdo spwticispntg ,ia pltewnptel'k thoumh 
dithout the ghpwsnegg thpt owainpwil' pccobspnieg menuine wixplw'f vne 
dithawed pt p soint thpt pssepwea entiwel' un7ugtirea ,' the 4uplit' oW the 
dowyk pna p thiwa ibbeaiptel' pggubea hig slpcek pg thoumh the gucceggion 
hpa ,een eYsectea pll plonmf

O ,empn to aigcewn p spttewnf The gpbe inaixiauplg dewe not ,iaainm 
pmpingt one pnothew ,' chpncek ,ut pssepwea to occus' p ge4uence in 
dhich epch hpa hig pssointea Wunctionf The swiceg conrwbea the ibsweg.
gionf :owyg oW leggew gimnircpnce gola Wow eYtwpxpmpntl' in;ptea gubgk dhile 
technicpll' gusewiow eYpbsleg spggea dith gcpwcel' pn' wegigtpncef Ot dpg not 
4uplit' thpt aetewbinea the outcobef Ot dpg gobethinm elgef

O boxea glimhtl' pgiae in owaew to cobbpna p ,wopaew xied oW the woobk 
pna Npbille Wollodea b' boxebentk thoumh ghe gtossea p little ,eWowe O 
aiaf Iew pttention aia not gettle uson the spwticispntgk ,ut uson the neYt 
spintinm thpt dpg ,woumht WowdpwaDp boaegt cpnxpg dhichk pt rwgt mlpncek 
pssepwea entiwel' ingimnircpntk 'et nexewthelegg geebea to mpthew p gu,tle 
tengion thwoumhout the woobf

9Ontewegtinmk9 ghe gpia 4uietl'f
The oseninm ,ia dpg bpaek then pngdeweak pna pngdewea pmpinf
Then ghe wpigea hew hpnaf The boxebent dpg cplbk dithout hegitptionk 

pna go sewWectl' in yeesinm dith the ptbogshewe oW the woob thpt it pt.
twpctea no ibbeaipte noticef O tuwnea todpwa hewf

9jigg AwaentD9 O gpia in p gu,auea xoicef
She aia not looy pt bef Iew ,ia dpg pcynodleameak pna ghe pngdewea 

once bowek swecigel' pna dithout xpwiptionf Ot dpg no ibsulgixe dhibk ,ut 
p aeli,ewpte pna contwollea pctf O inclinea b'gelW glimhtl' nepwewf

9Ot ig not p dowy oW pn' spwticulpw ibsowtpncek9 O gpia 4uietl'f
9Ot ig hewek9 ghe weslieaf
The woob hpa noticea hew nodDnot pg p aigtuw,pncek ,ut pg p spwtici.

spntf
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TIP SIA2v: v*P— TIP SPOBP

The swice continuea to wigef vne oW the othew ,iaaewg dithawedk then 
pnothewf She webpinea dhewe ghe dpgk botionleggk plbogt inaiRewentf The 
rwgt cpll dpg bpaek Wollodea ,' p ,wieW spugek pna then p geconaf O eYse.
wiencea p wpwe uncewtpint'Dnot concewninm the gituption itgelWk ,ut con.
cewninm the wole ghe occusiea dithin itf Hugt pg the conclugion pssepwea 
inexitp,lek pnothew ,ia dpg bpaeDboaegtk 'et guMcientf A ned spwtici.
spnt hpa entewea the contegtk pna the swoceeainmg cpbe to theiw enaf The 
spintinm dent to pnothew ,u'ewf

O glodl' welepgea b' ,wepthf Npbille lodewea hew hpna dithout aigslp'.
inm the glimhtegt xigi,le wepction pna bewel' Wollodea the spintinm dith hew 
e'eg pg it dpg cpwwiea pdp'f

9Ot doula geeb de hpxe ,een Wowtunptek9 O gpia 4uietl'f
She tuwnea todpwa be dith the Wpintegtk plbogt cpgupl gbilef
9OnaeeaI9 ghe gpiaf 9Ot doula hpxe guitea b' hobe wpthew dellf9
Thewe dpg no twpce oW iwon' in hew xoicek pna Wow thpt xew' wepgon it dpg 

ibsoggi,le to aetewbine dhethew ghe bepnt dhpt ghe gpiaf O pllodea b' 
mpEe to dpnaew once bowe thwoumh the woobk thoumh nod dith p wexigea 
7uambentf O hpa ,eliexea thpt O dpg the one dho hpa ,woumht hew into the 
mpbef Ot geebea to bek pt thpt bobentk thpt ghe hpa plwepa' ynodn itg 
wulegf

:e entewea dithout pttwpctinm pttentionf Thpt ig p 4uplit'k :ptgonk 
dhich aesenag legg uson the eYcellence oW one-g aigmuige thpn uson the 
p,ilit' not to geey to ,e geenf Pxen gok O coula not Wpil to notice thpt gexewpl 
oW thoge swegent pllodea theiw mpEe to wegt ,wie;' uson ug pg de spggeaf

O spugea ,eWowe the rwgt spintinmk p lpnagcpse eYecutea in p gt'le wepail' 
pttwi,utp,le to the lptew sewioa oW zwench —obpnticigbf The ,wughdowy 
dpg pgguweak pna the choice oW colouwg ,plpncea dith guch cpwe thptk pt 
rwgt mlpncek the dowy swegentea itgelW pg p conxincinm weswegentptixe oW itg 
suwsowtea sewioaf

9Ot ig ,eputiWulk9 ghe gpia 4uietl'f
9Cegk9 O weslieaf 9Ana sewhpsg Wow thpt xew' wepgonk inguMcientf9
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AqOSTAO— N—vzT

She bpae no pngdewf Cet O o,gewxea thpt ghe webpinea ,eWowe the cpnxpg 
p bobent lonmewk pg thoumh ghe dewe gtua'inm not the gu,7ect itgelWk ,ut 
itg guwWpcef O pllodea b' pttention to spgg to the neYt dowyk p sowtwpit oW 
p 'ounm dobpnk dhich ,owe the gpbe chpwpctewf The hpnalinm oW limht 
dpg webpwyp,l' swecigek the ;egh toneg ,uilt us in aelicpte lp'ewgk pna the 
e'eg soggeggea thpt spwticulpw ,willipnce go oWten ebslo'ea to cwepte the 
ibsweggion oW liWef Cet hewe pmpink gobethinm dpg lpcyinmf O gtessea ,pcy 
p spce pna pllodea ,oth spintinmg to occus' the gpbe rela oW xigionf

She tuwnea hew mpEe once bowe todpwa the rwgt lpnagcpsef
9Ot ig not the wolek9 ghe gpiaf
9Ot ig the dp' in dhich it ig sewWowbeaf9
O noaaeaf
9The bethoaf9
:e continuea plonm the line oW spintinmgf
Ot occuwwea to be thpt de dewe not gtpnainm ,eWowe p collection oW 

unwelptea dowygk ,ut ,eWowe the wegultg oW p swoceggf A swoauctionk wpthew 
thpn p cweptionf

O gtossea ,eWowe p gbpllew cpnxpg pna inclinea b'gelW glimhtl' Wowdpwaf 
The limht Well o,li4uel' pcwogg itg guwWpcek pna in thpt pnmle the teYtuwe 
,ecpbe bowe wepail' psspwentf

The xpwnigh dpg exenf
Too exenf
9Ot ig liye p wole thpt hpg ,een wehepwgea Wow too lonmk9 ghe gpia goWtl'f
9Ot ig sewWectfff ,ut it no lonmew lixegf9
O gtwpimhtenea b'gelW pna noaaeaf
The othew muegtg continuea to boxe p,out dith the gpbe gu,auea 

cobsoguwef A Wed spugea ,eWowe the gpbe dowyg thpt hpa pttwpctea ouw 
pttentionk 'et none aigslp'ea the gowt oW cwiticpl eYpbinption one doula 
owainpwil' eYsect in p woob dhewe dowyg oW pwt dewe ,einm twpaeaf Ot geebea 
to be thpt theiw intewegt dpg aiwectea not todpwa the spintinmg thebgelxegk 
,ut todpwa theiw swegencef
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TIP SIA2v: v*P— TIP SPOBP

O spugea once bowe ,eWowe the rwgt lpnagcpsef Thewe coula nod ,e no 
aou,tf OW thege dowyg soggeggea pn owimink it aia not lie dith the pwtigtg 
dhob the' suwsowtea to weswegentk ,ut dithin p gtwuctuwe aegimnea to 
swoauce thebf Ana dhewe thewe ig gtwuctuwek :ptgonk thewe ig plgo owmpni.
gptionf

O pllodea b' mpEe to twpxel once bowe pwouna the woobf The othew 
muegtg hpa pggubea theiw sogitiongk not in pggimnea slpcegk ,ut in p yina 
oW inWowbpl owaew thpt geebea sewWectl' unaewgtooa dithout exew hpxinm 
,een eYsweggeaf

The puction ,empn dithout pn' Wowbpl pnnouncebentf Bo hpbbew 
dpg ebslo'eak now dpg p xoice wpigea? the rwgt dowy dpg bewel' intwo.
aucea dith p ,wieW pna gu,auea webpwy thpt gcpwcel' cpwwiea ,e'ona thoge 
nepwegt pt hpnak pna 'et exew'one pssepwea to hpxe unaewgtooa itf The 
oseninm ,ia dpg oRewea dith the glimhtegt inclinption oW the hepa? pnothew 
spwticispnt wpigea hig hpna plbogt ibsewcesti,l'Dnot pg p megtuwek ,ut 
pg p gimnplDpna the wegsonge cpbe in swecigel' the gpbe bpnnewf Bot in 
dowagk ,ut thwoumh the wesetition oW thpt aigcweet gimnf

O o,gewxea the swoceeainmg dithout tpyinm spwt in theb b'gelWf
Npbille gtooa ,egiae be pna hpa pggubea hew wole dithout pn' xigi,le 

twpngitionf She no lonmew pssepwea pg pn pctweggk ,ut pg p sewWectl' nptuwpl 
beb,ew oW the mpthewinmf Iew mpEe wegtea uson the spintinmg dith p cplb 
aigcewnbent entiwel' guitea to the guwwounainmgk pna ghe bpae no eRowt 
dhptgoexew to pttwpct noticeDdhich dpgk in itgelWk the xew' wepgon ghe 
egcpsea itf

Ot goon ,ecpbe clepw to be thpt the ,iaainm ,owe none oW the chpwpctew oW 
gsontpneoug cobsetitionf Thewe dpg no hpgtek no pttebst to out,ia one 
pnothew pt the rnpl bobentf The oRewg Wollodea wpthew p wh'thbk plbogt 
pg thoumh the' hpa ,een pmweea uson ,eWowehpnaf

O let b' e'eg spgg oxew the spwticispntgf An elaewl' mentlebpn gu,bittea 
p ginmle ,ia pna then dithawed cobsletel'k pg thoumh hig spwt in the swo.
ceeainmg hpa ,een concluaeaf A 'ounmew bpn Wollodea the swocegg dith 
pn pttentixenegg thpt geebea bowe eaucptionpl thpn spwticisptow'k bpyinm 
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AqOSTAO— N—vzT

hig rwgt oRew onl' pWtew pnothew ,iaaew hpa egtp,lighea p libitf Todpwa 
the wepw oW the woob gtooa p bpn dho gu,bittea no ,iag pt pllk 'et on 
gexewpl occpgiong weceixea ,wieW noag Wwob othewg swegentf Iig pssepwpnce 
dpg unwebpwyp,lek ,ut hig ibsowtpnce clepwl' dpg notk pna O bpae cpweWul 
note oW hibf

:hen the neYt dowy dpg ,woumht Wowdpwak the swice woge wpsial'Dnot 
,' aemweegk ,ut in guaaen lepsgf Tdo spwticispntg ,ia pltewnptel'k thoumh 
dithout the ghpwsnegg thpt owainpwil' pccobspnieg menuine wixplw'f vne 
dithawed pt p soint thpt pssepwea entiwel' un7ugtirea ,' the 4uplit' oW the 
dowyk pna p thiwa ibbeaiptel' pggubea hig slpcek pg thoumh the gucceggion 
hpa ,een eYsectea pll plonmf

O ,empn to aigcewn p spttewnf The gpbe inaixiauplg dewe not ,iaainm 
pmpingt one pnothew ,' chpncek ,ut pssepwea to occus' p ge4uence in 
dhich epch hpa hig pssointea Wunctionf The swiceg conrwbea the ibsweg.
gionf :owyg oW leggew gimnircpnce gola Wow eYtwpxpmpntl' in;ptea gubgk dhile 
technicpll' gusewiow eYpbsleg spggea dith gcpwcel' pn' wegigtpncef

Ot dpg not 4uplit' thpt aetewbinea the outcobef
Ot dpg gobethinm elgef
O boxea glimhtl' pgiae in owaew to cobbpna p ,wopaew xied oW the woobk 

pna Npbille Wollodea b' boxebentk thoumh ghe gtossea p little ,eWowe O 
aiaf Iew pttention aia not gettle uson the spwticispntgk ,ut uson the neYt 
spintinm thpt dpg ,woumht WowdpwaDp boaegt cpnxpg dhichk pt rwgt mlpncek 
pssepwea entiwel' ingimnircpntk 'et nexewthelegg geebea to mpthew p gu,tle 
tengion thwoumhout the woobf

9Ontewegtinmk9 ghe gpia 4uietl'f
The oseninm ,ia dpg bpaek then pngdeweak pna pngdewea pmpinf
Then ghe wpigea hew hpnaf
The boxebent dpg cplbk dithout hegitptionk pna go sewWectl' in yeesinm 

dith the ptbogshewe oW the woob thpt it pttwpctea no ibbeaipte noticef O 
tuwnea todpwa hewf

9jigg AwaentD9 O gpia in p gu,auea xoicef
She aia not looy pt bef
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Iew ,ia dpg pcynodleameak pna ghe pngdewea once bowek swecigel' pna 
dithout xpwiptionf Ot dpg no ibsulgixe dhibk ,ut p aeli,ewpte pna con.
twollea pctf O inclinea b'gelW glimhtl' nepwewf

9Ot ig not p dowy oW pn' spwticulpw ibsowtpncek9 O gpia 4uietl'f
9Ot ig hewek9 ghe weslieaf
The woob hpa noticea hew nodDnot pg p aigtuw,pncek ,ut pg p spwtici.

spntf
The swice continuea to wigef vne oW the othew ,iaaewg dithawedk then 

pnothewf She webpinea dhewe ghe dpgk botionleggk plbogt inaiRewentf The 
rwgt cpll dpg bpaek Wollodea ,' p ,wieW spugek pna then p geconaf O eYse.
wiencea p wpwe uncewtpint'Dnot concewninm the gituption itgelWk ,ut con.
cewninm the wole ghe occusiea dithin itf

Hugt  pg  the  conclugion  pssepwea  inexitp,lek  pnothew  ,ia  dpg 
bpaeDboaegtk 'et guMcientf A ned spwticispnt hpa entewea the contegtk 
pna the swoceeainmg cpbe to theiw enaf

The spintinm dent to pnothew ,u'ewf
O glodl' welepgea b' ,wepthf
Npbille lodewea hew hpna dithout aigslp'inm the glimhtegt xigi,le wepc.

tion pna bewel' Wollodea the spintinm dith hew e'eg pg it dpg cpwwiea pdp'f
9Ot doula geeb de hpxe ,een Wowtunptek9 O gpia 4uietl'f
She tuwnea todpwa be dith the Wpintegtk plbogt cpgupl gbilef
9OnaeeaI9 ghe gpiaf 9Ot doula hpxe guitea b' hobe wpthew dellf9
Thewe dpg no twpce oW iwon' in hew xoicek pna Wow thpt xew' wepgon it dpg 

ibsoggi,le to aetewbine dhethew ghe bepnt dhpt ghe gpiaf
O pllodea b' mpEe to dpnaew once bowe thwoumh the woobk thoumh nod 

dith p wexigea 7uambentf
O hpa ,eliexea thpt O dpg the one dho hpa ,woumht hew into the mpbef
Ot geebea to bek pt thpt bobentk thpt ghe hpa plwepa' ynodn itg wulegf
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Letter XII
The Dead Courier

Watson took the next letter from the pile and allowed the knife to glide 
along its edge before unfolding the paper with the same composed move-
ment that had accompanied the preceding ones.

His eyes ran quickly over the lines. The Arst page was considerably 
shorter than the others. Pn address in ,aris was written at the top: followed 
by a single remark*

“A man has been found dead. Possibly connected with the case.”
Watson paused for a moment: as though to assure himself that he had 

read correctly: and then drew the paper a little nearer to the light. There 
was no further explanation: he observed.

He laid the Arst sheet aside and: with considerable curiosity: began to 
read the next.

III

October 30, 1891
Paris

Mt was still early in the day when zoreau had himself announced at my 
hotel. M was seated by the window with my pipe: allowing my ga1e to wan-
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THS OHPDVW VRSN THS OSM“S

der over the street: when zoreau entered and: without further preamble: 
placed a folded newspaper upon the table.

”This will interest you:? he said.
M drew the paper toward me and unfolded it. Vn the front page was a 

photograph: printed in coarse tones* a narrow street: partly cordoned oL: 
with a small crowd gathered behind a row of barriers. M read the article 
through without haste.

Pfter a moment M turned farther into the paper: where a shorter fol-
low-up had been printed with additional details. There was also a small 
portrait of the deceased. M stopped abruptly and leaned slightly forward: as 
if to bring the image closer to the light.

zoreau sat down without saying anything.
”Mnteresting:? M remarked quietly: taking the pipe from my mouth. ”M 

have seen this man before.?
zoreau looked up. ”Here in ,arisj?
M nodded: recalling my observations by the Oeine and in the surrounding 

district.
”Oeveral times. Mn diLerent quarters. Pt Arst glance without any connec-

tion between them.?
zoreau leaned a little forward. ”P coincidencej?
”“o:? M replied: with certainty in my voice. ”He was the man who moved 

between the art dealers.?
zoreau said nothing.
”There is no time to waste.? M rose and took my coat. ”çet us take a closer 

look at the place.?
When we reached the address: the barriers had already been removed. 

Pt Arst glance the street appeared like any other* a few passersby: a car-
riage moving slowly past: and a shopkeeper 7ust then opening his shutters. 
“othing suggested that only a few hours earlier the place had been the 
center of an accident.

M stopped in the middle of the cobblestones and let my eyes travel along 
the faFade.
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PçMOTPMN CNVYT

”Here:? M said quietly: stepping a pace to one side.
zoreau followed without asking any questions.
M bent slightly forward and examined a darker patch between the stones. 

The colour was muted: almost absorbed into the surface beneath it: but 
not entirely gone. M did not touch it.

”Glood:? M said calmly.
zoreau looked more closely.
”Yrom the fallj?
M shook my head faintly.
”Mt is not distributed as it would be after an impact. “o spatter: no 

spread. Mt has collected... and congealed.?
M straightened myself and once more allowed my ga1e to rise along the 

building.
”He was not alive when he struck the ground.?
”8ou mean...? zoreau began.
M did not interrupt him: but answered without turning.
”M mean that it was not necessarily the fall that killed him.?
zoreau folded his arms.
”Then we are dealing with murderj?
M glanced brieéy at him.
”That we cannot yet know:? M said soberly. ”Gut everything suggests that 

he was already dead before he reached the street.?
zy eyes paused for a moment upon one of the windows.
”Mf that is so:? M continued: ”he was not alone.?
zoreau nodded slowly.
”Then we must go up.?
M took a step back from the spot.
”We must gain access to the apartment. We must get inside.?
zoreau shook his head slightly.
”9ive me half an hour:? he replied. ”M shall see what can be done.?
Without further explanation he turned and disappeared down the 

street.
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THS OHPDVW VRSN THS OSM“S

M remained where M was for a moment before calmly crossing over and 
taking a seat at a caf0 with a view of the building. M ordered nothing: but 
sat with my hands folded before me and kept my eyes upon the entrance. 
“othing happened.

Pfter roughly half an hour zoreau returned. He came directly to the 
table and placed a document before me.

”Mt was the best M could obtain.?
M cast a quick glance at the paper: nodded: and rose.
Together we crossed the street and entered through the gateway. Mn the 

dim entrance hall we found the concierge at his desk. zoreau laid the 
document before him.

”We require access to the apartment.?
The concierge looked at the paper without much interest and gave a 

slight shrug.
”The key has already been handed out.?
zoreau looked at him.
”To whomj?
”P man:? replied the concierge. ”He came with an authorisation... not 

unlike yours.?
”Yrom the policej? asked zoreau.
The concierge shook his head.
”He did not look like that to me. zore like a gentleman. Vne of those 

who gives orders.?
M took a step forward.
”How long agoj?
The concierge shrugged.
”Pn hour or so: M should think.?
M took out my watch and cast a quick glance at it.
”Pnd you are certain it was not the policej?
”M would say so:? said the concierge. ”He was... diLerent. Rery well 

dressed. Calm.?
”Was he wearing a hatj? M asked.
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PçMOTPMN CNVYT

The concierge considered.
”8es. P top hat.?
M extended my hand.
”The key.?
The concierge nodded and produced a ring of keys.
”This one is for the apartment. Pnd this one is for the store-room 

behind.?
M took the keys without examining them further.
”There is no time to lose.?
M turned to zoreau.
”He has been here since we arrived.?
We hurried up the stairs.
M inserted the key in the door: and a moment later the lock yielded with 

a short: dry sound. M opened it slowly.
Mt was quiet.
Completely quiet.
We remained for a moment in the doorway: listening: before stepping 

inside.
M went Arst. M moved without haste: but with an attention that left 

nothing to chance. zoreau followed close behind. We paused at each door: 
opened it carefully: looked in: and then continued. Vne cupboard was 
opened. Then another. “othing. “o sign that anyone had been there. “o 
disorder. The apartment appeared almost impersonal in its neatness.

M went to the window and looked down into the street.
”Here:? M said quietly. ”Mt must have been from here.?
zoreau stood beside me and followed my ga1e. The cobblestones lay 

plain and undisturbed below.
”“othingj? he asked.
M shook my head faintly.
”“othing visible.?
Vnce more M allowed my ga1e to move through the room: as though 

searching for some inconsistency that had not yet revealed itself.
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”Otrange:? M said.
zoreau hesitated for a moment.
”Gut... was there not also a store-roomj?
M turned at once.
”Vf course.?
M went toward the door without further explanation. We descended 

through the stairwell and out into the courtyard. Mt was narrow and disor-
derly. Dustbins stood about without any apparent arrangement: and along 
one of the walls lay a pile of wood: as though abandoned in the middle of 
some unAnished task. There was only one building in the rear courtyard* 
a low: closed structure with a broad door.

”There:? said zoreau.
M did not answer: but went directly toward it. M found the larger key. The 

lock resisted for a moment before yielding with a heavy sound. Together 
we pushed the gate aside. Within: it was dark. M took out a match and struck 
it. The faint light éickered for a moment before settling and casting long 
shadows into the room. M stepped inside. P lamp hung from the ceiling. M 
lit it. The light spread slowly.

Pt Arst glance: the room appeared almost empty. Gare walls. P few 
crates. “othing that immediately attracted attention.

M remained standing.
M looked up at the lamp. Then M reached up and allowed my Angertips to 

brush the metal. M drew my hand back again.
”Warm:? M said quietly.
zoreau looked at me.
”Mt was extinguished.?
M nodded.
”Gut not long ago.?
M let my ga1e move through the room.
”Oomeone has been here.?
P brief pause followed.
”Rery recently.?
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PçMOTPMN CNVYT

We began to examine the room more closely. What had Arst appeared 
empty now proved to be something else.

M moved slowly forward. M stopped beside a chair. Mt lay overturned upon 
its side: though not broken. The upholstery had been torn along the edge: 
as though someone had sei1ed it with force. Geside it stood a crate. The lid 
hung askew: and the wood around the lock was splintered. M bent down. P 
moment later M picked something up between my Angers. P single hair. M 
examined it brieéy in the light before allowing it to fall again.

”There has been a struggle:? M said dryly.
zoreau looked at me.
”Two persons.?
M pointed lightly toward the éoor.
”Ohort: dark hair.?
P brief pause followed.
”,erhaps our friend with the hat.?
M allowed my ga1e to move on.
”Pnd another. çonger: fair hair.?
zoreau drew a deeper breath.
”The courierj?
M nodded thoughtfully as M straightened.
”Psk the concierge whether he has seen anything. Pnd ask also whether 

the dead man had a tattoo above his left wrist.?
zoreau nodded and left the room.
M remained where M was and continued my examination. zy eyes moved 

from ob7ect to ob7ect without haste: yet without overlooking anything.
Pfter a few minutes zoreau returned.
”He is not certain: but he believes he saw the man who received the key 

leave through the gate. Pnd as for the tattoo... you were right. He had been 
a sailor in his younger days.?

M nodded while my ga1e moved along the rear wall. zy eyes stopped. 
Oomething about the panels was not quite right. M ran my hand over the 
wood: felt along the 7oins: and pressed lightly at a particular point. P 
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moment later the panel yielded with a muted sound. P door opened. M 
loosened the lamp from its hook: lowered it: and carried it before me as 
M stepped inside. zoreau followed.

We now stood in a long: narrow passage that stretched into the darkness 
like an oversi1ed wardrobe. The light fell ahead of us and revealed rows of 
costumes hanging close together on hangers along both walls. Yabrics of 
diLerent colours and qualities: some dark and simple: others more striking: 
yet all executed with a precision scarcely intended for ordinary theatrical 
use.

Getween them stood crates: some open and some closed: Alled with 
hats: gloves: and other articles. Pbove them shelves had been Axed: where 
further equipment had been arranged in careful order. M stood still for a 
moment and let my eyes travel through the room.

”P wardrobe:? M said quietly.
zoreau took a step forward and allowed his ga1e to pass over the rows.
”Theatrical costumes. Here they are.?
He drew a coat from a hanger and held it up to the light. The fabric 

was heavy and well worked: without the wear one might otherwise have 
expected.

”Mt agrees with the tailor:? he said.
M did not answer at once. M walked slowly down the passage and let my 

Angertips brush the fabric of one of the hanging garments.
”Gut not for the theatre:? M said calmly.
”Couriers... servants... perhaps oFcialsj?
M nodded faintly.
”Noles.?
M went a few steps farther.
”They do not work like an ordinary organisation:? M said. ”They work 

like a theatre.?
zoreau folded his arms.
”P theatrej?
M turned half toward him.
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PçMOTPMN CNVYT

”P stage upon which each actor enters: performs his part: and disappears 
again. “o repetitions. “o recognition.?

zy eyes passed once more over the rows of costumes.
”“ew clothing each time. P new identity. The same function.?
zoreau looked more slowly around the room.
”Oo no one can be followed.?
”,recisely.?
M allowed a short silence to fall.
”They are not hiding.?
M looked at him.
”They are performing.?
zy dear Watson: M found that several of the circumstances which until 

then had stood apart now began to gather into a pattern that was increas-
ingly diFcult to explain away as accidental.

Mt would have been natural to assume that the sack mentioned by the 
concierge contained one of these costumesGa single item among many: 
which for one reason or another had to be removed from circulation.

Ouch an explanation: however: seemed to me insuFcient.
The costumes were numerous. Their replacement appeared to be part 

of the system itself: and nothing suggested that one single garment should 
have possessed such importance as to account for the haste with which the 
place had been searched.

The struggle whose traces we had 7ust examined bore no sign of random 
violence. Mt had been brief: purposeful: and without any indication of 
hesitation.

That one of the parties was no longer present did not: therefore: surprise 
me.

What did require closer consideration was not merely that he had been 
removedGbut why it had happened precisely then.

III
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THS OHPDVW VRSN THS OSM“S

Watson reads the Anal lines once more and recognises a clear pattern. 
The tone of these lines usually heralds a change in the character of the 
case. HolmesHs information is precise and without superéuous comment: 
yet beneath it lies a particular gravityGthe silence that descends when a 
matter moves away from the purely intellectual and into something else. 
Oomething that cannot be solved by observation and deduction alone. P 
kind of sharpened calm. Ps though Holmes: without saying so directly: 
now acknowledges that more is at stake. Death no longer stands at the edge 
of the case. Mt has stepped onto the stage.

Watson lets the letter rest against the tabletop and remains seated for a 
moment without moving. What Axes itself most strongly in his mind is 
not only the dead courier: but the room Holmes Ands behind the panels. 
P wardrobe. “ot for the theatre: but for reality. Costumes: hats: coats: 
glovesGall the outward things by which a man may enter a world: perform 
his task: and vanish again without leaving behind anything but a role.

He thinks of Camille Prdent: and of HolmesHs remark that they are not 
hiding: but performing. Mt now seems to him that the whole case has begun 
to assume the character of a play: but a play without an audience: where 
every face may have been chosen with the same care as a line of dialogue.

Pnd yet there is something in this that diLers from ordinary disguise. 
Holmes himself has often worn masks. Watson knows that better than 
anyone. He has seen him become an old sailor: a clergyman: an unem-
ployed clerk: an Mtalian priest: a bent-backed book collector: and many oth-
er Agures. Gut with Holmes: disguise has always been a means of reaching 
the truth. Here: disguise appears to be the system itself.

Watson looks toward the empty chair opposite him. He senses that: in 
this moment: Holmes is no longer merely investigating a crime: but an 
entire method. Pn organisation that does not merely conceal its tracks but 
dissolves its agents into shifting identities. “o repetitions. “o recognition. 
The same function.

Mt is precisely the kind of construction that would awaken HolmesHs 
deepest interestGand perhaps also his caution. Yor if all are playing roles: 
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who is the Arst actorj Who writes the playj Who decides when a courier 
must disappear: when a costume must be removed: and when a human 
being becomes expendablej

Watson slowly folds the letter together. The dead man may have been 
an intermediary. Gut to Watson it is clear that he is also a warning. “ot 
merely of danger: but of proximity. Holmes is no longer outside the case: 
observing its pattern from without. He has stepped into it.

Pnd somewhere behind the scenes: someone has already noticed.
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Letter XIII
The Confrontation

November 5, 1891
Paris

It was late in the day when I once more reviewed the circumstances that 
now gathered themselves around a single name.

There was no single decisive proof, but rather a series of observations 
all pointing in the same direction. The shipments, the mark, the auc-
tion—and above all the tailor’s ledger, in which the name Delacroix ap-
peared with a regularity that could not be explained away.

Moreau observed that the evidence was not yet complete. I dismissed 
this with a slight movement of the hand.

“It is su”cient,N I said calmly. “zot to conclude the case—but to act 
upon it.N

I let my gaqe rest for a moment upon the ledger.
“Too much has already happened.N
The two deaths had changed the conditions of the matter. It was no 

longer merely a Wuestion of building a complete chain of evidence, but of 
preventing the case from developing further. Moreau said no more. The 
decision was made without further discussion. I took up my hat.

“1e shall call upon him,N I said.
“Tomorrow at ten.N
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LSIRTLIO COFPT

Moreau and I met before the Lcademy and proceeded together to Hro-
fessor Delacroix’s o”ce. 1e had no prior appointment, yet we were ad-
mitted by the porter without di”culty. Moreau was a familiar face there.

Hrofessor Delacroix rose from his desk as the door closed behind us. 
Yis movement was well measured, neither too Wuick nor too slow, as if he 
wished to demonstrate that he did not feel disturbed—only visited.

“Monsieur Moreau,N he said, with a slight inclination of the head. “L 
pleasure to see you again. Eour persistence becomes you.N

Yis gaqe moved on to me. L faint smile touched the corner of his mouth.
“I am sincerely pleased that Rcandinavia takes so lively an interest in our 

modest institution.N
I bowed my head slightly.
“1e try to keep ourselves informed,N I said calmly. “?ven in smaller 

matters.N
“Rmaller matters8N repeated the professor, with a suggestion of amuse-

ment. “Yere we merely instruct young talents in the discipline of the 
brush and the respect due to color. If the world chooses to attach greater 
signiVcance to us, I can only be grateful for the attention.N

Moreau answered in a polite, though more guarded tone.
“Eour institution has produced many notable names over the years. It is 

di”cult not to notice its in9uence.N
“Eou are generous, as always,N said Delacroix. “I have often admired your 

eye for authenticity, Monsieur Moreau. It is a rare virtue in our age.N
My eyes rested for a moment upon the professor’s hands, which lay 

relaxed upon the  edge  of  the  desk.  The Vngers  were  long and well 
kept—those of an artist rather than an administrator.

“1e hope only,N I said brie9y, “to proVt from your expertise.N
“zaturally,N Delacroix replied without hesitation. “That is precisely 

why we exist.N
Ye made an inviting gesture toward the two chairs before the desk.
“Tell me—what may I contribute this time8N
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The atmosphere was correct. The light from the tall windows fell 
obliWuely across the plaster casts along the wall and laid an almost academic 
calm over the room. zothing in the professor’s bearing suggested unease. 
Fn the contrary, he seemed faintly amused, as if he regarded the situation 
as an intellectual exercise rather than a confrontation.

I sat down without haste. Moreau followed.
“Today our occasion concerns neither frames nor pigments,N I said. “1e 

are here because of a crime.N
The room became entirely still. The professor’s smile did not disappear, 

but it narrowed.
“Eou employ strong words.N
“They have been chosen with care.N
Por a moment the three of us sat facing one another in a balance that was 

no longer academic, but exact.
Delacroix slowly straightened his back.
“If you wish to carry the conversation into the legal sphere,N he said, 

“then we must ensure that our terms are as precise as your accusations.N
Lnd the tone in the room was no longer merely courteous. I allowed a 

brief silence to fall, as though considering whether the conversation should 
continue along the technical line. Instead, I changed direction.

“It is regrettable,N I said soberly, “that a minor craftsman lost his life in 
connection with this matter.N

The words were spoken without pathos. 1ithout accusation. Merely as 
a statement.

Hrofessor Delacroix’s gaqe rested upon me for a moment before moving 
toward the window.

“The tailor8N he said calmly.
“Ees.N
“L tragic occurrence.N
Ye folded his hands and gave a slight shrug.
“Heople who interfere in the work of others sometimes risk conse-

Wuences.N
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The sentence was delivered with the same academic distance, as though 
he were speaking of an experiment that had failed. Moreau sti0ened faintly. 
I did not, but merely looked at the professor a moment longer than cour-
tesy reWuired.

“ConseWuences,N I repeated Wuietly.
“The world,N said Delacroix, “is not without friction, Monsieur Rig-

urdson. ?specially not when one moves into areas one does not fully 
understand.N

There was no raised voice. zo open threat. :ut there was also no regret. 
I nodded slowly.

“Eou did not know him personally8N
“Fnly by reputation.N
“zaturally.N
I allowed the Wuestion to drop.
“Eou must understand,N he said, ad2usting a folder upon the desk, “that 

we work here with young people. Talented, but fragile. Ln institution such 
as this lives by its reputation.N

Ye looked Vrst at Moreau.
“L scandal can destroy careers before they have even begun.N
Then his gaqe moved toward me.
“Truth,N he continued calmly, “can be a brutal thing, Monsieur Rigurd-

son. Monsieur Moreau. It seldom strikes only the intended target.N
There was no raised voice. zo dramatic pause. Fnly a statement that lay 

close to a warning. Delacroix lowered his eyes for a moment, as if deciding 
how far he wished to go.

“I should dislike seeing a man of your reputation,N he said, addressing 
Moreau, “drawn into misunderstandings.N

Moreau met his gaqe.
“I should dislike seeing young talents used as a shield.N
The professor smiled faintly. I made no comment. :ut the threat had 

been registered—and it had not had the intended e0ect.
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I gathered the papers, this time with a calm that had the Wuality of a 
conclusion. I slid the transport list across the desk.

“1e have not merely found a pattern,N I said calmly. “Eour name appears 
here.N

The professor did not answer. I placed another document on top of the 
Vrst.

“Lnd here.N
Then another.
“Lnd here.N
There was no need for drama. The repetition was su”cient in itself. 

Moreau pointed to one of the sheets.
“The authorisation column for access to the old restoration workshop. 

Eour signature.N
The professor’s eyes moved over the papers. There was nothing in them 

that could be dismissed as forgery.
“The shipments from Marseille,N I continued, “are registered as study 

ob2ects for internal analysis. Lpproved by you.N
I let a Vnger follow the dates.
“Fver eighteen months.N
The professor’s Vngers contracted almost imperceptibly.
“Lcademic formalities,N he said in a low voice.
“Three deposits,N I continued, producing a smaller bank notice. “Haid 

into an account that can be traced to you. zot considerable sums. :ut 
remarkably regular.N

The silence grew heavier.
“Eou do not appear as the artist. zot as the sender. zot as the recipient.N
I lifted my eyes.
“:ut as the guarantor.N
The word hung between us.
Moreau said Wuietlyé
“1ithout your name, these works would never have passed.N
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LSIRTLIO COFPT

Hrofessor Delacroix slowly leaned back. The smile that had accompanied 
him until then disappeared at last.

“Eou have been thorough,N he said. “Lnd fortunate.N
“Herhaps,N I replied. “:ut fortune scarcely accounts for your signatures.N
I allowed my hand to rest upon the documents.
“Eou placed the workshop at their disposal. Eou approved the materials. 

Eou authorised the shipments. Lnd you received payment.N
L brief silence followed. I then took a folded letter from my inner pocket 

and placed it before the professor.
“I would advise you to read this.N
Ye hesitated for a moment, as though considering whether to leave it 

where it lay. :ut curiosity proved stronger. Ye picked up the letter.
Lt Vrst he read Wuickly. Then more slowly. I observed how the academic 

composure gradually left his face. It was not doubt I saw, but recognition. 
Yis hand stopped at the Vnal lines. 1hen he raised his eyes, his Vrst 
Wuestion was not directed at the letter, but at me.

“... 1here did you Vnd Claire Delatour8N
I permitted myself a faint smile.
“That is, of course, information I must reserve to myself.N
I made a short pause.
“It is su”cient, however, that you yourself consider her explanation 

possible.N
The professor fell silent. Ye closed his eyes for a moment.
“I facilitated,N he said at last. “I did not think...N
I allowed him to Vnish.
“I thought they were limited reconstructions. Hrivate collections. zo 

museums.N
“Eou knew,N I said calmly, “that fraud was being committed.N
Ye did not answer.
“The Wuestion, therefore, is not whether you knew.N
I looked at him.
“:ut how much you knew.N
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The professor lowered his head.
“The system was larger,N he said Wuietly.
“It was.N
“:ut I was not the architect.N
“I have not assumed that you were.N
Ye looked up.
“I received instructions.N
“Prom whom8N
Ye hesitated.
“I never knew the face. Fnly the messages.N
“L name8N
“Fnly a reference. zever a meeting.N
I let a moment pass.
“There is another name, Hrofessor.N
Ye looked at me expectantly.
“Montfaucon.N
Ye slowly shook his head.
The denial seemed to me less convincing than silence would have been. 

The almost imperceptible tension around his eyes, and the brief delay with 
which the answer came, were more revealing than the words themselves.

Dust then there came a knock at the door. The professor straightened his 
back, but remained seated. The knock came again, Vrmer this time. Yis 
eyes moved toward the door.

“Eou should open it,N I said calmly.
Ye remained seated for another moment, as though still searching for 

some theoretical escape. :ut the documents before him allowed no further 
academic interpretations. Yis signatures. Yis authorisations. The regular 
payments. Lnd the letter.

Lt last he rose and opened the door. Two o”cials from the REretF en-
tered with that discreet dignity so often possessed by men who are certain 
of their authority. The foremost stepped forward.

“Hrofessor Lrmand Delacroix8N
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“Ees.N
“Eou are hereby under arrest on suspicion of complicity in systematic art 

forgery, Vnancial gain, and misuse of academic facilities.N
The professor instinctively ad2usted his cu0s.
“zaturally,N he said.
Ye did not protest.
Ye merely turned his eyes toward me.
“Eou have been... thorough.N
I found no reason to answer the remark. Moreau stood silently beside 

me. There was no triumph in his face. The professor took his 2acket from 
the back of the chair. Por a moment he seemed about to arrange the papers 
upon the desk, but then left them where they lay.

“The school8N he asked.
“1ill be closed temporarily until the matter has been investigated.N
It was only then that I saw the Vrst true change in his face. It was not the 

loss of freedom, but the loss of the name that seemed to strike him. Ye 
nodded slowly.

“jery well.N
Ye moved toward the door between the two o”cials.
Lt the threshold he stopped.
“Truth,N he said, without turning, “can be a brutal thing.N
“Fnly,N I replied calmly, “when it has long been postponed.N
The door closed behind them. The o”ce became still. The fragment 

of wooden frame, the transport lists, and the empty chair were the only 
witnesses to the conversation that had 2ust ended.

I slowly gathered the documents together. Moreau watched me for a 
moment.

“It seems almost unbelievable to me that you found Claire Delatour so 
Wuickly.N

I looked out through the window before I answered.
“My dear Moreau, one seldom Vnds the truth directly.N
I folded the letter and returned it to my inner pocket.
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“Fne merely follows the lies that do not hold.N

1atson, I must observe to you that the Harisian branch of this enterprise 
now appears to have been brought to an end. Hrofessor Delacroix acknowl-
edged his role as intermediary and recipient of payment, but maintained 
that he did not know the true leadership of the organisation.

This explanation seems to me only partially satisfactory. L man of the 
professor’s caution would hardly involve himself in an enterprise of this 
sort without some assurance of protection. Ye must therefore be regarded 
as a link in the chain, but scarcely as its origin.

Llthough his confession satisVes the legal reWuirements of responsibil-
ity, there remains a technical inconsistency which his explanation does 
not illuminate. The method by which the canvases were treated—par-
ticularly the use of the chemical preparations that made artiVcial aging 
possible—does not, in my view, point toward Haris.

The professor may have supplied rooms, materials, and academic au-
thority. Ye may have received payment for doing so. :ut the hand that 
developed, reVned, and standardised the techniWue itself is another. Ro 
long as that technical source remains unidentiVed, the case cannot, in my 
opinion, be regarded as concluded.

— R.
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Letter XIV
Moreau's Arrest

November 17, 1891
Paris

It had been my intention to leave Paris before the end of the week.
Following Professor Delacroix's arrest, the matter appeared at Trst sight 

to have reached its natural conclusion. jhe connections that had led to 
the local workshops had been severed, the tailor's enterprise had ceased 
to exist, and the Academy's restoration department had been closed until 
the authorities had completed their investigations. jhe police appeared 
satisTed with the result. In their view, the organisation that had operated 
in Paris had been brought to an end.

I had arranged to meet Monsieur Moreau at his gallery the following 
morning. jhere remained a few practical matters that ought to be settled 
before I continued my qourney, and I also wished to review, one Tnal time, 
the material we had assembled.

jhe  gallery  was  unusually  Ouiet  that  morning.  jhe  sunlight  fell 
obliOuely through the tall windows and rested upon the canvases with a 
serenity that stood in curious contrast to the events that had unfolded 
around them only a few days before. 1rder had returned to the room. jhe 
documents lay neatly arranged upon the desk, and the works that had been 
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moved about during the course of our investigation had been restored to 
their customary places.

Moreau was standing by the window when I entered. Ee turned and 
greeted me with a slight nod.

Y”ou are leaving,? he said.
Y”es.?
YFor Nomez?
YIt appears necessary.?
Ee studied me for a moment before replying.
YI had hoped the matter might end here.?
YWo had I.?
Ee allowed his gaBe to travel across the gallery.
YProfessor Delacroix is in prison. Rautrin's workshop exists no longer. 

jhe Academy has been closed. jhe police appear convinced that they have 
put an end to the operation.?

Yjhey probably are,? I replied.
A brief silence followed.
Moreau picked up a folder from the desk, only to set it down again 

slowly.
Yjhen I suppose we have been fortunate.?
YVe have made progress,? I said. Yjhat is not necessarily the same 

thing.?
Ee looked at me searchingly.
Y”ou do not sound like a man who has qust concluded a di-cult case.?
Yjhat is because,? I replied, YI have seldom cared for cases that conclude 

too Ouickly.?
Ee raised his eyebrows slightly.
YVhy notz?
I allowed my gaBe to rest for a moment upon the folders lying before us.
Y7ecause the side that loses,? I said calmly, Yis seldom the Trst to surrenL

der.?
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Moreau said nothing. Ee followed my gaBe toward the window, where 
the street outside lay peaceful beneath the morning sun. A carriage rolled 
slowly past, and for a moment nothing seemed capable of disturbing the 
stillness that rested over the neighbourhood.

It seemed to me, however, that the silence was less an ending than an inL
terval. During the preceding days I had formed the distinct impression that 
we had not defeated the organisation, but merely compelled it to change 
its form. Professor Delacroix had been an important link, but scarcely an 
irreplaceable one. jhe forces that had held the enterprise together still 
appeared to me to lie beyond Paris. It was precisely for that reason that I 
found it necessary to continue my qourney.

I opened the folder that lay uppermost upon the desk and slowly divided 
its contents between us. 7y now there were few loose ends remaining 
in Paris. jhe transport lists had been gathered together. jhe chemical 
analyses of pigments and binding media had been arranged by date, and 
the notes I had kept during the preceding weeks concerning the individual 
paintings now formed a far more coherent picture than they had when the 
case began.

Moreau sat opposite me and reviewed the papers without haste. Ee 
already knew them well, yet read them with the same care that had charL
acterised his work throughout.

I placed a smaller sheet on top.
YIt is the binding medium,? I said. Yjhe same composition appears again 

and again. “ot only in Paris, but also in 8yon and Marseille.?
Moreau nodded.
YAnd none of the workshops appears to have developed the method 

themselves.?
YPrecisely.?
I brought forward the transport lists.
Yjhe shipments follow the same pattern. Wmall consignments. Di9erent 

intermediaries. “o direct connection between sender and recipient.?
YAnd yet the same rhythm,? Moreau observed.
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Y”es.?
I let a Tnger travel down the Tnal notes.
YIn the end, Nome remains.?
Moreau looked at me for a moment.
Y“ot Paris.?
Y“o.?
I took out the small wood splinter that had by now accompanied me 

through a considerable portion of the investigation and laid it beside the 
transport list.

jhe letters were still clearly visible— M. F.
YMontfaucon,? Moreau said Ouietly.
YIt still seems to me the most likely name.?
YA manz?
YPossibly.?
YAn organisationz?
Yjhat cannot be ruled out either.?
For a moment neither of us spoke.
I then placed :laire Delatour's letter upon the other documents.
YWhe conTrms,? I said, Ythat the techniOue was not developed in Paris. 

Professor Delacroix administered it. Ee did not create it.?
Moreau nodded slowly.
Yjhen all the traces now point in the same direction.?
Y”es.?
Ee let his hands rest for a moment upon the arms of his chair.
Yjhen allow me to accompany you.?
I looked up and slowly shook my head.
Y“o.?
Ee said nothing.
Y”ou have already sacriTced more, Monsieur Moreau,? I continued 

calmly, Ythan this case could reasonably demand.?
Ee attempted a faint smile.
YI am not certain that I agree.?
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Y“or need you.?
I gathered the papers into a single stack.
Y”ou have placed your name, your gallery, and your reputation at the 

disposal of a man you scarcely knew. Few would have done the same.?
Ee lowered his eyes for a moment.
YI merely did what I believed to be right.?
YPrecisely for that reason,? I replied, Yyou ought not to accompany me 

any farther.?
A silence settled between us, one which neither of us felt inclined to 

disturb. 8ooking back upon that conversation, it strikes me as remarkable 
how entirely natural it seemed. jhere was nothing in Monsieur Moreau's 
manner to suggest uneasiness, and nothing in the Ouiet order of the gallery 
foreshadowed the event that, only a few minutes later, would alter our 
plans completely.

Ve spoke no further. In truth, there was little left to add. jhe essential 
things had already been said, and our thoughts appeared to have turned 
instead toward the qourneys and investigations that still lay ahead.

At that very moment, there came a knock upon the door. I raised my 
head. jhe knock came again. jhree short raps. “either hesitant nor imL
patient. Merely precise.

Moreau made as though to go to the door, but I raised a hand ever so 
slightly.

Y1ne moment.?
Ee stopped and looked at me Ouestioningly. I remained where I was 

without speaking. jhe gallery was otherwise perfectly still. ”et when the 
knocking had sounded, I had perceived something else at the same instant. 
“ot a single movement, but several. Footsteps that had almost immediateL
ly fallen silent again.

My gaBe shifted toward the door. 7eneath the narrow gap at its base, 
the light from the street Tltered into the room. For an instant, shadows 
appeared to interrupt the slender band of light. “ot one Tgure, but several, 
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standing so close to the door that their movements almost merged into one 
another.

An ordinary customer would have knocked once and then waited. I 
found it di-cult to imagine an art collector accompanied by two or three 
other men.

Yjhey are not alone,? I said Ouietly.
Moreau turned toward the door.
YVhoz?
Yjhat I do not yet know.?
I listened for another moment. “o one spoke outside, nor did anyone 

move. It struck me as peculiar. jhose who wish to enter a gallery generally 
make known who they are. jhose who already know why they have come 
seldom Tnd it necessary to do so.

An unpleasant thought presented itself2not as a sudden inspiration, 
but as the natural conseOuence of the small observations that had already 
begun to gather together.

YIt seems to me,? I said slowly, Ythat they have not come for the paintL
ings.?

Moreau regarded me in silence. I met his gaBe.
YAnd I fear,? I continued, Ythat they have come for one of us.?
jhe knocking sounded for a third time.
jhis time it was slightly more forceful.
Moreau drew a deep breath. Vithout a word, he walked toward the 

door. Ee laid his hand upon the handle and glanced brie3y back at me. 
I nodded. Ee opened the door.

jhree men entered. “one of them wore a uniform, yet there could be no 
doubt that they represented a public authority. jheir clothing was plain, 
their movements measured, and none displayed the uncertainty that so 
often accompanies those reOuired to perform an unpleasant duty.

jhe eldest stepped forward.
YMonsieur Moreauz?
Y”es.?
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Ee produced a folded document.
YVe must ask you to accompany us.?
Moreau accepted the paper without comment and read it through slowL

ly.
Yjhe chargez?
Y:omplicity in systematic art forgery and collaboration with Professor 

Delacroix.?
A silence followed.
“o one raised his voice. “o one made any movement to lay a hand upon 

him.
I stepped calmly forward.
YMay Iz?
jhe o-cial handed me the document without obqection. I read it 

through once. jhen again. It had been correctly drafted. jhe references 
to the applicable law were precise, the wording entirely conventional, and 
its legal construction gave no immediate cause for comment. I looked up.

YVho issued the warrantz?
jhe o-cial answered without hesitation.
YIt was transmitted to us through the W4ret….?
Y7y whomz?
YVe were not informed.?
YVhen did you receive itz?
YSarly this morning.?
YAnd when were you assigned to the casez?
Y8ess than an hour later.?
I nodded.
YEad you any previous knowledge of Monsieur Moreauz?
Y“o.?
Y1f Professor Delacroixz?
Y1nly through the order.?
I allowed a brief silence to intervene.
YWo you did not yourself participate in the investigationz?
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Y“o.?
YEave you read the case Tlez?
For the Trst time, the o-cial hesitated.
Yjhat has not been necessary.?
Y1f course.?
I allowed my eyes to pass over the document once more. 1nly then 

did they come to rest upon the signature. It had not been signed by the 
examining magistrate who would ordinarily have dealt with a case of this 
nature. “or was it signed by the o-cial who had until then been responsiL
ble for the investigation. jhe signature belonged to a considerably higher 
administrative authority. jhat struck me as unusual. “ot because such a 
procedure was impossible, but because it was unnecessary. A case which 
only the previous day had been conTned to Professor Delacroix and a 
handful of local workshops had suddenly been elevated to a level at which 
the ordinary course of legal procedure had been set aside.

I returned the document.
Y”ou are merely carrying out your orders.?
Y”es, monsieur.?
YAnd you do not know who initiated them.?
Y“o.?
I nodded slowly. jhere was no reason to ask further Ouestions. jhese 

men had not come to investigate the case. jhey had come to execute 
a decision already taken elsewhere. It was there, it seemed to me, that 
the true danger lay. An organisation capable of removing witnesses is a 
serious matter. 7ut an organisation capable of accelerating the machinery 
of authority and bringing innocent men under suspicion with such speed 
possesses an in3uence far more farLreaching.

It was the Trst time during my stay in Paris that it became clear to me we 
were no longer confronting criminals alone. Ve were confronting a system.

Moreau allowed his gaBe to rest upon the document for a moment before 
folding it with the same care he might have devoted to one of his own 
exhibition catalogues.
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YIt would appear, then,? he said Ouietly, Ythat I must accompany you.?
“o one replied.
Ee laid the paper aside, took his hat from the rack, and absentmindedly 

brushed an invisible speck of dust from the brim. jhere was nothing 
hurried about his movements. 1n the contrary, they seemed to me almost 
more deliberate than usual.

I watched him without interruption.
YMonsieur Moreau,? I said, Ythis rests upon a mistake.?
Ee looked at me and slowly shook his head.
Y“o.?
A faint smile touched his face.
Y“ot a mistake.?
Eis eyes moved toward the three o-cials.
YA disposition.?
jhe words were spoken without bitterness. Merely as a statement of 

fact.
Ee put on his coat and then turned toward me.
YI assume,? he said, Ythat you will continue.?
YMost certainly.?
Yjhen that is well.?
Ee crossed to the desk, pulled open the top drawer, and took out a ring 

of keys, which he placed in my hand.
Yjhe key to the gallery.?
Ee laid a second, smaller key beside it.
YAnd this one opens the archive.?
I looked at him Ouestioningly.
YAll my notes,? he continued. Yjhe correspondence. jhe catalogues. 

jhe letters. Sverything I have gathered over the years.?
Y”ou will need them yourself.?
Ee smiled almost imperceptibly.
YI rather doubt that.?
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For a moment, he let his hand rest upon the edge of the desk. Vhen he 
spoke again, his voice was Ouieter.

YI have spent most of my adult life among paintings.?
Eis gaBe moved slowly about the gallery.
Y1ne is sometimes inclined to believe that the most important thing is 

who painted them.?
Ee shook his head slightly.
Y7ut what matters most is that the truth about them survives.?
Ee turned toward me once more.
YIf you reach the man behind all this...?
Ee allowed the sentence to remain unTnished for a moment.
YH then do not let my name be remembered.?
A silence followed.
Y8et the truth be remembered.?
I met his eyes.
YI give you my word.?
For the Trst time since our acOuaintance began, the customary distance 

between us disappeared. Ee held out his hand, and I took it. jhere were 
no lengthy speeches between us. “o solemn assurances. 1nly the Trm 
clasp between two men who had labored toward the same purpose and 
now found themselves compelled to part, without knowing whether they 
would ever meet again.

jhe eldest of the o-cials stepped forward.
YMonsieur.?
Moreau nodded.
YI am ready.?
Ee cast one Tnal glance around the gallery. “ot at the paintings, but at 

the light falling through the tall windows. jhen, without hesitation, he 
turned and walked away between the three men. jhe door closed slowly 
behind them.

jhe sound struck me as curiously Tnal. I remained standing with the 
keys in my hand. 1nly then did it occur to me that Monsieur Moreau had 
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entrusted me with more than his gallery. Ee had entrusted me with his 
entire part of the case.

8ater that same day, I presented myself at the o-ces of the W4ret…. I was 
received courteously, though with a certain reserve. It was explained that 
Monsieur Moreau, by reason of his professional association with Professor 
Delacroix, had possessed knowledge of, and possibly participated in, the 
forgery enterprise that had now been uncovered.

Neference was made to earlier collaborations. jo qoint exhibitions. jo 
Tnancial connections. Ipon a Trst examination, the documentation apL
peared plausible. Moreau had maintained an acknowledged professional 
relationship with the professor for several years. Ee had publicly criticised 
him. ”et he had also worked alongside him. It was a construction that could 
readily be presented as complicity.

I could not fail to observe, however, that the timing struck me as unusuL
ally precise. jhe arrest had taken place less than twentyLfour hours after the 
professor's detention. I was not permitted to see Monsieur Moreau. jhe 
investigation, I was informed, was Yongoing.?

In conclusion, my dear Vatson, it appears probable to me that this 
measure has been designed less to solve a crime than to isolate me from a 
wellLinformed ally. jhe accusation against Monsieur Moreau is formally 
coherent, yet methodologically convenient.

I Tnd it di-cult to imagine that Professor Delacroix, from his present 
position, possessed the in3uence necessary to set such a countermeasure in 
motion. It therefore strengthens my belief that the structure we have thus 
far touched only in part operates on a far broader scale than I had at Trst 
supposed.
2 W.

JJJ
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A small stack of envelopes now lies upon the table before me, each bearing 
Eolmes's familiar, sharply deTned handwriting, each carrying the traces of 
his passage through Paris. At Trst, I read them with a certain uneasiness.

Eolmes's decision to operate under the name of Wigurdson, his constant 
awareness of repetitions within his Teld of vision, his attention to glances, 
to distances, and to the slightest shifts in human behaviour lent the earlier 
letters a tone that might easily have been mistaken for suspicion. As the 
case unfolds, however, it becomes clear to me that it is not suspicion at all. 
It is vigilance.

jhe distinction is one that only those who have watched Eolmes at 
work from close Ouarters can fully appreciate. Wuspicion seeks conTrmaL
tion of danger. Rigilance merely records patterns. And in Paris I recognise, 
once again, the latter.

jhe Eolmes I knew before his long absence was never a man who 
hunted shadows. Ee was a man who gathered them. It is for that very 
reason that Moreau's arrest makes so profound an impression upon me.

1nly a few hours earlier, Eolmes and his French ally had appeared to 
have brought the Parisian portion of the a9air to its conclusion. ProL
fessor Delacroix had been arrested. jhe workshop had been closed. jhe 
Academy had passed under the control of the authorities, and everything 
outwardly suggested that the matter was drawing to its close.

”et at the very moment when an ordinary investigator might have alL
lowed himself a measure of satisfaction, Moreau was led away. It seems to 
me that Eolmes immediately understood what this signiTed. It was not 
merely an innocent man who had been arrested. It was his only conTdant 
in Paris, the man who had opened doors for him, interpreted the unwritten 
rules of the art world, and guided him through a society in which a foreignL
er could scarcely have moved unaided. Eolmes was left behind without his 
local anchor.

I also cannot fail to notice how swiftly it all occurred2more swiftly 
than ordinary police procedure would normally permit. It leaves me with 
precisely the same thought that so evidently occurred to Eolmes himself— 
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that someone was not merely reacting to the investigation, but was actively 
seeking to direct its future course.

jhat the a9air of the forged paintings appeared to have been solved 
was conTrmed in the following weeks from another source. In an issue of 
The Times from the middle of Kune of that year, I found a brief notice 
reporting that a considerable number of art dealers and intermediaries in 
Paris had been Ouestioned in connection with an extensive forgery operaL
tion. Professor Delacroix's name was mentioned in passing, together with 
a reference to Yan international connection.?

A French newspaper, a clipping of which Eolmes later enclosed, spoke 
of Ya coordinated campaign against organised art fraud.? Its language was 
triumphant, as o-cial language so often is when the authorities wish to 
convey an impression of Tnality. 7ut I know now that Eolmes shared no 
such sentiment. Eis letters bear no mark of victory. jhey bear the mark of 
a man who has only qust realised that his opponent has, at last, begun to 
answer in earnest.

jhere is in his tone a clarity I have not encountered since before that 
dreadful confrontation at the Falls. “ot youthful conTdence2he never 
possessed that2but a precise and measured sharpness. Ee is no longer 
the man who has only qust escaped death. Ee is once again the man who 
analyses it.

I cannot deny that this brings me a certain measure of relief. For alL
though Eolmes has often been accused of coldness, I have always known 
that his sharpness is his safeguard. Vhen it is dulled, he becomes vulneraL
ble. Vhen it returns, it is the world that ought to be on its guard.

jhe Paris a9air may therefore appear, outwardly, to have reached its 
conclusion. ”et Moreau's arrest2and the technical connection to which 
Eolmes returns with such persistence2do not allow me to believe that the 
case has been exhausted.

I gather the letters together. jhree still remain unopened. I must confess 
that I hesitate for a moment before reaching for the next. For I am beginL
ning to understand that Eolmes is no longer merely following the clues.
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Ee is now following the hand that lays them.
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Letter XV
The Hotel Room

November 21, 1891
Paris

I had only just laid the wood splinter upon the table and was gathering 
together my notes when a discreet knock sounded at the door. The sound 
was so light that it might have been accidental, yet its precision excluded 
chance. I remained standing for a moment without replying. No voice 
followed, nor was the knock repeated. Instead, I heard the faint rustle of 
paper being pushed across the Boorboards.

I crossed to the door and picked up the folded slip. It bore neither envelope 
nor any handwriting that I immediately recognised. qefore I had Anished 
reading its contents, I took two :uick strides toward the window and drew 
back the curtain.

The street below lay subdued in the late afternoon light. 1 solitary 
Agure was just rounding the corner. The silhouette was familiar7 the tall 
hat, the calm and measured gait, the discreet distance maintained from 
those passing by. There was nothing in his movements to suggest haste or 
nervousness. He walked like a man who knew he was not being followed. 
I allowed the curtain to fall once more and returned to the table.
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'pon the slip were written only a few words7 Gare de Lyon. 6:40. 
Rome. Montfaucon.

There was no signature, nor any further explanation. I read the name 
once again, this time more slowly. Montfaucon. It possessed neither the 
sound one ordinarily associates with -rance nor entirely that of Italy, but 
rather carried a foreign, almost eastern :uality. I picked up the fragment 
of wood and examined the carved mark once more. The two letters I had 
noted earlier could, without di“culty, be read as M and F.

Taking up my pen, I wrote the name beside my sketch of the mark, 
comparing the proportions, the inclination of the letters, and the manner 
in which the cut in the wood had begun and ended. 1 hand that carves its 
own mark leaves behind a di”erent movement from one that merely copies 
anotherLs.

I then folded the slip and placed it carefully in my inner pocket.
The fact that a speciAc train departure had been given struck me as more 

signiAcant than the destination itself.
Rome was no longer a supposition. It was the next step.
qefore morning had fully broken, I left the hotel. The streets were cool 

and almost deserted, while the dampness of the night rested like a thin veil 
upon the cobblestones. 1t such an hour the city seemed less insistent, as 
though it had not yet decided what form it would assume for the day.

I covered the Arst part of the journey on foot. Not from necessity, 
but because a decision, once made, often ac:uires greater clarity through 
movement.

The prison lay to the east, a solid building devoid of architectural ambiC
tion. Its walls were neither old enough to appear historic nor new enough 
to impress. They served their purpose, and nothing more.

1t the gate I gave my name. MHarald Oigurdson.P
The guard studied me for a moment before sending word inside. Oome 

time passed before an o“cer received me in a sparsely furnished o“ce, 
where the air carried that distinctive scent of paper, ink, and disinfectant 
which seems to characterise such institutions throughout Durope.
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I presented my re:uest for a brief meeting with 2onsieur 2oreau.
It was refused.
The refusal was courteous, but absolute. The investigation had comC

menced. 1ccess was restricted. No exceptions would be made.
I saw no reason to raise my voice. Instead, I pointed out that I had 

assisted in exposing 3rofessor WelacroixLs operations and that I might be 
able to provide information of signiAcance in assessing 2onsieur 2oreauLs 
role. I further allowed myself to suggest that his position might easily be 
misunderstood if the events were viewed apart from their proper context.

The o“cerLs reply remained unchanged. The charges against 2onsieur 
2oreau were serious and rested upon documentation that could not yet 
be disclosed to unauthorised persons.

I noted, in particular, the words documentation and not yet. qoth apC
peared to me to have been chosen with considerable care.

Oince further argument was unlikely to produce any result, I merely 
re:uested conArmation that 2onsieur 2oreau was in good health. This 
was given without hesitation. The o“cer then handed me a brief statement 
which, according to him, had been signed by 2oreau himself. It was comC
posed in the restrained language of legal formalities and contained neither 
protest nor explanation, but merely a formal declaration of his willingness 
to cooperate with the authorities.

I read it slowly.
The handwriting was steady. The strokes were Arm and without the 

slightest indication of uncertainty. Nothing suggested that the statement 
had been signed under excitement or fear.

I folded the paper and handed it back.
M*ou expect the matter to be concluded :uickly4P I asked.
MUe hope so,P replied the o“cer.
I nodded. There were no further :uestions that could proAtably be 

asked.
qefore leaving the building, I re:uested writing paper.
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The o“cer hesitated for a moment, then pushed a writing pad and a pen 
across the desk. I wrote without haste, yet without pause. Uhen the letter 
was Anished, I folded the sheet once and sealed it with a drop of dark wax 
from the small stick I invariably carry while traveling.

I handed the letter across the desk.
M-or 2onsieur 2oreau,P I said. M3ersonally, if you would be so kind.P
The o“cer regarded the seal for a moment, nodded, and laid the letter 

aside.
I added nothing further.
It has often been my experience, Uatson, that words exchanged in a 

corridor are :uickly lost. Uords committed to paper, however, possess a 
far greater capacity to survive distance, time, and the uncertain memory of 
men.

My dear Monsieur Moreau,
Since circumstances prevent us from meeting in person, I take the liberty of 
setting down these lines in order to make my intentions clear.

The circumstances we have investigated together in Paris have, despite 
their local manifestation, consistently pointed toward a technical and logis-
tical origin beyond the borders of France. The composition of the chemical 
preparations in particular, the provenance of the timber, and certain finan-
cial connections all suggest that the true structure exists elsewhere.

I therefore consider it necessary to follow these traces to Rome.
I have no doubt that your involvement in this affair will be represented as 

being more active than it has in fact been. The documentation that will be 
presented will, in all likelihood, appear coherent; nevertheless, I am convinced 
that it will not withstand a thorough technical examination.

I shall keep you informed, insofar as circumstances permit.
Since direct correspondence is unlikely to be advisable under your present 

conditions, I have taken the necessary precaution of arranging for certain 
communications to be conveyed through a person whom you have already 
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had occasion to observe under varying circumstances. Should you find it 
necessary to let me know anything, or should circumstances change, it will be 
sufficient for you to place your confidence in her, whatever guise she may deem 
appropriate to assume. She will understand what ought to be understood.

In that connection, allow me to observe that not every role performed with 
conviction is intended for the stage alone.

Should your present situation have been brought about by the same struc-
ture which we have thus far only partially uncovered, it may prove that 
your temporary absence from public view is not merely a burden, but also a 
measure of protection.

I trust that the matter will ultimately be decided in your favour.

With my unchanged esteem,
H. S.

Uhen I stepped outside once more, the light had grown brighter. 3aris was 
awakening.

I paused for a moment before the prison walls. 2oreau had not protestC
ed. That could signify one of two things. Dither he was convinced that the 
truth would reveal itself in due course. Vr he did not yet wish it to do so.

555

qefore breaking the seal upon the penultimate letter from 3aris, I notice 
that its date lies very close to the time of 2oreauLs arrest. There is a weight 
in that coincidence which I cannot ignore. I place another log upon the 
Are and resume my seat at the table.

-or a moment my thoughts linger upon the letter Holmes left for 2onC
sieur 2oreau. I know him well enough to understand that he rarely writes 
when a few spoken words would have su“ced. Uhenever he chooses the 
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pen over the voice, it is almost invariably because he intends those words 
to endure, even when he himself is no longer present.

It seems to me that his farewell to 3aris possesses precisely this character. 
He leaves the city not because the case has been concluded, but because 
it can no longer be pursued there. 2oreau has been imprisoned, and the 
only man who possessed both local knowledge and HolmesLs conAdence 
has been removed. Holmes is left alone with the clues that point toward 
Rome.

I have often reBected that Holmes seldom becomes attached to people. 
He becomes attached to their abilities. Uhen he makes an exception, he 
is rarely aware of it himself. *et I believe he held a genuine respect for 
2onsieur 2oreauBnot merely for his knowledge, but for his unwavering 
determination to follow the truth, even after it had begun to exact a heavy 
price from him.

3erhaps it is for that very reason that Holmes chooses, on this single ocC
casion, to leave behind a letter. He knows that they will, in all probability, 
never meet again.

-or a moment I look at the envelope in my hands.
3aris now lies behind him.
1head await Rome, 2ontfaucon, and the unseen hand that still appears 

to direct events from afar.
I cannot rid myself of the thought that, as Holmes departs from the Care 

de Yyon, he stands truly alone for the Arst time since his arrival in -rance.
I break the seal.
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Letter XVI and XVII
Departure

November 18, 1891
Gare de Lyon, Paris

My dear Watson,
I write these lines in the waiting room, where the morning tracj is only 
bust .eginning to gather into its daily jresjendoR vailway stations hafe 
always interested me, not Hor their arjhitejture, .ut Hor their jonjentration 
oH purposeR Tere one Gnds people who are either Leeing, searjhing, or 
transporting something they hafe no wish to leafe .ehindR

xhe kare de ;yon is no e1jeptionR Its rooH is supported .y ironwor7 
whose geometry is only partially o.sjured .y steam and mofementR xhe 
platHorm lies .athed in a grey light that has not yet dejided to .ejome dayR 
xhe luggage is piled in unefen Hormations6 the wear upon a suitjase oHten 
refeals more a.out its owner than the name upon its la.elR It has oHten 
seemed to me that a man might disappear here without ma7ing any eEort 
to jonjeal himselHR

xhe tij7et ocje was already surrounded .y a small jirjle oH trafellers 
whose destinations jould .e read Hrom their Hootwear and their hand 
luggageR xhose .ound Hor the south prepare themselfes diEerently Hrom 
those merely bourneying .etween the profinjesR
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My train was due to depart at OqPzR I had jhosen to arrife well in ad—
fanje, not Hrom any Hear oH .eing Hollowed, .ut .ejause departures re*uire 
o.serfationR Te who wishes to guard himselH against interHerenje should 
Grst determine whether any interHerenje e1ists at allR xhus Har, nothing 
has jaused me to refise my assessmentR Caris has yielded all that the jity 
was japa.le oH yieldingR Its role in the aEair has .een, as I hafe prefiously 
o.serfed, strujtural rather than originalR I leafe it without regretR

xhe platHorm was opened a Hew minutes .eHore departure, and the 
mofement oH the passengers gathered itselH into a jalm adfanje toward the 
jarriagesR I selejted a jompartment near the middle oH the train, neither at 
the Hront nor at the rear, and plajed my luggage upon the raj7 a.ofe the 
seat without attrajting any partijular notijeR

xhe interior was oH the justomary south.ound farietyq upholstered 
seats, a light ajjumulation oH dust in the jorners, and the jharajteristij 
sjent oH tim.er and joal that had already jrossed more Hrontiers than the 
passengers themselfes had yet doneR

:s the train .egan to mofe, I allowed my gaFe to rest upon the plat—
Horm as it slowly rejededR xhe strujture oH the station passed .y in Hrag—
mentsBiron, glass, uniHorms, hatsR :mong them I notijed a Hamiliar sil—
houetteR xhe indifidual in *uestion mofed unhurriedly along the length 
oH the train and .oarded a jarriage Harther ahead without onje turning 
his headR I saw no reason to alter my plansR It is, on ojjasion, useHul to 
7now that one is not trafeling aloneR Whether that presenje is ajjidental 
or deli.erate remains to .e seenR

xhe train departed Caris at OqPzR
B S.

'''

Watson now holds the Gnal letter in his handsR Te has already s7immed 
seferal oH the earlier ones more than onje, not Hrom dou.t, .ut .ejause 
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oH that pejuliar uneasiness whijh arises when a jase appears to hafe .een 
jonjluded without yet .eing Hully understoodR -ow only this single letter 
remainsR

xhe enfelope diEers Hrom the others in seferal respejtsR xhe Hold is 
slightly unefen, the paper more worn, and the postmar7 jomes Hrom a 
small 8renjh station whose name has .een almost o.literated .y the many 
hands through whijh it has passed during its bourneyR

4utside 9a7er Ntreet, the efening lies heafy .eneath a feil oH mistR : 
jarriage rolls past with a muted rattle, while .ehind him the Gre jraj7les 
with the steady regularity that only a well—Hed hearth jan produjeR xhe 
study, whijh has so oHten serfed as the setting Hor Tolmes“s 7eenest analy—
ses, seems to him larger and *uieter than usualR

Te slowly turns the enfelope .etween his GngersR
:jjording to the newspapers, the Caris aEair has .een jonjludedR Cro—

Hessor Delajroi1 has .een arrestedR xhe art Horgeries are reported as haf—
ing .een solfedR ”et Moreau has .een ta7en away under ajjusation, and 
Tolmes has jontinued his bourney aloneR

Watson leans .aj7 Hor a moment and lets his gaFe rest upon the LamesR
Moreau“s arrest has .een mentioned only in a Hew terse lines in the pressR 

:n ajjomplijeR : possi.le intermediaryR -othing in the ocjial reports 
resem.les the man Tolmes has desjri.ed throughout these lettersR xhere 
is something unbust in that dry wording, something unGnishedR

Tolmes“s own letters jarry a diEerent tone in their jlosing pagesR xhe 
light irony has rejeded into the .aj7groundR In its plaje remains a deeper 
jonjentration, as though his attention is no longer direjted toward what 
is fisi.le, .ut toward that whijh still lies jonjealed .ehind efentsR

4nje more Watson loo7s at the enfelopeR
xhe date Halls only a short time aHter Moreau“s arrestR xhe station post—

mar7 tells him that Tolmes has already leHt CarisR Te is on his way to vome, 
alone, armed only with his o.serfations and with the jonfijtion that the 
aEair is fery Har Hrom GnishedR

Watson .rea7s the sealR xhe paper unHolds with a gentle rustleR
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:t the top stands a date and the name oH a small intermediate station, 
one he rejognises only Haintly Hrom the map oH 8ranjeR :n insigniGjant 
point upon the railway line .etween Caris and the southern HrontierR

Te draws a *uiet .reathR xhis is the last letter Hrom 8ranjeR :nd efen 
.eHore he reads the opening line, he senses that it mar7s not merely the 
jonjlusion oH one part oH Tolmes“s narratifeR It is the .eginning oH the 
ne1tR

'''

November 18, 1891
Gare de Valence

Part One — Departure
xhe station Hrom whijh I now write is neither large enough to attrajt 
attention nor small enough to esjape itR 0alenje lies as a disjreet lin7 in the 
jhain .etween north and south, a nejessary halt rather than a destinationR 
xhe train stops here not Hrom injlination, .ut Hrom o.ligationR

xhe platHorm is narrow and unadornedR : janopy oH iron and glass jasts 
a pale light upon the Hew trafellers who hafe leHt their jompartments to 
stretjh their legsR Nteam driHts heafily ajross the traj7s in slow jlouds, as 
though the engine itselH hesitates .eHore jontinuing its bourney southwardR 
xhe metallij rhythm oH the wheels, as the .ra7es are released and tightened 
onje more, profides a monotonous ajjompaniment to this .rieH interrup—
tion in the bourneyR

xhere is something temporary a.out sujh plajesR 4ne remains there 
without truly arrifingR 8ajes appear Hor a moment and disappear again into 
the jorridors oH the joajhesR Nuitjases are set down and liHted again with 
the same a.senje oH attajhment that jharajterises jonfersations .etween 
strangers who 7now they shall nefer meet againR

I am now trafeling south, and with efery stop the landsjape alters its 
jharajterR xhe jrowded streets oH Caris hafe already gifen way to open 
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Gelds and lower .uildings, and here in 0alenje one senses unmista7a.ly 
that the direjtion has .een settledR

xhe rails lead onwardR -ot .aj7R
xhe lojomotife releases a short, sharp .urst oH steamR : station ocjial 

wal7s methodijally along the line oH jarriages with a lantern in his hand, 
inspejting them with *uiet prejisionR Vferything projeeds with the same 
impersonal e1ajtitude that ajjompanies efery transitionR

It is an appropriate plaje at whijh to gather together the threadsR
Caris is, in the ocjial sense, jonjludedR 9ut I hafe learned that endings 

are oHten geographijalR -ot strujturalR
CroHessor Delajroi1 has .een arrestedR xhe majhinery oH the law has 

played its part with an ecjienjy that leafes little room Hor interpretationR 
xhe dojuments spo7e Hor themselfes, and the gates oH the institution hafe 
.een jlosed Hor the time .eingR Caris will disjuss the aEair Hor a while .eHore 
turning its attention, as jities infaria.ly do, to the ne1t phenomenonR

Moreau, howefer, remains in justodyR Tis position is less jlear in the 
pu.lij eye, and in a system where assojiations jarry greater weight than 
intentions, jlarity is not always the Grst thing to .e esta.lishedR I hafe done 
what I jould, .ut that part oH the aEair must, Hor the present, remain in 
8renjh handsR

8ormally, the aEair has ended in CarisR Ntrujturally, it has notR
xhe Hragment oH the Hrame rests within my inner poj7etR xhe small 

splinter oH wood .earing its injised mar7, whose fery simplijity is its 
strengthR xhe .utton, dropped during a Light whose owner has yet to 
identiHy himselHR xhe note that was slipped .eneath my door with a preji—
sion that leafes little to jhanjeR :nd the nameR xhe name remains there as 
a reHerenje without a HajeR

I now possess the piejes, .ut not the jonnejtion japa.le oH assem.ling 
them without resorting to spejulationR It is too early to draw jonjlusionsR 
:ny premature synthesis would jonstitute a wea7ness rather than an in—
sightR
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xhe train has onje more resumed its bourneyR xhe jompartment is up—
holstered in dar7 Ha.rij that has a.sor.ed the jonfersations oH dejadesR 
xhe wooden panels .ear the mar7s oH hands and the dust oH trafellers who 
hafe passed through the same spaje without leafing .ehind anything safe 
impressionsR :n elderly gentleman opposite me holds his newspaper too 
jlose to his HajeR xwo seats Harther along, a merjhant and a younger student 
disjuss prijes and profinjes in su.dued foijesR : woman dressed in .laj7 
sits with her hands Holded a.out a small hand.ag, as though the bourney 
itselH were an ordealR Nuitjases hafe .een arranged upon the luggage raj7s 
with farying degrees oH orderR ;eather, janfas, metal GttingsR

:nd hatsR Tats upon the raj7sR Tats upon empty seatsR : dar7 Helt 
hat resting .y itselH, as though its owner had only temporarily stepped 
awayR : taller model Harther ahead, dou.tless .elonging to a gofernment 
ocjialR : soHter fariety that might suit any trafeler wishing to preserfe his 
anonymityR It is a jurious Heature oH railway jompartments that hats are 
oHten seen .eHore HajesR I o.serfe them allR -ot .ejause I e1pejt to disjofer 
what I see7, .ut .ejause repetition is seldom ajjidentalR

xhe rhythm oH the jompartment .ejame steadier as the train gathered 
speedR xhe jonfersations diminished, and the monotonous sound oH the 
wheels upon the rails settled into the .aj7ground, ma7ing it possi.le to 
thin7 with jlarityR

It seems to me that efery infestigation reajhes a point at whijh one must 
jhoose .etween waiting and ajtingR In Caris I hafe, to some e1tent, allowed 
myselH to .e o.serfed, mujh as one permits a shadow to mofe until its 
direjtion jan .e determinedR Nujh a method has its bustiGjationR 9ut it also 
has its limitsR

Part Two — What Then Occurred
I let my gaFe pass onje more ofer the jompartment and rose without haste, 
as though I merely wished to stretjh my legsR
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xhe jorridor was narrow, .ut sucjientR I passed jompartment aHter 
jompartment, allowing my eyes to rest upon hands holding .oo7s or 
jigarettes, upon the distri.ution oH dust along the edges oH sleefes, and 
upon the small metal la.els whijh jertain trafellers allow to remain upon 
their luggage long aHter arrifalR

: hat that seemed Hamiliar profed to .elong to a merjhant Hrom ;yon, 
whose jonfersation with a Hellow passenger refealed an ajjent that did not 
ajjord with my interestR :nother man, who wore his Helt hat rather too 
low upon his .row, had hands .earing the jharajteristij trajes oH in7 and 
joalBmore li7ely a jler7 than an o.serferR

I stopped at the passage .etween the jarriages and allowed the mofe—
ment oH the train to pass through the handle in my handR 4.serfation has 
always .een my most relia.le instrumentR -ot in its dramatij Horm, .ut 
in the persistent, almost trifial registration oH what others oferloo7R It is 
possi.le that, in Caris, I allowed myselH Hor a moment to .e guided more .y 
the mofements oH others than .y my ownR I hafe no intention oH repeating 
that errorR

I jontinued through the trainR IH a man jhooses to Hollow, he must also 
jhoose to .e seenR I Hound him in the Horemost jarriage, where the light was 
a little wea7er and the jonfersations HewerR Te sat alone .y the window, 
his hat plajed upon his 7nee rather than upon the raj7Bas an o.bejt not 
readily a.andonedR Tis joat was dar7, .ut not newR Tis shoes .ore trajes oH 
jo..lestones, not jountry roadsR Tis hands were jalmR I sat down opposite 
him without as7ingR Te raised his eyes, nodded .rieLy, and loo7ed onje 
more out at the passing landsjapeR

Kxhe train mofes steadily this efening,3 I saidR
K”es,3 he repliedR KIt does so onje the direjtion has .een G1edR3
Tis foije was neither deep nor sharpR It was so.erR
KNouth’3 I saidR
Kxhat depends,3 he answeredR K8or some, the south is a destinationR 8or 

others, merely a passageR3
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K4ne may Hollow the jurrent,3 he jontinued, Kor mofe a little ahead oH 
itR It is a *uestion oH timingR3

K4r oH 7nowledge,3 I saidR
8or the Grst time he loo7ed at me with a little more attentionR
K…nowledge,3 he repeated, Kis seldom jompleteR3
xhe train trem.led slightly as it passed a bunjtionR
K”ou are trafeling to vome’3 he as7ed, without loo7ing direjtly at meR
KI amR3
KIt is a jity oH many layersR3
K;i7e Caris,3 I saidR
K;i7e any jity where strujtures age, .ut do not disappearR3
I allowed a .rieH pause to HallR
KTafe you efer heard the name MontHaujon’3 I as7ed, as though it were 

merely a stray rejollejtionR
Tis hand mofed slightly upon the hatR -ot mujhR 9ut enoughR
K-ames,3 he said jalmly, Kare oHten less interesting than what lies .ehind 

themR3
Kxhen you do not 7now it’3
KI 7now many namesR3
K9ut not this one’3
Te loo7ed at me now, direjtlyR
KIH I did,3 he said, Kit would sjarjely alter the direjtionR3
xhere was no hostility in his gaFeR
K”ou are Hollowing me,3 I said, stating the HajtR K”ou hafe done so sinje 

I arrifed in CarisR :nd now also as I leafe itR3
Te neither jonGrmed nor denied itR
K:nd it seems li7ely that, on one ojjasion, you also safed me Hrom a 

.ulletR3
Ntill no answer, though there was the Haintest smileR
:Hter this, I rose and returned to my jompartment without as7ing Hur—

ther *uestionsR xhe jonfersation had produjed no admission, .ut neither 
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had it produjed any denialR In that respejt it was satisHajtoryR In other 
respejts, insucjientR

xhe train had now settled into a steadier rhythmR xhe dar7ness outside 
had grown denser, .ro7en only now and then .y distant lights Hrom small 
towns that slipped past li7e .rieH memoriesR I sat .y the window and 
allowed my gaFe to Hollow the reLejtion oH the jompartmentIs interior in 
the glassR

:t the ne1t station I saw him againR Te passed along the platHorm 
without haste, his joat sjarjely mofing, his hat now jorrejtly plajed upon 
his headR Te did not loo7 inR Te did not stopR I registered the mofement in 
the glass rather than direjtlyR xhe silhouette was the same as the one I had 
earlier seen in mirror reLejtionsR Te entered a jarriage Harther HorwardR It 
was enough Hor me to 7nowR We now share the bourney to vome, I pre—
sumeR Tis identity remains un7nown to me, and his position unresolfedR 
Te has ajted neither as an enemy nor as an open allyR ”et his presenje has 
.een jonstant, and jonstanjy is seldom without purposeR

I hafe not yet dejided whether he Hollows meBor leads meR

'''

Watson lets the letter rest Hor a moment .etween his hands .eHore slowly 
Holding it togetherR

xhe Gre in the grate has almost .urned out, and the shadows in the 
room hafe jhanged sinje he .egan to readR It has grown late6 that partij—
ular silenje has Hallen whijh jomes to ;ondon only when efen the most 
persistent ja.s hafe leHt the streets, and 9a7er Ntreet lies muted .eneath a 
thin feil oH mistR

Te lays the letter upon the others and lets his hand remain Hor a moment 
upon the staj7, as though the weight oH the papers has altered during the 
readingR

Caris now lies .ehind TolmesR
vome does notR
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8ormally, the matter appears jonjludedR CroHessor Delajroi1 has .een 
arrestedR xhe wor7shop has .een jlosedR xhe authorities spea7 oH the aEair 
as solfed, and the newspapers write oH a sujjessHul eEort against organised 
art HraudR

”et Watson jannot rid himselH oH the sense that something has shiHtedR
TolmesIs Grst letters Hrom Caris .ear the mar7 oH a man searjhing un—

7nown groundR Te registers Hajes, repetitions, and small displajements 
around him with the figilanje Watson 7nows so wellR 9ut in the Gnal 
letters the tone jhangesR -ot .ejause the danger has fanished, .ut .ejause 
Tolmes seems to hafe Hound its direjtionR

Te leans .aj7 and lets his gaFe rest upon the empty jhair .eside the 
des7R xhere is something partijular a.out reading TolmesIs words with—
out hearing his foije at the same timeR xhe letters jonfey his jlarity and 
the prejision with whijh he sets down his jonjlusions, .ut they jannot 
entirely jontain the almost imperjepti.le intensity Watson has o.serfed so 
many times in 9a7er NtreetR It always appears at the moment when Tolmes 
jeases merely to suspejt and .egins to see a patternR

4utside, a late pedestrian passesR xhe Hootsteps fanish again into the 
silenje oH the nightR

Watson gathers the letters into a jareHul staj7 and lets his eyes rest upon 
the uppermost oneR xhe last Hrom 8ranjeR Te remains seated Hor another 
moment without mofingR

It is now jlear to him that the art Horgery in Caris is only one .ranjh 
oH something Har greaterR xhe dojuments hafe refealed the methodR xhey 
hafe refealed the distri.utionR 9ut not the hand that jonjeifed the systemR

Tolmes is not trafeling to vome to profe what he already 7nowsR Te is 
trafeling to Gnd the man who still e1ists only as a nameR

Watson slowly returns to the Gnal line oH the letterq

“I have not yet decided whether he follows me—or leads me.”

It is a jurious HormulationR Tolmes rarely allows himselH to .e ledR In all the 
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years Watson has 7nown him, he has seen him rejeife inHormation, joop—
erate with polije authorities, and efen ajjept assistanje Hrom une1pejted 
sourjesB.ut nefer passifelyR Tolmes mofes Horward .y his own will, and 
when he appears to Hollow anotherIs trail, it is usually to understand its 
direjtion, not to let himselH .e guided .y itR

:nd yet K
Watson jannot entirely dismiss the thoughtR xhere hafe .een moments 

when Tolmes has openly aj7nowledged the falue oH a hidden handR :n 
inHormant who wished to remain anonymousR : disjreet messageR :n 
une1pejted warning whose sourje was nefer 7nownR

xhe man in the hatR xhat persistent silhouette whijh appears again 
and again in the lettersR Te ajts neither as an o.fious enemy nor as a 
dejlared allyR Te interfenes, .ut as7s Hor no than7sR Te sends a note, .ut 
no e1planationR Te safes TolmesIs liHe in the .aj7 alley oH Montmartre, 
and now he appears to .e ta7ing the same bourney southR

Watson slowly Holds his hands .eHore himR IH Tolmes is truly unjertain 
whether he is .eing Hollowed or led, the matter must .e Har more jomple1 
than the letters immediately refealR xhe thought trou.les him more than 
he jares to admitBnot .ejause he dou.ts TolmesIs budgment, .ut .ejause 
he 7nows that Tolmes rarely leafes a *uestion unanswered unless the 
answer jannot yet .e HoundR

Te jannot dejide whether the man in the hat represents danger or 
protejtionR :nd he senses that Tolmes jannot yet dejide eitherR

Watson gathers the letters with jare and lays them in a straight staj7 
upon the des7R It is a mofement he oHten ma7es when he is trying to jreate 
order in more than merely papersR Te lets his gaFe rest upon the enfelopes 
Hor a moment, as though the distanje .etween the jity names itselH tells a 
story not yet Hully unHoldedR Caris has had its own logijR Its own strujtureR 
Its own refelationR vome Heels diEerentR

Te rises and jrosses to the GreplajeR It still gifes oE a Haint warmth, 
though the Lames hafe long sinje diedR 9eside the empty armjhair stands 
TolmesIs fiolin, e1ajtly where it was leHt .eHore his departureR xhe strings 

S?O

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY

VIR
TALIB

RY



xTV NT:D4W 40Vv xTV NVI-V

jatjh a Haint reLejtion Hrom the lampR Watson stopsR Tis gaFe rests Hor a 
moment upon the jhairR

xhe room is not emptyR It is Glled with TolmesIs a.senjeR
Te plajes the letters in the little .o1, slides it into the des7 drawer, and 

jloses it slowlyR 8or a moment his hand remains upon the drawer handleR 
xhen he turns toward the windowR

xhe dar7ness outside is the sameR
9ut Tolmes is now on his way to vomeR
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Epilogue

Dear Reader,
Thank you for accompanying Sherlock Holmes through the streets of 
Paris.

What brst appeared to ve an in-estigation into forged paintings gradualx
ly re-ealed something far more compleB. wehind the galleries, Forkshops, 
and auction rooms lay an organisation vuilt not merely upon deception, 
vut upon carefully constructed identities, hidden netForks, and a discix
pline that eBtended Fell veyond the vorders of Arance.

Ms Dr. Watson ovser-es in the closing pages, the Paris aEair has not truly 
veen concluded. Professor DelacroiB has fallen, yet those Fho designed 
the system remain unseen. Coreau has veen taken into custody, the mysx
terious man in the hat continues to appear at uneBpected moments, and 
the name Contfaucon has emerged as little more than a shadoF pointing 
toFard a greater truth.

Holmes noF lea-es Paris for Rome, con-inced that the source of the 
conspiracy lies elseFhere. There, among ancient streets, forgotten archi-es, 
and the hidden corridors of the Lternal Iity, the in-estigation Fill continx
ue in the neBt -olume of The Secret jetters, Saint Peter's Confession. What 
vegan as a case of art forgery Fill soon unco-er secrets that reach far veyond 
the Forld of paintings alone.

'f you ha-e en1oyed this 1ourney, you may also Fish to eBplore Holmes8s 
shorter in-estigations in The Curious Cases and The Animal Cases, Fhere 
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each -olume presents a collection of independent mysteries inspired vy the 
spirit of Sir Mrthur Ionan Doyle, vlending careful deduction, historical 
atmosphere, and the enduring friendship vetFeen Holmes and Dr. Watx
son.

4ntil our neBt ad-enture, thank you for reading.

Warm regards,
Alistair Croft
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