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To Linda Robertson


For more reasons than I have words to tell.




PROLOGUE
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…there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, When two strong men stand face to face, though they come from the ends of earth!
RUDYARD KIPLING


Wednesday, 11 February 1891


Mrs. Hudson, the landlady at 221B Baker Street, knocked on the sitting room door of her illustrious tenant. “Mr. Holmes,” she called. “There’s a gentleman to see you.”


There was a scurrying sound from inside, and Sherlock Holmes opened the door a crack and peered through. “What sort of gentleman?”


“Here’s the gentleman’s card.” Mrs. Hudson slid the pasteboard through the crack. Holmes reached for it with his long fingers, pulled it inside, and immediately closed the door.


Mrs. Hudson waited patiently outside the door. She heard Holmes cry, “Professor Moriarty!” through the door, and then again louder, “Professor Moriarty!” in a querulous voice, and then, “How amusing,” and then silence. After a moment he called, “Mrs. Hudson?”


“Yes, Mr. Holmes?”


“Are you still there, Mrs. Hudson?”


“Yes, Mr. Holmes.”


“Good, good. Show the gentleman up.”


Professor James Moriarty was a tall, angular man with a face like a hawk and deep-set, dark eyes that missed little of what passed before them. When Mrs. Hudson told him to go on up, he removed his black frock coat, placed it and his top hat on the coat stand by the door, and stalked up the stairs. The door to Holmes’s sitting room was ajar. He looked at it thoughtfully for a moment and then pushed it open. The room inside appeared to be empty. “I’m here, Holmes,” he said without attempting to enter.


Moriarty’s calling card, crumpled into a ball, was thrown over the door into the hall, and then Holmes appeared from behind the door clad in a red silk dressing gown, a half-smoked cigarette in his left hand and an iron poker in his right. “None of your tricks now, Professor,” he jeered. “I’m ready for you!”


Moriarty pursed his lips. “Is this why you sent for me, Holmes?” he asked. “For more of your puerile accusations and infantile behavior? Really! I was in the midst of replying to a letter from an American physicist named Michelson when your telegram arrived, and I put aside the correspondence to rush over here. Michelson has devised a novel way to measure the speed of light waves through the ether, but the ether doesn’t seem to want to oblige. He requests my advice—you accuse me of tricks. Clearly I should have stayed at home and finished the letter.”


“Of what possible use to anyone can it be to know the speed of light waves through the ether?” Holmes asked.


“The pursuit of knowledge requires no justification,” Moriarty said.


“On the contrary,” Holmes told him, pulling the door fully open. “The collection of useless facts is destructive of orderly and methodical thinking.” He put the cigarette between his lips and inhaled deeply, then exhaled slowly so that the smoke wreathed his face. “I could not understand criminal behavior so well if I did not collect, sort, and analyze the minutia of past crimes and observe new crimes as they occur. If I allowed myself the luxury of studying, say, the flight of butterflies, or the spectra of light emanating from the sun, I might be invited to lecture at the Royal Academy, but I should be hard put to solve even the simplest crimes.”


“Indeed?” Moriarty said. “It is my experience that the more one attempts to cram into one’s mind, the more it will hold, and the more information one commands, the better the results of one’s attempt at deductive reasoning.”


Holmes raised one hand in the air as though stopping a cab. “What telegram?” he demanded. Moriarty’s hand went to his jacket pocket, and Holmes raised the poker. “Careful, Professor!”


The professor pulled a folded telegram from his pocket and held it out in front of him. Holmes put his cigarette precariously on the edge of a bureau and grabbed for it. Moriarty examined Holmes’s face critically. “You haven’t shaved in a week, and your pupils are the size of shillings,” he said. “You’ve been indulging in cocaine again, I fancy, judging by the wild gleam in your eyes and the upraised poker. Really, Holmes…”


Holmes retreated back into the study and lowered the poker. “I sent you no telegram!” he interrupted. “I would asseverate that you sent it to yourself, I wouldn’t put it past you, except that I can see no gain for you in such an action. Someone is diddling us both. Surely the wording of the message, ‘Come at once, stop. 221B Baker Street, stop.’ should have alerted you to its spurious nature. Why, if for some unimaginable reason, I would send for you, would I not sign my name?”


Moriarty came into the sitting room and glanced around. “I thought perhaps you were saving the four pence. Perhaps the consulting detective business has fallen on hard times.”


Holmes chuckled. “My last client was—let us say a member of one of the noblest families in the kingdom—and my fee was considerable. I am about to leave for—a certain country in Europe—to undertake a commission for the government. Have no fears for my financial resources. I take only those cases that interest me these days, and my recompense is generally excellent, save when I remit my fee altogether.”


“Glad to hear that, Holmes,” Moriarty said, crossing to a bookcase against the far wall and peering at the titles. “Perhaps if you are sufficiently occupied you will leave me alone. It would be a welcome novelty not to find you dogging my footsteps every time I pursue some innocent errand; not to hear your shrill accusations every time a sufficiently notorious crime is committed anywhere in England.”


“Oh, in the world, Professor, in the world!” Holmes almost danced over to a high-back chair and dropped into it. “I have too high a regard for your iniquitous abilities to imagine that your activities are confined to this little island.”


“Bah!” said Professor Moriarty.


A heavy, solid footfall on the stairs presaged the arrival of Holmes’s friend and companion, Dr. Watson, who bustled into the room and threw off his coat, draping it over the arm of a chair. “Afternoon, Holmes,” he said. “Sorry I’m late. Afternoon, Professor Moriarty. I see you’re here already.”


Holmes rose from his chair and pointed a slightly quavering finger at Watson. “You expected him?”


“Professor Moriarty?” Watson nodded and took a seat at the small table that served them for eating meals when it wasn’t covered with Holmes’s newspaper clippings waiting to be filed. “I sent him a telegram.”


“You did what?” Controlling himself with a great effort, Holmes sat back down on the edge of his chair.


Moriarty laughed briefly. “There you have it,” he said. “The unexplainable explained.”


“Watson, sometimes you—” Holmes paused and took a deep breath. “Watson, old friend, I pride myself on my intellect, but I haven’t a clue—not the slightest clue—what could have induced you to send a telegram to”—Holmes waved in Moriarty’s general direction rather than saying his name—“and what you thought to gain from it.”


“I thought to shock you out of your lethargy and drug-taking, if you must know, Holmes. I thought that perhaps the sight of Professor Moriarty in the flesh might have some effect.” Watson turned to Moriarty. “He hasn’t left this room for three weeks.”


“Seventeen days, Watson,” Holmes corrected him. “It was seventeen days ago that I came in after chasing the Hampstead Heath Strangler for two days and nights until he finally drowned himself in the Thames.”


“I see,” Moriarty told Watson. “And you thought that the very sight of me would send Holmes fleeing down the stairs?”


“No, no, nothing like that,” Watson said.


Holmes studied them both for a moment, and then fell back in his chair and chuckled. “Oh, I fancy it was quite like that, Watson. Quite like that.”


Watson looked embarrassed. “Well, old man,” he said, “perhaps there was some element—I mean, you were going on about the professor and how he was plotting against you. And when you began looking behind the couch and up the chimney to see if he was concealed there—well, old man, I thought I’d better do something. Cocaine is an insidious drug, at the level you’re taking it.”


“So it is, Watson,” Holmes agreed. “I came to the same conclusion. And so I’ve stopped taking it.”


Watson sat on the couch and stared dubiously at his friend. “You have?”


“Indeed. About two hours ago. Now I intend to sleep for as long as nature allows me, and then indulge in a soak, and then prepare for our trip. I shall not touch the needle again until after our forthcoming adventure is over, if then. You have my word.”


“Truly, Holmes?”


Holmes shook his head. “I told you, old friend, that I resort to drugs only to relieve the considerable ennui of existence. When I observe that the practice seems to be clouding my judgment, particularly in regard to my old nemesis Professor Moriarty—when I find myself peering under the bureau to see if he is lurking there—then it would seem to be time to stop.”


“Wisdom indeed, if a long time coming,” Moriarty commented. “You realize now that I am not the villain you have made me out to be?”


“Not at all, Professor,” Holmes averred, “I merely realized that you would never fit under the bureau.”


Moriarty raised an eyebrow. “You keep accusing me of committing the most heinous crimes, and you seem positively disappointed when you discover you are mistaken, Holmes. I freely admit—in the confines of this room—that some of my activities are not what this straitlaced society would consider proper, even that I have broken the laws of this country on occasion. But I am not the monstrous master criminal you make me out to be.”


“If so,” Holmes said, shaking a finger in Moriarty’s general direction, “it is not for lack of trying.”


“Bah!” Moriarty turned to Dr. Watson. “It is not merely the cocaine,” he said, “his brain is addled. Take care of him, Doctor.” He nodded to both of them and strode out of the room and down the stairs.


Holmes shook his head. “A telegram to Professor Moriarty. What an idea. Watson, sometimes you amaze me.” He stood up. “I shall sleep now, Watson.”


“Good idea, Holmes.”




ONE


PLAYING THE GAME
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Ah Vienna, city of Dreams!
There’s no place like Vienna!
ROBERT MUSIL, THE MAN WITHOUT QUALITIES


It was Tuesday the third of March, in the year 1891, the fifty-fourth year in the reign of Victoria Saxe-Coburg, queen of the United Kingdom of Britain and Ireland and empress of India, and the forty-third year in the reign of Franz Josef Habsburg-Lorraine, king of the dual monarchy of Austria and Hungary and emperor of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, that the incidents here recorded might properly be said to have begun. Although, as any reasoning person knows, beginnings are rooted deeply in the past, as endings resound into the future.


The Habsburg rulers traced their ancestry back to the ninth-century Count Werner of Habichtsburg, and their dynasty back to 1273, when Rudolf Habsburg was chosen emperor of Germany. Their dynastic fortunes put the Habsburgs on the throne of the Holy Roman Empire, which for a time covered much of Europe, including Spain and northern Italy. It had been reduced in size for the past century, and no longer claimed to be either holy or Roman; but now, as the Austro-Hungarian Empire, it still embraced Austria, Hungary, Bohemia, Moravia, Slovakia, Slovenia, Bosnia, Rumelia, Herzegovina, Carniola, Galacia, Silesia, Bukowina, Croatia, and bits and pieces of Poland and Rumania. But its size was no longer an indication of either strength or stability, and heirs to ancient dynasties do not necessarily make wise or competent rulers.


With the start of this closing decade of the nineteenth century an almost palpable feeling of imminent great change was in the air. The coming century promised continuing invention and exploration, and a renewed sense of novelty and innovation. These last years of the old century were already being called the fin de siècle—the end of the century—as though they were a time apart. There were those, as there are at the end of every century, who thought that it marked the coming end of the world: that a great cataclysm would wipe out the human race and all its works, or that the Christ was destined to reappear and walk among us and save the elect, and leave the rest of us to our predestined horrible fate. The years 1898 and 1903 were two favorite predictions for this event, as well as the change-of-century year itself; although there was considerable disagreement as to whether this would occur in 1900 or 1901.


For many people, particularly in the great cosmopolitan centers of Vienna, Paris, and London, the fin de siècle marked not the end of time, but the beginning of everything new. A new and creative spirit was already at work. New thoughts and ideas in fashion, in the arts, and in politics occupied those young enough to look forward to spending their lives in a new century and horrified those firmly entrenched in the age that Victoria had made her own.


Political change was as a tempest upon the land, and a score of political philosophies, some old and reborn, and some new and still only partly formed, fought for dominance in the minds of the intellectuals and the students and the hearts of the petite bourgeoisie and the poor. Some were materialistic, some authoritarian, some socialistic, some pacifistic—and some were nihilistic and violent.


* * *


In another time and place he was Charles Dupresque Murray Bredlon Summerdane, the younger son of the Duke of Albermar, with an income in his own right of some thirty thousand pounds a year. For the first decade of his adult life he had drifted, going where the tides and his appetites and interests took him. After Eton he had attended Oxford, the University of Göttingen, and the University of Bologna, and had studied what he felt like studying, coming away with a smattering of knowledge about this and that, and a talent for languages. Then for a while he had returned to his residence in Belgrave Square, taken up his membership in White’s, Pitt’s, the Diogenes, and other clubs where the men who rule Britain sip their whiskies-and-sodas and complain of the state of the world. He had done, as the rich and titled have felt privileged to do from time immemorial, very little. He had spent money on his own pleasures, but not nearly as much as he could have; his pleasures being restricted to collecting rare books on history and biography, singing and acting (incognito) in the chorus of several of Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan’s operettas, and occasional discreet trips to Paris for reasons of his own. For the last decade he had been on every list, in those places where they make up such lists, as one of the most eligible bachelors in London.


But for now, and for good and sufficient reason, he had put that life aside. He had grown a wide mustache and a small spade beard, and moved into two rooms on the top floor above a draper’s shop at No. 62 Reichsratstrasse. They knew him there as Paul Donzhof, a struggling writer of pieces for the Neue Freie Presse and other intellectual journals, and a composer of avant-garde orchestral tone poems. “Paul” had occupied these lodgings in Vienna’s bohemian Rathaus Quarter for almost a year. Since he arrived he had made many friends among the students and intellectuals, as well as a strange assortment of bohemian poets and playwrights, for he was known to be generous with the allowance of three hundred kronen his father, a Bavarian manufacturer of beer steins, sent him every month.


For the past six months “Paul” had been on intimate terms with a young lady named Giselle Schiff; just how intimate is their concern only. She lived conveniently near, in the apartment one floor below his own. A tall, lissome blonde of twenty-two, Giselle was an artist’s model, and she was saving her kronen so that before the artists traded her in for a younger model she could open a store selling toys for small children. Even now when she was not modeling she made dolls with lovely porcelain faces, designing and sewing the filmy clothing for her miniature princesses herself. Paul suspected that “Giselle” was her own creation much as “Paul” was his; an artist’s model who produced a French name did more posing than your common garden variety Ursula or Brunhilde. It apparently wasn’t necessary to actually speak French, or even have a French accent; Giselle spoke a slightly sibilant, if charmingly lilting, Viennese German, into which she would occasionally toss a delightfully mispronounced French word, particularly when she was discussing either of her two passions: art and food.


Paul spent most days dressed in the casual garb of a bohemian artist, sitting in one or another of the various cafés and beer halls that were sprinkled about the city, surrounded by the notebooks in which he wrote his essays and his music. Each café, each beer hall, catered to a different clientele, and the circles intersected only slightly. Paul’s acquaintances of one café did not associate with his friends from another. The Socialists, who squabbled daily at the Café Mozart on Opernstrasse, seldom even passed by the Café Figaro on Neustiftgasse, which the anarchists occupied like an invading army. The Kaiserreich Bierstube on Idarstrasse, where imperial civil servants stared dolefully into a mug or two before heading home, might have been in another world from the Baron Münchhausen Bierhalle around the corner on Prinz Rupert Platz, where the young officers attached to the Imperial General Staff strutted and preened.


On the nights when he did not stay home working, Paul dressed like a gentleman and escorted Giselle to the opera or the theater, or on occasion went alone to one of the clubs of questionable legality and dubious morality at which Austrian gentlemen, accompanied by women who were assuredly not their wives, went in for the more earthly pleasures.


This afternoon Paul was just completing a leisurely lunch at a table by the window in the Café Figaro when a short, hunchbacked man with a large nose, an oversized slouch hat, a dark brown raincoat of the overly-protective sort worn by carriage drivers, and a furtive air came in out of the chill drizzle that had settled over Vienna on Sunday and showed no signs of departing. The man shook himself off, unbuttoned his raincoat, and sidled over to Paul’s table. “Good afternoon, Herr Donzhof,” he murmured, sliding into the chair across from him.


Paul studied the apparition carefully for a minute. “Feodor—Herr Hessenkopf—is that you?”


“Please!” The man dropped his voice until he could barely be heard at all. “No names! And keep your voice down. They are always listening!”


“You used my name,” Paul said mildly. “Why are you got up like Quasimodo? Are you trying for a part in the opera?”


“Opera?” Hessenkopf blinked. “Is there an opera of ‘Notre Dame’?”


“Certainly,” Paul said. “Why not?”


Hessenkopf thought it over for a moment and then shook his head. “I think you are joking,” he said. “I am not for the opera. I am in disguise.”


“A hump?”


“Why not a hump? It is one of the first principles of disguise: a disfigurement or abnormality will cause people to look away from you. Number One explained that to us, if you will remember.”


“I think he meant an artfully created scar across the face, or something of that sort,” Paul suggested.


“I do not know how to create such a scar,” Quasimodo said.


“Ah!” Paul said. “That explains it.”


“You should not talk. The way you dress—that brown wool pullover, which once surely belonged to a much larger man; that aged and now shapeless army greatcoat; that too-wide brown cap with its too-narrow bill—you can be identified from across the street.” Hessenkopf signaled the waiter to bring him a cup of coffee. Paul also made a similar gesture in the waiter’s direction.


“Yes,” Paul said. “And so?”


Hessenkopf shrugged, afraid he had offended his acquaintance, the source of several unpaid loans. “Nothing—nothing.”


“You confuse disguising your person, which you have not done very well, despite the hump, with disguising your intent,” Paul told him. “When I sit here in my brown sweater and cap, with my greatcoat—which you neglected to mention is in a particularly notable shade of green—tossed negligently onto the empty chair beside me, people look and think, ‘Oh, that’s just Herr Donzhof, he’s always here drinking coffee and writing in those notebooks of his.’ I could be disposing of stolen gems, dealing in counterfeit ten-kronen notes, or plotting to assassinate some royal personage—”


“Hush!” Hessenkopf hissed, looking nervously about.


Paul laughed. “But when they see you, they say to themselves, ‘Here’s Herr Hessenkopf made up to go into the park and frighten little children. Perhaps we should follow him about and see what he’s up to.’”


Hessenkopf leaned forward, his elbows on the table, his chin inches above the sugar bowl. “You are not so wise or so humorous as you believe,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Have you not heard the news?”


“You see? This is just what I was talking about,” Paul told him. “Sit up and speak in a normal voice, you’ll attract less attention. What news?”


Hessenkopf sat up, but he was not happy. He glanced nervously around the room, and seemed unable to speak. In a few seconds he had slid so far down in his chair that his head was barely above the table.


Paul sighed and shook his head. “Never mind,” he said. “What news?”


“We almost succeeded—” Hessenkopf stopped in midsentence and took two deep breaths. “A great tragedy has been narrowly averted,” he began again. He nodded, pleased with himself at this new construction. He actually sat up slightly in his chair. “A great tragedy has been narrowly averted,” he repeated. “Shortly before noon, it was. Archduke Franz Willem and Count Tisza had just left the Parliament together in a carriage with six—I think it was six—outriders from the Household Cavalry, when—somebody—threw a bomb at the carriage right there across from the Reichsrat. The bomb blew the right rear wheel off of the carriage, and the horses bolted. The postilion was thrown; I think he was killed. It took the coachman three blocks to stop the carriage, and I don’t know how he managed it at all; the horses were truly and thoroughly startled and were leaving the area at a full gallop. As it turned out, neither the archduke nor the count were injured. The fool was too far away when he threw the bomb to place it properly.”


“And what happened to the bomb-throwing fool?”


“The luck of the inept. Several of the cavalry guard galloped toward him, and the idiot was too frozen with fear to move. But someone standing next to him—some complete innocent—panicked and ran. So naturally the guard chased the other man down and took him away.”


“You were there, I take it?”


“I was a distant but well-placed observer.” Hessenkopf dropped his voice. “We may have missed our target, but the bomb will serve as yet another warning to the oppressors—and perhaps a wake-up to the oppressed.”


“Yes,” Paul said. “But we keep waking them up and waking them up, and still they are asleep. Perhaps the throwing of bombs and the shooting of guns is no more effective than the chirping of a cuckoo clock. Perhaps instead of endangering ourselves and murdering hapless postilions we should purchase cuckoo clocks and distribute them among the working classes. With little homilies tied to their little wooden beaks. ‘Arise ye prisoners of class exploitation! Coo-coo! Coo-coo!’”


Hessenkopf stared at Paul. “Sometimes I wonder about you, Herr Donzhof,” he said. “You are so always humorous. You take things so always lightly. Why, if the unconcern you manifest is your true state of feeling, are you indeed one of us?”


Paul slapped his thigh. “You’ve caught me!” he exclaimed. “I confess. I am actually Agent G of the Kundschafts Stelle. We secret police can always be spotted by our tendency to break out into raucous laughter at inappropriate moments.”


“No, not that. You are not a police agent. But something…”


“Just what do you think I am, other than myself?” Paul inquired.


“I do not like to seem to accuse you of anything, Herr Donzhof,” Quasimodo said, but there was something about the way he said it that suggested that he would have liked to have done just that. “It is probably nothing more than my imagination, seeing secret policemen and agents provocateur behind every door. Suspecting everybody. It is my nature.”


The conversation paused while the waiter brought the coffees to the table. “Good afternoon, Herr Hessenkopf,” the waiter said blandly, putting the cups and coffee presses down.


Paul broke out laughing as the waiter left. “You see,” he said. “So much for the Quasimodo look.”


“The waiter is my cousin,” Hessenkopf said. “What I came over to tell you—there is to be a meeting tomorrow night.”


“Ah!” Paul said. “Where?”


“The Werfel place.”


“Ah! The temple of chocolate. The smell alone makes it worthwhile to attend.”


“Ten o’clock. Sharp!”


“I shall be there.”


Hessenkopf nodded and rose, taking his coffee and his hump off to a different table to share the joy of his existence with another soul.


After a time Paul got up, stuffed his notebooks into a well-worn leather briefcase, slid into his green greatcoat, tugged his cap firmly over his eyes, and left the Café Figaro. Moving at an unhurried pace, he headed off down the street.


A few moments later two men, one tall and lean with a thin, hawklike nose and the other solid, almost portly, with something of the bulldog about his appearance, rose from a back table and also left the café. When they reached the street the tall one murmured in English, “Wait in that shop doorway, Watson; see if you can follow our humpbacked friend when he leaves. I’ll go after this one.”


“As you say, Holmes,” his companion replied. “Button your top buttons, please, and wrap that scarf securely about your neck. No point in getting a chill from this damn drizzle.”


Holmes clapped his friend on the back. “Good old Watson,” he said, tossing the knitted wool scarf around his neck. And with that he strode off in the direction that Paul had headed when he left.


* * *


As Paul moved away from the Café Figaro he began to walk faster. Shortly he was moving through the streets with the long stride of someone accustomed to walking great distances for pleasure. His path took him along Halzstrasse, and then through a series of narrow streets leading progressively deeper into the ancient Petruskirche District, a part of Vienna that the ordinary tourist never gets to see. He turned onto Sieglindstrasse, now well into an area where decent, law-abiding citizens would prefer not to meet anyone they knew.


There were women in various stages of dishabille sitting in many of the ground floor and first floor windows along the street, showing various parts of their bodies to interested passers-by. Many of them appeared to be girls in their teens. Men in black knit sweaters and black caps lounged in the doorways, eager to dash out into the rain and discuss the charms and prices of the merchandise or to offer other commodities to any potential customer. There was a time when the filles de joie whistled to attract their clientele, and the ponces accosted pedestrians to encourage them, but the police frowned on whistling and actively discouraged accosting, so the game went on in silence these days. The area was not particularly dangerous—at least not during daylight—the police were too efficient for that. But it was unsavory, and questions might be asked as to what commodity or service you were attempting to purchase in an area where women were only the most visible of the illicit attractions.


Paul turned onto Badengasse, a narrow cobblestone street, innocent of sidewalks, that had an almost timeless quality of decay and neglect. The two-story buildings with narrow storefronts that lined the street had looked ancient and decrepit when Vienna was first besieged by the Turks in 1529; they looked the same as Paul walked down the street now, and so they would look a century hence. The street ended at a fenced-off cement works where craftsmen mass-produced angels, nymphs, woodland creatures, and busts of famous men for the gardens of the bourgeoisie.


Paul paused at the door of a shop three houses from the street’s end and looked around. If he noticed the tall man who had paused to tie his shoe at the entrance to the street, he gave no sign. The small, barred window to the right of the shop door displayed a teapot that might have been silver, a sackbut that was assuredly brass, and a violin case that might or might not contain a violin. Three brass balls no larger than olives set into the masonry above the window served as a device for the shop. A small sign tacked to the side of the door read: LEVI DAVOUD—MONEY LOANED ON OBJECTS OF WORTH.


Paul opened the shop door. The interior was lit by one oil lamp which swung from the ceiling. A counter with a barred window separated the clients of the establishment from the proprietor—or, in this case the proprietor’s assistant: a small, swarthy lad with alert eyes who wore a dark brown caftan and looked as though he was attempting to grow a beard.


“Good afternoon, Joseph,” Paul said cheerily, stamping his feet on the outer sill to dislodge the mud caked to his shoes before entering the shop and closing the door behind him. “Is the old man in?”


“It’s hard to say, Herr Donzhof,” the lad replied. “Sometimes he is, and sometimes he isn’t. I’ll go see.”


Joseph retreated into the back of the shop leaving Paul to ponder over the array of items on the shelves behind the counter. Many were wrapped in brown paper and tied with string; anonymous bundles lying dormant, awaiting the return of their owners to redeem them and bring them back to life. But some were not wrapped, or were identifiable by their shape through the wrapping. Paul made out a set of carpenter’s tools in a wooden box, a dressmaker’s dummy, an artificial leg, a pair of lady’s shoes with silver buckles, several table lamps, a brace of walking sticks, and an assortment of hats and caps. There were also, in the corner, a harp and a tuba.


“Ah, Herr Donzhof,” the proprietor said, appearing in the back doorway and advancing toward the counter. Levi Davoud was a short, pear-shaped, elderly man with eyes deeply set in his round, wrinkled face, and a bulbous nose that seemed to ride on top of his carefully-trimmed white beard. Paul was accustomed to seeing the elderly moneylender in the shapeless gray housecoat he usually wore around the shop, but today he was dressed for the street, and a much finer street than the one outside his door. A gray silk four-inhand scarf was tied precisely around his white wing collar and tucked neatly into a black Chesterfield overcoat, and he was carrying a pair of black kid gloves, an ebony cane, and a black silk top hat.


“Good afternoon, Herr Davoud,” Paul said. “I commend you on a degree of elegance that I imagine is seldom seen within the sound of the Petruskirche bells. I assume that Petruskirche has bells, although come to think of it, I don’t remember ever hearing them. Are you coming or going?”


“Oh, returning, I assure you, returning. I have just been about the tiresome business of having yet another young rapscallion twig of the nobility explain to me why he was willing to allow me to loan him a considerable sum of money.” Davoud set the gloves, cane, and hat down and took his coat off; carefully fitting it onto a hanger, pulling out its shoulders and smoothing down the velvet collar before hanging it out of sight behind the back doorway. “Come,” he said, opening the door in the counter, “come in the back and have with me a cup of black tea.”


“Just the thing, Herr Davoud,” Paul said, and followed the shopkeeper into a small room in the back. The lighting in this room came from an inverted V-shaped skylight with twelve panes of glass and a web of iron bars beneath to make sure nothing but the light came through.


“They were stolen,” Davoud commented, settling into one of a pair of overstuffed armchairs. “Take off your coat and hat and hang them over there. Joseph, my boy, put the kettle on.”


Paul did as he had been bidden and dropped into the other chair. “What was stolen?”


“The church bells. Sometime in the sixteenth century, I believe, they were stolen. It is my opinion that the church itself stole them, as the authorities were planning to take them and melt them down for cannon. The authorities at that moment had a great need for cannon. The Turkish army, I believe, was at the gates and behaving in an unfriendly manner.”


“Ah!” Paul said.


The two sat in comfortable silence while Davoud busied himself filling and lighting a long, curved clay pipe. With a gesture he offered Paul some tobacco from an ornately carved wooden box, and Paul took a well-chewed brown pipe from his jacket pocket and filled it with the strong Latakia mixture. “Thank you,” he said. “Cigarettes for action, but a pipe for reflection.”


“That’s what I say myself,” the old man replied.


“I know.” Paul smiled. “I was quoting you.”


“Ah!” The two men were puffing away contentedly when, a couple of minutes later, Joseph wheeled a tea tray to the space between the two chairs and filled two cups from a silver urn.


Davoud took the clay pipe from his mouth and put it aside. “I saw a woman—a lady, actually—smoking a cigarette earlier today,” he said, taking his cup in both hands and breathing in the aroma of the fresh-brewed tea.


Paul looked at him inquiringly.


He nodded. “It was at the Hotel Metropol, where I went to meet the young nobleman who wished to permit me to advance him five thousand kronen. She sat in the lobby. A dainty young thing with her hair up in a bun—so—and a trim black lace bonnet with a satin ribbon and a black velvet half-cape over a hunter-green gown. Elegant, she was. And while I waited for the youth to appear, she lit one of those long Balkan cigarettes and puffed away at it.”


“You have a better eye for women’s clothing than most men,” Paul commented.


“My wife, God rest her soul, was a dressmaker,” Davoud explained.


“So, what happened?”


“The young branch of a noble bush finally showed up—”


“With the lady who smoked,” Paul interrupted.


“Well, in the end nothing,” Davoud said. “The manager and the desk clerk and a couple of other hotel employees gathered in a clutch to discuss the matter in horrified tones, but I heard the name ‘Princess Someone-or-Other’ mentioned a couple of times, which I gathered referred to the young lady in question, and in the end it was evidently decided that royalty trumps manners, so they retreated. Eventually she put the cigarette out. Now tell me, Herr Donzhof, what can I do for you today?”


“A cup of tea,” Paul said, “a little conversation.”


“And perhaps a discreet name or two from my list of distinguished clients?”


“If any new ones have come your way…”


Davoud pointed a long, arthritic finger across the tea tray at Paul. “I wonder about you,” he said.


“I thought you might,” Paul said.


“You are not what you seem.”


“You are the second person to tell me that today,” Paul said. “Is my nose growing longer? Is there no hope that I’ll become a real boy?”


Davoud shrugged a tiny shrug. “I am not suggesting that you lie, that would be pointless. Of course you lie. We all lie. Complete honesty would quickly become unbearable. What you do is”—he searched for a word—“more interesting. You allow those you deal with to assume things about you—unspoken things—that they believe they have discovered on their own. But these things, I believe, are not so.”


Paul leaned back in his chair, his eyes wide. “Really?” he drawled. “What sort of things?”


Davoud patted the air with his hand in a calming gesture. “Do not be alarmed. I have no desire to give you away. Besides, I would have no idea to whom to give you or what they would want with you. I have not discovered who you are, merely who you are not.”


“Do go on!”


Davoud laced his hands together over his belly and rested his chin on his thumbs. “What I know about you is little,” he said contemplatively. “You are a good conversationalist, highly intelligent, well-educated, gemütlich, and generally agreeable.”


“How can I deny any of it?” Paul asked, smiling.


“You are also of the upper class, a fact which you do your best to disguise, but which comes through in your air of natural superiority and your complete ease in dealing with servants. I have noticed that only born aristocrats treat servants completely naturally; either as equals, as children, or as furniture according to their nature. The middle classes treat their servants with arrogance or suspicion.” He peered at Paul, who remained silent.


“Also your German, while excellent, is not native. There is something indefinably foreign that lingers about it. Most people would not notice, I grant you, but the accent is nonetheless there.”


“I went to school in Italy and England,” Paul offered.


“Perhaps. Now let us look at our—what shall I say?—business relationship. You approached me last May—”


“Was it that long ago?”


“I keep a diary. May twelfth of last year it was. You were interested in the names of my clients—”


“The politically or socially important, I believe I said.”


“You did. And military officers of staff rank and above.”


“Indeed.”


“And you declined to tell me what you intended to do with the information, but you did assure me that my name would never be disclosed.”


“Just so.”


“I thought you were some sort of high-class criminal.”


“Is that so? You never told me.”


“It would have been impolite.”


“Ah! But what would I—if I were a crook—want with the names of people who need your services? They would obviously have little to steal, having pledged everything of value to you.”


“But if you were a clever crook, and even at the time I could see you were clever, you might wish to use some distressed member of upper-class society as entrée into the houses of the rich. Once there—”


“How clever of me,” Paul commented.


“But you didn’t,” Davoud continued.


“Ah!”


“Or then again you might offer to advance large sums of money to some of these wastrels against their future inheritance. And then, after a discreet length of time, a carefully arranged fatal accident to the relative with the money would bring a nice profit to you.”


“Why, Herr Davoud, you have a criminal mind!”


“I do, I confess it. I came up with a total of, I believe it was, twelve different schemes that you might have been engaged in. And I find that, as far as I can tell, you are pursuing none of them.” Davoud wiggled an accusatory finger at Paul. “And you led me to believe, in oh-so-subtle ways, that you, also, have the mind of a criminal.”


“A criminal?”


“I discovered that you were letting it be known among certain groups of our, ah, more adventurous citizens, that you were in actuality an agent of a British master criminal known as Professor Moriarty.”


“I never made that claim,” Paul protested. “Someone—I think it was a jeweler named Berkmann—made that assumption, and I admit that I did not disabuse him of the notion.”


“A master jewel thief named Berkmann, yes. The professor Moriarty had provided him with assistance once or twice, and he is convinced that the professor has a vast criminal network throughout Europe.”


“Well I assure you that I never heard of this Professor Moriarty until Berkmann mentioned him. But then, well, if being his agent would simplify my life, then I would become his agent.”


“So again you found the truth, whatever that might be, less than useful. Is that so?”


Paul leaned back in his chair and sipped his tea. “Let us go over this in a reasonable manner,” he said. “I somehow caused you to believe that I was a criminal. And now you have concluded that I’m not. And you are shocked to discover that I’m an honest man.”


“I would be at least mildly surprised to discover that anyone was a completely honest man,” Davoud said. “It’s merely that the manner of your dishonesty eludes me at the moment.” He moved his hand in a patting motion, as though he were soothing an invisible cat. “I mean nothing disrespectful.”


“How do you know that I am not engaged in any of your imaginary nefarious schemes?” Paul asked.


“I keep a close eye on several of my, ah, clients,” Davoud said. “With one gentleman the eye is that of his valet, and one cannot get much closer than that. Had you been so engaged, I would have heard.”


“Ah!” Paul said. “Tell me, if you feared that I was some sort of master criminal, why did you supply me with the names? Surely not for the few kronen that I offered?”


Davoud shrugged. “Frankly, I was interested to discover what you planned to do. You have so far managed to scrape an acquaintance with several of the ‘names,’ but with little result that I can see. You spoke to Graf von Pinow at the opera bar—”


“A performance of Nabucco,” Paul remembered. “With the libretto translated into German. Verdi’s music should not be sung in German. It turns the most romantic of melodies into the barking of large dogs.”


“And Colonel Kretl, you sat across from him at baccarat—”


“Oh, yes. At the Club Montmartre. Why the Viennese think that vice must have a French name is beyond me. German vice is perfectly acceptable. It’s more orderly and well-behaved.”


“So with each of these gentlemen you have a meeting, two meetings, casual—nothing of any value discussed, I believe. And then, that’s it. Nothing! So of what use to you is any of this?”


Paul considered for a moment, and then he drank some tea and considered some more. “Is it of great interest to you,” he asked Davoud, “what happens to your clients?”


“Pah!” Davoud grimaced. “These people, these aristocrats, these men gentled by noble birth; they would just as soon walk over you as walk around you. At least the ones that I deal with are of that sort, although I am aware that there are others—yourself, for example, if I am right about your upbringing. These young highly born gentlemen can hardly hide their dislike of me, even when they’re trying to borrow money. They smile and nod and it’s, ‘Good evening, Herr Davoud, how good of you to come by.’ And then I leave and it’s, ‘That fat old Jew will have his pound of flesh. His kind loves nothing but money!’ As though it were I who was pledging ancient family heirlooms to pay gambling debts!”


“You’re not fat,” Paul said.


“Strangely enough, neither am I a Hebrew,” Davoud told him. “They all assume that because I’m a moneylender, I must be Jewish.”


“And you’re not?”


“Look at me. Am I wearing a skullcap?”


“Sometimes you wear a little knitted cap.”


“It keeps my head warm. It covers a spot where my hair, for some unaccountable reason, seems to be getting thin. But I do not wear it all the time. A Jew, I believe, must keep his head covered all the time.”


“That is so,” Paul agreed.


“Actually my family comes from eastern Persia,” Davoud told Paul. “I am a Persian by heritage and a Zoroastrian by religion.” He refilled Paul’s teacup and then his own. “Not that I am a particularly religious man. I do not, if it comes to that, care what they call me, but their arrogance and hypocrisy does not endear them to me.”


“‘I count religion but a childish toy,’” Paul quoted, “‘And hold there is no sin but ignorance.’”


Davoud thought it over for a second. “Yes,” he agreed. “That’s very good.”


“Christopher Marlowe said it first,” Paul said. “An English playwright.”


Davoud nodded. “I know of him,” he said.


“You wish to know what use I’m making of the names you pass on to me?” Paul asked. “I arrange to make the acquaintance of some of them. In return for supplying them with sums of money, I attempt to induce them to supply me with what I am most interested in—information.”


“Ah!” Davoud said. “Information. I see.”


“Do you disapprove?”


He thought it over. “Not necessarily. How do you go about doing this? One can’t just walk up to a stranger and say, ‘I understand you need money. Tell me a secret.’”


“Not quite so, ah, bold,” Paul said. “I might approach my subject at the opera, or at the racetrack and talk to him briefly about this and that. And then I will get up and say, ‘My patron understands that you are in need. Please don’t be insulted, but he asked me to give you this.’ And then I will hand him an envelope and walk away.”


“And in the envelope?”


“A sum of money, the amount depending on who the person is and what his needs are. It is a delicate decision; too small a sum might insult the subject, too great a sum might frighten him.”


“Your patron?”


Paul smiled. “I am too modest to take the credit for myself. Besides, having an invisible patron adds an air of mystery.”


“Aren’t you afraid that your, um, subject will throw the money in your face or, perhaps, call the police?”


“That’s why I rapidly walk away. I don’t want to be standing there smirking at them when they open the envelope. I don’t want to have to answer any questions, and I don’t want the subject to have to make an instant decision. Let him have time to think it over, to feel the weight of the money in his wallet.”


Davoud slowly and methodically cracked the knuckles of his right hand with his left, while staring into his cup of tea. “Perhaps we should not discuss this any further,” he concluded.


“Perhaps not,” Paul agreed.


“There are some things better left unsaid.”


“That is so.”


Davoud shifted his gaze to Paul’s face. “If you require any assistance in the future, you have but to ask,” he said. “But try not to be too specific.”




TWO


DOORWAY TO DEATH
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Our revels now are ended…
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE


A blanket of fog had settled over London on Monday the ninth of March and seemed reluctant to leave. By Wednesday morning it had spread its tendrils into every cranny of the great city. It thickened through the course of the dank, chill day until now, in early evening, objects faded into invisibility at any greater distance than an outstretched arm. Pedestrians felt their way along the streets, finding familiar fence railings and building doorways to guide them. Carriage drivers depended on their horses’ senses to take them along familiar routes. And the horses, being cautious beasts, would not venture into the unfamiliar. The lamp lighters had to climb two steps up the lamp poles and peer at the lights through the faceted glass to assure themselves that the gas mantles had lit and were burning.


A short, thin, angular man made his way slowly, cautiously, almost delicately along the east side of Russell Square. Despite the hour—it was barely 5:00 P.M.—the man wore a black tailcoat over an overly starched white shirt with a stiff collar surrounded by a black bow tie, and he clutched a top hat in his left hand as he walked. His dress suit, although not yet threadbare, showed signs of wear, and gave an impression of necessity rather than of elegance; as though the garb were a professional requisite. His appearance was not dignified enough to be a butler or a waiter, but he might perhaps have been a teacher at a boys’ school where such dress was still common. Not in England, of course; there was something definitely un-English about the man. Perhaps it was the lines of uncertainty and repression that shaped his face and posture; perhaps the vaguely incorrect style of the garment: the lapels a trifle too narrow, the bow tie a trifle too wide, the hat a trifle too short and its brim a trifle too thick.


Halfway down the street the thin man reached the front steps of 64 Russell Square and, after peering closely at the brass address plate, ascended the steps and pulled at the bell pull. After a few moments the door swung open and a tall, solid man filled the doorway. Although he was attired in the impeccable garb of the proper English butler, there was, in the bulk of the man’s muscles and the twist of his nose, a suggestion that he had perhaps once had a different profession. After looking his visitor carefully up and down for a moment, he said, “Sir? Can I help you?” in a deep, rasping voice that made the words as much a challenge as a question.


The thin man nodded and pursed his thin lips. “Good day,” he said, essaying a smile; but it was a weak sort of smile, as though he were out of practice. “I believe that this would be the residence of Herr Professor James Moriarty. Am I in that assumption correct?”


“You are,” the butler agreed.


“Good, good,” the thin man said, nodding some more. “I have come a long way to speak with the Herr Professor. He is, I trust, in?” He reached into his waistcoat pocket and extended a calling card to the butler.


“One moment, sir,” the butler said, taking the card between two white-gloved fingers. “I shall enquire.”


The thin man raised an explanatory finger. “Tell the professor that it is in regard to one of his agents in Vienna. The young man is in danger. Great danger.”


“Yes, sir. One moment, sir.” The butler closed the door gently but firmly in the thin man’s face. It would have been more polite to invite the caller in, to have him wait in a sitting room. But there were those who might wish to see Professor Moriarty who would not be permitted past the front door without a constant escort, and others who would not, under any conditions, be permitted past the front door.


Professor James Moriarty, Ph.D., F.R.A.S., sat at the large oak desk in his ground floor office, the two front windows closed and curtains drawn to keep out the fog. A coal fire burning in the small fireplace across the room kept away the damp and chill of the day. The professor’s attention was focused on the winter issue of Die Zeitschrift für Fortgeschrittene Theoretische Astrophysik. As the clock on the wall softly chimed four times, Mr. Maws, the onetime bare-knuckle heavyweight champion of Kent now serving as the professor’s butler and gatekeeper, entered and stood silently by the desk, waiting for the professor to look up. It was a few moments before Moriarty inserted a paper slip at the page and closed the journal. He removed his pincenez glasses and turned his gaze to the bust of Galileo on the cabinet to his right. “Those German theorists,” he said. “They’re infatuated with causation and yet they pay so little attention to materiality. One would think they would have some interest in what is before hounding off on a hunt for where it came from.”


“Yes, Professor,” Mr. Maws responded. “Someone to see you.” He held out the thin man’s calling card.


Taking the card by the edge, Moriarty replaced his pince-nez glasses and peered down at it as though it were an interesting, but as yet unclassified, insect. It read:


KARL FRIEDRICH MARIE STASSENKOPP, LITT. D.


Moriarty rubbed the card between his fingers. “Foreign card stock,” he said. “Probably French or Hungarian.”


“Yes, sir, quite possibly. The gentleman said to tell you that it was in regard to one of your agents in Vienna. That he is in danger.”


“Really? How curious.” Moriarty looked up at Mr. Maws. “What does the gentleman look like?”


Mr. Maws flexed his thumbs thoughtfully. “A foreigner. Not a toff. Straight enough, I’d say. He looks as if he doesn’t enjoy eating—or much else, if I’m any judge,” he appraised.


“Ah!” Moriarty said. “An aesthete or a worrier? Well, we’ll see. Show the gentleman in.”


Mr. Maws nodded and left the room. Seconds later he returned. “The gent ain’t worrying anymore,” he announced in a carefully impassive voice. “He’s dead!”


Moriarty raised an eyebrow. “Well!” he said. He rounded his desk and strode into the hall. Karl Friedrich Marie Stassenkopp, Litt. D. was lying on his back inside the entranceway, his feet bent to one side, his eyes staring sightlessly upward at the gaslight in the hall. He looked surprised. A pool of blood was growing under his shoulders, and a smeared line of blood led out the closed front door.


“I see you brought him inside,” Moriarty said, indicating the bloody trail.


“I pulled him inside so I could close the door,” Mr. Maws explained. “I didn’t want people noticing the poor gentleman until you decided what to do. Besides, I didn’t think you’d be wanting to stand in the doorway with whoever killed him still out there.”


“Ah! Sound logic.” Moriarty felt for a pulse in the man’s neck and bent over, his head next to the man’s face, to listen for sounds of breathing. After a few seconds he raised his head. “You’re right,” he said. “Dead. Now, as to what caused his sudden demise—” He gingerly rolled the man over.


Two inches below Karl Friedrich’s shoulder blades, to the left of the spine, a thick, black-feathered shaft could be made out protruding slightly from the bloody hole it had made entering the body. The fabric of the suit jacket had been twisted and pulled into the wound along with the projectile.


“Well I’m damned!” Mr. Maws exclaimed. “A bleedin’ arrow!”


Moriarty carefully loosened the cloth around the shaft and examined the wound. “Actually it’s a crossbow bolt,” he told Mr. Maws. “Practically silent, and very deadly. It must have pierced the heart, killing him instantly. Hence the comparatively limited loss of blood.” He laid the body down and stood up. “Interesting,” he said.




THREE


THE FAT MAN
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Adventures are to the adventurous
BENJAMIN DISRAELI


The fat man and his three companions boarded the Rete Mediterranea first-class carriage at the Monza station. The train had just braked to a stop with a great letting of steam from the aging engine, when Benjamin Barnett caught a glimpse of them through his compartment window.


The fat man was perched precariously on an upended black portmanteau from which he gesticulated to the others. He wore a wide-brimmed gray felt hat and a white suit; a red handkerchief flopped with bohemian abandon from his jacket pocket. His companions, who were paying close attention to his every word and gesture, were a small, round-faced clergyman with thick, circular-lensed eyeglasses, carrying a straw suitcase; a dark youth with big feet and dull eyes, wearing a mud-yellow and brown checked suit at least one size too small for his lanky frame; and a woman of indeterminate age and odd, birdlike movements, clothed in black from the top of her veil to the soles of her patent-leather high-button shoes. Her only impediment was a covered birdcage about the size of a breadbox.


Barnett, a stocky, brown-haired expatriate American in his late thirties, watched the quartet with interest. They seemed to him a strangely assorted group. “Italy once again shows us her diversity,” he told his wife, who was sitting across from him. “What do you make of those four?”


Cecily Barnett looked up from the red-backed Baedeker guidebook of Northern Italy and peered out the window just as the treni diretti came to a shuddering stop. She was a slender, blond, self-contained, gently beautiful woman some five years younger than her husband. Her eyes, the lines of her mouth, and the way she bore herself told of determination and, for those who could read the most subtle indications, of an unresolved sadness that she carried with her.


“Actually they are quite interesting,” she said, after examining the group for a minute as they gathered their baggage and prepared to board the train. “The stout gentleman would seem to be an artist of some sort. One of those gay bohemians currently infesting Paris and Vienna. Or, at least, so he would have the world think. The youth is a sporting type of little intellect. The priest—the clerical raiment hides many possibilities. The woman is something of an enigma. She is dressed like a widow, but has no wedding ring on her finger. She carries a birdcage that is so devoid of independent motion that one suspects that it does not contain a bird.”
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