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PROLOGUE
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He who has one enemy will meet him everywhere.


ALI IBN-ABU-TALIB


The urchin proceeded cautiously through the thick London fog, with only an occasional half-skip betraying the solemnity with which he regarded this mission and, indeed, life itself. Occasionally he paused to peer at the brass numbers on a brick gatepost or puzzle over a street sign. He could have raced blindfolded through the streets near his home, but this was a long way from Whitechapel.


Stopping at a brick house fronted by a high wrought-iron fence, he carefully compared its address with that on the envelope he clutched in his grimy hand. Then he mounted the steps and attacked the door with his fist.


The door opened, and one of the largest men the lad had ever seen stared stolidly down at him. “There is a bell,” the man said.


“Werry sorry,” the lad said. “’As I the ’onor of knocking up sixty-four Russell Square?”


“You have. It is.”


“Is you Professor James Moriarty?”


“I am Mr. Maws, the professor’s butler.”


“Gawn!” the boy said. “Butlers ain’t called ‘Mr.’ I knows that much.”


“I am,” Mr. Maws said.


The lad considered this for a moment as though wrestling with a difficult equation. Then he backed up a step and announced, “I ’as a envelope for Professor James Moriarty what I is supposed to ’and ’im personal.”


“I’ll take it,” Mr. Maws said.


The lad backed up, ready to run. “I is supposed to ’and this ’ere envelope to Professor James Moriarty ’imself, and not to nobody else.”


Mr. Maws squatted down to approximate the boy’s height. “But I am the professor’s butler,” he said. “You know about butlers. I stand in the position of loco habilitus to Professor Moriarty under the common law. Giving me the envelope is the same as giving it to Professor Moriarty himself. That’s my job, you see.”


“Gor!” the urchin said, unconvinced.


“Here,” Mr. Maws said, reaching into his waistcoat pocket and pulling out a shilling. He held it between his thumb and forefinger. “It’s my job to pay for them, too.”


“Coo-eee!” the lad said. “A bob!” He stared at the coin in fascination for a moment, then quickly exchanged it for the envelope and ran off down the street.


Mr. Maws took the envelope inside and carefully closed and bolted the door before further examining it. It was of stiff yellow paper. Written across the front, in what Mr. Maws took for a foreign hand, was Professor Moriarty—Into His Hands over 64 Russell Sqr. On the back, across the flap, was Personal and most urgent. It was sealed with a blob of yellow wax bearing no imprint. Mr. Maws sniffed it, squeezed it, and held it before a strong gaslight before putting it on a salver and bringing it into the study.


“Letter,” he said.


“I thought the first post had come,” Professor Moriarty said, without looking up from the worktable where he was slowly heating a flask of dark-colored liquid over a spirit lamp.


“A young ragamuffin delivered this by hand a few moments ago,” Mr. Maws explained. “He ran off before I could inquire where he had obtained it. Incidentally, sir, the gentleman with the prominent nose is still lurking across the way in Montague Place.”


“Ah!” Moriarty said. “So we still interest Mr. Sherlock Holmes with our little comings and goings, do we? Good, good.” He took the flask off the fire and set it aside. “Just raise the blinds, will you, Mr. Maws? Thank you.” He pinched a pair of pince-nez glasses onto his nose and examined the envelope. “Of European manufacture, I should say. Eastern European, most likely. Meaningless of itself—so much is being imported these days. But the handwriting has a definite foreign flavor. Look at that ‘F.’ Best see what’s inside, I suppose.”


Moriarty slit the envelope open along the top with a penknife and removed the stiff sheet of paper folded within. The message was block-printed in the same hand as the envelope:


MUST AT ONCE MEET WITH YOU REGARDING TREPOFF MATTER. YOUR AID URGENTLY SOLICITED. WILL CALL THIS EVENING. TAKE ALL CARE.


V.


“Curious,” Moriarty said. “The writer assumes that I know what he’s talking about. Anything about a Trepoff in the popular press, Mr. Maws?”


Mr. Maws, an avid reader of the sensational dailies, shook his head. “No, sir,” he declared. “It is a puzzler, sir.”


“It does present a few interesting features,” Moriarty admitted. “Hand me down my extra-ordinary file for the letter ‘T,’ will you?”


Mr. Maws went to the shelf and removed the appropriate volume from the set of clipping-books in which Professor Moriarty kept note of those items and events that, although seemingly commonplace, his keen intellect had perceived were actually out of the ordinary. He handed the thick book to the professor.


“Hm,” Moriarty said. “It looks as though ‘T’ were ready for a subdivision. Let me see.” He flipped through the volume. “Tessla. Theodora the ant-woman. The Thanatopsis Club. Tropical poisons. Trantor. The Truthseekers Society. Nothing under Trepoff. As I thought.” He put the volume down. “Well, there is nothing to be gained in speculation when we shall soon have the facts.”


The doorbell rang, and Mr. Maws went to answer it, while Moriarty took the letter over to his worktable and contemplated the shelf of stoppered reagents.


“A package, sir,” Mr. Maws said, returning to the room with a small, carefully wrapped box. “Likely from the same person.”


Moriarty glanced at the carefully printed address. “Similar,” he said, “but not the same. Now why—of course!” He turned to his butler. “Who delivered this?”


“A small, very fair-looking gentleman, sir.”


“What did he do? That is, did he just hand it to you?”


“He inquired if this was the right residence, sir. And then he unwrapped a carrying-string and handed me the package. Oh, yes; he did ask me particular if it would be delivered to you right away.”


“I’m sure he did,” Moriarty exclaimed. Grabbing the package from Mr. Maw’s hands, he pitched it through the closed front window, knocking out several panes of glass.


The box exploded before it hit the ground, taking out the rest of the window and sending glass shards and fragments of wood and brick flying back into the room.


Moriarty’s hand went numb. He looked down to discover that a sliver of glass had ripped through the sleeve of his smoking jacket and sliced into his upper forearm. Bright red blood pulsed through the wound, soaking the sleeve and dripping onto the hardwood floor.


“Interesting,” Moriarty said, pulling the handkerchief from his breast pocket to staunch the flow of blood. “Very interesting!”





ONE


STAMBOUL
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What is Fate that we should seek it?


HAFIZ


Constantinople, the city of a hundred races and a thousand vices, was split in half by that thumb of the Bosporus known throughout recorded history as the Golden Horn. On one side, Stamboul, outpost of Asia; on the other Galata and Pera, terminus of Europe. A floating bridge connected Galata and Stamboul. The Galata side was European and nineteenth century. The men wore top hats and gaiters, and the ladies favored French bonnets and French perfumes; the hotels had gaslight and indoor plumbing.


Stamboul was Roman and Byzantine and Turk and Arab; ancient and timeless. It smelled of Levant. The men wore turbans and fezzes and the women were veiled. Caravan drivers from Baghdad spread their goods in the Covered Bazaar, and one ate only with one’s right hand.


An early morning fog covered the Golden Horn, with here and there the mast of a caique poking through, and the great dome of St. Sofia looming out on the Stamboul side. From the breakfast veranda of the Hotel Ibrahim in Pera, Benjamin Barnett peered out over the mist boiling below and tried to pick out landmarks that matched the sketches in his guidebook. Finally, closing the book in disgust and putting it back in his pocket, he returned to his shirred eggs. “Nothing looks right,” he complained to his table companion. “I mean, it’s beautiful, but I can’t line it up with the book. And I sure can’t read the street signs. I guess I’d better hire a guide.”


“If you are determined to go,” Lieutenant Sefton said, folding his two-day-old Times carefully and putting it to the right of his plate, “I suppose I’d better come along. Show you the ropes and all that. Keep you from harm, if you see what I mean.”


“Thanks a lot for the offer,” Barnett said, attacking the last bit of egg on his plate, “but I think I can take care of myself.”


“No doubt,” Lieutenant Sefton said, eyeing the stocky, self-composed young American. “You Yanks seem to make a fetish of taking care of yourselves. Comes from living on the edge of the frontier, I shouldn’t wonder. Outlaws and Red Indians and all that.”


“Um,” Barnett replied, trying to decide if he was having his leg pulled. He had first met Sefton four days before when he boarded the Simplon Express in Paris, and during the entire three-day trip the tall, angular officer of Her Most Britannic Majesty’s Navy had not displayed anything resembling a sense of humor. They had spent a good part of the journey playing bid whist with two German engineers. Sefton was a cool, calculating player who never overbid his hand, which was as good a basis for a friendship as any Barnett could think of, and better than most.


Barnett’s employers, the New York World, had sent a coded telegram to him in Paris. Royce’s Complete Telegraphers’ Phrase Code made for stilted communications, but it saved money. And a twopenny newspaper saved all the money it could.


Gybut Constantinople uhwoz nonke ukhox tydyc fowic adgud world


Barnett had dug out his leather-bound Royce and written the message out in pencil in his notebook:


Go to Constantinople. Telegraph report on Ottoman testing new submersible. Expenses paid. Accreditation waiting. International Editor, the New York World.


The New York World was very proud of its coverage of military and naval news. Many of its readers followed the power politics of Europe, as unfolded in its pages, as eagerly as others followed the sports pages.


* * *


During these last decades of the nineteenth century Constantinople was a focus of European intrigue. Four wars had been fought in twenty years for pieces of the crumbling Ottoman Empire, and no one dared guess when the next one would start, or which of the great powers would be involved. England, France, Russia, Austria, and Prussia had all lost troops in sight of the clear blue waters of the Sea of Marmara.


Sultan Abd-ul Hamid, the second of that name, and the twenty-ninth Osmanli sultan to rule from the Seraglio in Stamboul since Mehemmed el Fatih—the Conqueror—took Byzantium in 1453, would not give up his European possessions easily. He armed his Mamelukes with Maxim machine-pistols, and his Janizaries with Nordenfeldt field pieces. He had Portsmouth Naval Yards build him a battleship, had Krupp Germania Aktiongesellschaft fabricate three gunboats, and now had had the Garrett-Harris submersible boat shipped over from Hartford, Connecticut, for sea trials.


And—to encourage his friends and discourage his enemies—he invited the world to watch.


And the World wanted Barnett to watch. So he’d packed two suitcases, sent a note of apology to the young lady of the Folies who was to have dined with him, notified his concierge to watch his logement while he was gone, and made it to the Gare de l’Est with forty seconds to spare.


Now, four days later, Barnett and Lieutenant Sefton were breakfasting together on the glassed-in veranda of the Hotel Ibrahim. The Simplon Express had arrived in Constantinople the afternoon before, and Barnett had gone right to the American Embassy in Pera. A native clerk informed him that the ambassador was out, the assistant ambassador was out, and the secretary was out. The clerk was the only one there, and he was leaving shortly. And he had never heard of either Benjamin Barnett or the New York World.


Barnett waved his telegram at the clerk. “I’m supposed to have papers to watch the submersible trials. It’s all arranged.”


The clerk examined the telegram and then smiled politely. He had a gold incisor. “English?” he asked, making it sound like a disease.


“It’s in the Royce Telegraphers’ Code,” Barnett explained. “Look, I’ve got a translation here in this notebook.”


“Return Monday, effendim,” the clerk said, straightening his tie and adjusting his fez. “The ambassador will be here then. I must close the office.”


“But the sea trials start Saturday!”


The clerk shrugged and closed the window.


Barnett now had no choice but to go to the Sublime Porte in Stamboul, the seat of the Osmanli government, where the necessary permissions could be obtained. Such was Lieutenant Sefton’s advice, at any rate, and Barnett had no one else to ask.


Sefton pushed back his chair and stood up. “Take my word for it, Barnett,” he said in his clipped, inflectionless voice. “If I don’t come along with you, you’re fated to spend the rest of the week warming one of the marble benches in the courtyard.” He took his gold-tipped walking stick and tucked it under his arm. “I offer you the use of my years of acquaintanceship with the convolutions of Osmanli bureaucracy. I must go to the Sublime Porte at any rate, to see about my own accreditation.”


Barnett nodded his acquiescence. “I’m convinced,” he said. “I just didn’t want to put you to any trouble, but as you’re going at any rate, I’d be glad of your assistance.” Was it his imagination, or did Lieutenant Sefton seem overly anxious to accompany him?


They left the hotel together and walked down the hill to Galata and the floating bridge. The fog was almost burned off now, and the clear March air smelled of some unidentifiable spice. Lieutenant Sefton pointed out the sights as they walked and told anecdotes of the timeless city. “I’ve been away for two years,” he said, “but nothing changes. Across the bridge in Stamboul twenty years or two hundred could pass, and still nothing would change.”


“Were you here long?” Barnett asked.


“Long enough,” Sefton said. “I was junior naval attaché to our embassy. Then I was naval attaché. Finally, they decided that I’d gone native and shipped me home.” He laughed, but the memory was clearly a bitter one.


“And now you’re back.”


“Yes.”


“Excuse me if I ask too many questions,” Barnett said. “It’s a habit that you get into if you’re a journalist.”


“Quite all right,” Sefton said. “Actually, I’m here on the same business you are: the sea trials of the Garrett-Harris submersible. I seem to have become the Royal Navy’s submarine expert.”


“Ah!”


Sefton bounced his walking stick against the sidewalk. “The Royal Navy, you understand, has no interest in submarines.”


“No interest?” Barnett asked.


Lieutenant Sefton nodded. He evidently got a great deal of perverse pleasure from telling this story. “The Holland submersible was tested in New Haven, Connecticut, last year, and I observed. My report was favorable. I strongly suggested purchasing one and beginning our own testing program for the craft.


“The report went all the way up to the First Lord of the Admiralty. He scribbled one line across the cover and sent it back, and that was the end of that.”


“One line?”


“Yes. It was: ‘Of what use is a boat which sinks?’”


* * *


The street they were following ended in a steep flight of stairs, below which the blue waters of the Golden Horn danced and shimmered in the late morning sun. The sails and masts of a myriad of boats of all shapes and sizes bobbed and nodded in front of them. There were galleys and galleons, caiques and scows, ships of every age and race of Man. Directly ahead of them, like a great humpback watersnake, was the floating bridge. Over a quarter mile long, it had a line of shops and coffeehouses along one side of a roadway that was wide enough for two four-wheelers to pass abreast. The bridge floated on pontoons, and a draw section in the middle could be raised to let the water traffic through.


Off in the distance two great buildings rose out of the haze on the Stamboul side. The dome of the Mosque of the Sultana Validé shimmered directly in front of them, and off to their left, gleaming white across the water, the suleimanieh, the gigantic and ancient mosque of Soliman, straddled a tall hill and frowned out over both the Golden Horn and the Sea of Marmara.


They descended the stairs and each paid his penny to the white-robed toll collector. The bridge was as crowded, Barnett thought, as the Bowery on a Saturday afternoon. And such people as were never seen on the streets of New York: Persians in flaring red robes and tall, conical hats; Circassians with curled blond beards, wearing long, black caftans and bearskin caps… Four black Turks trotted by with an ebony and ivory sedan chair on their shoulders. A veiled harem girl stared soulfully through the gauze curtains at Barnett, and then giggled as the chair passed.


“I’m getting a peculiar feeling as we cross this bridge,” Barnett told Sefton. “It’s hard to explain, but it’s as though we were going, step by step, backward in time.”


“The nineteenth century has yet to reach Stamboul,” Sefton agreed, “for all that it’s almost over. For us, it’s 1885. For them”—he pointed with his stick at three women in front of them wrapped in layer after layer of concealing linen—“who is to say what year—what age—it is. As they reckon time, it is the year 1302 of the Hegira. These young ladies are halaiks—slave girls—belonging to the harem of some emir, and the two tall Negro gentlemen escorting them are eunuchs from his court.”


They reached the Stamboul side of the bridge, and Barnett stepped thoughtfully into an alien world. “Well!” he said, “there’s an article for my paper. We’re still a mite sensitive on the subject of slavery in the United States, having eliminated it from our own shores a bare twenty years ago. And you might say we did it the hard way, too. Is slavery an accepted institution here?”


Lieutenant Sefton nodded, the trace of a hard smile on his face. “Slavery, bigamy, harems, eunuchs, exotics, exquisites—and a hundred things we’ve never heard of, and another hundred for which English has no words.”


“Goddamn!” Barnett said. “You’ll have to tell me all about it. This might make the Sunday Supplement! Course, I’m not exactly sure how to explain to our readers what a eunuch is, but I’ll give it a stab and let the rewrite desk worry about it.”


The Sublime Porte, a connected maze of palaces and gardens surrounded by a high wall, contained the palace of the sultan’s chief minister, the grand vizier, along with the ministries of foreign affairs and war. Lieutenant Sefton led the way into the palace and took Barnett through a series of offices and waiting rooms. In each he spoke to someone, a few lire notes changed hands, and they were forwarded to the next. Although the official language of the Ottoman government was French, Sefton spoke in Turkish, and Barnett merely stood by and tried to look intelligent.


Finally, they were taken to a richly appointed room on an inner courtyard of the palace. “We have arrived,” Sefton said, sinking into a gold-brocade overstuffed armchair. “The Captain Pasha himself is going to see us.”


“The Captain Pasha?”


“The Osmanli equivalent of the First Lord of the Admiralty,” Sefton explained, darting his eyes around the room like some great hawk.


“Was it really necessary to bribe all those people to get here?” Barnett asked.


Lieutenant Sefton focused his gaze on Barnett and studied him as he would a whist hand. “You are serious,” he decided. “My dear man, those weren’t bribes. You’re in the Levant. Simple gratuities, incentives. Thus we arrived in this office in slightly over an hour instead of two weeks. This despite the fact that the Captain Pasha actually wants to see us.”


“I wasn’t making a moral judgment,” Barnett assured him. “This sort of thing exists in the States. It’s just the openness of it here that surprises me. A Tammany politico would take you in the back room with the lights turned down low. And he’d have four relatives and a judge all ready to swear that he was somewhere else at the time.”


“Our Western ways are slow to take hold here,” Lieutenant Sefton said, “no matter how hard we try to show them the superiority of our methods.”


A very short, very wide man waddled through a door at the far end of the room. He wore a fur-trimmed green robe, under which yellow boots peeked out as he walked. His face was creased in a permanent smile. “Ah, my dear, dear Captain Sefton,” he said, with a pronounced British accent, crossing the room with his arms outstretched. “My heart leaps with pleasure that you have been able to return to Constantinople.”


“Your Excellency,” said Sefton, jumping to his feet and pulling Barnett with him. “It is good to see you again. I am pleased that my government has once more sent me here to watch and learn from the master.”


The Captain Pasha waved a pudgy hand of disclaimer at the praise and turned to Barnett. “And you must be the American correspondent, Mr. Benjamin Barnett.” He took Barnett’s hand and pumped it with the enthusiasm of one who is unaccustomed to the ritual of handshaking and still finds it faintly amusing. “We are honored at your presence here, sir. A representative of the press of your great democracy is always welcome.”


“The honor is mine, Your Excellency,” Barnett said, keeping to the spirit of the exchange. “It gives me an occasion to acquaint myself with your remarkable city.”


“Ah, yes,” the Captain Pasha said. “Constantinople, the jewel of cities. You are lucky to have Captain Sefton as your guide. He knows the city as few Europeans do.”


“Lieutenant,” Lieutenant Sefton said pointedly.


The Captain Pasha turned around, his hands in the air, his fingers waggling in horror. “No!” he said. “It cannot be! A man of your talent and intelligence still only a lieutenant? I will not permit it! Come, I offer you an immediate commission in the naval service of Sultan Abdul Hamid. You shall come in as a full commander. Captain next year. In five years you shall be oula, in ten, bala. Guaranteed. My word.”


Sefton gave a polite half-bow. “Every man knows the worth of your word, Excellency. I am disconsolate that I cannot accept your offer.”


“And why not?” asked the Captain Pasha. He flipped his hand at the outside world. “They do not appreciate you. I do. You will have a career of honor and reward in a navy that values your ability. And remember that Sultan Abd-ul Hamid is an ally of your Queen Victoria. There can be no dishonor in fighting in the cause of an ally. I give you my most solemn word,” he said seriously, “that if we ever declare war upon Great Britain I shall release you from your service.”


“I shall consider your words, Excellency,” Lieutenant Sefton said, “and I thank you for them. Even though I am afraid that it can never be.”


“Never be?” the Captain Pasha chuckled. “You should not use such terms. Is it not written that no man’s eye can pierce the veil that hides the face of tomorrow?” He turned to Barnett. “My secretary will bring you the documents you need. I shall arrange for you both to have places on board His Supreme Highness’s steam yacht Osmanieh, from which to observe the trials. May Allah, in His Infinite wisdom, assure that we meet again soon.”


The Captain Pasha left as abruptly as he had entered. A moment later his secretary came in and handed them each a thick gray envelope sealed in red wax bearing the device of the star and crescent. Then a tiny page boy in an ornate red-and-gold uniform escorted them through the maze of hallways to the outside world.


* * *


Lieutenant Sefton glanced up at the sun, then checked its position against his pocket-watch. “It is still early,” he said, “although we do seem to have missed our lunch hour. Would you like to see the Covered Bazaar? It’s quite fascinating, really. We can have a bite to eat on the way, if you like.” He headed off down a cobblestone street, tapping a marching beat on the stones with the ferrule of his stick.


“Was the Captain Pasha serious?” Barnett asked, falling into step beside him.


“About what?”


“Taking you on as a captain in the Turkish navy?”


“Oh, yes,” Sefton assured him. “It’s quite commonly done, actually. One way for a second-rate service to upgrade their officer corps. The Royal Navy always has more officers than it needs. Some chaps have done quite well in the service of foreign governments.”


“Are you going to take him up on it?”


“My dear man,” Sefton said, raising one eyebrow quizzically. “After all, I haven’t gone quite that native.”


Lieutenant Sefton led the way through a complex of narrow, twisting streets and alleyways. Barnett followed, looking this way and that at the exotically unfamiliar city he was passing through. He concentrated on observing the details of costume and architecture and taking an occasional note in the small black notebook he always kept in the inner pocket of his jacket. He would be expected to file several reports on “local color” so the readers of the New York World could vicariously experience the thrills of wandering through old Stamboul. The reports would take over a month to reach New York by ship’s mail, but the World would never pay cable rates for background or filler material.


Barnett asked Lieutenant Sefton to stop for a moment at a small square with a cracked, dry water fountain in the middle. “I want to get the feel of this,” he said, going over to inspect the inscription, which told, in a language he could not read, about a battle that had long since been forgotten.


“All very scenic, no doubt,” Lieutenant Sefton said, leaning on his stick.


The mellifluous chanting of the Mu’adhdhin sounded from the towering minarets all over Stamboul, calling the Faithful to afternoon prayer, and within a few seconds the streets were virtually empty as the locals went inside to perform the prescribed ritual.


Then, over the chanting, came the sound of many running feet. A tall European turned the corner a block away and headed toward the square at a dead run, coattails flying. A second later a gang of Arabs boiled around the corner behind him, waving a variety of weapons, intent on catching up.


“I say,” Lieutenant Sefton said, “an Englishman seems to be in trouble. We’d better come to his aid.”


Barnett put his notebook away and took off his jacket. “He might be French,” he said.


“Nonsense, man—look at the cut of those trousers!”


Folding his jacket carefully, Barnett put it on the rim of the fountain. Long experience at barroom brawling had taught him that bruises heal, but ripped jackets must be replaced.


Lieutenant Sefton twisted the handle of his stick and slid out an eighteen-inch blade. “The Marquis of Queensberry wouldn’t approve,” he said, “but those chaps aren’t gentlemen.”


“I don’t suppose you have another of those pigstickers concealed about your person, do you?” Barnett asked, eyeing the approaching mob and the assortment of curved knives they were waving. “If it’s to be that sort of a party…” He picked up his jacket again and wrapped it around his arm. The custom governing barroom disputes on the Bowery limited the engagement to fisticuffs and an occasional chair or bottle, but—other places, other habits.


“Here,” Sefton said, tossing him the body of the stick. “It’s rolled steel under the veneer. Feel free to bash away with it.”


“Thanks,” Barnett said, hefting the thin steel tube. The tall stranger had almost reached them, and the mob was close behind. Holding the truncated stick like a baseball bat, Barnett advanced to the attack.





TWO


MORIARTY
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He is a genius, a philosopher, an abstract thinker.


SHERLOCK HOLMES


He was conspicuously tall, and thin to the point of emaciation. He carried himself with the habitual stoop of one who must traverse doorways constructed for a lesser race, and this stoop, taken with his high, domed forehead and penetrating gaze, gave him the look of some great predatory bird. His mind was quick and incisive, and his actions were ruled by logic. His passions—were his alone, and few of his associates were privy to them.


He ran down the Street of the Two Towers, closely pursued by six silent men in dirty brown burnooses. One of them had been following him since he left his hotel, and the six together had attacked him as he left the shop of a dealer in ancient brass instruments a few blocks away. He was deciding among the four most logical means of escape when two men in European dress, waving menacing weapons, raced to his aid. At first he thought they might be trying to cut him off, but they were clearly aiming for his pursuers and not for him. This altered the situation.


In an instant, he had stopped running and turned around to face his attackers, his feet firmly planted and his arms together and extended in the baritsu defense posture.


The Arab nearest him leaped, curved blade high in the air, and brought it down in an overhand arc aimed straight at his temple. With a deceptively easy-looking twist of his body he moved aside, grasped his assailant’s knife-arm as he passed, and pinned it behind. The Arab made the mistake of trying to twist free, and he screamed with shock and pain as his shoulder joint pulled out of its socket.


Then Barnett and Sefton reached the scene. The lieutenant, using his swordstick like an épée, took two of the Arabs on in classical Italian style, his left hand raised languidly behind him. Barnett, swinging his stick freely in both hands, rushed at the others.


One of the attackers yelled out a few words in a guttural language, and his comrades broke off the fighting and raced away in as close to five different directions as they could manage in the narrow street. Lieutenant Sefton, who had downed one of the men with the first thrust of his blade, raced after another, yelling at him to stop and fight.


“Pah!” the tall man spat, straightening up and glaring after the retreating figures. “Amateurs! I am insulted.”


“Excuse me?” Barnett said, trying to catch his breath.


Moriarty dusted himself off. “Thank you for your assistance,” he said. “I seem to have lost my hat.”


Lieutenant Sefton chased the retreating Arab to the corner before giving up. “Too big a head start,” he lamented, returning to the square. He took the body of his swordstick back from Barnett and returned the blade to its scabbard. “Are you all right, sir?”


“Yes,” Moriarty said. “Except for a slight rent in the jacket sleeve and the loss of my stick and my hat. I owe you gentlemen a great debt. Your assistance alleviated a troublesome situation.”


“Glad to help,” Barnett said briefly. He personally thought it might have been a bit more than “troublesome,” but he held his tongue. Traditional British understatement, he decided.


“Couldn’t allow a fellow Englishman to be molested by cutthroat Arabs without doing something,” Lieutenant Sefton said. “My pleasure, I assure you. I am Lieutenant Auric Sefton, Royal Navy. My companion is Mr. Benjamin Barnett, an American.”


Moriarty shook hands with both of them. “From the great city of New York, I perceive,” he told Barnett. “Although most recently from Paris. And a journalist, if I am not mistaken.”


“Why, that’s quite right,” Barnett said, looking with amazement at the tall man.


“Of course it is. I am Professor James Moriarty. I think we could all use a chance to catch our breath. Come, there’s a small coffeeshop a few blocks from here. If you would care to accompany me, it would be my pleasure to offer you a cup of that thick brew which the Turk, in his wisdom, calls coffee.”


“Why did those chaps attack you?” Sefton asked.


“I have no idea,” Moriarty said. “Let us go to the coffeeshop, where I can sit down. I think I lead too sedentary an existence. My wind isn’t what it should be. I promise I’ll answer your questions there. Oh—one last thing…” Moriarty bent over the body of the downed attacker and gave it a perfunctory examination. “All right,” he said, straightening up. “It is as I thought. Let us go.”


* * *


The tables at the coffeeshop were arranged outside on the sidewalk, under a wide awning. Barnett and Sefton instinctively picked a table with a bench against the wall, where they could sit facing the street. Moriarty calmly sat facing them across the postage-stamp-sized table. “My usual preference is also the seat with the, ah, view,” Moriarty told them, smiling grimly. “But with you two stalwart gentlemen guarding my rear, I feel confident that there will be no surprises. Is it to be shekerli or sade, gentlemen?”


“What’s that?” Barnett asked.


“Sweet or bitter,” Sefton explained. “The coffee.”


“Oh,” Barnett said. “Sweet. Very sweet.”


The waiter was a short, wide man, sporting a great handlebar mustache and swathed in a white apron. He approached his European customers and performed an impressive dumb show to indicate that whatever language they spoke, he didn’t. Moriarty spoke to him in Turkish, interrupting him in mid-gesture, and his face lit up. A minute later he was back at the table, making the coffee in the customary small brass pot over a charcoal burner.


“Your knowledge of the language is excellent,” Lieutenant Sefton complimented Moriarty. “I have lived here for some time, and I don’t speak it nearly so well. Have you been in Constantinople long?”


“On the contrary,” said Moriarty. “I have been here for but three days. I leave tomorrow.”


Lieutenant Sefton leaned forward. “And you haven’t been here before?”


“Never.”


“Then where did you learn Turkish?”


“I have developed a system for learning languages,” Moriarty said. “I now speak nine. I confess that Turkish was something of a challenge for the system; I never expected to have to use it. When I learned that I had to go to Odessa on business, I couldn’t resist arranging to spend a few days here in Constantinople, both to see the city and to practice my Turkish.”


“Then you are a professor of languages?” Barnett asked.


Moriarty shook his head. “Using my system, the learning of languages is no great task for one of superior intellect,” he said. “My degree is in mathematics. When I was younger I held the Chair of Mathematics at a small provincial university, but I am no longer so employed.”


“You don’t know who attacked you?” Lieutenant Sefton asked, getting back to the matter at hand. “We should probably report the ruffians to the authorities.”


“I have no idea,” Professor Moriarty said. “I came out of a shop and two of them attempted to propel me into an alley, where the others waited. I broke away. Aside from the fact that they were amateur assassins, and definitely not Arabs, I know nothing whatever about them.”


“Why do you say they were not Arabs?” Lieutenant Sefton asked. “They looked like Arabs to me.”


“Such was their intent, but there were a few small details they missed,” Moriarty said. “One of them called to the others, and he did not speak Arabic. And the characteristic butternut color of their skin—was greasepaint.”


“Greasepaint?”


“Yes.” He pulled out his pocket handkerchief and displayed a dark brown stain across one corner. “The gentleman you left hors de combat was wearing this. I suspected it, so I ran the handkerchief across his chin.”


Lieutenant Sefton took the handkerchief and examined the stain. “Curiouser and curiouser,” he said. “So it was more than just an attempted robbery. It did seem to be quite a pack to be hounding one retired professor of mathematics.”


“Yes,” Moriarty said dryly. “I thought so myself.”


“Tell me, Professor,” Barnett said. “I don’t want to seem to pry into your affairs, but you’re not here, by any chance, to watch the sea trials, are you?”


“Sea trials?” Moriarty asked, sounding puzzled.


“The Garrett-Harris submersible boat,” Barnett explained. “Day after tomorrow.”


“No, gentlemen, I have nothing to do with the trials. I would find it fascinating to watch them, but I cannot stay. My business in Odessa calls me away tomorrow.”


“Then you are not with Her Majesty’s Government in any way?” Lieutenant Sefton asked.


The idea seemed to amuse Professor Moriarty greatly. “You have my word,” he assured Sefton.


“Say!” Barnett said. “I meant to ask: how did you know I’m a journalist, and from New York?”


“And Paris,” Lieutenant Sefton added.


Moriarty touched his finger to his ear. “If you could hear yourself,” he said, “you wouldn’t have to ask the second part of that question. As to the first: the notebook in your inner pocket, the sharpened pencils in your breast pocket, the writing callus on your right forefinger—all point in a certain direction. And to verify my deduction, I had only to look at the signet on your ring. The New York Press Club sigil is not unfamiliar to me.”


“I see,” Barnett said, fingering the ring Moriarty had mentioned and nodding his head slowly. “And Paris? How did you know I had come from Paris?”


“Your shoes, sir,” Moriarty said. “Unmistakable.”


“Is that all?” Lieutenant Sefton asked. “How simple!”


Moriarty laughed—a dry, humorless sound. “For a moment you thought I’d done something clever, is that it?” He leaned forward and fixed Sefton with his gray eyes.


“Well, yes, I—”


“My little feats of deductive and inductive reasoning are only clever until they are explained. I must learn, like magicians, never to divulge my methods. Conjurers never explain their illusions. Neither do the other sort.”


“What other sort?” Lieutenant Sefton asked.


“Mentalists, mystics, mediums: all practitioners of the occult. The gentlemen who blow bugles from inside cabinets and start stopped pocket-watches. The ladies who hold long conversations with your poor deceased Aunt Tillie and Lord Nelson. And the only thing Lord Nelson can find to say is, ‘It’s very beautiful up here and we’re all very happy.’ And death seems to have given a certain cockney lilt to his speech that it never had in life.”


“You seem quite conversant with the subject, sir,” Barnett said.


“Conjuring has been a fascination of mine,” Moriarty told him. “And I have made a special study of human gullibility. The number of patent idiocies that otherwise intelligent people believe, or profess to believe, never cease to amaze me.”


“For example?” Barnett said, finding himself intrigued with this ex-professor of mathematics.


“The examples are endless. People have fought wars in the ridiculous belief that one religion is somehow superior to another or that one man is inherently better than another.”


“That is a bit strong, sir,” Barnett said.


“Do you profess to believe, sir,” Sefton asked, “that all men are exactly equal?”


“Certainly not. I, for example, am superior. But this superiority is due to clearly establishable intellectual capacity, not to the lightness of my skin, the blondness of my hair, or the blind chance of my being born in England rather than in Abyssinia.” This statement was delivered with such bland assurance that it was clearly neither conceit nor arrogance from Professor Moriarty’s point of view, but a simple assertion of fact.


The waiter brought over a small plate of candies. “Try one,” Lieutenant Sefton said, shoving it over to Barnett. “Rahat loukoum. Call them ‘Turkish delights’ in England. Go with the coffee.”


“I’ve heard of them,” Barnett said, sampling one of the small squares. It was a sweet gel of assorted fruits, which did indeed go well with the thick Turkish coffee.


Professor Moriarty took a small leather case from his pocket. “Allow me to give you gentlemen my card,” he said. “I expect you both to look me up at your earliest opportunity.”


Barnett took the proffered pasteboard and looked at it:


[image: image]


“Consulting?” he asked.


Moriarty stared at him with a curious intensity. Barnett had the odd feeling that the professor could see through his skin to the soul beneath. And, further, that he wasn’t being judged but merely examined and classified by this strange, intense man. “Consulting,” Moriarty affirmed.


Lieutenant Sefton examined the card at arm’s length. “I say,” he said. “At what do you consult? Who consults you?”


“I answer questions,” Professor Moriarty explained patiently. “I solve problems. Very occasionally I perform services. My rates vary with the difficulty of the task.”


“Is there much demand for such a service?” Barnett asked.


“I am never at a loss for commissions and my rates are quite high. Of course, I am paid only for success.”


“You mean you guarantee success?” Lieutenant Sefton asked, incredulously.


“No man can guarantee success at any task. What I do is minimize the chance of failure.”


“It sounds fascinating,” Barnett said. “I shall surely look you up after this assignment, when I next visit London. I might do an article about you and your business for my newspaper, the New York World, if you don’t mind.”


“I mind!” Moriarty said sharply. “Further, I absolutely forbid it. I have neither the need nor the desire for notoriety.”


“Well,” Barnett said, standing up and putting his cup down. “I’m sorry.”


Moriarty waved Barnett back into his seat. “No need to take offense,” he said, signaling the waiter for another pot of coffee. “I am aware that many people like to read about themselves. I do not happen to be one of those people. If I am ever to be known to the world, it must be for my scientific endeavors. If I am remembered at all by history, it will be for the research I am doing rather than for the occupation, however novel, which supports this research.”


“What sort of scientific work are you engaged in?” Barnett asked, sitting back down.


“I am doing theoretical studies in the realm of astronomical physics,” Professor Moriarty said. “There are certain anomalies in the behavior of light—but I don’t want to bore you.”


“Not at all, not at all,” Lieutenant Sefton said politely. “You really must go into it in detail sometime; I’m sure it will be fascinating.”


“How nice of you to say so,” Moriarty murmured.


They had one last cup of coffee together before separating. Barnett and Lieutenant Sefton offered to walk the professor back to his hotel, but he refused. “I do not anticipate any further trouble,” he said.
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