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Author’s Introduction to the Moriarty Books



THERE IS NEED FOR some explanation regarding this volume and how it came into being. Therefore certain facts should be made clear at the outset.


In the summer of 1969 I was engaged in research concerning the current problems and operational methods of both the Metropolitan Police and the sprawling criminal underworld of London and its environs. During this period I was introduced to a man known to both the police and his associates as Albert George Spear.


Spear was at that time in his late fifties, a large, well-built man with a sharp sense of humor and lively intelligence. He was also an authority on criminal London—not only of his time but also of the previous century.


Spear was not without problems, being well known to the police, with a record of many arrests and two convictions—the latter carrying with it a sentence of fifteen years for armed bank robbery. In spite of this he was a thoroughly likable man, whose favorite pastime was reading any book that came to hand. On our first meeting he told me that he had read all my Boysie Oakes books, which he found amusing and entertaining rubbish—a criticism not far removed from my own view.


One night toward the end of August, I received a telephone call from Spear saying that he urgently wished to see me. At the time I was living in London, and within the hour Spear was sitting opposite me in my Kensington house. He brought with him a heavy briefcase, which contained three thick leather-bound books. It is as well to say here that the bindings and paper of these books have since been subjected to the usual tests and indisputably date back to the second half of the nineteenth century. The writing contained in them, however, cannot with absolute certainty be dated, the results of chromato-graphic analysis and further tests being inconclusive.


Spear’s story concerning the books was intriguing, the volumes having come into his possession via his grandfather, Albert William Spear (1858–1919), and in turn his father, William Albert Spear (1895–1940).


My informant told me that he had not really examined the books until recently. All three generations of Spears seem to have been involved in criminal activities of one kind or another, and Spear remembers his grandfather talking of a Professor Moriarty. He also claims that his father spoke much about the Professor, who was apparently a legendary figure in the lore of the Spear family.


It was on his deathbed that William Spear first spoke to Albert about the books, which were kept locked in a strongbox at the family home in Stepney. They were, he claimed, the private and secret journals of Moriarty, though at the time of his father’s death the younger Spear was more concerned with the activities of one Adolf Hitler than with the family legend.


Although Spear was an avid reader, he had not read or studied the works of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle until the late 1960s—a strange omission, but one that did not worry me since I was also a latecomer to Dr. Watson’s chronicles concerning the great detective. However, when Spear began to read the saga, he quickly came across the few references concerning Holmes’s archenemy, Professor James Moriarty, and was immediately struck by the descriptions in the Holmes books that had bearings on some of the things his father had told him.


One night he became so intrigued by both the similarities and paradoxical inconsistencies that he began to examine the books he had brought for me to see.


The pages were in good condition, and all three books were crammed with careful, rather sloping, copperplate handwriting. One could make out certain dates and street plans, but the remaining script was at first sight unintelligible. Spear was convinced that his father had told him the truth and that what he possessed were the real Professor Moriarty’s private journals, written in cipher.


I cannot deny that my first sight of those books gave me an immense thrill, though I remained on guard, expecting the sharp Spear to put in a plea for hard cash. But money was not mentioned. It would please him, he told me, if someone could decipher the journals and perhaps use them to good advantage. His interest was purely academic.


In the days that followed, I came across a number of immediate inconsistencies, not the least of which was the fact that the journals continued for many years after the spring of 1891—the year in which, according to Watson, Holmes disappeared at the Reichenbach Falls, presumed dead after a fight with Moriarty, only to reappear in 1894 with the story that it was Moriarty who had perished. If these journals were those of the same Moriarty, then obviously someone was either glossing fact with fiction or there was some strange case of mistaken identity.


My own knowledge of ciphers being small, I eventually took the books to my good friends and publishers Robin Denniston (who has had much experience with codes and ciphers) and Christopher Falkus. After many long hours of arduous trial and error, coupled with applied science, the cipher was broken. The result is that at the time of this writing, some one and a half books have been decoded.


Quite early in this operation we realized that the documents could not be published as they stood. Even in these permissive times there is little doubt that Moriarty’s inherent evil—which lurks on every page—could cause concern. Also, the memories of too many revered and famous personalities would be subjected to wanton rumor and scandal.


We decided, therefore, that it would be best for me to publish Professor Moriarty’s story in the form of a novel, or novels. This is why some of the locations and events have been slightly altered—though in some cases, such as Moriarty’s involvement in the Ripper murders and the so-called de Goncourt scandal, there is no point in concealing the facts.


A further reason for this form of treatment is that Spear disappeared shortly after handing the journals to me. As I have already stated, we cannot positively date the writings, so it is just possible, though I do not believe this, that Albert Spear, with a mischievous sense of humor, has taken some pains to perpetrate the second-largest literary hoax of the century. Or maybe his grandfather, who is much mentioned in the journals, was a man of imagination? Perhaps the publication of these volumes may bring us some of the answers.


I must, however, add one final acknowledgment, which is, I believe, of interest. I am deeply indebted to Miss Bernice Crow, of Cairndow, Argyllshire, great-granddaughter of the late Superintendent Angus McCready Crow, for the use of her great-grandfather’s journals, notebooks, correspondence, and jottings—papers that have been invaluable in writing these volumes.





Before the Tale Begins



IN THE SUMMER OF 1969, so the story goes, three bulky leather-bound volumes changed hands in the sitting room of a small, pretty little house in Kensington. I was not to know that these books, crammed with tiny ciphered writing, maps, and diagrams, were to take me—almost physically at times—back to the dark, brutal, and secret places of the Victorian and Edwardian underworld in London.


It is now common knowledge that these books are the coded journals of James Moriarty, the diabolically cunning, highly intelligent criminal mastermind of the late nineteenth century known as Professor Moriarty.


The known felon who handed the books to me, on that hot and heavy evening all those years ago, went by the name of Albert George Spear, and his claim was that these books had been kept by his family since they were given for safekeeping to his grandfather, who was Moriarty’s most trusted lieutenant.


I have already told the story, in the foreword to The Return of Moriarty, of how the cipher to the journals was finally broken and how those who advised my professional life quickly realized that it would be impossible to offer these extraordinary documents to the public in their original, unvarnished form. For one thing, they present grave legal problems; for another, there are incidents contained in them of such an evil character that, even in this permissive age, they could be accounted a corrupting influence.


There is also the small possibility that the journals might just be a hoax, perpetrated by Spear himself, or even by his grandfather, who figures so largely in them. I personally do not believe this. However, I think it quite possible that Moriarty, the great criminal organizer, has, in writing the Journals, sought to present himself in the best possible light and, with his consummate cunning, may not have told the entire truth. In some places Moriarty’s Journals clash strongly with other evidence—most notably the published records of Dr. John H. Watson, friend and chronicler of the great Mr. Sherlock Holmes. In others it clashes with the evidence I have been able to amass from the private papers of the late Detective Superintendent Angus McCready Crow, the Metropolitan Police officer assigned to the Moriarty case toward the end of the nineteenth century and during the early years of the twentieth century.


Taking these matters into account, my closest advisors most wisely felt it was more appropriate for me to write a series of novels based on the Moriarty Journals, occasionally altering names, dates, and places wherever this seemed advisable. This has been done, leaving me with only two items that require further examination.


First, after the publication of The Return of Moriarty and its sequel, The Revenge of Moriarty, it became apparent that some reviewers were not as familiar with the work of Dr. John Watson as they claimed. There were those who appeared not to have heard of the fact that Moriarty had come from a family composed of three brothers, each of whom bore the name James. Now, I will admit that some Sherlockian scholars do seem to make heavy weather of this fact. Heaven knows why, because the situation is crystal clear when you examine Dr. Watson’s sources. It is further clarified by the Moriarty journals in my possession.


Take Dr. Watson’s written word. References are made to Professor Moriarty, Mr. Moriarty, the Professor, and Professor James Moriarty in five of the cases written up by Dr. Watson. They are The Valley of Fear, His Last Bow, The Missing Three-Quarter, The Final Problem, and The Empty House. Further, a Colonel James Moriarty is referred to in The Final Problem; and a third brother, reported to be a stationmaster in the West Country, is spoken of in The Valley of Fear.


Sherlockians, to my mind, often seem to have difficulty with the possibility of the three brothers Moriarty each bearing the same Christian name, James. The Moriarty Journals certainly solve that problem. As far as I can make out, James is a family name, and in the Journals Moriarty makes it plain that the three brothers regarded this as an idiosyncrasy, and spoke of each other as James, Jamie, and Jim. In the Journals, Moriarty claims that he is, in fact, the youngest brother, a criminal from an early age, who, incensed with jealousy because of his eldest brother’s academic success, finally becomes a master of disguise and sees to it that his brother is disgraced and removed from the Chair of Mathematics in the small university where he is becoming ever more famous. Moriarty then tells us that he murdered his brother and, wonderfully disguised, took his place, so becoming a figure of awe to his underworld minions. This seems to me to have a certain validity, though for once Mr. Sherlock Holmes appears to have been taken in by the subterfuge.


Second, after the publication of The Return of Moriarty some voices were raised in strident—in a few cases, hysterical—concern that I had re-created Moriarty as a kind of nineteenth-century Godfather figure, leader of a vast army, a man with an almost unthinkable knowledge of crime and the coarse language and manners of the Victorian underworld. Indeed, many seemed genuinely upset that the question of sex and licentiousness had barged into the formerly placid world of Baker Street—placid, that is, except for the drug abuse and certain unspoken vices. To those who were, and possibly are, upset, I can only apologize.


To some, this view of Moriarty seems to be unpleasant and vulgar, as though the Sherlockian world was being violated while it sat quietly doing crossword puzzles. I have news for them: The Victorian and Edwardian underworld was exceptionally vulgar and unpleasant, and the text of the Sherlock Holmes cases leaves us in no doubt concerning Moriarty’s place within the Victorian underworld. In The Final Problem, Holmes speaks of Professor Moriarty as “… [the] deep organizing power which forever stands in the way of the law.” He mentions Moriarty’s involvement in “cases of the most varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders….” Moreover, he describes him as “the Napoleon of Crime … the organizer of half that is evil and nearly all that is undetected in this great city [London] … a genius, a philosopher, an abstract thinker. He has a brain of the first order. He sits motionless, like a spider in the centre of its web, but that web has a thousand radiations, and he knows well every quiver of each of them … his agents are numerous and splendidly organized …” and so on in the same manner. Is there not something familiar about this description? Something resembling a Godfather-like criminal family? Indeed, in the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, to be a member of such a family was to be a villain.


To me, Moriarty’s place in the criminal scheme of things is obvious, plain, and straightforward and should be accepted at its face value.


All the reader needs to know at the start of this book is that in May 1897, pursued by Sherlock Holmes and Inspector Angus McCready Crow, Professor Moriarty was forced to flee London. At the start of this work he has returned, quietly and without fuss; and we hear little of either Holmes or Crow during this episode.


I need say no more, except to declare my heartfelt thanks to the following for their great personal help in preparing this, the third book in a planned quartet: Otto Penzler, who provided the impetus for this third volume; my luscious agent, Lisa Moylett, who does magic things; Patricia Mountford, who gave me a wonderful idea, now embedded in the plot; Philip Mountford, for specialist assistance; and Jeff and Vicki Busby, for even more specialist help. Last but far from least, my daughter Alexis and my lovely son-in-law, John, plus my smashing son Simon all caused this book to be written by a generous and surprising present. They know what they did. Thank you.





1
Back to the Smoke



LONDON: JANUARY 15, 1900


DANIEL CARBONARDO could not distinguish the house until he was almost upon it. Daniel killed—that was his job in life: death. He killed for chink; murdered for geld; a few sovereigns and the person named was dead, while Carbonardo disappeared like smoke on a zephyr. Yet his favourite interest, next to murder, was obtaining intelligence—putting people to the question.


It was said that Daniel had learned the trade of torture from within his family, who traced their ancestors back to the Tower of London: people who were begetters of truth, one of whom had come over in the retinue of Catherine of Aragon, daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella of Spain, first wife of Henry VIII.


Catherine of Aragon ended up in a convent; many in her retinue, including the Carbonardos, ended up broke, staying in England to work for the royal household, where some became great exponents in the extraction of truth from unwilling tongues. That particular work, gaining intelligence by torture, threat, pain, or promise, was on Daniel’s mind tonight; and he knew it all, from the rack and the boot to Skeffington’s daughter, and even more esoteric methods of prising the truth from people disinclined to talk.


“She knows,” the Professor had said. “She’ll give you the name. There are three of them and Spear.”


Daniel felt he had heard words similar to those many times before. “From your Praetorian Guard?” he asked, incredulous. “You can’t mean your Praetorian Guard, Professor!” and Moriarty nodded, slowly. “The very same,” he muttered. “We have a traitor, Daniel. Right at the top, among my most trusted. A traitor who has burrowed, like a little animal into my organization.”


“But who would…?” Daniel began.


“To whom would some turncoat sell his soul? Who?” Moriarty chuckled.


“Sherlock Holmes?” Carbonardo asked again and the Professor laughed louder, a high, animal bark.


“Holmes? Holmes? I think not. Holmes bothers me little these days. We had our moment of conflict and I think came to a mutual understanding. I doubt if I shall ever hear again from Mr. Holmes.”*


“Then who?”


“There is one.” He rested the nail of his right thumb just below his eye, then ran it down to his jaw, tracing a line down his cheek. “Angus Crow. Crow is a skilful policeman who has sworn to trap me. Indeed, it is his one aim in life. I am his one big case.” He paused, his head moving forward like the head of an old turtle, then swaying from side to side. “And of course there are others. One in particular who has used my recent absence to plunder my former organization, my family.”


Carbonardo shook his head in puzzlement, finding it hard to believe that one of the Professor’s closest lieutenants could be a turncoat.


The four men who comprised Moriarty’s so-called Praetorian Guard were Ember, Spear, Lee Chow, and Terremant, who had been inducted into the Praetorians following the disappearance of the fine big lad Pip Paget.


Ember was a small, foxy, unpleasant little man, who acted as a contact, running between Moriarty and the lurkers, demanders, and punishers, the street men, the patterers, the magsmen, the dodgers, whizzers, dips, nightwalkers, dollymops, gonifs, and those who specialized: the petermen, confidence sharks, fences, assassins, and jewellers.


The two main members of the Guard were the Professor’s true lieutenants, the distinctive Albert Spear and Terremant—Spear with his broken nose and the telltale forked-lightning scar down his right cheek, and the big tough known only as Terremant. This pair were leading street gangers, mobsters, men who made decisions and had the final say-so, most feared out in the highways, byways, and alleys of London.


Last, and possibly least, of the Praetorians was the evil Chinee, Lee Chow, who dealt with the Eastern foreigners and lowlifes, running opium dens and dispensing cruel justice. He was feared by all because he would do Moriarty’s bidding, no matter what, and never turn a hair of his pigtail. It was known that one of his best tricks was to cut the cheeks from a man or woman, leaving the victims appallingly disfigured and unable to use their mouths as normal persons.


The Professor locked eyes with Carbonardo, who felt a nudge, partly of awe, partly fear, as he looked deeply into the dark, knowing, glittering eyeballs that had seen much evil and knew even more. Like many, Daniel tried to avoid looking straight into Moriarty’s eyes, for they held a mesmeristic power that it was said could remove a man’s own will and command him to do unmentionable things.


His gaze dropped, and he saw that Moriarty was smiling. A slight, cynical raising of the corners of his lips, an evil smirk that in no way crept up the face to bring warmth to the eyes.


“You think members of my closest circle, my business intimates, are exempt from duplicity?” he asked, the terrible eyes never leaving Carbonardo’s face.


“Well, Professor…Well, I…”


“You have heard of Pip Paget, who at one time was counted almost as a son to me, a prime member of the Praetorians? Surely you’ve heard of him?”


“Who hasn’t, sir? Who indeed?”


“Pip Paget saved my life, Daniel. Shot a murderous skunk dead and saved my life, yet he’d already betrayed me.” He thumped his chest with a clenched right fist. “Me!” He thumped again. “Me, who was a father to him, who had been present at his wedding, stood for him, provided his marital feast, blessed his union with another member of my organization… my family …” His voice rose as if in anger, tumbling the words one upon another. “Seen and blessed his marriage to that little jigster Fanny Jones. Me!”*


Carbonardo nodded. He knew the story of how Paget had sold out details of the Professor’s most secret hiding place to Inspector Angus McCready Crow of the Metropolitan Police Force, and passed on intelligence that almost led to Moriarty’s downfall.


“You do well to nod, Daniel. It is meet and right for those who earn their stipend through me to know of my justice.”


Moriarty paid what he called a retaining fee to Daniel Carbonardo: bunce to ensure that he had first call on the man’s services. It was a generous jingle of cash, enough to enable Carbonardo to maintain his pleasant villa in the thriving and rising area of Hoxton, the house just off North New Road, five minutes’ walk from the parish church of St. John the Baptist: a modest home with the name Hawthornes, though there were no bushes or greenery adjacent to the terraced property—two reception rooms and a small study; three bedrooms; a privy indoors, a luxury; a little bathing room; and a basement kitchen with area steps.


It was down those steps, seventy-two hours previously, that the little old, bent hansom cab driver had come asking for Mr. Carbonardo, refusing speech with anyone but Mr. Daniel Carbonardo, enunciating the name with care, rolling the Rs in almost an Italian or Spanish manner.


On being taken upstairs to the study and being introduced to the master by Tabitha, his one servant, the caller assumed a subservient manner, hands clasped low, head bent, waiting for the master of the house to speak. Daniel was brusque with the man; indeed, he had immediate reservations about him: Old, bent, and with an unhealthy, greyish pallor, the fellow should never, he considered, be allowed to drive a cab.


“What is it, then?” he asked. “I am a busy man and cannot spare you more than a couple of minutes.”


“You’ll spare me more when you hear the purport of my business.” The man had the gravel throat of one who liked spirits and tobacco more than was good for him. He spoke low, quietly, in a way that set Daniel thinking of another whose speech was always low, the voice dropped to make certain you listened carefully.


Now, Carbonardo looked hard at the man’s face, peering into his eyes, lifting his chin slightly as though searching for some clue. “I know you,” he said at last. “Harkness, isn’t it?”


“The same, sir. Indeed. I’ve had the pleasure of driving you many times.”


Daniel Carbonardo took a pace back. “You used to work for the Professor. I remember you well: Moriarty’s private cabbie, right?”


“Oh, indeed right, sir. Yes. Moriarty’s personal cab driver. But what d’you mean, used to work for the Professor?”


“Surely you cannot work for him anymore, for he’s left the country. He’s not been heard of for some years.”


“Back, sir. He’s back.” The little man paused as though for dramatic effect. “Returned to London, sir.” He continued. “Back here in the Smoke. Back and waiting to have words with you. Waiting even as we speak.”


“Where?” Now Daniel’s voice was hoarse, his throat dry, the news of Moriarty’s homecoming making him wary, vigilant. Maybe even a mite frightened.


“Never mind the where or the why, Mr. Carbonardo. I am to take you to him instantly. Indeed, every minute we tarry will edge the Professor closer to irritation, something neither of us require, sir.”


Daniel shook his head in a small flurry of discontent. “No! No!” he muttered, stepping briskly to the door. “If you have orders, then take me now.” In the hall he shrugged into his dark green ulster, nodded to Harkness, then followed the cabbie down the front steps and into the waiting hansom.


It took near five and forty minutes for the cab to travel west, to one of those anonymous squares that had, over the past half century, started to appear close by the borough of Westminster. But at last they came to a halt, and Harkness called down to tell Daniel they had arrived.


“You’re to go straight in and up to the second floor,” he called through the partition that separated cabbie from passenger below.


Alighting, Carbonardo found they had stopped in front of a fine, large, terraced house with broad steps leading to a solid oak front door. From behind the windows came the bright glare of electric light, and the area in which he found himself smelled of money: It was the kind of London square where men of substance lived and kept their families, tended by wealth, surrounded by luxury. These were the manner of houses fast taking the place of the crushed, cramped buildings that had previously made up a vast part of Westminster: the sprawling dense huddle of structures, leaning in on one another, tipping over and locking together to make up the rookery known as the Devil’s Acre, a region that had teemed with men and women with whom Daniel Carbonardo himself would have had second thoughts about associating.


“You’re to go straight up, sir. He has rooms on the second floor. Go straight up, there’s no cause for concern. He’s expecting you.”


The front door was unlatched, and inside, in the spacious hall, Daniel was puzzled to find no fitments or furniture—just bare boards, and stark stripped walls with outlines where pictures had once hung or furniture stood.


The heels and soles of his boots thumped against the wooden flooring, sending echoes loud through the house, and, as he made his way up the stairs, he was conscious of the gas mantles unlit behind their glass bowls. What electric lighting had been introduced was obviously recent, and did not exist throughout the entire house.


As he reached the second-floor landing, Carbonardo heard a sound from below. The front door through which he had just entered creaked again, while a second footfall sounded, crossing and starting to mount the stairs behind him, a shadow passing over the scrubbed bare boards. Swiftly, Daniel took two steps into the passage that led, forking from the landing, off to the right. He turned and, flattening his back against the wall, barely breathing as he listened, watchful, to the footsteps coming closer.


Finally, as the interloper reached the top of the stairs, Daniel hardly dared breathe, lest the shallow rise of his chest call attention to him, silent in the shadows. He waited, conscious even of his heartbeat, thinking the sound might be so loud that it would give away his position. To his left he glimpsed a tall cloaked figure pausing on the landing, then crossing and opening the one door facing the staircase. He heard the footfalls, then the turning of the brass knob, the unlatching of the lock, and the sound of the door moving over what was probably a thick carpet as it swung inward. Before the door closed again he heard a single laugh, a throaty chime of what could have been either amusement or triumph.


Counting silently to himself to quell the alarm and jangling of his nerves, Daniel Carbonardo followed the figure who had moved so stealthily across the landing and into the facing room. Taking a deep breath, he turned the doorknob, pushed with his shoulder, and stepped into the room.


Moriarty smiled at him, one hand raised as he seemed to peel off part of his face. It took Daniel a moment to realize that what he removed was in fact a piece of stiffened molded linen that altered the shape of his cheek, as if he were removing half of Harkness’s face to reveal his own beneath it. “I told you that you’d give me more time, young Daniel, once you’d heard the purport of my business,” he said in the familiar voice, half whisper, half threat, and wholly commanding, one of the many facets of the Professor’s physical makeup—the eyes, the authoritative manner, and that distinctive voice, once heard never forgotten.


“Come, Daniel, let us sit, perhaps take a glass of good brandy wine. Come, make yourself comfortable.”


“You all the time, Professor! I could have sworn it was your man Harkness.” He looked around, for the first time taking in the room, feeling the deep pile Wilton under his feet, the coal fire roaring in the well-blackened grate, the old polished furnishings, the scent of beeswax in the air, the desk with inlaid red, gold-trimmed skivers, a pair of padded chairs, an ornate corner cupboard with a selection of leather-bound books on its shelves, good pictures on the walls, the heavy velvet curtains in a crushed gold shade complementing the creamy carpet.


“There.” Moriarty peeled the treated linen from his other cheek, then from around his nose until he was revealed as the man Daniel Carbonardo knew as Professor James Moriarty. “I always enjoy taking on the role of another.” He straightened, a smile twinkling on his lips and in his eyes. “But you know that, Daniel. You know how addicted I am to disguise, and how I delight in stepping into the shoes of other men… and their bodies, of course.” He rubbed his hands together briskly. “This weather, it can’t make up its mind. Topsy-turvy.” The smile again. “You know my man Terremant of course.” A gesture to the shadows at the farthest end of the room, out of which the big bully of a man stepped, appearing as if by magic.


“Terremant was at one time in charge of my people known as the punishers,” he said with a sly chuckle, as though the name amused him. “When I had to say good-bye to Pip Paget I required a replacement, and good Terremant seemed to fit the bill, as they say.” There followed the conversation already recounted.


Then—


“I have work for you, Daniel. Important work. You must entice intelligence from an unwilling tongue for me.” Turning to the big man still half in the shadows, he said, “Stop your ears to this, Tom Terremant. Stop your ears and freeze your brain.”


“Aye, Professor,” the giant of a man grunted.


“No,” Moriarty snapped. “Go. Wait on the landing. I can trust no one.”


The big Terremant shrugged in good humour, then lurched from the room.


“And stand away from the door, Tom. Go down and see to my horse, Archie.”


Terremant grunted and closed the door behind him.


“My horse, Archie,” Moriarty laughed. “Short for Archimedes. He’s a good horse, but he belongs to my man Harkness. I bequeathed the horse to him when I last went away, what? Some six, seven years ago?” The Professor laid a finger against his nose, then tiptoed to the door, pulling it open suddenly to reveal the landing was empty.


From below came the sound of Terremant’s tread as he crossed the hall to open the front door.


Moriarty came back into the room. “Good. Now listen to me carefully, Daniel. Tomorrow you must go to a certain private hotel and make arrangements. Then, on the following night I require you to find out who has been upending me, making a fool of me. You’ve doubtless heard of Sal Hodges, Daniel.”


“Why of course, Professor, yes.”


“Mmmm. Of course, and you still doubtless think of her as my bed warmer.”


“Well, sir. It’s said that …”


“That Sal Hodges and Professor James Moriarty dance the horizontal jig, and that she’s mother to my child.”


“Well, sir…”


“‘Well, sir. Yes, sir.’ Don’t be shy, sir. Of course that’s what’s said, and to some extent it is true. Maybe is still true.”


Daniel Carbonardo nodded and said a silent affirmative.


“The night after next, Daniel. The night after next you must find out who the traitor is. She’ll know, Daniel. Sal Hodges’ll know, mark me.”


So now, two nights later, shrouded in fog, Daniel Carbonardo crossed the street and went lightly up the steps of the Glenmoragh Private Hotel. Standing in front of the door he took shallow breaths that formed little clouds from his lips, willing himself not to cough. From somewhere over the roofs came the striking of a clock: three in the morning. Silent, cold, menacing; the world muffled by the thick, bitter mist.


The weather had been strange: changeable. This morning it was cold and damp. Now, freezing fog hung dense across the square; you couldn’t, as they said, see a hand’s turn in front of you.


He had stolen the spare key when visiting on the previous afternoon under the pretext of seeing if Mrs. James had arrived, knowing full well that she had not. Slipping the key into the lock he turned it noiselessly, praying that the boot boy had done his bidding—that he had slid the bolts back and taken off the chains. He pressed against the heavy wood and the door swung open so that he could step inside and close it behind him, leaning his shoulders and long back against it, waiting for his eyes to adjust as he stood in the blackness, aware of the pleasant warmth even here in the hall, the carpet soft, yielding under the rubber soles of his heavy boots.


Sam, the boot boy, had told him number eight. Mrs. James would be in number eight, on the first floor, along the passage, then first door on the right. “She’ll only be there the one night,” he had said. “Then she’ll be off to see her boy at Rugby School, poor little bleeder.”


Fancy that, he had thought, the Professor’s son at Rugby with the nobs. There were others who’d take care of the boy if need be; after all, he was son and heir to a huge organization and vast wealth. Daniel’s job now was to frighten the woman into revealing the truth. Mrs. James, whose real name had been Sal Hodges. He remembered her well from the old days: the Professor’s woman, his bit of regular hot tail.


After five minutes he could see through the darkness as good as in daylight, so he walked to the foot of the staircase, slipping his right hand inside his dark ulster and pulling out the knife, holding it well away from his body, point down, right hand firm around the carved horn handle, thumb against the crossguard, the nine-inch blade tapering to a needle point and a blood drain down the flat of both sides. “Have care,” Mysson had told him. “I’ve ground that blade sharp as a surgeon’s scalpel. Just how you like it.”


Women were easy: Threaten to cut them on the face, then give them a small cut and they’d fold like a newfangled card table. Men were another matter: Go for their most precious organ, that was the rule. Go for it with a razor, give it a tiny cut, or with the hot tweezers, and they would inevitably squeak and squeal. Nay, scream and yell.


He was about to move up the stairs when he heard the hansom, the horse’s hooves clopping in a steady rhythm, then faltering as it pulled up outside. Gawd in heaven, what could he do now? But the hansom moved on, the cabbie searching for a number: not this one, not fifty-six, the Glenmoragh Private Hotel, the hotel that did not advertise. “We are recommended by our regulars,” Mr. Moat, Ernie Moat, the manager, bragged.


Hansoms may soon thin out, he thought, mounting the stairs slowly. The horseless carriage was said to be the coming thing, though he couldn’t quite believe that: They were noisy, smelly things, difficult to control and not at all reliable.


When he reached the door he found that it had not been locked, not that it would have hampered him had it been secured: Daniel was as good with locks and lock picks as he was with weapons.


As he stepped into the room, the sweet scent of the woman enveloped him, the air infused by whatever she wore to hide her natural odours. For a moment he stood by the bed, his head dizzy as he looked down on her face, hearing her steady breathing and knowing it could suddenly end if he willed it. That was the usual job and that’s what he really was: a doomsman, a reaper’s henchman, a coffin nailer, and, more to the point, a priser, one who made people talk: a ventriloquist as some said, or a confessor to the more religious.


His left arm shot out, a big hand across the woman’s nose and mouth so that she woke with terrible suddenness, looking into the dark. The other hand came down, the knife ripping her nightdress, exposing her breasts, then moving up. The point resting against her cheek, then balanced straight above her right eye.


“I’m going to ask you one question,” Carbonardo hissed. “And when I take my hand from your mouth you’ll not scream, or make noise. You’ll answer my question; otherwise you’ll say good-bye to your right eye. I’ll have it out in a trice, and I don’t joke about things like that. You understand me?”


He could see her staring eyes, wide open and fearful as she tried to nod assent. Carbonardo muttered that he was about to remove his hand when, without warning, vicelike fingers locked around his wrists; the knife was jerked from his right hand while the other was torn from the woman’s face as someone turned up a gaslight and he saw that the woman was not Sal Hodges, and that men were swiftly around him, pinioning his arms to his sides and quietly telling him not to struggle—men Daniel recognized as trained hands, people who could move as one and would obey orders with military precision.


Daniel Carbonardo’s world was suddenly turned sideways, and he cursed, angrily spitting out the oath.


A match flared and a lantern was raised.


“Hello, Daniel,” said Idle Jack, grinning like a wolf in the thin light. “We have need to talk.”


Carbonardo was seized from behind and quietly led, protesting, from the room.
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Return of the Guard



LONDON: JANUARY 15, 1900


AFTER DANIEL CARBONARDO left Moriarty alone in his rooms on the second floor of the elegant house on the fringes of Westminster, the Professor went out onto the bare landing and softly called for Terremant to come back up to him. “Tom,” he called. Then again, “Tom.”


He stood for a moment looking down at the empty hall and the stripped wood of the staircase with the brass fitments still in place for the stair rods, the borders smooth with varnish. For a moment he thought about Daniel Carbonardo out there now, getting things ready to put Sal to the question and solve his biggest problem. Then Terremant returned through the front door below, glancing up and nodding to his master as he climbed the stairs, nimble for one of such height, weight, and muscle.


Moriarty was pleased with his arrangements, for he had purchased the entire house through a third party—a solicitor whom he had used many times in the past. He was also pleased with his instructions to Carbonardo, for he knew he could rely on Daniel’s judgement; he would get the information required. After that it would be a matter of dealing with the guilty party, silencing forever the man who was betraying him and those who trusted him.


There were three of them and Spear.


Through the same man, the solicitor, who was named Perry Gwyther, senior partner in the firm of Gwyther, Walmsley and Mercer, solicitors of unimpeachable good name, he arranged to have some of his own furnishings brought out of storage and taken to the house, where he personally oversaw the work of the good and honest man charged with making the rooms comfortable and to the Professor’s liking: by name George Huckett of Hackney, Builder & Decorator, as he styled his business. In due course Moriarty would have the whole house restored, decorated, and furnished to his satisfaction, but for now the rooms in which he lived were enough and in good order. He had this living and working room, a bedroom, and a small room where simple food could be prepared. Next to the bedroom, George Huckett arranged for his plumber, by name “Leaky” Lewis, to fit up a bathing room with a hand washbasin and a deep, raised bath on stylish claw feet—the water heated by a coke-burning stove under a great tank in the house’s old basement kitchen and pulled upstairs by one of the newfangled electric pumps.


The house was only partially wired for the electric light, and in due course, when the entire house had been done, he thought he would perhaps have the revolutionary new telephonic apparatus connected. Moriarty was a man who rarely dismissed new inventions as passing fads. He was farsighted and could see how things like electricity and the more recent form of telephone communication, even wireless, could well assist him in his endeavours. The solicitor, Gwyther, maintained that within a couple of decades everyone would possess wireless receiving sets through which they would listen to the world’s great symphony orchestras and outstanding actors. This would, Gwyther contended, hail the advent of a new understanding of great music, drama, and literature, for the most common of men would have access to the arts, in their own homes. Moriarty did not know how he felt about this, for he imagined that a universal entrée to the arts might well lead to them being devalued, and he liked things to retain their value.


Turning back into the room, Moriarty lit a wax taper from the fire, adjusted the wicks, and lighted his two oil lamps, simple brass pieces, each with a tall classic column on which stood the oil reservoir and lamp, each capped by a tall glass funnel rising from inside a decorated opaque glass globe. The light from the two lamps, one on his desk—a davenport with a piano front—the other on a drum table at the rear, spilled out as though filling the room with warm sunlight, giving the illusion of an added depth to the cream, gold-flecked heavy wallpaper and a fresh gleam to the polished furniture. Somehow, James Moriarty preferred the soft lamplight to the harsher glare from the electric light.


Now, the Professor advanced to the fireplace, above which hung the most striking item in the entire suite of chambers: the painting of Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, possibly Thomas Gainsborough’s greatest portrait, painted in the 1780s and missing since May 25, 1876, when, on a warm, misty midnight, the Professor, with the help of Albert Spear and Philip Paget, gained access to the upper art gallery of Thomas Agnew & Sons, at 39a Old Bond Street in the heart of the West End of London, where he had cut and removed the priceless painting from its frame.


On that night, almost a quarter of a century ago, the famous painting hung alone in Agnew’s first-floor gallery in Old Bond Street, a crimson silk rope keeping the more inquisitive viewers at a distance. This was where Moriarty first saw the painting of Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, visiting 39a Old Bond Street on the very morning of its theft, joining the line of people moving steadily through the main gallery and up the stairs to where Gainsborough’s masterpiece was the sole item on display in the long upper room.


He was drawn to look at the painting not through any desire to observe a work of art, but to view something that had already sold for ten thousand pounds sterling, the highest price so far ever paid for a painting. And at that time it was reliably rumoured that Agnew was about to sell the work to Junius Spencer Morgan as a gift for his son J. Pierpont Morgan—now, almost a quarter of a century later, the prime controller of American Finance, the wealthiest and most powerful man in the United States of America.


Indeed on that very afternoon in the present—January 15, 1900—James Moriarty had heard another whisper: that the original painting was about to be returned to the Agnew family, having been discovered in New York. Indeed he knew this to be “true” because he had arranged for an exceptional forgery to be smuggled into New York in the first place, and found in the second, plus identified in a roundabout way the original thief as being a confidence trickster called Adam Worth.* Once Worth was publicly accused and the forgery had changed hands, becoming the accepted true and original painting, the Professor could relax.†


The forger, one Charlie “The Draughtsman” Dainton of Camber-well, had a head start on other copyists, for Moriarty allowed him to paint his brilliant replica while looking at the original; then, when everything was done and tidy, he took Charlie out on a celebratory picnic near the old university city of Oxford—ham, pickles, tomatoes, a large veal-and-ham pie with hard-boiled eggs, a flask of fruit salad, and an excellent bottle of Puligny-Montrachet that they cooled in the river, hanging the bottle in the water by a strong cord.


They sat on a secluded, willow-screened patch of grass, close to a riverside public house called The Rose Revived, and when The Draughtsman was sated with food and mellow with the wine, Moriarty leaned over and thanked him for his expertise and friendship, clasping, for a second, both of the forger’s hands in his. Then, as the forger smiled happily, the Professor slit his throat, holding down his hands until he bled out and his lungs collapsed. After that he weighed down the body with chains and old pig iron—which he had conveniently brought with him in a large trunk strapped to the rear step of his gig—then tipped the body into the river, washing the blood from his hands as he did so.


The body of Charlie Dainton was never recovered; it was as though he had never been.


This was on a Sunday evening during July of the previous year, so, having disposed of the only other person who could have given the game away, James Moriarty repaired to choral evensong in the chapel of Christ Church College, where the choir sang an anthem suitably based on the words of the Prophet Isaiah, “And a Man Shall Be as Rivers of Water in a Dry Place,” a piece composed by Moriarty himself and sent, under an assumed name, to the choirmaster with a hint that he might be in the congregation on that day. After evensong, Moriarty walked around the corner to the Mitre Hotel, where he dined on roast beef followed by summer pudding, washed down with a pleasant burgundy.


Moriarty rarely thought of The Draughtsman again, except for those occasions when he regretted the fact that the man was not there when he could have been of assistance in pulling off some criminal endeavour.


And here, now, in the present, above his mantel in this suite of rooms close to Westminster, hung the true original, in all its glory: Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, formerly Georgiana Spencer, half turned to her left with her right shoulder square to the spectator, a blue silk sash setting off her white dress, curls roiling from under a black feathered hat, her pert face closed as if holding a secret known only to herself, lips edging toward a smile and her eyes half mocking, half inviting, in what errand boys called a come-hither look.


Moriarty could not comprehend love. Lust he understood, but love—well, that was another matter. What he should really have considered was obsession, but he found it difficult to recognize that particular weakness in himself.


The magic of this piece of Tom Gainsborough’s art never failed to have a profound effect on Professor Moriarty. He often thought that had his brain been equipped with taste buds, it would have been as though his mind had bitten into the most refreshing, deliciously ripe fruit, flooding his brain with juices that brought together all the great, exotic tastes—more than could ever be experienced in a lifetime.


From the moment he first saw the painting, Moriarty knew he must possess it, for having the picture would be like owning the duchess herself: She would be the rationale for his life, his inspiration, the shaft of light that made his criminal labyrinth crystal clear in his mind, a kind of profound love lighting the darkness of his being. What was more, he considered, he would not have to idly converse with the duchess, nor remember her likes and dislikes, purchase feminine fripperies to keep her happy, or make love to her. Moriarty enjoyed the delights of a woman as much as the next man, in some ways even more than the next man, but he found the whole thing became complicated once love marched through the door. Moriarty’s memory was prodigious, but he knew that a man had to be possessed of second sight to keep up with the changeable tides of a woman. Albeit he would sometimes admit that the unpredictable beliefs and decisions of certain ladies could be part of a particular woman’s charm, but often at a cost to a man’s temper, or even his sanity.


That warm night all those years ago saw him going late into the streets with Spear and Paget, pausing outside Agnew’s premises in Old Bond Street, signalling Paget into a doorway to act as their crow—their lookout—handing him his top hat and silver-knobbed cane, then lifting his right foot for Albert Spear to stirrup him up to the window, where he removed a small crowbar from a secret pocket in his coat and worked it into the interior lock, the sneck, of the casement, sliding up the lower part of the window, now released, and stepping inside.


He had never forgotten his own sense of amusement: What, he asked himself, would his colleagues think of him vaulting up the wall and springing through the window? Absurd, their imagining the Professor as they knew him, performing these burglar’s acrobatics.* Just as he had never forgotten the orgasmic thrill of taking out his little, pearl-handled folding fruit knife and using it to cut the canvas from its frame, then rolling it into a tubular shape to fasten it inside his coat before returning to the casement, briefly aware of a night watchman’s heavy snore from outside the door, and climbing from the open window and dropping into the street below, retrieving his silver-tipped cane and top hat from Paget, and leading the men back along the pavement and away from Old Bond Street with a feeling of near drunkenness.
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