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BETWEEN the sil­ver rib­bon of morn­ing and the green glit­ter­ing rib­bon of sea,

Zwi­schen dem Sil­ber­ban­de des Mor­gens und dem grü­nen, glit­zern­den Ban­de der See

the boat touched Har­wich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies,

leg­te das Dampf­boot in Har­wich an und ließ einen Schwarm Vol­kes ent­wei­chen,

among whom the man we must fol­low was by no means con­spicu­ous — nor wished to be.

aus dem der Mann, dem wir fol­gen müs­sen, kei­nes­wegs her­vor­stach – noch es zu tun wünsch­te.

There was noth­ing not­able about him, ex­cept a slight con­trast between the hol­i­day gaiety of his clothes and the of­fi­cial grav­ity of his face.

Au­ßer ei­nem leich­ten Ge­gen­sat­ze zwi­schen der fei­er­täg­li­chen Leb­haf­tig­keit sei­ner Klei­dung und dem of­fi­zi­el­len Erns­te sei­nes Ge­sich­tes war nichts Be­mer­kens­wer­tes an ihm.

His clothes in­cluded a slight, pale grey jack­et, a white waist­coat, and a sil­ver straw hat with a grey-blue rib­bon.

Zu sei­ner Klei­dung ge­hör­te eine leich­te, hell­graue Ja­cke, eine wei­ße Wes­te und ein Sil­ber­stroh­hut mit blau­grau­em Ban­de.

His lean face was dark by con­trast, and ended in a curt black beard

Sein ma­ge­res Ge­sicht, das der Ge­gen­satz dun­kel er­schei­nen ließ, en­de­te in einen kur­z­en, schwar­zen Spitz­bart,

that looked Span­ish and sug­ges­ted an Eliza­beth­an ruff.

der spa­nisch aus­sah und eine Hals­krau­se, wie man sie un­ter Eli­sa­beth trug, zu ver­lan­gen schi­en.

He was smoking a ci­gar­ette with the ser­i­ous­ness of an idler.

Mit dem Erns­te ei­nes Mü­ßig­gän­gers rauch­te er eine Zi­ga­ret­te.

There was noth­ing about him to in­dic­ate the fact that the grey jack­et covered a loaded re­volver,

Nichts an ihm deu­te­te an, daß die graue Ja­cke einen ge­la­de­nen Re­vol­ver,

that the white waist­coat covered a po­lice card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most power­ful in­tel­lects in Europe.

die wei­ße Wes­te einen Po­li­zei­paß oder der Stroh­hut einen der scharf­sin­nigs­ten Köp­fe Eu­ro­pas be­deck­te.

For this was Valentin him­self, the head of the Par­is po­lice and the most fam­ous in­vest­ig­at­or of the world;

Denn es war Va­len­tin selbst, das Haupt der Pa­ri­ser Po­li­zei und die be­rühm­tes­te Spür­na­se der Welt,

and he was com­ing from Brus­sels to Lon­don to make the greatest ar­rest of the cen­tury.

und er be­fand sich auf dem Wege von Brüs­sel nach Lon­don, um die be­deu­tends­te Ver­haf­tung des Jahr­hun­derts vor­zu­neh­men.




Flam­beau was in Eng­land. The po­lice of three coun­tries had tracked the great crim­in­al at last from Ghent to Brus­sels, from Brus­sels to the Hook of Hol­land;

Flam­beau war in Eng­land. Die Po­li­zei drei­er Län­der hat­te end­lich die Spu­ren des großen Ver­bre­chers von Gent nach Brüs­sel und von Brüs­sel nach dem Hoek van Hol­land ver­folgt;

and it was con­jec­tured that he would take some ad­vant­age of the un­fa­mili­ar­ity and con­fu­sion of the Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress, then tak­ing place in Lon­don.

man mut­maß­te, er wür­de die güns­ti­ge Ge­le­gen­heit des Durch­ein­an­ders und des Frem­den­an­dran­ges beim Eu­cha­ris­ti­schen Kon­gres­se, der da­mals in Lon­don tag­te, aus­nüt­zen.

Prob­ably he would travel as some minor clerk or sec­ret­ary con­nec­ted with it;

Wahr­schein­lich wür­de er als ir­gend­wel­cher nie­de­re Geist­li­che oder als eine Art von Kon­greß­se­kre­tär rei­sen,

but, of course, Valentin could not be cer­tain; nobody could be cer­tain about Flam­beau.

aber ge­wiß konn­te das na­tür­lich Va­len­tin nicht wis­sen; bei Flam­beau war nie­mand si­cher.




It is many years now since this co­los­sus of crime sud­denly ceased keep­ing the world in a tur­moil;

Es sind jetzt vie­le Jah­re her, seit die­ses Un­ge­tüm ei­nes Ver­bre­chers, das die Welt in Angst hielt, plötz­lich ver­schwand,

and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Ro­land, there was a great quiet upon the earth.

und als es ver­schwand, war, wie man dies nach dem Tode Ro­lands sag­te, eine große Ruhe auf Er­den ent­stan­den.

But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flam­beau was a fig­ure as statuesque and in­ter­na­tion­al as the Kais­er.

Doch in sei­nen bes­ten Ta­gen (ich mei­ne na­tür­lich sei­ne schlimms­ten) war Flam­beau eine eben­so über­ra­gen­de und in­ter­na­tio­na­le Ge­stalt wie der Kai­ser.

Al­most every morn­ing the daily pa­per an­nounced that he had es­caped the con­sequences of one ex­traordin­ary crime by com­mit­ting an­oth­er.

Na­he­zu je­den Mor­gen be­rich­te­ten die Blät­ter, daß er sich den Fol­gen ei­nes au­ßer­ge­wöhn­li­chen Ver­bre­chens da­durch ent­zo­gen habe, daß er ein neu­es be­ging.

He was a Gas­con of gi­gant­ic stature and bod­ily dar­ing; and the wild­est tales were told of his out­bursts of ath­let­ic hu­mour;

Flam­beau war ein Gas­ko­gne von rie­si­gem Wuch­se und wah­rer Toll­kühn­heit, und die wil­des­ten Din­ge er­zähl­te man sich von den Aus­brü­chen sei­nes ath­le­ti­schen Tem­pe­ra­men­tes,

how he turned the juge d’in­struc­tion up­side down and stood him on his head, “to clear his mind”;

z. B. wie er den Un­ter­su­chungs­rich­ter auf den Kopf stell­te, um ihm den Ver­stand zu klä­ren,

how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli with a po­lice­man un­der each arm.

oder wie er mit je ei­nem Po­li­zis­ten un­term Arme die Rue de Ri­vo­li hin­a­b­rann­te.

It is due to him to say that his fant­ast­ic phys­ic­al strength

Um auf­rich­tig ge­gen ihn zu sein, muß je­doch ge­sagt wer­den, daß er sei­ne un­ge­wöhn­li­che Kör­per­kraft

was gen­er­ally em­ployed in such blood­less though un­dig­ni­fied scenes;

im all­ge­mei­nen sel­ten in solch un­blu­ti­gen, wenn auch sei­ner Wür­de we­nig för­der­li­chen Auf­trit­ten zur An­wen­dung brach­te;

his real crimes were chiefly those of in­geni­ous and whole­sale rob­bery.

sei­ne ei­gent­li­chen Ver­bre­chen be­stan­den haupt­säch­lich in geist­vol­len, er­fin­dungs­rei­chen Räu­be­rei­en im großen Sti­le.

But each of his thefts was al­most a new sin, and would make a story by it­self.

Doch je­der sei­ner Dieb­stäh­le bil­de­te na­he­zu eine neue Art von Ver­ge­hen und wür­de für sich schon eine be­son­de­re Ge­schich­te aus­ma­chen.

It was he who ran the great Tyr­olean Dairy Com­pany in Lon­don,

Er war es, der die große Ti­ro­ler Mol­ke­rei-Ge­sell­schaft in Lon­don ins Le­ben rief,

with no dair­ies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thou­sand sub­scribers.

ohne Mol­ke­rei, ohne Kühe, ohne Kar­ren, ohne Milch, je­doch mit ei­ni­gen tau­send Ab­neh­mern.

These he served by the simple op­er­a­tion of mov­ing the little milk cans out­side people’s doors to the doors of his own cus­tom­ers.

Die­se be­dien­te er ein­fach da­durch, daß er die klei­nen Milch­kan­nen vor an­de­rer Leu­te Tü­ren vor die sei­ner ei­ge­nen Kun­den schob.

It was he who had kept up an un­ac­count­able and close cor­res­pond­ence with a young lady whose whole let­ter-bag was in­ter­cep­ted,

Er war es ge­we­sen, der einen un­er­klär­li­chen und ge­hei­men Brief­wech­sel mit ei­ner jun­gen Dame un­ter­hielt, der auf­ge­fan­gen wur­de,

by the ex­traordin­ary trick of pho­to­graph­ing his mes­sages in­fin­ites­im­ally small upon the slides of a mi­cro­scope.

und wo­bei er sich des au­ßer­or­dent­li­chen Tricks be­dient hat­te, sei­ne Mit­tei­lun­gen in un­end­li­cher Ver­klei­ne­rung auf Mi­kro­skops zu pho­to­gra­phie­ren.

A sweep­ing sim­pli­city, however, marked many of his ex­per­i­ments.

Eine große Ein­fach­heit kenn­zeich­ne­te je­doch vie­le sei­ner Ver­su­che.

It is said that he once re­painted all the num­bers in a street in the dead of night merely to di­vert one trav­el­ler into a trap.

Ein­mal soll er in der To­ten­stil­le der Nacht alle Haus­num­mern ei­ner Stra­ße über­malt ha­ben, nur um einen Rei­sen­den in eine Fal­le zu lo­cken.

It is quite cer­tain that he in­ven­ted a port­able pil­lar-box,

Es ist voll­kom­men rich­tig, daß er einen trag­ba­ren Brief­kas­ten er­fun­den hat­te,

which he put up at corners in quiet sub­urbs on the chance of strangers drop­ping postal or­ders into it.

den er in ru­hi­gen Vor­städ­ten an den Ecken an­brach­te, um et­wai­ge Post­an­wei­sun­gen ab­zu­fan­gen.

Lastly, he was known to be a start­ling ac­robat;

Kürz­lich noch lern­te man ihn auch als ge­schick­ten Akro­ba­ten ken­nen;

des­pite his huge fig­ure, he could leap like a grasshop­per and melt into the tree-tops like a mon­key.

trotz sei­ner mäch­ti­gen Ge­stalt wuß­te er wie eine Heu­schre­cke zu sprin­gen und wie ein Affe in den Baum­kro­nen zu ver­schwin­den.

Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find Flam­beau, was per­fectly aware

Da­her war sich der große Va­len­tin, als er Flam­beau zu fin­den sich an­schick­te, voll­kom­men be­wußt,

that his ad­ven­tures would not end when he had found him.

daß, wenn er ihn auch ge­fun­den ha­ben wür­de, da­mit sei­ne Aben­teu­er nicht be­en­det wä­ren.




But how was he to find him?

Doch wie soll­te er ihn fin­den?

On this the great Valentin’s ideas were still in pro­cess of set­tle­ment.

Dar­über wa­ren Va­len­tins Ge­dan­ken noch zu kei­nem Schlus­se ge­kom­men.




There was one thing which Flam­beau, with all his dex­ter­ity of dis­guise, could not cov­er, and that was his sin­gu­lar height.

Ein Ding gab es, das Flam­beau bei all sei­ner Ge­schick­lich­keit im Ver­klei­den nicht ver­ber­gen konn­te, und das war sei­ne aus­neh­men­de Grö­ße.

If Valentin’s quick eye had caught a tall apple-wo­man, a tall gren­adier,

Wenn Va­len­tins flin­kes Auge ein hoch­ge­wach­se­nes Ap­fel­weib, einen großen Gre­na­dier

or even a tol­er­ably tall duch­ess, he might have ar­res­ted them on the spot.

oder selbst eine er­träg­lich große Her­zo­gin ent­deckt hät­te, er wür­de sie auf der Stel­le ver­haf­tet ha­ben.

But all along his train there was nobody that could be a dis­guised Flam­beau, any more than a cat could be a dis­guised gir­affe.

Doch wäh­rend der gan­zen Fahrt war ihm nie­mand un­ter­ge­kom­men, der ein ver­kapp­ter Flam­beau hät­te sein kön­nen.

About the people on the boat he had already sat­is­fied him­self;

Be­züg­lich der Leu­te auf dem Dampf­boo­te hat­te er sich be­reits ver­ge­wis­sert,

and the people picked up at Har­wich or on the jour­ney lim­ited them­selves with cer­tainty to six.

und die­je­ni­gen, wel­che in Har­wich vom Zuge auf­ge­le­sen wor­den wa­ren, be­schränk­ten sich mit Si­cher­heit nur auf sechs.

There was a short rail­way of­fi­cial trav­el­ling up to the ter­minus,

Da war ein kur­z­er Ei­sen­bahn­be­am­ter, der bis Lon­don mit­fuhr,

three fairly short mar­ket garden­ers picked up two sta­tions af­ter­wards,

dann drei ziem­lich kur­ze Grün­zeughänd­ler, wel­che zwei Sta­tio­nen spä­ter hin­zu­ge­kom­men wa­ren,

one very short wid­ow lady go­ing up from a small Es­sex town,

eine sehr kur­ze Wit­we aus gu­tem Hau­se aus ei­ner klei­nen Stadt in Es­sex

and a very short Ro­man Cath­ol­ic priest go­ing up from a small Es­sex vil­lage.

und ein sehr kur­z­er rö­misch-ka­tho­li­scher Pries­ter, der von ei­nem klei­nen Dor­fe in Es­sex her­ein­kam.

When it came to the last case, Valentin gave it up and al­most laughed.

Beim letz­ten Fal­le an­ge­langt, gab es Va­len­tin auf; er muß­te bei­na­he la­chen.

The little priest was so much the es­sence of those East­ern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Nor­folk dump­ling;

Der klei­ne Pries­ter war so sehr das Mus­ter ei­nes Sim­pels aus dem Os­ten, er hat­te ein Ge­sicht so rund und nichts­sa­gend wie ein Nor­folk­pud­ding,

he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had sev­er­al brown pa­per par­cels, which he was quite in­cap­able of col­lect­ing.

er hat­te Au­gen so leer wie die Nord­see, und er trug ei­ni­ge brau­ne Pa­pier­pa­ke­te, die bei­sam­men­zu­hal­ten er ganz au­ßer­stan­de war.

The Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress had doubt­less sucked out of their loc­al stag­na­tion many such creatures, blind and help­less, like moles dis­in­terred.

Der Eu­cha­ris­ti­sche Kon­greß hat­te an­schei­nend vie­le der­ar­ti­ge Ge­schöp­fe, blind und hilf­los wie aus­ge­ho­be­ne Maul­wür­fe, aus ih­rer ört­li­chen Träg­heit auf­ge­scheucht.

Valentin was a scep­tic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests.

Va­len­tin war ein Skep­ti­ker vom stren­gen fran­zö­si­schen Sti­le und kann­te da­her kei­ne Vor­lie­be für Pries­ter.

But he could have pity for them, and this one might have pro­voked pity in any­body.

Aber Mit­leid konn­te er für sie auf­brin­gen, und die­ser eine wür­de bei je­der­mann sol­ches er­weckt ha­ben.

He had a large, shabby um­brella, which con­stantly fell on the floor.

Er trug einen großen, schä­bi­gen Re­gen­schirm, der ihm fort­wäh­rend zu Bo­den fiel.

He did not seem to know which was the right end of his re­turn tick­et.

Er schi­en nicht zu wis­sen, wel­ches das rich­ti­ge Ende sei­ner Rück­fahrt­kar­te war.

He ex­plained with a moon-calf sim­pli­city to every­body in the car­riage that he had to be care­ful,

Er er­klär­te mit der Ein­falt ei­nes Mond­kal­bes je­der­mann im Wa­gen, er müs­se vor­sich­tig sein,

be­cause he had something made of real sil­ver “with blue stones” in one of his brown-pa­per par­cels.

denn er tra­ge in ei­nem sei­ner brau­nen Pa­pier­pa­ke­te et­was aus wirk­li­chem Sil­ber Ver­fer­tig­tes »mit blau­en Stei­nen«.

His quaint blend­ing of Es­sex flat­ness with saintly sim­pli­city con­tinu­ously amused the French­man

Sei­ne wun­der­li­che Mi­schung von Es­sex-Platt­heit und from­mer Ein­fach­heit be­lus­tig­te an­dau­ernd den Fran­zo­sen,

till the priest ar­rived (some­how) at Tot­ten­ham with all his par­cels, and came back for his um­brella.

bis der Pries­ter mit all sei­nen Pa­ke­ten in Tot­ten­ham an­lang­te und um sei­nen Re­gen­schirm zu­rück­kehr­te.

When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn him not to take care of the sil­ver by telling every­body about it.

Als er letz­te­res tat, be­saß Va­len­tin so­gar die Zu­vor­kom­men­heit, ihn zu war­nen, nicht das Sil­ber da­durch zu be­hü­ten, daß er je­der­mann da­von er­zäh­le.

But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else;

Doch mit wem im­mer auch Va­len­tin sprach, stets hielt er sein Auge of­fen nach je­mand an­derm.

he looked out stead­ily for any­one, rich or poor, male or fe­male,

Be­stän­dig blick­te er nach je­man­den aus, reich oder arm, männ­lich oder weib­lich,

who was well up to six feet; for Flam­beau was four inches above it.

der gut an sechs Fuß hoch wäre, denn Flam­beau war noch um vier Zoll grö­ßer.




He alighted at Liv­er­pool Street, however, quite con­scien­tiously se­cure that he had not missed the crim­in­al so far.

In Li­ver­pool Street stieg er je­doch ab, sich mit voll­kom­me­ner Si­cher­heit be­wußt, daß er den Ver­bre­cher bis­lang nicht über­se­hen habe.

He then went to Scot­land Yard to reg­u­lar­ise his po­s­i­tion and ar­range for help in case of need;

Dann be­gab er sich nach Scot­land Yard, sei­ne Pa­pie­re in Ord­nung zu brin­gen und für den Be­darfs­fall Hil­fe zu ver­ein­ba­ren.

he then lit an­oth­er ci­gar­ette and went for a long stroll in the streets of Lon­don.

Schließ­lich zün­de­te er sich eine neue Zi­ga­ret­te an und mach­te sich zu ei­nem lan­gen Bum­mel in den Stra­ßen Lon­d­ons auf.

As he was walk­ing in the streets and squares bey­ond Vic­tor­ia, he paused sud­denly and stood.

Als er in dem Vier­tel jen­seits Vic­to­ria um­her­wan­der­te, hielt er plötz­lich an und blieb ste­hen.

It was a quaint, quiet square, very typ­ic­al of Lon­don, full of an ac­ci­dent­al still­ness.

Der Platz war alt­mo­disch und ru­hig, sehr ty­pisch für Lon­don, voll von zu­fäl­li­ger Stil­le.

The tall, flat houses round looked at once pros­per­ous and un­in­hab­ited; the square of shrub­bery in the centre looked as deser­ted as a green Pa­cific is­let.

Die großen fla­chen Häu­ser sa­hen auf ein­mal wohl­ha­bend und un­be­wohnt und das Sträu­cher­vier­eck in der Mit­te so ein­sam wie ein grü­nes In­sel­chen im Stil­len Ozean aus.

One of the four sides was much high­er than the rest, like a dais; and the line of this side was broken

Eine der vier Sei­ten rag­te wie eine Estra­de über die an­de­ren em­por und die Li­nie die­ser Sei­te war un­ter­bro­chen

by one of Lon­don’s ad­mir­able ac­ci­dents — a res­taur­ant that looked as if it had strayed from Soho.

von ei­ner von Lon­d­ons wun­der­ba­ren Zu­fäl­lig­kei­ten – ei­nem Re­stau­rant, das aus­sah, wie wenn es sich vom Soho hier­her ver­lau­fen hät­te.

It was an un­reas­on­ably at­tract­ive ob­ject, with dwarf plants in pots and long, striped blinds of lem­on yel­low and white.

Es war ein un­ver­nünf­tig an­zie­hen­des Ding mit Zwerg­pflan­zen in Töp­fen und mit lan­gen, ge­streif­ten Stab­ja­lou­si­en in Zi­tro­nen­gelb und Weiß,

It stood spe­cially high above the street, and in the usu­al patch­work way of Lon­don,

lag ei­gen­tüm­lich hoch über der Stra­ße, und in der in Lon­don üb­li­chen Flick­werkart

a flight of steps from the street ran up to meet the front door al­most as a fire-es­cape might run up to a first-floor win­dow.

lief eine Flucht von Stu­fen von der Stra­ße aus zum Ein­gan­ge hin­auf, fast wie etwa eine Ret­tungs­lei­ter zu ei­nem Ers­ten-Stock-Fens­ter.

Valentin stood and smoked in front of the yel­low-white blinds and con­sidered them long.

Va­len­tin stand rau­chend ge­gen­über den gelb-wei­ßen Ja­lou­si­en und be­trach­te­te sie lan­ge.




The most in­cred­ible thing about mir­acles is that they hap­pen.

Das un­glaub­lichs­te Ding bei den Wun­dern ist, daß sie ge­sche­hen.

A few clouds in heav­en do come to­geth­er into the star­ing shape of one hu­man eye.

Ein paar Wol­ken am Him­mel bal­len sich zu­sam­men zu der auf­fal­len­den Form ei­nes mensch­li­chen Au­ges.

A tree does stand up in the land­scape of a doubt­ful jour­ney in the ex­act and elab­or­ate shape of a note of in­ter­rog­a­tion.

Auf un­ge­wis­sem Wege ragt mit­ten in ei­ner Land­schaft ein Baum auf in der ge­nau­en und vollen­de­ten Form ei­nes Fra­ge­zei­chens.

I have seen both these things my­self with­in the last few days.

Ich habe selbst die­se bei­den Din­ge in den letz­ten paar Ta­gen ge­se­hen.

Nel­son does die in the in­stant of vic­tory; and a man named Wil­li­ams does quite ac­ci­dent­ally murder a man named Wil­li­am­son; it sounds like a sort of in­fant­i­cide.

Nel­son stirbt im Au­gen­bli­cke des Sie­ges, und ein Mann na­mens Wil­liams er­mor­det zu­fäl­lig einen Mann na­mens Wil­liam­son; es klingt wie eine Art Kinds­mord.

In short, there is in life an ele­ment of elfin co­in­cid­ence which people reck­on­ing on the pro­sa­ic may per­petu­ally miss.

Kurz, es ist im Le­ben ein Ele­ment geis­ter­haf­ten Zu­sam­men­tref­fens, wel­ches Leu­ten, die nur mit dem Pro­sa­i­schen rech­nen, ewig ent­ge­hen wird.

As it has been well ex­pressed in the para­dox of Poe, wis­dom should reck­on on the un­fore­seen.

Weis­heit soll­te, wie es in Poes Pa­ra­do­xen so gut heißt, sich auf das Un­vor­her­ge­se­he­ne ver­las­sen.




Ar­istide Valentin was un­fathom­ably French; and the French in­tel­li­gence is in­tel­li­gence spe­cially and solely.

Aris­ti­de Va­len­tin war Fran­zo­se von reins­tem Was­ser und die fran­zö­si­sche In­tel­li­genz ist eine In­tel­li­genz ganz be­son­de­rer und ein­zi­ger Art.

He was not “a think­ing ma­chine”; for that is a brain­less phrase of mod­ern fa­tal­ism and ma­ter­i­al­ism.

Er war nicht eine »den­ken­de Ma­schi­ne«, denn dies ist eine sinn­lo­se Re­dens­art des mo­der­nen Fa­ta­lis­mus und Ma­te­ria­lis­mus.

A ma­chine only is a ma­chine be­cause it can­not think. But he was a think­ing man, and a plain man at the same time.

Eine Ma­schi­ne ist nur des­halb eine Ma­schi­ne, weil sie eben nicht denkt. Er aber war ein den­ken­der Mensch und gleich­zei­tig ein schlich­ter Mensch.

All his won­der­ful suc­cesses, that looked like con­jur­ing, had been gained by plod­ding lo­gic, by clear and com­mon­place French thought.

All sei­ne wun­der­ba­ren Er­fol­ge, die wie Zau­be­rei aus­sa­hen, hat­te er er­run­gen durch an­ge­streng­te Lo­gik, durch kla­res und haus­ba­cken fran­zö­si­sches Den­ken.

The French elec­tri­fy the world not by start­ing any para­dox, they elec­tri­fy it by car­ry­ing out a tru­ism.

Die Fran­zo­sen elek­tri­sie­ren die Welt nicht durch Auf­stel­lung von Wi­der­sin­nig­kei­ten, sie elek­tri­sie­ren sie durch Aus­füh­rung von Ge­mein­plät­zen.

They carry a tru­ism so far — as in the French Re­volu­tion.

Und das trei­ben sie so­gar bis – zur fran­zö­si­schen Re­vo­lu­ti­on.

But ex­actly be­cause Valentin un­der­stood reas­on, he un­der­stood the lim­its of reas­on.

Aber eben weil Va­len­tin die Ver­nunft kann­te, kann­te er auch die Gren­zen der Ver­nunft.

Only a man who knows noth­ing of mo­tors talks of mo­tor­ing without pet­rol;

Nur ein Mensch, der nichts von Mo­to­ren ver­steht, spricht von Mo­tor­fah­ren ohne Ben­zin;

only a man who knows noth­ing of reas­on talks of reas­on­ing without strong, un­dis­puted first prin­ciples. Here he had no strong first prin­ciples.

nur ein Mensch, der nichts von Ver­nunft ver­steht, spricht von Ver­nünf­tig­s­ein ohne star­ke un­be­streit­ba­re Ur­grund­sät­ze. Hier hat­te er kei­ne star­ken Ur­grund­sät­ze.

Flam­beau had been missed at Har­wich; and if he was in Lon­don at all,

Flam­beau war zu Har­wich ent­wischt, und wenn er über­haupt in Lon­don war,

he might be any­thing from a tall tramp on Wimble­don Com­mon to a tall toast-mas­ter at the Hotel Met­ro­pole.

dann konn­te er ir­gend et­was sein, an­ge­fan­gen von ei­nem über­großen Va­ga­bun­den in Wim­ble­don Com­mon bis zu ei­nem über­großen Toast­meis­ter im Ho­tel Me­tro­po­le.

In such a na­ked state of nes­ci­ence, Valentin had a view and a meth­od of his own.

In solch nack­tem Zu­stan­de des Nicht­wis­sens be­saß Va­len­tin sei­ne ei­ge­ne An­sicht und sei­ne ei­ge­ne Me­tho­de.




In such cases he reckoned on the un­fore­seen.

In der­lei Fäl­len rech­ne­te er auf das Un­vor­her­ge­se­he­ne.

In such cases, when he could not fol­low the train of the reas­on­able, he coldly and care­fully fol­lowed the train of the un­reas­on­able.

In Fäl­len, da er nicht den Weg des Ver­nünf­ti­gen ver­fol­gen konn­te, ver­folg­te er kalt und sorg­fäl­tig den Weg des Un­ver­nünf­ti­gen.

In­stead of go­ing to the right places — banks, po­lice sta­tions, ren­dez­vous

An­statt die rich­ti­gen Orte auf­zu­su­chen – Ban­ken, Po­li­zei­wa­chen, Sam­mel­punk­te –,

— he sys­tem­at­ic­ally went to the wrong places; knocked at every empty house, turned down every cul de sac,

such­te er sys­te­ma­tisch die un­rich­ti­gen Plät­ze auf, klopf­te an je­des lee­re Haus, lief jede Sack­gas­se ent­lang,

went up every lane blocked with rub­bish, went round every cres­cent that led him use­lessly out of the way.

rann­te jede mit Schutt ver­sperr­te Gas­se hin­ab, bog er in jede Kur­ve ein, die ihn un­nütz vom Wege ab­brach­te.

He de­fen­ded this crazy course quite lo­gic­ally.

Er ver­tei­dig­te die­ses ver­rück­te Ver­fah­ren ganz lo­gisch.

He said that if one had a clue this was the worst way;

Er be­haup­te­te, wenn je­mand sich nach ei­nem be­stimm­ten Schlüs­sel rich­te, sei dies der schlimms­te Weg,

but if one had no clue at all it was the best, be­cause there was just the chance

wenn man je­doch je­den Schlüs­sel bei­sei­te ließ, sei dies das al­ler­bes­te, denn da­bei habe man eben den Vor­teil,

that any oddity that caught the eye of the pur­suer might be the same that had caught the eye of the pur­sued.

daß ir­gend et­was Auf­fäl­li­ges, das das Auge des Ver­fol­gers auf sich lenkt, das­sel­be sein kann, was das Auge des Ver­folg­ten auf sich ge­lenkt ha­ben mag.

Some­where a man must be­gin, and it had bet­ter be just where an­oth­er man might stop.

Ir­gend­wo muß­te der Mensch an­fan­gen, und es sei bes­ser, es dort zu tun, wo ein an­de­rer auf­hö­ren wür­de.

Something about that flight of steps up to the shop, something about the quiet­ude and quaint­ness of the res­taur­ant,

Et­was an die­ser Trep­pen­flucht hin­an zum Ein­gan­ge, et­was an der Ein­sam­keit und Selt­sam­keit des Re­stau­rants

roused all the de­tect­ive’s rare ro­mantic fancy and made him re­solve to strike at ran­dom.

weck­te des Ge­heim­po­li­zis­ten gan­ze ihm ei­gen­tüm­li­che Vor­lie­be für das Ro­man­ti­sche und ließ ihn den Ent­schluß fas­sen, aufs Ge­ra­te­wohl los­zu­ge­hen.

He went up the steps, and sit­ting down at a table by the win­dow, asked for a cup of black cof­fee.

So stieg er die Trep­pe em­por, ließ sich an ei­nem Ti­sche ne­ben dem Fens­ter nie­der und ver­lang­te eine Tas­se schwar­zen Kaf­fees.




It was half-way through the morn­ing, and he had not break­fas­ted;

Der hal­be Mor­gen lag schon hin­ter ihm und er hat­te noch nicht ge­früh­stückt.

the slight lit­ter of oth­er break­fasts stood about on the table to re­mind him of his hun­ger;

Der Tisch wies die un­auf­fäl­li­gen Spu­ren an­de­rer Früh­stücke auf und ge­mahn­te ihn an sei­nen Hun­ger,

and adding a poached egg to his or­der, he pro­ceeded mus­ingly

und in­dem er sei­ner Be­stel­lung noch ein Spie­ge­lei hin­zu­füg­te, mach­te er sich nach­denk­lich dar­an,

to shake some white sug­ar into his cof­fee, think­ing all the time about Flam­beau.

et­was wei­ßen Zu­cker in sei­nen Kaf­fee zu schüt­ten, wo­bei all sei­ne Ge­dan­ken sich mit Flam­beau be­schäf­tig­ten.

He re­membered how Flam­beau had es­caped, once by a pair of nail scis­sors,

Er hat­te nicht ver­ges­sen, wie die­ser ein­mal mit Hil­fe ei­ner Na­gel­sche­re ent­kom­men war

and once by a house on fire; once by hav­ing to pay for an un­stamped let­ter,

und ein an­de­res Mal mit Hil­fe ei­nes bren­nen­den Hau­ses, ein­mal, weil er für einen un­fran­kier­ten Brief Straf­por­to zu be­zah­len hat­te

and once by get­ting people to look through a tele­scope at a comet that might des­troy the world.

und ein an­de­res Mal, in­dem er die Leu­te durch ein Te­le­skop nach ei­nem Ko­me­ten bli­cken ließ, der die Welt zer­stö­ren konn­te.

He thought his de­tect­ive brain as good as the crim­in­al’s, which was true. But he fully real­ised the dis­ad­vant­age.

Va­len­tin hielt sein De­tek­tiv­ge­hirn für eben­so­gut wie das des Ver­bre­chers, und er hat­te recht, doch war er sich sei­nes Nach­tei­les voll­kom­men be­wußt.

“The crim­in­al is the cre­at­ive artist; the de­tect­ive only the crit­ic,” he said with a sour smile,

»Der schaf­fen­de Künst­ler ist der Ver­bre­cher, der De­tek­tiv ist nur der Kri­ti­ker,« sag­te er zu sich mit sau­rem Lä­cheln,

and lif­ted his cof­fee cup to his lips slowly, and put it down very quickly. He had put salt in it.

wo­bei er lang­sam sei­ne Kaf­fee­tas­se zum Mun­de führ­te – und sie sehr schnell wie­der nie­der­stell­te. Er hat­te Salz hin­ein­ge­tan.




He looked at the ves­sel from which the sil­very powder had come; it was cer­tainly a sug­ar-basin;

Er blick­te auf das Ge­fäß, wor­aus er das sil­be­ri­ge Pul­ver ge­nom­men hat­te, es war zwei­fel­los eine Zucker­do­se,

as un­mis­tak­ably meant for sug­ar as a cham­pagne-bottle for cham­pagne.

so un­ver­kenn­bar für Zu­cker be­stimmt, wie eine Cham­pa­gner­fla­sche für Cham­pa­gner.

He wondered why they should keep salt in it.

Er frag­te sich, wes­halb man Salz dar­in hielt.

He looked to see if there were any more or­tho­dox ves­sels. Yes; there were two salt-cel­lars quite full.

Dann blick­te er um sich, ob es noch wei­te­re recht­gläu­bi­ge Ge­fäße gäbe. Ja, es gab zwei voll­ge­füll­te Salz­ge­fäße.

Per­haps there was some spe­ci­al­ity in the con­di­ment in the salt-cel­lars. He tasted it; it was sug­ar.

Viel­leicht war ir­gend et­was Be­son­de­res an dem In­halt der Salz­ge­fäße. Er kos­te­te, es war Zu­cker.

Then he looked round at the res­taur­ant with a re­freshed air of in­terest, to see

Dann blick­te er mit ei­nem er­frisch­ten An­schein von In­ter­es­se im Re­stau­rant um­her, um zu se­hen,

if there were any oth­er traces of that sin­gu­lar artist­ic taste which puts the sug­ar in the salt-cel­lars and the salt in the sug­ar-basin.

ob noch ir­gend­wel­che an­de­re Spu­ren die­ses son­der­ba­ren künst­le­ri­schen Ge­schmackes zu fin­den sei­en, der Zu­cker in Salz­ge­fäßen und Salz in Zucker­do­sen ver­wahr­te.

Ex­cept for an odd splash of some dark flu­id on one of the white-papered walls,

Au­ßer ei­nem ei­gen­tüm­li­chen Fle­cken an ei­ner der weiß­ta­pe­zier­ten Wän­de, der von ir­gend­ei­ner dunklen Flüs­sig­keit her­rühr­te,

the whole place ap­peared neat, cheer­ful and or­din­ary. He rang the bell for the waiter.

schi­en der gan­ze Raum rein­lich, freund­lich und ge­wöhn­lich. Er klin­gel­te nach dem Kell­ner.




When that of­fi­cial hur­ried up, fuzzy-haired and some­what blear-eyed at that early hour,

Als der Kell­ner, not­dürf­tig ge­kämmt und et­was trief­äu­gig zu so frü­her Stun­de, her­bei­ge­eilt kam,

the de­tect­ive (who was not without an ap­pre­ci­ation of the sim­pler forms of hu­mour) asked him

er­such­te ihn der De­tek­tiv, dem der Sinn für die ein­fa­che­ren For­men des Hu­mors nicht ab­ging,

to taste the sug­ar and see if it was up to the high repu­ta­tion of the hotel.

er möge den Zu­cker kos­ten und se­hen, ob der­sel­be dem ho­hen Rufe sei­nes Ho­tels ent­spre­che.

The res­ult was that the waiter yawned sud­denly and woke up.

Das Er­geb­nis war, daß der Kell­ner plötz­lich gähn­te und er­wach­te.




“Do you play this del­ic­ate joke on your cus­tom­ers every morn­ing?” in­quired Valentin.

»Er­lau­ben Sie sich je­den Mor­gen die­sen fei­nen Scherz mit Ih­ren Gäs­ten?« frag­te Va­len­tin.

“Does chan­ging the salt and sug­ar nev­er pall on you as a jest?”

»Und be­kom­men Sie den Spaß nie satt, Salz und Zu­cker ge­gen­ein­an­der zu ver­tau­schen?«




The waiter, when this irony grew clear­er, stam­mer­ingly as­sured him that the es­tab­lish­ment had cer­tainly no such in­ten­tion; it must be a most curi­ous mis­take.

Als dem Kell­ner die­se Iro­nie ein­zu­leuch­ten be­gann, ver­si­cher­te er stam­melnd, daß sein Eta­blis­se­ment ge­wiß kei­ne der­ar­ti­gen Ab­sich­ten habe; es müs­se ein sehr ei­gen­tüm­li­cher Irr­tum vor­lie­gen.

He picked up the sug­ar-basin and looked at it; he picked up the salt-cel­lar and looked at that, his face grow­ing more and more be­wildered.

Er hob die Zucker­do­se em­por und blick­te sie an, und er hob das Salz­faß em­por und blick­te es an, wo­bei sein Ge­sicht im­mer ver­wirr­ter wur­de.

At last he ab­ruptly ex­cused him­self, and hur­ry­ing away, re­turned in a few seconds with the pro­pri­et­or.

Schließ­lich ent­schul­dig­te er sich in ab­ge­ris­se­nen Wor­ten und da­v­on­stür­zend kehr­te er nach ein paar Se­kun­den mit dem Be­sit­zer wie­der.

The pro­pri­et­or also ex­amined the sug­ar-basin and then the salt-cel­lar; the pro­pri­et­or also looked be­wildered.

Der Be­sit­zer un­ter­such­te eben­falls die Zucker­do­se und dann das Salz­faß und auch der Be­sit­zer blick­te ver­wirrt.




Sud­denly the waiter seemed to grow in­ar­tic­u­late with a rush of words.

Plötz­lich schi­en dem Kell­ner die Spra­che ver­lo­ren zu ge­hen, so sehr über­stürz­ten sich sei­ne Wor­te.




“I zink,” he stuttered eagerly, “I zink it is those two clergy-men.”

»Ich mei­ne,« stot­ter­te er em­sig, »ich mei­ne, es wa­ren die zwei Geist­li­chen.«




“What two cler­gy­men?”

»Was für zwei Geist­li­che?«




“The two cler­gy­men,” said the waiter, “that threw soup at the wall.”

»Die zwei Geist­li­chen,« er­klär­te der Kell­ner, »die, wo die Sup­pe an die Wand schmis­sen.«




“Threw soup at the wall?” re­peated Valentin, feel­ing sure this must be some sin­gu­lar Itali­an meta­phor.

»Sup­pe an die Wand schmis­sen?« wie­der­hol­te Va­len­tin, der das si­che­re Ge­fühl hat­te, es müs­se sich wohl um ir­gend­ein ita­lie­ni­sches Sprach­bild han­deln.




“Yes, yes,” said the at­tend­ant ex­citedly, and poin­ted at the dark splash on the white pa­per; “threw it over there on the wall.”

»Ja, ja,« ver­si­cher­te der Auf­wär­ter er­regt und deu­te­te auf den dunklen Fle­cken auf der wei­ßen Ta­pe­te, »– dort hin­über an die Wand.«




Valentin looked his query at the pro­pri­et­or, who came to his res­cue with fuller re­ports.

Va­len­tin blick­te wie ein Fra­ge­zei­chen den Be­sit­zer an, der ihm nun mit ei­nem aus­führ­li­chen Be­rich­te zu Hil­fe kam.




“Yes, sir,” he said, “it’s quite true, though I don’t sup­pose it has any­thing to do with the sug­ar and salt.

»Ja, Sir.« sag­te er. »es ist ganz rich­tig, wenn ich auch nicht glau­be, daß es et­was mit dem Zu­cker und Salz zu tun hat.

Two cler­gy­men came in and drank soup here very early, as soon as the shut­ters were taken down.

Zwei Geist­li­che ka­men her­ein und aßen sehr früh einen Tel­ler Sup­pe, kaum daß wir die Lä­den auf­ge­macht hat­ten.

They were both very quiet, re­spect­able people; one of them paid the bill and went out;

Sie wa­ren bei­de sehr ru­hi­ge, an­stän­di­ge Leu­te; der eine von ih­nen zahl­te die Rech­nung und ging hin­aus,

the oth­er, who seemed a slower coach al­to­geth­er, was some minutes longer get­ting his things to­geth­er.

der an­de­re, der über­haupt eine lang­sa­me­re Kut­sche zu fah­ren schi­en, brauch­te ei­ni­ge Mi­nu­ten län­ger, sei­ne Sa­chen zu­sam­men­zu­klau­ben.

But he went at last. Only, the in­stant be­fore he stepped into the street he de­lib­er­ately picked up his cup,

Aber schließ­lich ging er. Nur im Au­gen­blick, ehe er auf die Stra­ße hin­austrat, er­griff er be­däch­tig sei­ne Tas­se,

which he had only half emp­tied, and threw the soup slap on the wall.

die nur halb ge­leert war, und schwaps warf er die Sup­pe an die Wand.

I was in the back room my­self, and so was the waiter;

Ich selbst war im Hin­ter­zim­mer und auch der Kell­ner,

so I could only rush out in time to find the wall splashed and the shop empty.

und so konn­te ich nur noch hin­aus­sprin­gen, um den Fle­cken an der Wand und das Zim­mer leer zu fin­den.

It don’t do any par­tic­u­lar dam­age, but it was con­foun­ded cheek; and I tried to catch the men in the street.

Es ist kein ar­ger Scha­den, aber es war nie­der­träch­tig, dreist von ihm, und ich such­te den Mann auf der Stra­ße ein­zu­ho­len.

They were too far off though; I only no­ticed they went round the next corner into Carstairs Street.”

Aber sie wa­ren schon zu weit weg; ich be­merk­te nur, daß sie um die nächs­te Ecke und in Car­stairs Street ein­bo­gen.«




The de­tect­ive was on his feet, hat settled and stick in hand.

Der Ge­heim­po­li­zist war auf den Fü­ßen den Hut auf dem Kopf und den Stock in der Hand.

He had already de­cided that in the uni­ver­sal dark­ness of his mind

Er hat­te be­reits ent­schie­den, daß er in dem all­ge­mei­nen Dun­kel sei­nes Über­le­gens

he could only fol­low the first odd fin­ger that poin­ted; and this fin­ger was odd enough.

nur dem ers­ten merk­wür­di­gen Fin­ger­zeig, der ir­gend­wo­hin wies, fol­gen konn­te; und die­ser Fin­ger­zeig war merk­wür­dig ge­nug.

Pay­ing his bill and clash­ing the glass doors be­hind him, he was soon swinging round into the oth­er street.

Sei­ne Rech­nung be­zah­lend und die Gla­stü­ren hin­ter sich zu­wer­fend bog er schon um die Ecke nach der an­de­ren Stra­ße zu.




It was for­tu­nate that even in such fevered mo­ments his eye was cool and quick.

Es war ein Glück, daß selbst in so fie­ber­haf­ten Au­gen­bli­cken sein Auge kühl und flink blieb.

Something in a shop-front went by him like a mere flash; yet he went back to look at it.

Et­was in ei­nem ge­gen­über­lie­gen­den La­den zog an ihm vor­über wie ein Blitz; den­noch ging er zu­rück, um dar­nach zu se­hen.

The shop was a pop­u­lar green­gro­cer and fruit­er­er’s,

Der La­den war der ei­nes ge­wöhn­li­chen Ge­mü­se- und Obst­händ­lers,

an ar­ray of goods set out in the open air and plainly tick­eted with their names and prices.

und eine Rei­he von Wa­ren mit deut­li­chen Schil­dern da­bei mit Na­men und Prei­sen wa­ren im Frei­en auf­ge­stellt.

In the two most prom­in­ent com­part­ments were two heaps, of or­anges and of nuts re­spect­ively.

In den bei­den am meis­ten in die Au­gen fal­len­den Ab­tei­lun­gen be­fan­den sich zwei Hau­fen, ei­ner von Oran­gen und der an­de­re von Nüs­sen.

On the heap of nuts lay a scrap of card­board, on which was writ­ten in bold, blue chalk, “Best tan­ger­ine or­anges, two a penny.”

Auf dem Hau­fen Nüs­se lag ein Stück Pap­pe, wor­auf mit grel­lem Blau­stif­te ge­schrie­ben stand: »Bes­te Tan­ger Oran­gen, zwei 1 Pen­ny.«

On the or­anges was the equally clear and ex­act de­scrip­tion, “Finest Brazil nuts, 4d. a lb.”

Auf den Oran­gen war die eben­so kla­re und ge­naue Be­schrei­bung: »Feins­te Bra­sil-Nüs­se, 4 Pence das Pfund.«

M. Valentin looked at these two plac­ards and fan­cied he had met this highly subtle form of hu­mour be­fore, and that some­what re­cently.

Mon­sieur Va­len­tin blick­te auf die­se bei­den Pla­ka­te; es dünk­te ihm, die­se äu­ßerst fein­sin­ni­ge Art von Witz müs­se er schon ir­gend­wo an­ge­trof­fen ha­ben, und zwar erst vor kur­z­em.

He drew the at­ten­tion of the red-faced fruit­er­er,

Er lenk­te die Auf­merk­sam­keit des krebs­ro­ten Obst­händ­lers,

who was look­ing rather sul­lenly up and down the street, to this in­ac­cur­acy in his ad­vert­ise­ments.

der ziem­lich ver­drieß­lich die Stra­ße auf und nie­der blick­te, auf die Un­ge­nau­ig­keit in sei­nen An­kün­di­gun­gen.

The fruit­er­er said noth­ing, but sharply put each card into its prop­er place.

Der Obst­händ­ler sag­te nichts, son­dern brach­te nur un­wirsch jede Ta­fel an den rich­ti­gen Platz.

The de­tect­ive, lean­ing el­eg­antly on his walk­ing-cane, con­tin­ued to scru­tin­ise the shop. At last he said,

Ele­gant auf sei­nen Spa­zier­stock ge­stützt fuhr Va­len­tin fort, den La­den zu prü­fen. Schließ­lich sag­te er:

“Pray ex­cuse my ap­par­ent ir­rel­ev­ance, my good sir, but I should like to ask you a ques­tion in ex­per­i­ment­al psy­cho­logy and the as­so­ci­ation of ideas.”

»Ent­schul­di­gen Sie, bit­te, mein gu­ter Mann, wenn ich mich an­schei­nend in frem­de Din­ge mi­sche, aber ich möch­te ger­ne eine Fra­ge in ex­pe­ri­men­tel­ler Psy­cho­lo­gie und Ide­en­as­so­zia­ti­on an Sie stel­len.«




The red-faced shop­man re­garded him with an eye of men­ace; but he con­tin­ued gaily, swinging his cane,

Der krebs­ro­te Händ­ler be­trach­te­te ihn dro­hen­den Blickes, doch fuhr je­ner sei­nen Stock schwin­gend mun­ter fort:

“Why,” he pur­sued, “why are two tick­ets wrongly placed in a green­gro­cer’s shop like a shovel hat that has come to Lon­don for a hol­i­day?

»Wes­halb,« frag­te er. »sind in ei­nem Ge­mü­se­la­den zwei Ta­feln un­rich­tig auf­ge­stellt wie ein Schau­fel­hut, der auf einen Fei­er­tag nach Lon­don her­ein­ge­kom­men ist?

Or, in case I do not make my­self clear, what is the mys­tic­al as­so­ci­ation

Oder, falls ich mich nicht klar aus­drücken soll­te, wel­ches ist die ge­heim­nis­vol­le As­so­zia­ti­on,

which con­nects the idea of nuts marked as or­anges with the idea of two cler­gy­men, one tall and the oth­er short?”

wel­che den Ge­dan­ken an als Oran­gen be­zeich­ne­te Nüs­se mit dem Ge­dan­ken an zwei Geist­li­che einen lan­gen und einen kur­z­en, in Ver­bin­dung bringt?«




The eyes of the trades­man stood out of his head like a snail’s;

Die Au­gen des Händ­lers tra­ten aus sei­nem Kopfe her­vor wie bei ei­ner Schne­cke

he really seemed for an in­stant likely to fling him­self upon the stranger.

und es sah wirk­lich einen Au­gen­blick aus, als wol­le er sich auf den Frem­den stür­zen.

At last he stammered an­grily:

End­lich stieß er zor­nig her­vor:

“I don’t know what you ’ave to do with it, but if you’re one of their friends,

»Ich weiß nicht, was Sie das an­geht, aber wenn Sie ei­ner von ih­ren Freun­den sind,

you can tell ’em from me that I’ll knock their silly ’eads off, par­sons or no par­sons, if they up­set my apples again.”

kön­nen Sie ih­nen in mei­nem Na­men sa­gen, daß ich ih­nen, ob Pfar­rer oder nicht Pfar­rer, ihre arm­se­li­gen Schä­del ein­schla­gen wer­de, wenn sie noch­mals Äp­fel über den Hau­fen wer­fen.«




“In­deed?” asked the de­tect­ive, with great sym­pathy. “Did they up­set your apples?”

»Wirk­lich?« frag­te der Ge­heim­po­li­zist mit großer An­teil­nah­me, »ha­ben sie Ih­nen die Äp­fel über den Hau­fen ge­wor­fen?«




“One of ’em did,” said the heated shop­man; “rolled ’em all over the street.

»Ja, ei­ner von ih­nen,« er­wi­der­te der er­hitz­te Krä­mer. »hat sie über die gan­ze Stra­ße ver­streut.

I’d ’ave caught the fool but for hav­in’ to pick ’em up.”

Ich hät­te den Hans­wurs­ten er­wi­scht, wenn ich nicht die Äp­fel auf­zu­le­sen ge­habt hät­te.«




“Which way did these par­sons go?” asked Valentin.

»Wel­chen Weg ha­ben die Pfar­rer ein­ge­schla­gen?« frag­te Va­len­tin.




“Up that second road on the left-hand side, and then across the square,” said the oth­er promptly.

»Die zwei­te Stra­ße dort links und dann über den Platz,« er­wi­der­te der an­de­re prompt.




“Thanks,” replied Valentin, and van­ished like a fairy.

»Dan­ke,« emp­fahl sich Va­len­tin und ver­schwand wie ver­zau­bert.

On the oth­er side of the second square he found a po­lice­man, and said:

Auf der an­de­ren Sei­te des zwei­ten Häu­ser­vier­ecks fand er einen Po­li­zis­ten und sprach ihn an.

“This is ur­gent, con­stable; have you seen two cler­gy­men in shovel hats?”

»Hier, drin­gend, Schutz­mann. Ha­ben Sie zwei Geist­li­che in Schau­fel­hü­ten ge­se­hen?«




The po­lice­man began to chuckle heav­ily.

Der Po­li­zist be­gann hef­tig zu ki­chern.

“I ’ave, sir; and if you arst me, one of ’em was drunk. He stood in the middle of the road that be­wildered that —”

»Habe ich, Sir, und wenn Sie es wis­sen wol­len, ei­ner von ih­nen war be­trun­ken. Er stand mit­ten auf der Stra­ße –«




“Which way did they go?” snapped Valentin.

»Wel­chen Weg hat er ein­ge­schla­gen?« schnauz­te ihn Va­len­tin an.




“They took one of them yel­low buses over there,” answered the man; “them that go to Hamp­stead.”

»Sie nah­men einen von je­nen gel­ben Om­ni­bus­sen dort drü­ben,« ant­wor­te­te der Mann, »die nach Hamps­tead ge­hen.«




Valentin pro­duced his of­fi­cial card and said very rap­idly:

Va­len­tin wies sei­ne Er­ken­nungs­kar­te vor und sag­te has­tig:

“Call up two of your men to come with me in pur­suit,” and crossed the road with such con­ta­gious en­ergy

»Ru­fen Sie zwei von Ih­ren Leu­ten, sie sol­len mit mir kom­men, eine Ver­fol­gung auf­neh­men,« und er quer­te die Stra­ße mit solch an­ste­cken­der Ener­gie,

that the pon­der­ous po­lice­man was moved to al­most agile obed­i­ence.

daß der schwer­fäl­li­ge Po­li­zist zu bei­na­he be­hen­dem Ge­hor­chen sich be­wo­gen sah.

In a minute and a half the French de­tect­ive was joined on the op­pos­ite pave­ment by an in­spect­or and a man in plain clothes.

In an­dert­halb Mi­nu­ten war der fran­zö­si­sche De­tek­tiv auf dem ge­gen­über­lie­gen­den Gang­steig von ei­nem In­spek­tor und ei­nem Wach­mann in Zi­vil ein­ge­holt.




“Well, sir,” began the former, with smil­ing im­port­ance, “and what may —?”

»Well, Sir,« be­gann ers­te­rer mit lä­cheln­der Wich­tig­tue­rei, »und wo­mit kann ich –«




Valentin poin­ted sud­denly with his cane.

Va­len­tin deu­te­te plötz­lich mit dem Knop­fe sei­nes Stockes.

“I’ll tell you on the top of that om­ni­bus,” he said, and was dart­ing and dodging across the tangle of the traffic.

»Ich wer­de es Ih­nen auf dem Dache je­nes Om­ni­bus sa­gen,« be­merk­te er und sprang und wand sich durch das Ge­wirr des Stra­ßen­ver­kehrs.

When all three sank pant­ing on the top seats of the yel­low vehicle, the in­spect­or said:

Als alle drei keu­chend auf die Dach­sit­ze des gel­ben Fahr­zeu­ges nie­der­san­ken, mein­te der In­spek­tor:

“We could go four times as quick in a taxi.”

»Mit ei­nem Taxi kämen wir vier­mal so rasch vor­an.«




“Quite true,” replied their lead­er pla­cidly, “if we only had an idea of where we were go­ing.”

»Ganz rich­tig,« ant­wor­te­te der An­füh­rer ru­hig, »wenn wir nur eine Ah­nung hät­ten, wo­hin wir ge­hen.«




“Well, where are you go­ing?” asked the oth­er, star­ing.

»Well, aber wo­hin wol­len Sie denn?« frag­te je­ner ihn an­star­rend.




Valentin smoked frown­ingly for a few seconds; then, re­mov­ing his ci­gar­ette, he said:

Va­len­tin, die Stir­ne run­zelnd, rauch­te schwei­gend ei­ni­ge Se­kun­den, dann nahm er sei­ne Zi­ga­ret­te in die Hand und sag­te:

“If you know what a man’s do­ing, get in front of him; but if you want to guess what he’s do­ing, keep be­hind him.

»Wenn Sie wis­sen, was ein Mensch tut, lau­fen Sie vor ihm her; wenn Sie aber her­aus­brin­gen wol­len, was er tut, hal­ten Sie sich hin­ter ihm.

Stray when he strays; stop when he stops; travel as slowly as he.

Schlen­dern Sie, wenn er schlen­dert, blei­ben Sie ste­hen, wenn er ste­hen­bleibt, schrei­ten Sie vor­an so lang­sam, wie er es tut,

Then you may see what he saw and may act as he ac­ted.

dann kön­nen Sie se­hen, was er sah, und kön­nen han­deln, wie er ge­han­delt hat.

All we can do is to keep our eyes skinned for a queer thing.”

Al­les, was wir tun kön­nen, ist, un­se­re Au­gen of­fen zu hal­ten nach ei­nem ver­däch­ti­gen Din­ge.«




“What sort of queer thing do you mean?” asked the in­spect­or.

»Wel­che Sor­te ver­däch­ti­gen Din­ges mei­nen Sie?« frag­te der In­spek­tor.




“Any sort of queer thing,” answered Valentin, and re­lapsed into ob­stin­ate si­lence.

»Jede Sor­te ver­däch­ti­gen Din­ges,« ant­wor­te­te Va­len­tin und ver­fiel in hart­nä­cki­ges Schwei­gen.




The yel­low om­ni­bus crawled up the north­ern roads for what seemed like hours on end;

Der gel­be Om­ni­bus kroch die nach Nor­den hin­aus füh­ren­den Stra­ßen ent­lang, hin durch et­was, was end­lo­se Stun­den schi­en;

the great de­tect­ive would not ex­plain fur­ther, and per­haps his as­sist­ants felt a si­lent and grow­ing doubt of his er­rand.

der große De­tek­tiv woll­te sich nicht wei­ter er­klä­ren und sei­ne Ge­hil­fen emp­fan­den mög­li­cher­wei­se einen stil­len und wach­sen­den Zwei­fel hin­sicht­lich sei­nes Un­ter­neh­mens.

Per­haps, also, they felt a si­lent and grow­ing de­sire for lunch, for the hours crept long past the nor­mal lunch­eon hour,

Viel­leicht auch fühl­ten sie ein stil­les und wach­sen­des Ver­lan­gen nach ih­rem Lunch, denn die Stun­den ver­gin­gen und lan­ge schon war die nor­ma­le Mit­tags­mahl­stun­de ver­stri­chen,

and the long roads of the North Lon­don sub­urbs seemed to shoot out into length after length like an in­fernal tele­scope.

doch die lan­gen Stra­ßen der Nord-Lon­do­ner Vor­städ­te schie­nen sich aus ei­ner Län­ge in die an­de­re zu schie­ben wie ein höl­li­sches Te­le­skop.

It was one of those jour­neys on which a man per­petu­ally feels

Es war eine je­ner Fahr­ten, bei de­nen der Mensch un­auf­hör­lich fühlt,

that now at last he must have come to the end of the uni­verse, and then finds he has only come to the be­gin­ning of Tufnell Park.

daß er jetzt end­lich am Ende des Uni­ver­sums an­ge­kom­men sein müs­se, um dann zu fin­den, daß er erst am An­fang von Tuf­nell Park sei.

Lon­don died away in draggled tav­erns and dreary scrubs, and then was un­ac­count­ably born again in blaz­ing high streets and blatant ho­tels.

Lon­don ver­lor sich in schmut­zi­gen Schen­ken und ödem Ge­strüpp und war dann wie­der un­er­klär­lich zu glän­zen­den Haupt­stra­ßen und ge­räusch­vol­len Ho­tels ge­bo­ren.

It was like passing through thir­teen sep­ar­ate vul­gar cit­ies all just touch­ing each oth­er.

Es war, wie wenn man durch drei­zehn ein­zel­ne ge­wöhn­li­che Städ­te fuhr, von de­nen eine an die an­de­re stieß.

But though the winter twi­light was already threat­en­ing the road ahead of them,

Doch ob­wohl die Win­ter­däm­me­rung be­reits über die vor ih­nen lie­gen­de Stra­ße sich senk­te,

the Parisi­an de­tect­ive still sat si­lent and watch­ful, eye­ing the front­age of the streets that slid by on either side.

saß der Pa­ri­ser De­tek­tiv im­mer noch schweig­sam und wach­sam und mus­ter­te die Stirn­sei­ten der Stra­ßen, die zu bei­den Sei­ten vor­über­g­lit­ten.

By the time they had left Cam­den Town be­hind, the po­lice­men were nearly asleep; at least, they gave something like a jump

Um die Zeit, da sie Cam­den Town hin­ter sich ge­las­sen hat­ten, wa­ren die Po­li­zis­ten na­he­zu ein­ge­schla­fen, we­nigs­tens mach­ten sie so et­was wie einen Satz,

as Valentin leapt erect, struck a hand on each man’s shoulder, and shouted to the driver to stop.

als Va­len­tin sich auf­rich­te­te, je­dem auf die Schul­ter klopf­te und dem Kut­scher zu­rief, an­zu­hal­ten.




They tumbled down the steps into the road without real­ising why they had been dis­lodged;

Sie tau­mel­ten die Trep­pe hin­ab auf die Stra­ße, ohne zu wis­sen, wes­halb sie aus­quar­tiert wur­den;

when they looked round for en­light­en­ment they found Valentin tri­umphantly point­ing his fin­ger to­wards a win­dow on the left side of the road.

als sie sich um Er­leuch­tung um­blick­ten, sa­hen sie Va­len­tin tri­um­phie­rend mit dem Fin­ger auf ein Fens­ter auf der lin­ken Sei­te der Stra­ße wei­sen.

It was a large win­dow, form­ing part of the long facade of a gilt and pala­tial pub­lic-house;

Es war ein großes Fens­ter und bil­de­te einen Teil der lan­gen Fassa­de ei­nes glän­zen­den und pa­last­ar­ti­gen Gast­hau­ses,

it was the part re­served for re­spect­able din­ing, and la­belled “Res­taur­ant.”

ei­nes je­ner für das bes­se­re Pu­bli­kum vor­ge­se­he­nen, über dem das Wort »Re­stau­rant« stand.

This win­dow, like all the rest along the front­age of the hotel, was of fros­ted and figured glass;

Die­ses Fens­ter war, wie alle üb­ri­gen längs der Stirn­sei­te des Ho­tels, aus mit Mus­tern ver­se­he­nem Frost­gla­se;

but in the middle of it was a big, black smash, like a star in the ice.

in sei­ner Mit­te je­doch be­fand sich ein großer schwar­zer Sprung wie ein Stern im Eise.




“Our cue at last,” cried Valentin, wav­ing his stick; “the place with the broken win­dow.”

»End­lich un­se­re Spur,« schrie Va­len­tin, sei­nen Stock schwin­gend, »der Ort mit dem zer­bro­che­nen Fens­ter.«




“What win­dow? What cue?” asked his prin­cip­al as­sist­ant. “Why, what proof is there that this has any­thing to do with them?”

»Wel­ches Fens­ter? Wel­che Spur?« frag­te der Haupt­ge­hil­fe, »Wie­so? Wo ist der Be­weis, daß dies ir­gend et­was mit ih­nen zu tun hat?«




Valentin al­most broke his bam­boo stick with rage.

Va­len­tin zer­brach bei­na­he sei­nen Bam­busstock vor Zorn.




“Proof!” he cried. “Good God! the man is look­ing for proof! Why, of course, the chances are twenty to one that it has noth­ing to do with them.

»Be­weis!« schrie er. »Gu­ter Gott, der Mann sucht nach ei­nem Be­wei­se! Je nun, na­tür­lich, die Chan­cen sind zwan­zig ge­gen eins, daß es nichts mit ih­nen zu tun hat.

But what else can we do? Don’t you see we must either fol­low one wild pos­sib­il­ity or else go home to bed?” He banged his way into the res­taur­ant,

Aber was kön­nen wir sonst tun? Se­hen Sie nicht, wir müs­sen ent­we­der ei­ner Mög­lich­keit fol­gen oder nach Hau­se ge­hen und uns zu Bett le­gen?«

fol­lowed by his com­pan­ions, and they were soon seated at a late lunch­eon at a little table,

Ge­folgt von sei­nen bei­den Ge­fähr­ten bahn­te er sich einen Weg in das Re­stau­rant und bald sa­ßen sie zu ei­nem ver­spä­te­ten Lunch an ei­nem klei­nen Ti­sche bei­sam­men

and looked at the star of smashed glass from the in­side. Not that it was very in­form­at­ive to them even then.

und be­sa­hen sich den Stern im zer­trüm­mer­ten Gla­se von in­nen. Nicht etwa, daß er von hier aus be­son­ders be­leh­rend ge­we­sen wäre!




“Got your win­dow broken, I see,” said Valentin to the waiter as he paid the bill.

»Ha­ben Ihr Fens­ter zer­bro­chen, wie ich sehe,« be­gann Va­len­tin zum Kell­ner, als er sei­ne Rech­nung be­zahl­te.




“Yes, sir,” answered the at­tend­ant, bend­ing busily over the change,

»Ja, Sir,« ant­wor­te­te der Auf­wär­ter, in­dem er sich ge­schäf­tig über das Wech­sel­geld beug­te,

to which Valentin si­lently ad­ded an enorm­ous tip. The waiter straightened him­self with mild but un­mis­tak­able an­im­a­tion.

wel­chem Va­len­tin schwei­gend ein er­kleck­li­ches Trink­geld hin­zu­ge­fügt hat­te. Der Kell­ner rich­te­te sich mit leich­ter, aber un­ver­kenn­ba­rer Leb­haf­tig­keit auf.




“Ah, yes, sir,” he said. “Very odd thing, that, sir.”

»Ah, ja, Sir,« sag­te er. »Sehr spa­ßi­ges Ding das, Sir.«




“In­deed?” Tell us about it,” said the de­tect­ive with care­less curi­os­ity.

»Wirk­lich? Er­zäh­len Sie uns,« er­such­te der De­tek­tiv mit sorg­lo­ser Neu­gier­de.




“Well, two gents in black came in,” said the waiter; “two of those for­eign par­sons that are run­ning about.

»Well, zwei Gäs­te in Schwarz ka­men her­ein,« be­gann der Kell­ner, »zwei von je­nen frem­den Pfar­rern, wie sie jetzt her­um­lau­fen.

They had a cheap and quiet little lunch, and one of them paid for it and went out.

Sie ha­ben in al­ler Ruhe eine bil­li­ge Mahl­zeit ge­nom­men und ei­ner von ih­nen be­zahl­te da­für und ging hin­aus.

The oth­er was just go­ing out to join him when I looked at my change again and found he’d paid me more than three times too much.

Der an­de­re war ge­ra­de da­bei, sich an­zu­schlie­ßen, als ich noch­mals auf mein Wech­sel­geld schau­te und sah, daß er mir mehr als zwei­mal zu viel be­zahlt hat­te.

‘Here,’ I says to the chap who was nearly out of the door, ‘you’ve paid too much.’

›Hier,‹ sage ich zu dem Bur­schen, der schon bei­na­he drau­ßen war, ›Sie ha­ben zu­viel be­zahlt.‹

‘Oh,’ he says, very cool, ‘have we?’ ‘Yes,’ I says, and picks up the bill to show him. Well, that was a knock-out.”

›O,‹ sagt er sehr kühl, ›ha­ben wir?‹ Ja, sage ich und grei­fe nach der Rech­nung, um sie ihm zu zei­gen. Well, ich war ent­waff­net:«




“What do you mean?” asked his in­ter­locutor.

»Wie mei­nen Sie das?« frag­te der an­de­re.




“Well, I’d have sworn on sev­en Bibles that I’d put 4s. on that bill.

»Well, ich hät­te einen Eid auf sie­ben Bi­beln ge­schwo­ren, daß ich vier Schil­lin­ge auf die Rech­nung ge­setzt hat­te.

But now I saw I’d put 14s., as plain as paint.”

Aber jetzt sah ich, ich hat­te vier­zehn Schil­lin­ge ge­schrie­ben, so deut­lich wie ge­malt.«




“Well?” cried Valentin, mov­ing slowly, but with burn­ing eyes, “and then?”

»Nun?« schrie Va­len­tin, sich lang­sam, aber mit bren­nen­den Au­gen ent­fer­nend. »Und dann?«




“The par­son at the door he says all se­rene, ‘Sorry to con­fuse your ac­counts, but it’ll pay for the win­dow.’

»Der Pfar­rer an der Türe, der sag­te ganz hei­ter: ›Be­daue­re, wenn ich Ihre Rech­nung et­was durch­ein­an­der­brin­ge, aber ich will für das Fens­ter be­zah­len.‹

‘What win­dow?’ I says. ‘The one I’m go­ing to break,’ he says, and smashed that blessed pane with his um­brella.”

›Wel­ches Fens­ter?‹ frag­te ich. ›Das, wel­ches ich ein­hau­en wer­de,‹ sag­te er und zer­schlug die Schei­be dort mit sei­nem Re­gen­schirm.«




All three in­quirers made an ex­clam­a­tion; and the in­spect­or said un­der his breath,

Alle drei Fra­ger stie­ßen einen Aus­ruf her­vor und der In­spek­tor mein­te mit sto­cken­dem Atem:

“Are we after es­caped lun­at­ics?”

»Sind wir hin­ter aus­ge­bro­che­nen Irr­sin­ni­gen her?«

The waiter went on with some rel­ish for the ri­dicu­lous story:

Der Kell­ner fuhr mit ei­nem ge­wis­sen Wohl­ge­fal­len an der lä­cher­li­chen Ge­schich­te fort:




“I was so knocked silly for a second, I couldn’t do any­thing.

»Ich war für einen Au­gen­blick so ver­dutzt, daß ich zu nichts fä­hig war.

The man marched out of the place and joined his friend just round the corner.

Der Mann ging zur Türe hin­aus und er­reich­te sei­nen Freund ge­ra­de an der Ecke.

Then they went so quick up Bul­lock Street that I couldn’t catch them, though I ran round the bars to do it.”

Dann gin­gen sie so rasch Bullock Street hin­auf, daß ich sie nicht ein­ho­len konn­te, ob­wohl ich durch die Schen­ke lief.«




“Bul­lock Street,” said the de­tect­ive, and shot up that thor­ough­fare as quickly as the strange couple he pur­sued.

»Bullock Street,« sag­te der De­tek­tiv und schoß die­se Stra­ße hin­ab, so schnell wie das son­der­ba­re Paar, das er ver­folg­te.




Their jour­ney now took them through bare brick ways like tun­nels; streets with few lights and even with few win­dows;

Ihre Fahrt führ­te sie jetzt zwi­schen kah­len Mau­ern hin wie durch Tun­nels, Stra­ßen mit we­ni­gen Lich­tern und selbst mit we­ni­gen Fens­tern.

streets that seemed built out of the blank backs of everything and every­where.

Stra­ßen, die über­all aus den kah­len Rück­wän­den ge­bil­det zu sein schie­nen.

Dusk was deep­en­ing, and it was not easy even for the Lon­don po­lice­men to guess in what ex­act dir­ec­tion they were tread­ing.

Die Däm­me­rung nahm zu und es war für die Lon­do­ner Po­li­zis­ten nicht leicht, fest­zu­hal­ten, nach wel­cher ge­nau­en Rich­tung sie schrit­ten.

The in­spect­or, however, was pretty cer­tain that they would even­tu­ally strike some part of Hamp­stead Heath.

Der In­spek­tor je­doch war so viel wie si­cher, daß sie mög­li­cher­wei­se auf ir­gend­ei­nen Teil der Hamps­tead-Hei­de sto­ßen wür­den.

Ab­ruptly one bul­ging gas-lit win­dow broke the blue twi­light like a bull’s-eye lan­tern;

Un­er­war­tet un­ter­brach ein her­vor­tre­ten­des, gas­be­leuch­te­tes Fens­ter wie eine Blend­la­ter­ne das blaue Zwie­licht

and Valentin stopped an in­stant be­fore a little gar­ish sweet­stuff shop.

und Va­len­tin blieb einen Au­gen­blick vor ei­nem klei­nen zier­li­chen Zucker­bäcker­la­den ste­hen.

After an in­stant’s hes­it­a­tion he went in; he stood amid the gaudy col­ours of the con­fec­tion­ery with en­tire grav­ity and bought thir­teen chocol­ate ci­gars with a cer­tain care.

Nach ei­ner Se­kun­de Zö­gerns trat er ein. In­mit­ten der bun­ten Far­ben der Kon­di­to­rei sei­nen vol­len Ernst be­wah­rend kauf­te er mit ei­ner ge­wis­sen Sorg­falt drei­zehn Scho­ko­la­de­zi­gar­ren.

He was clearly pre­par­ing an open­ing; but he did not need one.

Of­fen­sicht­lich be­rei­te­te er eine An­re­de vor, doch be­durf­te es der­sel­ben nicht.




An an­gu­lar, eld­erly young wo­man in the shop had re­garded his el­eg­ant ap­pear­ance with a merely auto­mat­ic in­quiry;

Eine stei­fe ält­li­che Jung­fer im La­den hat­te rein au­to­ma­tisch prü­fend sei­ne ele­gan­te Er­schei­nung be­trach­tet;

but when she saw the door be­hind him blocked with the blue uni­form of the in­spect­or, her eyes seemed to wake up.

als sie je­doch die Türe hin­ter ihm von der blau­en Uni­form des In­spek­tors ver­stellt sah, schie­nen ihre Au­gen auf­zu­wa­chen:




“Oh,” she said, “if you’ve come about that par­cel, I’ve sent it off already.”

»O,« sag­te sie, »wenn Sie we­gen des Pa­ke­tes ge­kom­men sind, das habe ich schon weg­ge­schickt.«




“Par­cel?” re­peated Valentin; and it was his turn to look in­quir­ing.

»Pa­ket!« wie­der­hol­te Va­len­tin, und nun war es an ihm, fra­gend zu bli­cken.




“I mean the par­cel the gen­tle­man left — the cler­gy­man gen­tle­man.”

»Ich mei­ne das Pa­ket, das der Herr hier ge­las­sen hat – der Geist­li­che.«




“For good­ness’ sake,” said Valentin, lean­ing for­ward with his first real con­fes­sion of eager­ness,

»Ums Him­mels wil­len!« rief Va­len­tin und beug­te sich vor­wärts, zum ers­ten Male wirk­li­che Be­gier­de auf dem Ge­sich­te.

“for Heav­en’s sake tell us what happened ex­actly.”

»Ums Him­mels wil­len, sa­gen Sie uns ge­nau, was vor­ge­fal­len ist!«




“Well,” said the wo­man a little doubt­fully,

»Nun,« er­zähl­te die Frau et­was un­si­cher,

“the cler­gy­men came in about half an hour ago and bought some pep­per­mints and talked a bit, and then went off to­wards the Heath.

»die Geist­li­chen ka­men vor ei­ner hal­b­en Stun­de her­ein und kauf­ten et­was Pfef­fer­minz und plau­der­ten ein we­nig, und dann gin­gen sie weg, der Hei­de zu.

But a second after, one of them runs back into the shop and says, ‘Have I left a par­cel!’

Aber eine Se­kun­de dar­auf kommt der eine von ih­nen in den La­den zu­rück und sagt: ›Habe ich ein Pa­ket lie­gen ge­las­sen?‹

Well, I looked every­where and couldn’t see one;

Well, ich sah über­all nach und konn­te kei­nes fin­den;

so he says, ‘Nev­er mind; but if it should turn up, please post it to this ad­dress,’

so­mit sagt er: ›Es tut nichts, aber wenn es zum Vor­schein kommt, schi­cken Sie es, bit­te, an die­se Adres­se‹

and he left me the ad­dress and a shil­ling for my trouble.

und hin­ter­ließ mir die Adres­se und einen Schil­ling für mei­ne Mühe.

And sure enough, though I thought I’d looked every­where,

Und wirk­lich, ob­wohl ich ge­glaubt hat­te, ich hät­te über­all nach­ge­se­hen,

I found he’d left a brown pa­per par­cel, so I pos­ted it to the place he said.

fand ich, daß er ein Pa­ket aus brau­nem Pa­pier lie­gen ge­las­sen hat­te, und so schick­te ich es dort­hin, wo er ge­sagt hat­te.

I can’t re­mem­ber the ad­dress now; it was some­where in West­min­ster.

Ich er­in­ne­re mich nicht mehr der Adres­se, es war ir­gend­wo in West­mins­ter.

But as the thing seemed so im­port­ant, I thought per­haps the po­lice had come about it.”

Aber nach­dem das Ding so wich­tig schi­en, dach­te ich, viel­leicht sei die Po­li­zei dar­um ge­kom­men.«




“So they have,” said Valentin shortly. “Is Hamp­stead Heath near here?”

»Ist sie auch,« sag­te Va­len­tin kurz. »Ist die Hamps­tead-Hei­de weit von hier?«




“Straight on for fif­teen minutes,” said the wo­man, “and you’ll come right out on the open.”

»Ge­ra­de­aus fünf­zehn Mi­nu­ten.« er­wi­der­te die Frau. »und Sie kom­men di­rekt hin­aus ins Freie.«

Valentin sprang out of the shop and began to run. The oth­er de­tect­ives fol­lowed him at a re­luct­ant trot.

Va­len­tin sprang zum La­den hin­aus und be­gann zu lau­fen und die an­de­ren Po­li­zis­ten folg­ten ihm in wi­der­wil­li­gem Trapp.




The street they threaded was so nar­row and shut in by shad­ows

Die Stra­ße, durch wel­che sie ka­men, war so enge und in Schat­ten gehüllt,

that when they came out un­ex­pec­tedly into the void com­mon and vast sky they were startled to find the even­ing still so light and clear.

daß, als sie un­er­war­tet un­ter den wei­ten Him­mel hin­aus ins Freie ka­men, es sie über­rasch­te, den Abend noch so hell und klar zu fin­den.

A per­fect dome of pea­cock-green sank into gold amid the black­en­ing trees and the dark vi­ol­et dis­tances.

Eine vollen­de­te Kup­pel von Pfau­en­grün senk­te sich in Gold zwi­schen den schwärz­li­chen Bäu­men und den dun­kel­vio­let­ten Far­nen her­nie­der.

The glow­ing green tint was just deep enough to pick out in points of crys­tal one or two stars.

Die glü­hend­grü­ne Fär­bung war ge­ra­de tief ge­nug, wie Kris­tall­punk­te einen oder zwei Ster­ne her­vor­zu­he­ben.

All that was left of the day­light lay in a golden glit­ter across the edge of Hamp­stead and that pop­u­lar hol­low which is called the Vale of Health.

Al­les, was von Ta­ges­licht üb­rig­ge­blie­ben war, lag in ei­nem gol­de­nen Schim­mer über dem Ran­de von Hamps­tead und je­ner volks­tüm­li­chen Mul­de, die den Na­men Hei­de­tal trägt.

The hol­i­day makers who roam this re­gion had not wholly dis­persed;

Die Sonn­tags­aus­flüg­ler, wel­che in die­ser Ge­gend um­her­schwei­fen, hat­ten sich noch nicht ganz ver­lau­fen;

a few couples sat shape­lessly on benches; and here and there a dis­tant girl still shrieked in one of the swings.

un­förm­lich sa­ßen ei­ni­ge Paa­re auf Bän­ken und hier und da kreisch­te noch in der Fer­ne in ei­ner der Schau­keln ein Mäd­chen.

The glory of heav­en deepened and darkened around the sub­lime vul­gar­ity of man; and stand­ing on the slope and look­ing across the val­ley, Valentin be­held the thing which he sought.

Rings um die er­ha­be­ne Nied­rig­keit des Men­schen ver­tief­te und er­höh­te sich die Pracht des Him­mels und auf dem Ab­hang ste­hend und über das Tal hin­weg­bli­ckend er­späh­te Va­len­tin, was er such­te.




Among the black and break­ing groups in that dis­tance was one es­pe­cially black

Un­ter den dunklen und sich ver­lie­ren­den Grup­pen die­ser Fer­ne war eine be­son­ders schwarz,

which did not break — a group of two fig­ures cler­ic­ally clad.

die sich nicht ver­lor – eine Grup­pe von zwei Ge­stal­ten in geist­li­cher Klei­dung.

Though they seemed as small as in­sects, Valentin could see that one of them was much smal­ler than the oth­er.

Ob­wohl sie so klein schie­nen wie In­sek­ten, konn­te Va­len­tin doch se­hen, daß die eine viel klei­ner als die an­de­re war.

Though the oth­er had a stu­dent’s stoop and an in­con­spicu­ous man­ner, he could see that the man was well over six feet high.

Ob­wohl die an­de­re die Hal­tung ei­nes Stu­die­ren­den und ein un­auf­fal­len­des Be­neh­men zeig­te, konn­te er se­hen, daß der Mann gut sechs Fuß hoch war.

He shut his teeth and went for­ward, whirl­ing his stick im­pa­tiently.

Er preß­te die Zäh­ne auf­ein­an­der und rann­te, un­ge­dul­dig sei­nen Stock schwin­gend, wei­ter,

By the time he had sub­stan­tially di­min­ished the dis­tance and mag­ni­fied the two black fig­ures as in a vast mi­cro­scope, he had per­ceived something else;

wäh­rend sich so die Ent­fer­nung er­heb­lich ver­rin­gert hat­te und die bei­den schwar­zen Ge­stal­ten wie in ei­nem um­fang­rei­chen Mi­kro­skop an Grö­ße zu­nah­men, hat­te er et­was ent­deckt,

something which startled him, and yet which he had some­how ex­pec­ted.

was ihn über­rasch­te und was er den­noch ir­gend­wie er­war­tet hat­te.

Who­ever was the tall priest, there could be no doubt about the iden­tity of the short one.

Wer im­mer der lan­ge Pries­ter sein moch­te, be­züg­lich der Iden­ti­tät des kür­ze­ren konn­te kein Zwei­fel be­ste­hen.

It was his friend of the Har­wich train, the stumpy little cure of Es­sex whom he had warned about his brown pa­per par­cels.

Es war sein Freund aus dem Har­wich­zu­ge, der un­ter­setz­te klei­ne Curé von Es­sex, den er we­gen sei­nes brau­nen Pa­pier­pa­ke­tes ge­warnt hat­te.




Now, so far as this went, everything fit­ted in fi­nally and ra­tion­ally enough.

So­weit also füg­te sich schließ­lich al­les ganz ver­nünf­tig in­ein­an­der.

Valentin had learned by his in­quir­ies that morn­ing that a Fath­er Brown from Es­sex was bring­ing up a sil­ver cross with sap­phires,

Va­len­tin hat­te durch sei­ne Er­kun­di­gun­gen am Mor­gen er­fah­ren, daß ein Fa­ther Brown von Es­sex ein sil­ber­nes Kreuz mit Sa­phi­ren,

a rel­ic of con­sid­er­able value, to show some of the for­eign priests at the con­gress.

eine Re­li­quie von ho­hem Wer­te, mit sich ge­bracht hat­te, um es ei­ni­gen der frem­den Geist­li­chen auf dem Kon­gres­se zu zei­gen.

This un­doubtedly was the “sil­ver with blue stones”; and Fath­er Brown un­doubtedly was the little green­horn in the train.

Dies war un­zwei­fel­haft das »Sil­ber mit blau­en Stei­nen«; und Fa­ther Brown war zwei­fel­los der klei­ne Grün­schna­bel vom Zuge.

Now there was noth­ing won­der­ful about the fact that what Valentin had found out Flam­beau had also found out; Flam­beau found out everything.

Nun lag nichts Wun­der­ba­res in der Tat­sa­che, daß, was Va­len­tin her­aus­ge­fun­den, hat­te, auch Flam­beau her­aus­fin­den konn­te.

Also there was noth­ing won­der­ful in the fact that when Flam­beau heard of a sap­phire cross he should try to steal it;

Es lag auch nichts Wun­der­ba­res in der Tat­sa­che, daß, wenn Flam­beau von ei­nem Sa­phir­kreu­ze hör­te, er es zu steh­len ver­su­chen wür­de;

that was the most nat­ur­al thing in all nat­ur­al his­tory.

das war viel­mehr das na­tür­lichs­te von al­len na­tür­li­chen Din­gen.

And most cer­tainly there was noth­ing won­der­ful about the fact

Und eben­so­we­nig lag et­was Wun­der­ba­res in der Tat­sa­che,

that Flam­beau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as the man with the um­brella and the par­cels.

daß Flam­beau mit so ei­nem ein­fäl­ti­gen Scha­fe, wie es der Mann mit sei­nem Re­gen­schirm und den Pa­ke­ten war, sei­ne ei­ge­nen Wege ging.

He was the sort of man whom any­body could lead on a string to the North Pole;

Ge­hör­te die­ser doch zu je­ner Sor­te, daß ihn der Nächst­bes­te an ei­nem Bind­fa­den bis zum Nord­pol ge­schleppt hät­te;

it was not sur­pris­ing that an act­or like Flam­beau, dressed as an­oth­er priest, could lead him to Hamp­stead Heath.

es lag also nichts Über­ra­schen­des dar­in, daß ein Schau­spie­ler wie Flam­beau in der Ver­klei­dung ei­nes Pries­ters ihn nach der Hamps­tead-Hei­de schlep­pen konn­te.

So far the crime seemed clear enough; and while the de­tect­ive pit­ied the priest for his help­less­ness,

So­weit schi­en das Ver­bre­chen klar ge­nug, und wäh­rend der De­tek­tiv den Pries­ter ob sei­ner Hilf­lo­sig­keit be­mit­lei­de­te,

he al­most des­pised Flam­beau for con­des­cend­ing to so gull­ible a vic­tim.

emp­fand er et­was wie Ver­ach­tung für Flam­beau, daß die­ser sich dazu her­gab, sich ein so leicht zu täu­schen­des Op­fer aus­zu­su­chen.

But when Valentin thought of all that had happened in between,

Doch als Va­len­tin al­les über­dach­te, was sich in­zwi­schen er­eig­net hat­te,

of all that had led him to his tri­umph, he racked his brains for the smal­lest rhyme or reas­on in it.

all das, was ihn zu sei­nem Tri­umph ge­führt hat­te, spann­te er sein Ge­hirn aufs äu­ßers­te an, um we­nigs­tens ein ganz klein we­nig Sinn oder Ver­stand her­aus­zu­fin­den.

What had the steal­ing of a blue-and-sil­ver cross from a priest from Es­sex to do with chuck­ing soup at wall pa­per?

Was hat­te es, wenn je­mand ei­nem Pries­ter aus Es­sex ein Sil­ber­kreuz stahl, da­mit zu tun, daß man die Sup­pe auf die Pa­pier­ta­pe­te an der Wand schüt­te­te?

What had it to do with call­ing nuts or­anges, or with pay­ing for win­dows first and break­ing them af­ter­wards?

Oder da­mit, daß man Nüs­se Oran­gen nann­te, oder Fens­ter zu­erst be­zahl­te und sie dann ein­warf?

He had come to the end of his chase; yet some­how he had missed the middle of it.

Ge­wiß, er war am Ende sei­ner Jagd an­ge­kom­men, aber das Mit­tel­stück hat­te er ver­fehlt.

When he failed (which was sel­dom), he had usu­ally grasped the clue, but nev­er­the­less missed the crim­in­al.

Wenn er sich ein­mal täusch­te (was sel­ten vor­kam), hat­te er ge­wöhn­lich den Fa­den er­hascht, aber nichts­de­sto­we­ni­ger den Ver­bre­cher ver­fehlt.

Here he had grasped the crim­in­al, but still he could not grasp the clue.

Hier hat­te er den Ver­bre­cher er­hascht, noch aber konn­te er des Fa­dens nicht hab­haft wer­den.




The two fig­ures that they fol­lowed were crawl­ing like black flies across the huge green con­tour of a hill.

Die bei­den Ge­stal­ten, de­nen sie folg­ten, kro­chen wie schwar­ze Flie­gen über den mäch­ti­gen, grü­nen Um­riß des Hü­gels.

They were evid­ently sunk in con­ver­sa­tion, and per­haps did not no­tice where they were go­ing;

Sie wa­ren sicht­lich in ein Ge­spräch ver­tieft und mög­li­cher­wei­se ach­te­ten sie gar nicht dar­auf, wo­hin sie gin­gen;

but they were cer­tainly go­ing to the wilder and more si­lent heights of the Heath.

si­cher­lich aber schrit­ten sie den ver­wil­der­te­ren und stil­le­ren Hö­hen der Hei­de zu.

As their pur­suers gained on them, the lat­ter had to use the un­dig­ni­fied at­ti­tudes of the deer-stalk­er,

Als die Ver­fol­ger nä­her­ka­men, muß­te Va­len­tin sich zu­sam­men­kau­ern wie ein In­dia­ner,

to crouch be­hind clumps of trees and even to crawl pros­trate in deep grass.

sich hin­ter Baum­grup­pen de­cken und selbst lang aus­ge­streckt im tie­fen Gra­se krie­chen.

By these un­gainly in­genu­it­ies the hunters even came close enough to the quarry to hear the mur­mur of the dis­cus­sion,

Mit­tels die­ser un­ge­wöhn­li­chen Fin­ten ka­men die Jä­ger ih­rem Wil­de nahe ge­nug, um das Ge­mur­mel der Un­ter­hal­tung zu ver­neh­men,

but no word could be dis­tin­guished ex­cept the word “reas­on” re­cur­ring fre­quently in a high and al­most child­ish voice.

doch ließ sich nichts un­ter­schei­den als das Wort »Ver­nunft«, das oft in ei­ner ho­hen und bei­na­he kind­li­chen Stim­me wie­der­kehr­te.

Once over an ab­rupt dip of land and a dense tangle of thick­ets, the de­tect­ives ac­tu­ally lost the two fig­ures they were fol­low­ing.

Ein­mal hin­ter ei­nem stei­len Ab­hange ver­lo­ren die Ver­fol­ger wirk­lich die bei­den Ge­stal­ten, de­nen sie folg­ten.

They did not find the trail again for an ag­on­ising ten minutes,

Zehn angst­vol­le Mi­nu­ten hin­durch fan­den sie die Spur nicht wie­der

and then it led round the brow of a great dome of hill over­look­ing an am­phi­theatre of rich and des­ol­ate sun­set scenery.

und dann führ­te sie um einen Vor­sprung ei­nes großen, kup­pel­ar­ti­gen Hü­gels, von dem man ein Am­phi­thea­ter rei­cher und ein­sa­mer Son­nen­un­ter­gang-Sze­ne­rie über­blick­te.

Un­der a tree in this com­mand­ing yet neg­lected spot was an old ram­shackle wooden seat.

Un­ter ei­nem Bau­me auf die­sem be­herr­schen­den, je­doch ver­nach­läs­sig­ten Plat­ze stand eine alte, bau­fäl­li­ge Bank

On this seat sat the two priests still in ser­i­ous speech to­geth­er.

und auf die­ser Bank sa­ßen die zwei Pries­ter im­mer noch in erns­tem Ge­spräch.

The gor­geous green and gold still clung to the dark­en­ing ho­ri­zon;

Das präch­ti­ge Grün und Gold hing noch am dunklen Ho­ri­zon­te,

but the dome above was turn­ing slowly from pea­cock-green to pea­cock-blue, and the stars de­tached them­selves more and more like sol­id jew­els.

aber die Kup­pel dar­über ging lang­sam aus Pfau­en­grün in Pfau­en­blau über und die Ster­ne tra­ten mehr und mehr als wirk­li­che Dia­man­ten her­vor.

Mutely mo­tion­ing to his fol­low­ers, Valentin con­trived to creep up be­hind the big branch­ing tree,

Stumm sich ge­gen sei­ne Be­glei­ter wen­dend ge­lang es Va­len­tin, sich hin­ter dem großen äs­te­rei­chen Bau­me hin­auf­zu­schlei­chen,

and, stand­ing there in deathly si­lence, heard the words of the strange priests for the first time.

und in töd­li­chem Schwei­gen dort ste­hend ver­nahm er zum ers­ten Male die Wor­te der son­der­ba­ren Pries­ter.




After he had listened for a minute and a half, he was gripped by a dev­il­ish doubt.

Ein teuf­li­scher Zwei­fel er­faß­te ihn, nach­dem er an­dert­halb Mi­nu­ten ge­lauscht hat­te.

Per­haps he had dragged the two Eng­lish po­lice­men to the wastes of a noc­turn­al heath on an er­rand no saner than seek­ing figs on its thistles.

Viel­leicht hat­te er doch die zwei eng­li­schen Po­li­zis­ten in die Ein­öde ei­ner nächt­li­chen Hei­de zu ei­nem Gan­ge mit­ge­schleppt, der nicht ver­nünf­ti­ger war, als woll­te man Fei­gen auf den Dis­teln su­chen.

For the two priests were talk­ing ex­actly like priests, pi­ously, with learn­ing and leis­ure, about the most aer­i­al en­ig­mas of theo­logy.

Denn die zwei Pries­ter spra­chen ge­nau wie zwei Pries­ter, fromm, ge­lehrt und ge­las­sen über die luf­tigs­ten Rät­sel der Theo­lo­gie.

The little Es­sex priest spoke the more simply, with his round face turned to the strength­en­ing stars;

Der klei­ne Pries­ter aus Es­sex, mit sei­nem run­den Ge­sich­te zu den er­star­ken­den Ster­nen ge­wen­det, sprach ein­fa­cher;

the oth­er talked with his head bowed, as if he were not even worthy to look at them.

der an­de­re hin­ge­gen sprach mit ge­beug­tem Kopfe, als wäre er nicht ein­mal wert, zu ih­nen auf­zu­bli­cken.

But no more in­no­cently cler­ic­al con­ver­sa­tion could have been heard in any white Itali­an cloister or black Span­ish cathed­ral.

Aber man hät­te sich kei­ne un­schul­di­ge­re geist­li­che Un­ter­hal­tung den­ken kön­nen, we­der in ei­nem wei­ßen ita­lie­ni­schen Klos­ter noch in ei­ner schwar­zen spa­ni­schen Ka­the­dra­le.




The first he heard was the tail of one of Fath­er Brown’s sen­tences, which ended: “… what they really meant in the Middle Ages by the heav­ens be­ing in­cor­rupt­ible.”

Das ers­te, was er auf­fing, war der Schluß ei­nes von Fa­ther Browns Sät­zen »… was man im Mit­tel­al­ter wirk­lich un­ter den ›un­be­stech­ba­ren Him­meln‹ ver­stand«.




The taller priest nod­ded his bowed head and said:

Der grö­ße­re Pries­ter nick­te mit dem ge­beug­ten Klop­fe und sag­te:




“Ah, yes, these mod­ern in­fi­dels ap­peal to their reas­on; but who can look at those mil­lions of worlds and not feel

»Ah, ja, die­se mo­der­nen Un­gläu­bi­gen ap­pel­lie­ren an ihre Ver­nunft, aber wer kann all die­se Mil­lio­nen von Wel­ten an­bli­cken, ohne das Ge­fühl zu ha­ben,

that there may well be won­der­ful uni­verses above us where reas­on is ut­terly un­reas­on­able?”

daß es ganz gut noch Wun­der­ba­re­re Wel­ten über uns gebe, wo die Ver­nunft et­was über­aus Un­ver­nünf­ti­ges ist?«




“No,” said the oth­er priest; “reas­on is al­ways reas­on­able, even in the last limbo, in the lost bor­der­land of things.

»Nein,« ent­geg­ne­te der an­de­re Pries­ter, »Ver­nunft ist im­mer ver­nünf­tig, selbst in der letz­ten Vor­höl­le, im ver­las­se­nen Rand­ge­bie­te der Din­ge.

I know that people charge the Church with lower­ing reas­on, but it is just the oth­er way.

Ich weiß, man wirft der Kir­che vor, sie er­nied­ri­ge die Ver­nunft, aber ge­nau das Ge­gen­teil trifft zu.

Alone on earth, the Church makes reas­on really su­preme.

Die Kir­che al­lein auf Er­den er­hebt die Ver­nunft wirk­lich auf ih­ren Gip­fel.

Alone on earth, the Church af­firms that God him­self is bound by reas­on.”

Die Kir­che al­lein auf Er­den hält dar­an fest, daß Gott selbst an die Ver­nunft ge­bun­den ist.«




The oth­er priest raised his aus­tere face to the spangled sky and said:

Der an­de­re Pries­ter er­hob sein stren­ges Ge­sicht zum flim­mern­den Him­mel und mein­te:




“Yet who knows if in that in­fin­ite uni­verse —?”

»Und den­noch, wer weiß, ob nicht in je­nem un­end­li­chen Uni­ver­sum –?«




“Only in­fin­ite phys­ic­ally,” said the little priest, turn­ing sharply in his seat,

»Nur phy­sisch un­end­lich,« er­wi­der­te der klei­ne Pries­ter, rasch sich zur Sei­te wen­dend,

“not in­fin­ite in the sense of es­cap­ing from the laws of truth.”

»nicht un­end­lich in dem Sin­ne, daß es sich den Ge­set­zen der Wahr­heit ent­zö­ge.«




Valentin be­hind his tree was tear­ing his fin­ger­nails with si­lent fury.

Va­len­tin hin­ter sei­nem Bau­me zerr­te in stum­mer Wut an sei­nen Fin­ger­nä­geln.

He seemed al­most to hear the snig­gers of the Eng­lish de­tect­ives

In sei­nen Oh­ren klang schon das Ge­ki­cher der eng­li­schen Ge­heim­po­li­zis­ten,

whom he had brought so far on a fant­ast­ic guess only to listen to the meta­phys­ic­al gos­sip of two mild old par­sons.

die er auf eine phan­tas­ti­sche Ver­mu­tung hin so­weit mit­ge­jagt hat­te, nur um dem me­ta­phy­si­schen Ge­plau­der zwei­er sanf­ter, al­ter Geist­li­chen zu lau­schen.

In his im­pa­tience he lost the equally elab­or­ate an­swer of the tall cler­ic,

In sei­ner Un­ge­duld ent­ging ihm die eben­so über­leg­te Ant­wort des großen Pries­ters,

and when he listened again it was again Fath­er Brown who was speak­ing:

und als er wie­der hin­hör­te, war es noch­mals Fa­ther Brown, der sprach.




“Reas­on and justice grip the re­motest and the lone­li­est star. Look at those stars.

»Ver­nunft und Ge­rech­tig­keit um­fas­sen die ferns­ten und ein­sams­ten Stei­ne. Bli­cken Sie auf die­se Stei­ne.

Don’t they look as if they were single dia­monds and sap­phires? Well, you can ima­gine any mad bot­any or geo­logy you please.

Se­hen sie nicht aus, als wä­ren sie ein je­der ein Dia­mant oder Sa­phir? Gut, Sie kön­nen sich jede tol­le Bo­ta­nik oder Geo­lo­gie, die Sie wol­len, vor­stel­len.

Think of forests of adam­ant with leaves of bril­liants. Think the moon is a blue moon, a single ele­phant­ine sap­phire.

Den­ken Sie an Wäl­der von Dia­mant und mit Blät­tern von Bril­lan­ten. Den­ken Sie, der Mond sei ein blau­er Mond, ein ein­zi­ger, rie­si­ger Sa­phir.

But don’t fancy that all that frantic as­tro­nomy would make the smal­lest dif­fer­ence to the reas­on and justice of con­duct.

Aber bil­den Sie sich nicht ein, daß all die­se wahn­sin­ni­ge Astro­no­mie auch nur den kleins­ten Un­ter­schied für die Ver­nunft und Ge­rech­tig­keit un­se­res Tuns aus­ma­chen wür­de.

On plains of opal, un­der cliffs cut out of pearl, you would still find a no­tice-board, ‘Thou shalt not steal.’”

Auf Ebe­nen von Opal und un­ter aus Per­len ge­schnit­te­nen Klip­pen wür­den sie im­mer noch eine War­nungs­ta­fel fin­den: Du sollst nicht steh­len.«




Valentin was just in the act of rising from his ri­gid and crouch­ing at­ti­tude and creep­ing away as softly as might be,

Va­len­tin war eben im Be­grif­fe, sich aus sei­ner stei­fen und kau­ern­den Lage zu er­he­ben und so lei­se wie mög­lich weg­zu­krie­chen,

felled by the one great folly of his life.

er­grimmt über die­se eine große Tor­heit sei­nes Le­bens.

But something in the very si­lence of the tall priest made him stop un­til the lat­ter spoke.

Aber et­was in dem Schwei­gen des großen Pries­ters selbst ließ ihn noch war­ten, bis die­ser sprach.

When at last he did speak, he said simply, his head bowed and his hands on his knees:

Und als er end­lich sprach, sag­te er ein­fach, den Kopf ge­beugt und die Hän­de auf den Kni­en:




“Well, I think that oth­er worlds may per­haps rise high­er than our reas­on.

»Well, ich glau­be nach wie vor, daß an­de­re Wel­ten viel­leicht noch über un­se­re Ver­nunft hin­aus­ra­gen.

The mys­tery of heav­en is un­fathom­able, and I for one can only bow my head.”

Das Ge­heim­nis des Him­mels ist un­er­gründ­lich und ich für mich kann nur mein Haupt beu­gen.«




Then, with brow yet bent and without chan­ging by the faintest shade his at­ti­tude or voice, he ad­ded:

Dann, im­mer noch mit ge­senk­ter Stir­ne und ohne im min­des­ten Hal­tung oder Stim­me zu ver­än­dern, füg­te er hin­zu:




“Just hand over that sap­phire cross of yours, will you? We’re all alone here, and I could pull you to pieces like a straw doll.”

»Ge­ben Sie mir nur Ihr Sa­phir­kreuz her­über, ja? wir sind hier ganz al­lein und ich könn­te Sie nie­der­schla­gen wie eine Stroh­pup­pe.«




The ut­terly un­altered voice and at­ti­tude ad­ded a strange vi­ol­ence to that shock­ing change of speech.

Die völ­lig un­ver­än­der­te Stim­me und Hal­tung ver­lie­hen der un­er­war­te­ten Wen­dung des Ge­sprä­ches et­was ei­gen­ar­tig Ge­walt­tä­ti­ges.

But the guarder of the rel­ic only seemed to turn his head by the smal­lest sec­tion of the com­pass.

Aber der Hü­ter der Re­li­quie wand­te nur den Kopf um ein win­zi­ges.

He seemed still to have a some­what fool­ish face turned to the stars. Per­haps he had not un­der­stood.

Er schi­en noch im­mer ein et­was al­ber­nes Ge­sicht den Ster­nen zu­zu­wen­den. Viel­leicht hat­te er nicht be­grif­fen.

Or, per­haps, he had un­der­stood and sat ri­gid with ter­ror.

Oder viel­leicht auch hat­te er be­grif­fen und saß nun starr vor Schre­cken.




“Yes,” said the tall priest, in the same low voice and in the same still pos­ture, “yes, I am Flam­beau.”

»Ja,« sag­te der große Pries­ter mit der­sel­ben lei­sen Stim­me und im­mer noch der­sel­ben Hal­tung, »ja, ich bin Flam­beau.«




Then, after a pause, he said:

Dann nach ei­ner Pau­se füg­te er hin­zu:




“Come, will you give me that cross?”

»Nun also, wol­len Sie mir das Kreuz her­über­ge­ben?«




“No,” said the oth­er, and the mono­syl­lable had an odd sound.

»Nein,« er­wi­der­te der an­de­re und das Wort hat­te einen ei­gen­ar­ti­gen Klang.




Flam­beau sud­denly flung off all his pon­ti­fic­al pre­ten­sions. The great rob­ber leaned back in his seat and laughed low but long.

Flam­beau ließ plötz­lich sei­ne gan­ze pries­ter­li­che Mas­ke fal­len. Der große Räu­ber lehn­te sich auf sei­nem Sit­ze zu­rück und lach­te lei­se, aber lan­ge.




“No,” he cried, “you won’t give it me, you proud pre­l­ate. You won’t give it me, you little cel­ib­ate sim­pleton.

»Nein,« rief er, »Sie wol­len es mir nicht ge­ben, Sie klei­ner zö­li­ba­tä­rer Ein­falts­pin­sel?

Shall I tell you why you won’t give it me? Be­cause I’ve got it already in my own breast-pock­et.”

Soll ich Ih­nen sa­gen, wes­halb Sie es mir nicht ge­ben wer­den? Weil ich es schon in mei­ner Brust­ta­sche habe.«




The small man from Es­sex turned what seemed to be a dazed face in the dusk, and said, with the tim­id eager­ness of “The Private Sec­ret­ary”:

Der klei­ne Mann aus Es­sex wand­te im Däm­mer­lich­te sein wie es schi­en ver­dutz­tes Ge­sicht und mein­te mit furcht­sa­mer Neu­gier­de:




“Are — are you sure?”

»Sind – sind Sie si­cher?«




Flam­beau yelled with de­light.

Flam­beau kräh­te vor Ver­gnü­gen.




“Really, you’re as good as a three-act farce,” he cried. “Yes, you turnip, I am quite sure.

»Wirk­lich, Sie sind so gut wie eine Drei­ak­ter-Ko­mö­die,« rief er aus. »Ja, du Kohl­kopf, ich bin ganz si­cher.

I had the sense to make a du­plic­ate of the right par­cel, and now, my friend, you’ve got the du­plic­ate and I’ve got the jew­els.

Ich hat­te die Idee, von dem rich­ti­gen Pa­ket ein Du­pli­kat zu ma­chen, und jetzt, mein Freund, ha­ben Sie das Du­pli­kat und ich die Ju­we­len.

An old dodge, Fath­er Brown — a very old dodge.”

Ein al­ter Kniff, Fa­ther Brown, ein sehr al­ter Kniff.«




“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, and passed his hand through his hair with the same strange vague­ness of man­ner.

»Ja,« sag­te Fa­ther Brown und fuhr im­mer noch mit der­sel­ben ei­gen­tüm­li­chen, un­be­stimm­ten Wei­se sich mit der Hand durchs Haar.

“Yes, I’ve heard of it be­fore.”

»Ja, ich habe da­von ge­hört.«




The co­los­sus of crime leaned over to the little rus­tic priest with a sort of sud­den in­terest.

Der Ver­bre­cher beug­te sich mit ei­ner Art plötz­lich er­wach­ten In­ter­es­ses nach dem klei­nen Land­geist­li­chen hin­über.




“You have heard of it?” he asked. “Where have you heard of it?”

»Sie ha­ben da­von ge­hört?« frag­te er. »wo ha­ben Sie da­von ge­hört?«




“Well, I mustn’t tell you his name, of course,” said the little man simply. “He was a pen­it­ent, you know.

»Well, ich darf Ih­nen na­tür­lich sei­nen Na­men nicht nen­nen,« sag­te der klei­ne Mann ein­fach. »Er war ein Beicht­kind, Sie ver­ste­hen.

He had lived pros­per­ously for about twenty years en­tirely on du­plic­ate brown pa­per par­cels.

Er hat­te mit Er­folg an die zwan­zig Jah­re al­lein von Du­pli­ka­ten brau­ner Pa­pier­pa­ke­te ge­lebt.

And so, you see, when I began to sus­pect you, I thought of this poor chap’s way of do­ing it at once.”

Und als ich an­fing, Ver­dacht zu schöp­fen, dach­te ich dar­an, wie es der arme Bur­sche ge­macht hat­te, und mach­te es gleich nach.«




“Began to sus­pect me?” re­peated the out­law with in­creased in­tens­ity.

»– be­gan­nen Ver­dacht zu schöp­fen?« wie­der­hol­te der Ge­äch­te­te mit ver­mehr­ter Span­nung.

“Did you really have the gump­tion to sus­pect me just be­cause I brought you up to this bare part of the heath?”

»Hat­ten Sie wirk­lich die Grüt­ze, Ver­dacht zu schöp­fen, nur weil ich Sie nach die­sem ver­las­se­nen Tei­le der Hei­de ge­bracht habe?«




“No, no,” said Brown with an air of apo­logy. “You see, I sus­pec­ted you when we first met.

»Nein, nein,« sag­te Brown in ent­schul­di­gen­dem Tone. »Sie ka­men mir ver­däch­tig vor, schon als ich Sie zum ers­ten Male sah.

It’s that little bulge up the sleeve where you people have the spiked brace­let.”

Es ist jene klei­ne An­schwel­lung oben am Är­mel, wo ihr das Sta­che­l­arm­band tragt.«




“How in Tar­tarus,” cried Flam­beau, “did you ever hear of the spiked brace­let?”

»Wie, beim Tar­ta­rus,« schrie Flam­beau, »ha­ben denn Sie vom Sta­che­l­arm­band ge­hört?«




“Oh, one’s little flock, you know!” said Fath­er Brown, arch­ing his eye­brows rather blankly.

»O, un­se­re Pfarr­kin­der, Sie ver­ste­hen,« sag­te Fa­ther Brown, sei­ne Au­gen­brau­en hoch­zie­hend.

“When I was a cur­ate in Hartle­pool, there were three of them with spiked brace­lets.

»Als ich Ku­rat in Hartle­pool war, hat­te ich drei von ih­nen mit Sta­che­l­arm­bän­dern.

So, as I sus­pec­ted you from the first, don’t you see, I made sure that the cross should go safe, any­how.

Und da ich Sie so­mit von An­fang an in Ver­dacht hat­te, se­hen Sie, da sorg­te ich da­für, daß das Kreuz auf alle Fäl­le in Si­cher­heit käme.

I’m afraid I watched you, you know. So at last I saw you change the par­cels.

Un­glück­li­cher­wei­se habe ich Sie be­ob­ach­tet, ja. Und so sah ich Sie schließ­lich die Pa­ke­te ver­tau­schen.

Then, don’t you see, I changed them back again. And then I left the right one be­hind.”

Dann, Sie ver­ste­hen, habe ich sie wie­der zu­rück­ge­tauscht. Und dann ließ ich das rich­ti­ge zu­rück.«




“Left it be­hind?” re­peated Flam­beau, and for the first time there was an­oth­er note in his voice be­side his tri­umph.

»– lie­ßen Sie das rich­ti­ge zu­rück?« wie­der­hol­te Flam­beau, und zum ers­ten Male war ein an­de­rer Ton in sei­ner Stim­me au­ßer dem des Tri­um­phes.




“Well, it was like this,” said the little priest, speak­ing in the same un­af­fected way.

»Well, ich habe das so ge­macht,« sag­te der klei­ne Pries­ter in der­sel­ben un­ge­küns­tel­ten Wei­se.

“I went back to that sweet-shop and asked if I’d left a par­cel, and gave them a par­tic­u­lar ad­dress if it turned up.

»Ich ging zu je­nem Zucker­bäcker­la­den zu­rück und frag­te, ob ich nicht ein Pa­ket lie­gen ge­las­sen hät­te, und gab eine ge­naue Adres­se an für den Fall, daß es ge­fun­den wür­de.

Well, I knew I hadn’t; but when I went away again I did.

Well, ich wuß­te, ich hat­te kei­nes lie­gen ge­las­sen, aber ich tat es, als ich weg­ging.

So, in­stead of run­ning after me with that valu­able par­cel, they have sent it fly­ing to a friend of mine in West­min­ster.”

Und an­statt mit je­nem wert­vol­len Pa­ke­te hin­ter mir her­zu­lau­fen, ha­ben sie es di­rekt an einen mei­ner Freun­de in West­mins­ter ge­schickt.«

Then he ad­ded rather sadly: “I learnt that, too, from a poor fel­low in Hartle­pool.

Dann füg­te er et­was trau­rig hin­zu: »Ich habe das auch von ei­nem ar­men Bur­schen in Hartle­pool ge­lernt.

He used to do it with hand­bags he stole at rail­way sta­tions, but he’s in a mon­as­tery now.

Er pfleg­te das mit Hand­ta­schen zu tun, die er auf den Bahn­hö­fen stahl, aber er ist jetzt in ei­nem Klos­ter.

Oh, one gets to know, you know,” he ad­ded, rub­bing his head again with the same sort of des­per­ate apo­logy.

O, man er­fährt das eben so,« füg­te er hin­zu, in­dem er sich mit der­sel­ben Art ver­zwei­fel­ten Si­chent­schul­di­gens den Kopf rieb.

“We can’t help be­ing priests. People come and tell us these things.”

»Wir kön­nen nichts da­für, wir sind nun ein­mal Pries­ter. Die Leu­te kom­men und sa­gen uns die­se Din­ge.«




Flam­beau tore a brown-pa­per par­cel out of his in­ner pock­et and rent it in pieces.

Flam­beau zog ein Pa­ket von brau­nem Pa­pier aus sei­ner in­ne­ren Ta­sche und riß es auf.

There was noth­ing but pa­per and sticks of lead in­side it. He sprang to his feet with a gi­gant­ic ges­ture, and cried:

Es war nichts als Pa­pier und Blei­stücke dar­in. Mit ei­ner rie­sen­haf­ten Be­we­gung sprang er auf die Füße und schrie:




“I don’t be­lieve you. I don’t be­lieve a bump­kin like you could man­age all that.

»Ich glau­be Ih­nen nicht. Ich glau­be nicht, daß ein Bau­erntöl­pel wie Sie all das zu­stan­de bringt.

I be­lieve you’ve still got the stuff on you, and if you don’t give it up — why, we’re all alone, and I’ll take it by force!”

Ich glau­be, Sie tra­gen das Zeug noch bei sich – und wenn Sie es nicht her­aus­ge­ben – nun, wir sind ganz al­lein und ich wer­de es mir mit Ge­walt neh­men!«




“No,” said Fath­er Brown simply, and stood up also, “you won’t take it by force.

»Nein,« sag­te Fa­ther Brown ein­fach und stand eben­falls auf. »Sie wer­den es nicht mit Ge­walt neh­men.

First, be­cause I really haven’t still got it. And, second, be­cause we are not alone.”

Ers­tens weil ich es wirk­lich nicht mehr habe, und zwei­tens, weil wir nicht al­lein sind.«




Flam­beau stopped in his stride for­ward.

Flam­beau stock­te in sei­ner Vor­wärts­be­we­gung.




“Be­hind that tree,” said Fath­er Brown, point­ing, “are two strong po­lice­men and the greatest de­tect­ive alive.

»Hin­ter je­nem Bau­me,« sag­te Fa­ther Brown dar­auf deu­tend, »sind zwei star­ke Po­li­zis­ten und der be­deu­tends­te le­ben­de Ge­heim­po­li­zist.

How did they come here, do you ask? Why, I brought them, of course! How did I do it? Why, I’ll tell you if you like!

Wie die hier­her­kom­men, fra­gen Sie? Nun, ich brach­te sie her, na­tür­lich! Wie ich das ge­macht habe? Gut, ich will es Ih­nen sa­gen, wenn Sie es wis­sen wol­len!

Lord bless you, we have to know twenty such things when we work among the crim­in­al classes!

Mein Gott, wir müs­sen tau­sen­der­lei sol­cher Din­ge wis­sen, wenn wir un­ter der Ver­brecher­klas­se ar­bei­ten!

Well, I wasn’t sure you were a thief, and it would nev­er do to make a scan­dal against one of our own clergy.

Also, ich war nicht si­cher, ob Sie ein Dieb sei­en, und es gin­ge nie­mals an, Skan­dal ge­gen je­man­den aus un­se­rem ei­ge­nen Kle­rus zu ma­chen.

So I just tested you to see if any­thing would make you show your­self.

Des­halb habe ich Sie ge­prüft, um zu se­hen, ob ir­gend et­was Sie ver­ra­ten wür­de.

A man gen­er­ally makes a small scene if he finds salt in his cof­fee; if he doesn’t, he has some reas­on for keep­ing quiet.

Ge­wöhn­lich macht ein Mensch eine klei­ne Sze­ne, wenn er Salz in sei­nem Kaf­fee fin­det; wenn er es nicht tut, hat er einen Grund, sich ru­hig zu ver­hal­ten.

I changed the salt and sug­ar, and you kept quiet. A man gen­er­ally ob­jects if his bill is three times too big.

Ich tausch­te das Salz und den Zu­cker aus und Sie blie­ben stil­le. Ge­wöhn­lich er­hebt ein Mensch Ein­wen­dun­gen, wenn sei­ne Rech­nung drei­mal zu hoch ist.

If he pays it, he has some motive for passing un­noticed. I altered your bill, and you paid it.”

Wenn er sie be­zahlt, hat er einen Grund, un­be­ach­tet blei­ben zu wol­len. Ich än­der­te die Rech­nung und Sie be­zahl­ten sie.«




The world seemed wait­ing for Flam­beau to leap like a ti­ger. But he was held back as by a spell; he was stunned with the ut­most curi­os­ity.

Die Welt schi­en dar­auf zu war­ten, daß Flam­beau wie ein Ti­ger los­stür­ze, aber er wur­de wie durch einen Zau­ber zu­rück­ge­hal­ten; die un­ge­heu­re Neu­gier­de be­täub­te ihn.




“Well,” went on Fath­er Brown, with lum­ber­ing lu­cid­ity,

»Well,« fuhr Fa­ther Brown mit schwer­fäl­li­ger Deut­lich­keit fort,

“as you wouldn’t leave any tracks for the po­lice, of course some­body had to.

»da Sie selbst kei­ne Spur für die Po­li­zei hin­ter­las­sen woll­ten, muß­te das na­tür­lich je­mand an­de­rer be­sor­gen.

At every place we went to, I took care to do something that would get us talked about for the rest of the day.

An je­dem Orte, wo wir hin­ka­men, sorg­te ich da­für, et­was zu tun, das min­des­tens für den Rest des Ta­ges von uns re­den ma­chen wür­de.

I didn’t do much harm — a splashed wall, spilt apples, a broken win­dow;

Ich habe nicht viel Scha­den an­ge­stellt, einen Fle­cken an der Wand, ver­schüt­te­te Äp­fel, ein zer­bro­che­nes Fens­ter,

but I saved the cross, as the cross will al­ways be saved.

aber ich brach­te das Kreuz in Si­cher­heit, wie denn das Kreuz im­mer in Si­cher­heit sein wird.

It is at West­min­ster by now. I rather won­der you didn’t stop it with the Don­key’s Whistle.”

Es ist jetzt in West­mins­ter. Ich wun­de­re mich ei­ni­ger­ma­ßen, daß Sie es nicht mit der ›Esels­pfei­fe‹ auf­hiel­ten.«




“With the what?” asked Flam­beau.

»Wo­mit?« frag­te Flam­beau.




“I’m glad you’ve nev­er heard of it,” said the priest, mak­ing a face.

»Es freut mich, daß Sie nie da­von ge­hört ha­ben.« sag­te der Pries­ter.

“It’s a foul thing. I’m sure you’re too good a man for a Whist­ler.

»Es ist eine fau­le Sa­che. Ich bin si­cher, Sie sind da­für ein viel zu gu­ter Mensch.

I couldn’t have countered it even with the Spots my­self; I’m not strong enough in the legs.”

Ich hät­te es nicht ein­mal mit den ›Spots‹ mehr auf­hal­ten kön­nen; ich bin nicht stark ge­nug auf den Bei­nen.«




“What on earth are you talk­ing about?” asked the oth­er.

»Wo­von in al­ler Welt spre­chen Sie?« frag­te der an­de­re.




“Well, I did think you’d know the Spots,” said Fath­er Brown, agree­ably sur­prised. “Oh, you can’t have gone so very wrong yet!”

»Nun, ich glau­be nicht, daß Sie wis­sen, was man un­ter den Spots ver­steht,« sag­te Fa­ther Brown an­ge­nehm über­rascht. »O, Sie kön­nen nicht so tief ge­sun­ken sein.«




“How in blazes do you know all these hor­rors?” cried Flam­beau.

»Aber wie um’s Him­mels wil­len wis­sen denn Sie von all die­sen Schreck­nis­sen?« schrie Flam­beau.




The shad­ow of a smile crossed the round, simple face of his cler­ic­al op­pon­ent.

Der Schat­ten ei­nes Lä­chelns husch­te über das run­de, ein­fa­che Ge­sicht sei­nes geist­li­chen Ge­gen­übers.




“Oh, by be­ing a cel­ib­ate sim­pleton, I sup­pose,” he said. “Has it nev­er struck you that a man who does next to noth­ing

»O, wenn man ein zö­li­ba­tä­rer Ein­falts­pin­sel ist, ver­mu­te ich,« er­wi­der­te er. »Ist es Ih­nen nie­mals auf­ge­fal­len, daß ein Mensch, der so gut wie nichts tut

but hear men’s real sins is not likely to be wholly un­aware of hu­man evil?

als an­de­rer Leu­te wirk­li­che Sün­den an­zu­hö­ren, wahr­schein­lich in mensch­li­cher Schlech­tig­keit nicht ganz un­er­fah­ren ist?

But, as a mat­ter of fact, an­oth­er part of my trade, too, made me sure you wer­en’t a priest.”

Üb­ri­gens, um die Wahr­heit zu ge­ste­hen, eine an­de­re Sei­te mei­nes Be­ru­fes gab mir die Si­cher­heit, daß Sie kein Pries­ter sei­en.«




“What?” asked the thief, al­most gap­ing.

»Was?« frag­te der Dieb, bei­na­he starr vor Stau­nen.




“You at­tacked reas­on,” said Fath­er Brown. “It’s bad theo­logy.”

»Sie grif­fen die Ver­nunft an.« sag­te Fa­ther Brown. »Das tut kein Theo­lo­ge.«




And even as he turned away to col­lect his prop­erty, the three po­lice­men came out from un­der the twi­light trees.

Und eben als er sich zur Sei­te wand­te, sein Ei­gen­tum zu­sam­men­zu­raf­fen, ka­men die drei Po­li­zis­ten un­ter den dunklen Bäu­men her­vor.

Flam­beau was an artist and a sports­man. He stepped back and swept Valentin a great bow.

Flam­beau war Künst­ler und Sports­mann. Er trat zu­rück und mach­te vor Va­len­tin eine große Ver­beu­gung.




“Do not bow to me, mon ami,” said Valentin with sil­ver clear­ness. “Let us both bow to our mas­ter.”

»Nicht mir, mon ami,« wehr­te Va­len­tin mit sil­ber­ner Klar­heit ab, »beu­gen wir uns bei­de vor un­se­rem Meis­ter.«




And they both stood an in­stant un­covered while the little Es­sex priest blinked about for his um­brella.

Und sie stan­den einen Au­gen­blick un­be­deck­ten Hauptes, wäh­rend der klei­ne Pries­ter aus Es­sex nach sei­nem Re­gen­schir­me such­te.








BETWEEN the sil­ver rib­bon of morn­ing and the green glit­ter­ing rib­bon of sea, 
the boat touched Har­wich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies, 
among whom the man we must fol­low was by no means con­spicu­ous — nor wished to be. 
There was noth­ing not­able about him, ex­cept a slight con­trast between the hol­i­day gaiety of his clothes and the of­fi­cial grav­ity of his face. 
His clothes in­cluded a slight, pale grey jack­et, a white waist­coat, and a sil­ver straw hat with a grey-blue rib­bon. 
His lean face was dark by con­trast, and ended in a curt black beard 
that looked Span­ish and sug­ges­ted an Eliza­beth­an ruff. 
He was smoking a ci­gar­ette with the ser­i­ous­ness of an idler. 
There was noth­ing about him to in­dic­ate the fact that the grey jack­et covered a loaded re­volver, 
that the white waist­coat covered a po­lice card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most power­ful in­tel­lects in Europe. 
For this was Valentin him­self, the head of the Par­is po­lice and the most fam­ous in­vest­ig­at­or of the world; 
and he was com­ing from Brus­sels to Lon­don to make the greatest ar­rest of the cen­tury. 



Flam­beau was in Eng­land. The po­lice of three coun­tries had tracked the great crim­in­al at last from Ghent to Brus­sels, from Brus­sels to the Hook of Hol­land; 
and it was con­jec­tured that he would take some ad­vant­age of the un­fa­mili­ar­ity and con­fu­sion of the Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress, then tak­ing place in Lon­don. 
Prob­ably he would travel as some minor clerk or sec­ret­ary con­nec­ted with it; 
but, of course, Valentin could not be cer­tain; nobody could be cer­tain about Flam­beau. 



It is many years now since this co­los­sus of crime sud­denly ceased keep­ing the world in a tur­moil; 
and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Ro­land, there was a great quiet upon the earth. 
But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flam­beau was a fig­ure as statuesque and in­ter­na­tion­al as the Kais­er. 
Al­most every morn­ing the daily pa­per an­nounced that he had es­caped the con­sequences of one ex­traordin­ary crime by com­mit­ting an­oth­er. 
He was a Gas­con of gi­gant­ic stature and bod­ily dar­ing; and the wild­est tales were told of his out­bursts of ath­let­ic hu­mour; 
how he turned the juge d’in­struc­tion up­side down and stood him on his head, “to clear his mind”; 
how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli with a po­lice­man un­der each arm. 
It is due to him to say that his fant­ast­ic phys­ic­al strength 
was gen­er­ally em­ployed in such blood­less though un­dig­ni­fied scenes; 
his real crimes were chiefly those of in­geni­ous and whole­sale rob­bery. 
But each of his thefts was al­most a new sin, and would make a story by it­self. 
It was he who ran the great Tyr­olean Dairy Com­pany in Lon­don, 
with no dair­ies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thou­sand sub­scribers. 
These he served by the simple op­er­a­tion of mov­ing the little milk cans out­side people’s doors to the doors of his own cus­tom­ers. 
It was he who had kept up an un­ac­count­able and close cor­res­pond­ence with a young lady whose whole let­ter-bag was in­ter­cep­ted, 
by the ex­traordin­ary trick of pho­to­graph­ing his mes­sages in­fin­ites­im­ally small upon the slides of a mi­cro­scope. 
A sweep­ing sim­pli­city, however, marked many of his ex­per­i­ments. 
It is said that he once re­painted all the num­bers in a street in the dead of night merely to di­vert one trav­el­ler into a trap. 
It is quite cer­tain that he in­ven­ted a port­able pil­lar-box, 
which he put up at corners in quiet sub­urbs on the chance of strangers drop­ping postal or­ders into it. 
Lastly, he was known to be a start­ling ac­robat; 
des­pite his huge fig­ure, he could leap like a grasshop­per and melt into the tree-tops like a mon­key. 
Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find Flam­beau, was per­fectly aware 
that his ad­ven­tures would not end when he had found him. 



But how was he to find him? 
On this the great Valentin’s ideas were still in pro­cess of set­tle­ment. 



There was one thing which Flam­beau, with all his dex­ter­ity of dis­guise, could not cov­er, and that was his sin­gu­lar height. 
If Valentin’s quick eye had caught a tall apple-wo­man, a tall gren­adier, 
or even a tol­er­ably tall duch­ess, he might have ar­res­ted them on the spot. 
But all along his train there was nobody that could be a dis­guised Flam­beau, any more than a cat could be a dis­guised gir­affe. 
About the people on the boat he had already sat­is­fied him­self; 
and the people picked up at Har­wich or on the jour­ney lim­ited them­selves with cer­tainty to six. 
There was a short rail­way of­fi­cial trav­el­ling up to the ter­minus, 
three fairly short mar­ket garden­ers picked up two sta­tions af­ter­wards, 
one very short wid­ow lady go­ing up from a small Es­sex town, 
and a very short Ro­man Cath­ol­ic priest go­ing up from a small Es­sex vil­lage. 
When it came to the last case, Valentin gave it up and al­most laughed. 
The little priest was so much the es­sence of those East­ern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Nor­folk dump­ling; 
he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had sev­er­al brown pa­per par­cels, which he was quite in­cap­able of col­lect­ing. 
The Euchar­ist­ic Con­gress had doubt­less sucked out of their loc­al stag­na­tion many such creatures, blind and help­less, like moles dis­in­terred. 
Valentin was a scep­tic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests. 
But he could have pity for them, and this one might have pro­voked pity in any­body. 
He had a large, shabby um­brella, which con­stantly fell on the floor. 
He did not seem to know which was the right end of his re­turn tick­et. 
He ex­plained with a moon-calf sim­pli­city to every­body in the car­riage that he had to be care­ful, 
be­cause he had something made of real sil­ver “with blue stones” in one of his brown-pa­per par­cels. 
His quaint blend­ing of Es­sex flat­ness with saintly sim­pli­city con­tinu­ously amused the French­man 
till the priest ar­rived (some­how) at Tot­ten­ham with all his par­cels, and came back for his um­brella. 
When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn him not to take care of the sil­ver by telling every­body about it. 
But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else; 
he looked out stead­ily for any­one, rich or poor, male or fe­male, 
who was well up to six feet; for Flam­beau was four inches above it. 



He alighted at Liv­er­pool Street, however, quite con­scien­tiously se­cure that he had not missed the crim­in­al so far. 
He then went to Scot­land Yard to reg­u­lar­ise his po­s­i­tion and ar­range for help in case of need; 
he then lit an­oth­er ci­gar­ette and went for a long stroll in the streets of Lon­don. 
As he was walk­ing in the streets and squares bey­ond Vic­tor­ia, he paused sud­denly and stood. 
It was a quaint, quiet square, very typ­ic­al of Lon­don, full of an ac­ci­dent­al still­ness. 
The tall, flat houses round looked at once pros­per­ous and un­in­hab­ited; the square of shrub­bery in the centre looked as deser­ted as a green Pa­cific is­let. 
One of the four sides was much high­er than the rest, like a dais; and the line of this side was broken 
by one of Lon­don’s ad­mir­able ac­ci­dents — a res­taur­ant that looked as if it had strayed from Soho. 
It was an un­reas­on­ably at­tract­ive ob­ject, with dwarf plants in pots and long, striped blinds of lem­on yel­low and white. 
It stood spe­cially high above the street, and in the usu­al patch­work way of Lon­don, 
a flight of steps from the street ran up to meet the front door al­most as a fire-es­cape might run up to a first-floor win­dow. 
Valentin stood and smoked in front of the yel­low-white blinds and con­sidered them long. 



The most in­cred­ible thing about mir­acles is that they hap­pen. 
A few clouds in heav­en do come to­geth­er into the star­ing shape of one hu­man eye. 
A tree does stand up in the land­scape of a doubt­ful jour­ney in the ex­act and elab­or­ate shape of a note of in­ter­rog­a­tion. 
I have seen both these things my­self with­in the last few days. 
Nel­son does die in the in­stant of vic­tory; and a man named Wil­li­ams does quite ac­ci­dent­ally murder a man named Wil­li­am­son; it sounds like a sort of in­fant­i­cide. 
In short, there is in life an ele­ment of elfin co­in­cid­ence which people reck­on­ing on the pro­sa­ic may per­petu­ally miss. 
As it has been well ex­pressed in the para­dox of Poe, wis­dom should reck­on on the un­fore­seen. 



Ar­istide Valentin was un­fathom­ably French; and the French in­tel­li­gence is in­tel­li­gence spe­cially and solely. 
He was not “a think­ing ma­chine”; for that is a brain­less phrase of mod­ern fa­tal­ism and ma­ter­i­al­ism. 
A ma­chine only is a ma­chine be­cause it can­not think. But he was a think­ing man, and a plain man at the same time. 
All his won­der­ful suc­cesses, that looked like con­jur­ing, had been gained by plod­ding lo­gic, by clear and com­mon­place French thought. 
The French elec­tri­fy the world not by start­ing any para­dox, they elec­tri­fy it by car­ry­ing out a tru­ism. 
They carry a tru­ism so far — as in the French Re­volu­tion. 
But ex­actly be­cause Valentin un­der­stood reas­on, he un­der­stood the lim­its of reas­on. 
Only a man who knows noth­ing of mo­tors talks of mo­tor­ing without pet­rol; 
only a man who knows noth­ing of reas­on talks of reas­on­ing without strong, un­dis­puted first prin­ciples. Here he had no strong first prin­ciples. 
Flam­beau had been missed at Har­wich; and if he was in Lon­don at all, 
he might be any­thing from a tall tramp on Wimble­don Com­mon to a tall toast-mas­ter at the Hotel Met­ro­pole. 
In such a na­ked state of nes­ci­ence, Valentin had a view and a meth­od of his own. 



In such cases he reckoned on the un­fore­seen. 
In such cases, when he could not fol­low the train of the reas­on­able, he coldly and care­fully fol­lowed the train of the un­reas­on­able. 
In­stead of go­ing to the right places — banks, po­lice sta­tions, ren­dez­vous 
— he sys­tem­at­ic­ally went to the wrong places; knocked at every empty house, turned down every cul de sac, 
went up every lane blocked with rub­bish, went round every cres­cent that led him use­lessly out of the way. 
He de­fen­ded this crazy course quite lo­gic­ally. 
He said that if one had a clue this was the worst way; 
but if one had no clue at all it was the best, be­cause there was just the chance 
that any oddity that caught the eye of the pur­suer might be the same that had caught the eye of the pur­sued. 
Some­where a man must be­gin, and it had bet­ter be just where an­oth­er man might stop. 
Something about that flight of steps up to the shop, something about the quiet­ude and quaint­ness of the res­taur­ant, 
roused all the de­tect­ive’s rare ro­mantic fancy and made him re­solve to strike at ran­dom. 
He went up the steps, and sit­ting down at a table by the win­dow, asked for a cup of black cof­fee. 



It was half-way through the morn­ing, and he had not break­fas­ted; 
the slight lit­ter of oth­er break­fasts stood about on the table to re­mind him of his hun­ger; 
and adding a poached egg to his or­der, he pro­ceeded mus­ingly 
to shake some white sug­ar into his cof­fee, think­ing all the time about Flam­beau. 
He re­membered how Flam­beau had es­caped, once by a pair of nail scis­sors, 
and once by a house on fire; once by hav­ing to pay for an un­stamped let­ter, 
and once by get­ting people to look through a tele­scope at a comet that might des­troy the world. 
He thought his de­tect­ive brain as good as the crim­in­al’s, which was true. But he fully real­ised the dis­ad­vant­age. 
“The crim­in­al is the cre­at­ive artist; the de­tect­ive only the crit­ic,” he said with a sour smile, 
and lif­ted his cof­fee cup to his lips slowly, and put it down very quickly. He had put salt in it. 



He looked at the ves­sel from which the sil­very powder had come; it was cer­tainly a sug­ar-basin; 
as un­mis­tak­ably meant for sug­ar as a cham­pagne-bottle for cham­pagne. 
He wondered why they should keep salt in it. 
He looked to see if there were any more or­tho­dox ves­sels. Yes; there were two salt-cel­lars quite full. 
Per­haps there was some spe­ci­al­ity in the con­di­ment in the salt-cel­lars. He tasted it; it was sug­ar. 
Then he looked round at the res­taur­ant with a re­freshed air of in­terest, to see 
if there were any oth­er traces of that sin­gu­lar artist­ic taste which puts the sug­ar in the salt-cel­lars and the salt in the sug­ar-basin. 
Ex­cept for an odd splash of some dark flu­id on one of the white-papered walls, 
the whole place ap­peared neat, cheer­ful and or­din­ary. He rang the bell for the waiter. 



When that of­fi­cial hur­ried up, fuzzy-haired and some­what blear-eyed at that early hour, 
the de­tect­ive (who was not without an ap­pre­ci­ation of the sim­pler forms of hu­mour) asked him 
to taste the sug­ar and see if it was up to the high repu­ta­tion of the hotel. 
The res­ult was that the waiter yawned sud­denly and woke up. 



“Do you play this del­ic­ate joke on your cus­tom­ers every morn­ing?” in­quired Valentin. 
“Does chan­ging the salt and sug­ar nev­er pall on you as a jest?” 



The waiter, when this irony grew clear­er, stam­mer­ingly as­sured him that the es­tab­lish­ment had cer­tainly no such in­ten­tion; it must be a most curi­ous mis­take. 
He picked up the sug­ar-basin and looked at it; he picked up the salt-cel­lar and looked at that, his face grow­ing more and more be­wildered. 
At last he ab­ruptly ex­cused him­self, and hur­ry­ing away, re­turned in a few seconds with the pro­pri­et­or. 
The pro­pri­et­or also ex­amined the sug­ar-basin and then the salt-cel­lar; the pro­pri­et­or also looked be­wildered. 



Sud­denly the waiter seemed to grow in­ar­tic­u­late with a rush of words. 



“I zink,” he stuttered eagerly, “I zink it is those two clergy-men.” 



“What two cler­gy­men?” 



“The two cler­gy­men,” said the waiter, “that threw soup at the wall.” 



“Threw soup at the wall?” re­peated Valentin, feel­ing sure this must be some sin­gu­lar Itali­an meta­phor. 



“Yes, yes,” said the at­tend­ant ex­citedly, and poin­ted at the dark splash on the white pa­per; “threw it over there on the wall.” 



Valentin looked his query at the pro­pri­et­or, who came to his res­cue with fuller re­ports. 



“Yes, sir,” he said, “it’s quite true, though I don’t sup­pose it has any­thing to do with the sug­ar and salt. 
Two cler­gy­men came in and drank soup here very early, as soon as the shut­ters were taken down. 
They were both very quiet, re­spect­able people; one of them paid the bill and went out; 
the oth­er, who seemed a slower coach al­to­geth­er, was some minutes longer get­ting his things to­geth­er. 
But he went at last. Only, the in­stant be­fore he stepped into the street he de­lib­er­ately picked up his cup, 
which he had only half emp­tied, and threw the soup slap on the wall. 
I was in the back room my­self, and so was the waiter; 
so I could only rush out in time to find the wall splashed and the shop empty. 
It don’t do any par­tic­u­lar dam­age, but it was con­foun­ded cheek; and I tried to catch the men in the street. 
They were too far off though; I only no­ticed they went round the next corner into Carstairs Street.” 



The de­tect­ive was on his feet, hat settled and stick in hand. 
He had already de­cided that in the uni­ver­sal dark­ness of his mind 
he could only fol­low the first odd fin­ger that poin­ted; and this fin­ger was odd enough. 
Pay­ing his bill and clash­ing the glass doors be­hind him, he was soon swinging round into the oth­er street. 



It was for­tu­nate that even in such fevered mo­ments his eye was cool and quick. 
Something in a shop-front went by him like a mere flash; yet he went back to look at it. 
The shop was a pop­u­lar green­gro­cer and fruit­er­er’s, 
an ar­ray of goods set out in the open air and plainly tick­eted with their names and prices. 
In the two most prom­in­ent com­part­ments were two heaps, of or­anges and of nuts re­spect­ively. 
On the heap of nuts lay a scrap of card­board, on which was writ­ten in bold, blue chalk, “Best tan­ger­ine or­anges, two a penny.” 
On the or­anges was the equally clear and ex­act de­scrip­tion, “Finest Brazil nuts, 4d. a lb.” 
M. Valentin looked at these two plac­ards and fan­cied he had met this highly subtle form of hu­mour be­fore, and that some­what re­cently. 
He drew the at­ten­tion of the red-faced fruit­er­er, 
who was look­ing rather sul­lenly up and down the street, to this in­ac­cur­acy in his ad­vert­ise­ments. 
The fruit­er­er said noth­ing, but sharply put each card into its prop­er place. 
The de­tect­ive, lean­ing el­eg­antly on his walk­ing-cane, con­tin­ued to scru­tin­ise the shop. At last he said, 
“Pray ex­cuse my ap­par­ent ir­rel­ev­ance, my good sir, but I should like to ask you a ques­tion in ex­per­i­ment­al psy­cho­logy and the as­so­ci­ation of ideas.” 



The red-faced shop­man re­garded him with an eye of men­ace; but he con­tin­ued gaily, swinging his cane, 
“Why,” he pur­sued, “why are two tick­ets wrongly placed in a green­gro­cer’s shop like a shovel hat that has come to Lon­don for a hol­i­day? 
Or, in case I do not make my­self clear, what is the mys­tic­al as­so­ci­ation 
which con­nects the idea of nuts marked as or­anges with the idea of two cler­gy­men, one tall and the oth­er short?” 



The eyes of the trades­man stood out of his head like a snail’s; 
he really seemed for an in­stant likely to fling him­self upon the stranger. 
At last he stammered an­grily: 
“I don’t know what you ’ave to do with it, but if you’re one of their friends, 
you can tell ’em from me that I’ll knock their silly ’eads off, par­sons or no par­sons, if they up­set my apples again.” 



“In­deed?” asked the de­tect­ive, with great sym­pathy. “Did they up­set your apples?” 



“One of ’em did,” said the heated shop­man; “rolled ’em all over the street. 
I’d ’ave caught the fool but for hav­in’ to pick ’em up.” 



“Which way did these par­sons go?” asked Valentin. 



“Up that second road on the left-hand side, and then across the square,” said the oth­er promptly. 



“Thanks,” replied Valentin, and van­ished like a fairy. 
On the oth­er side of the second square he found a po­lice­man, and said: 
“This is ur­gent, con­stable; have you seen two cler­gy­men in shovel hats?” 



The po­lice­man began to chuckle heav­ily. 
“I ’ave, sir; and if you arst me, one of ’em was drunk. He stood in the middle of the road that be­wildered that —” 



“Which way did they go?” snapped Valentin. 



“They took one of them yel­low buses over there,” answered the man; “them that go to Hamp­stead.” 



Valentin pro­duced his of­fi­cial card and said very rap­idly: 
“Call up two of your men to come with me in pur­suit,” and crossed the road with such con­ta­gious en­ergy 
that the pon­der­ous po­lice­man was moved to al­most agile obed­i­ence. 
In a minute and a half the French de­tect­ive was joined on the op­pos­ite pave­ment by an in­spect­or and a man in plain clothes. 



“Well, sir,” began the former, with smil­ing im­port­ance, “and what may —?” 



Valentin poin­ted sud­denly with his cane. 
“I’ll tell you on the top of that om­ni­bus,” he said, and was dart­ing and dodging across the tangle of the traffic. 
When all three sank pant­ing on the top seats of the yel­low vehicle, the in­spect­or said: 
“We could go four times as quick in a taxi.” 



“Quite true,” replied their lead­er pla­cidly, “if we only had an idea of where we were go­ing.” 



“Well, where are you go­ing?” asked the oth­er, star­ing. 



Valentin smoked frown­ingly for a few seconds; then, re­mov­ing his ci­gar­ette, he said: 
“If you know what a man’s do­ing, get in front of him; but if you want to guess what he’s do­ing, keep be­hind him. 
Stray when he strays; stop when he stops; travel as slowly as he. 
Then you may see what he saw and may act as he ac­ted. 
All we can do is to keep our eyes skinned for a queer thing.” 



“What sort of queer thing do you mean?” asked the in­spect­or. 



“Any sort of queer thing,” answered Valentin, and re­lapsed into ob­stin­ate si­lence. 



The yel­low om­ni­bus crawled up the north­ern roads for what seemed like hours on end; 
the great de­tect­ive would not ex­plain fur­ther, and per­haps his as­sist­ants felt a si­lent and grow­ing doubt of his er­rand. 
Per­haps, also, they felt a si­lent and grow­ing de­sire for lunch, for the hours crept long past the nor­mal lunch­eon hour, 
and the long roads of the North Lon­don sub­urbs seemed to shoot out into length after length like an in­fernal tele­scope. 
It was one of those jour­neys on which a man per­petu­ally feels 
that now at last he must have come to the end of the uni­verse, and then finds he has only come to the be­gin­ning of Tufnell Park. 
Lon­don died away in draggled tav­erns and dreary scrubs, and then was un­ac­count­ably born again in blaz­ing high streets and blatant ho­tels. 
It was like passing through thir­teen sep­ar­ate vul­gar cit­ies all just touch­ing each oth­er. 
But though the winter twi­light was already threat­en­ing the road ahead of them, 
the Parisi­an de­tect­ive still sat si­lent and watch­ful, eye­ing the front­age of the streets that slid by on either side. 
By the time they had left Cam­den Town be­hind, the po­lice­men were nearly asleep; at least, they gave something like a jump 
as Valentin leapt erect, struck a hand on each man’s shoulder, and shouted to the driver to stop. 



They tumbled down the steps into the road without real­ising why they had been dis­lodged; 
when they looked round for en­light­en­ment they found Valentin tri­umphantly point­ing his fin­ger to­wards a win­dow on the left side of the road. 
It was a large win­dow, form­ing part of the long facade of a gilt and pala­tial pub­lic-house; 
it was the part re­served for re­spect­able din­ing, and la­belled “Res­taur­ant.” 
This win­dow, like all the rest along the front­age of the hotel, was of fros­ted and figured glass; 
but in the middle of it was a big, black smash, like a star in the ice. 



“Our cue at last,” cried Valentin, wav­ing his stick; “the place with the broken win­dow.” 



“What win­dow? What cue?” asked his prin­cip­al as­sist­ant. “Why, what proof is there that this has any­thing to do with them?” 



Valentin al­most broke his bam­boo stick with rage. 



“Proof!” he cried. “Good God! the man is look­ing for proof! Why, of course, the chances are twenty to one that it has noth­ing to do with them. 
But what else can we do? Don’t you see we must either fol­low one wild pos­sib­il­ity or else go home to bed?” He banged his way into the res­taur­ant, 
fol­lowed by his com­pan­ions, and they were soon seated at a late lunch­eon at a little table, 
and looked at the star of smashed glass from the in­side. Not that it was very in­form­at­ive to them even then. 



“Got your win­dow broken, I see,” said Valentin to the waiter as he paid the bill. 



“Yes, sir,” answered the at­tend­ant, bend­ing busily over the change, 
to which Valentin si­lently ad­ded an enorm­ous tip. The waiter straightened him­self with mild but un­mis­tak­able an­im­a­tion. 



“Ah, yes, sir,” he said. “Very odd thing, that, sir.” 



“In­deed?” Tell us about it,” said the de­tect­ive with care­less curi­os­ity. 



“Well, two gents in black came in,” said the waiter; “two of those for­eign par­sons that are run­ning about. 
They had a cheap and quiet little lunch, and one of them paid for it and went out. 
The oth­er was just go­ing out to join him when I looked at my change again and found he’d paid me more than three times too much. 
‘Here,’ I says to the chap who was nearly out of the door, ‘you’ve paid too much.’ 
‘Oh,’ he says, very cool, ‘have we?’ ‘Yes,’ I says, and picks up the bill to show him. Well, that was a knock-out.” 



“What do you mean?” asked his in­ter­locutor. 



“Well, I’d have sworn on sev­en Bibles that I’d put 4s. on that bill. 
But now I saw I’d put 14s., as plain as paint.” 



“Well?” cried Valentin, mov­ing slowly, but with burn­ing eyes, “and then?” 



“The par­son at the door he says all se­rene, ‘Sorry to con­fuse your ac­counts, but it’ll pay for the win­dow.’ 
‘What win­dow?’ I says. ‘The one I’m go­ing to break,’ he says, and smashed that blessed pane with his um­brella.” 



All three in­quirers made an ex­clam­a­tion; and the in­spect­or said un­der his breath, 
“Are we after es­caped lun­at­ics?” 
The waiter went on with some rel­ish for the ri­dicu­lous story: 



“I was so knocked silly for a second, I couldn’t do any­thing. 
The man marched out of the place and joined his friend just round the corner. 
Then they went so quick up Bul­lock Street that I couldn’t catch them, though I ran round the bars to do it.” 



“Bul­lock Street,” said the de­tect­ive, and shot up that thor­ough­fare as quickly as the strange couple he pur­sued. 



Their jour­ney now took them through bare brick ways like tun­nels; streets with few lights and even with few win­dows; 
streets that seemed built out of the blank backs of everything and every­where. 
Dusk was deep­en­ing, and it was not easy even for the Lon­don po­lice­men to guess in what ex­act dir­ec­tion they were tread­ing. 
The in­spect­or, however, was pretty cer­tain that they would even­tu­ally strike some part of Hamp­stead Heath. 
Ab­ruptly one bul­ging gas-lit win­dow broke the blue twi­light like a bull’s-eye lan­tern; 
and Valentin stopped an in­stant be­fore a little gar­ish sweet­stuff shop. 
After an in­stant’s hes­it­a­tion he went in; he stood amid the gaudy col­ours of the con­fec­tion­ery with en­tire grav­ity and bought thir­teen chocol­ate ci­gars with a cer­tain care. 
He was clearly pre­par­ing an open­ing; but he did not need one. 



An an­gu­lar, eld­erly young wo­man in the shop had re­garded his el­eg­ant ap­pear­ance with a merely auto­mat­ic in­quiry; 
but when she saw the door be­hind him blocked with the blue uni­form of the in­spect­or, her eyes seemed to wake up. 



“Oh,” she said, “if you’ve come about that par­cel, I’ve sent it off already.” 



“Par­cel?” re­peated Valentin; and it was his turn to look in­quir­ing. 



“I mean the par­cel the gen­tle­man left — the cler­gy­man gen­tle­man.” 



“For good­ness’ sake,” said Valentin, lean­ing for­ward with his first real con­fes­sion of eager­ness, 
“for Heav­en’s sake tell us what happened ex­actly.” 



“Well,” said the wo­man a little doubt­fully, 
“the cler­gy­men came in about half an hour ago and bought some pep­per­mints and talked a bit, and then went off to­wards the Heath. 
But a second after, one of them runs back into the shop and says, ‘Have I left a par­cel!’ 
Well, I looked every­where and couldn’t see one; 
so he says, ‘Nev­er mind; but if it should turn up, please post it to this ad­dress,’ 
and he left me the ad­dress and a shil­ling for my trouble. 
And sure enough, though I thought I’d looked every­where, 
I found he’d left a brown pa­per par­cel, so I pos­ted it to the place he said. 
I can’t re­mem­ber the ad­dress now; it was some­where in West­min­ster. 
But as the thing seemed so im­port­ant, I thought per­haps the po­lice had come about it.” 



“So they have,” said Valentin shortly. “Is Hamp­stead Heath near here?” 



“Straight on for fif­teen minutes,” said the wo­man, “and you’ll come right out on the open.” 
Valentin sprang out of the shop and began to run. The oth­er de­tect­ives fol­lowed him at a re­luct­ant trot. 



The street they threaded was so nar­row and shut in by shad­ows 
that when they came out un­ex­pec­tedly into the void com­mon and vast sky they were startled to find the even­ing still so light and clear. 
A per­fect dome of pea­cock-green sank into gold amid the black­en­ing trees and the dark vi­ol­et dis­tances. 
The glow­ing green tint was just deep enough to pick out in points of crys­tal one or two stars. 
All that was left of the day­light lay in a golden glit­ter across the edge of Hamp­stead and that pop­u­lar hol­low which is called the Vale of Health. 
The hol­i­day makers who roam this re­gion had not wholly dis­persed; 
a few couples sat shape­lessly on benches; and here and there a dis­tant girl still shrieked in one of the swings. 
The glory of heav­en deepened and darkened around the sub­lime vul­gar­ity of man; and stand­ing on the slope and look­ing across the val­ley, Valentin be­held the thing which he sought. 



Among the black and break­ing groups in that dis­tance was one es­pe­cially black 
which did not break — a group of two fig­ures cler­ic­ally clad. 
Though they seemed as small as in­sects, Valentin could see that one of them was much smal­ler than the oth­er. 
Though the oth­er had a stu­dent’s stoop and an in­con­spicu­ous man­ner, he could see that the man was well over six feet high. 
He shut his teeth and went for­ward, whirl­ing his stick im­pa­tiently. 
By the time he had sub­stan­tially di­min­ished the dis­tance and mag­ni­fied the two black fig­ures as in a vast mi­cro­scope, he had per­ceived something else; 
something which startled him, and yet which he had some­how ex­pec­ted. 
Who­ever was the tall priest, there could be no doubt about the iden­tity of the short one. 
It was his friend of the Har­wich train, the stumpy little cure of Es­sex whom he had warned about his brown pa­per par­cels. 



Now, so far as this went, everything fit­ted in fi­nally and ra­tion­ally enough. 
Valentin had learned by his in­quir­ies that morn­ing that a Fath­er Brown from Es­sex was bring­ing up a sil­ver cross with sap­phires, 
a rel­ic of con­sid­er­able value, to show some of the for­eign priests at the con­gress. 
This un­doubtedly was the “sil­ver with blue stones”; and Fath­er Brown un­doubtedly was the little green­horn in the train. 
Now there was noth­ing won­der­ful about the fact that what Valentin had found out Flam­beau had also found out; Flam­beau found out everything. 
Also there was noth­ing won­der­ful in the fact that when Flam­beau heard of a sap­phire cross he should try to steal it; 
that was the most nat­ur­al thing in all nat­ur­al his­tory. 
And most cer­tainly there was noth­ing won­der­ful about the fact 
that Flam­beau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as the man with the um­brella and the par­cels. 
He was the sort of man whom any­body could lead on a string to the North Pole; 
it was not sur­pris­ing that an act­or like Flam­beau, dressed as an­oth­er priest, could lead him to Hamp­stead Heath. 
So far the crime seemed clear enough; and while the de­tect­ive pit­ied the priest for his help­less­ness, 
he al­most des­pised Flam­beau for con­des­cend­ing to so gull­ible a vic­tim. 
But when Valentin thought of all that had happened in between, 
of all that had led him to his tri­umph, he racked his brains for the smal­lest rhyme or reas­on in it. 
What had the steal­ing of a blue-and-sil­ver cross from a priest from Es­sex to do with chuck­ing soup at wall pa­per? 
What had it to do with call­ing nuts or­anges, or with pay­ing for win­dows first and break­ing them af­ter­wards? 
He had come to the end of his chase; yet some­how he had missed the middle of it. 
When he failed (which was sel­dom), he had usu­ally grasped the clue, but nev­er­the­less missed the crim­in­al. 
Here he had grasped the crim­in­al, but still he could not grasp the clue. 



The two fig­ures that they fol­lowed were crawl­ing like black flies across the huge green con­tour of a hill. 
They were evid­ently sunk in con­ver­sa­tion, and per­haps did not no­tice where they were go­ing; 
but they were cer­tainly go­ing to the wilder and more si­lent heights of the Heath. 
As their pur­suers gained on them, the lat­ter had to use the un­dig­ni­fied at­ti­tudes of the deer-stalk­er, 
to crouch be­hind clumps of trees and even to crawl pros­trate in deep grass. 
By these un­gainly in­genu­it­ies the hunters even came close enough to the quarry to hear the mur­mur of the dis­cus­sion, 
but no word could be dis­tin­guished ex­cept the word “reas­on” re­cur­ring fre­quently in a high and al­most child­ish voice. 
Once over an ab­rupt dip of land and a dense tangle of thick­ets, the de­tect­ives ac­tu­ally lost the two fig­ures they were fol­low­ing. 
They did not find the trail again for an ag­on­ising ten minutes, 
and then it led round the brow of a great dome of hill over­look­ing an am­phi­theatre of rich and des­ol­ate sun­set scenery. 
Un­der a tree in this com­mand­ing yet neg­lected spot was an old ram­shackle wooden seat. 
On this seat sat the two priests still in ser­i­ous speech to­geth­er. 
The gor­geous green and gold still clung to the dark­en­ing ho­ri­zon; 
but the dome above was turn­ing slowly from pea­cock-green to pea­cock-blue, and the stars de­tached them­selves more and more like sol­id jew­els. 
Mutely mo­tion­ing to his fol­low­ers, Valentin con­trived to creep up be­hind the big branch­ing tree, 
and, stand­ing there in deathly si­lence, heard the words of the strange priests for the first time. 



After he had listened for a minute and a half, he was gripped by a dev­il­ish doubt. 
Per­haps he had dragged the two Eng­lish po­lice­men to the wastes of a noc­turn­al heath on an er­rand no saner than seek­ing figs on its thistles. 
For the two priests were talk­ing ex­actly like priests, pi­ously, with learn­ing and leis­ure, about the most aer­i­al en­ig­mas of theo­logy. 
The little Es­sex priest spoke the more simply, with his round face turned to the strength­en­ing stars; 
the oth­er talked with his head bowed, as if he were not even worthy to look at them. 
But no more in­no­cently cler­ic­al con­ver­sa­tion could have been heard in any white Itali­an cloister or black Span­ish cathed­ral. 



The first he heard was the tail of one of Fath­er Brown’s sen­tences, which ended: “… what they really meant in the Middle Ages by the heav­ens be­ing in­cor­rupt­ible.” 



The taller priest nod­ded his bowed head and said: 



“Ah, yes, these mod­ern in­fi­dels ap­peal to their reas­on; but who can look at those mil­lions of worlds and not feel 
that there may well be won­der­ful uni­verses above us where reas­on is ut­terly un­reas­on­able?” 



“No,” said the oth­er priest; “reas­on is al­ways reas­on­able, even in the last limbo, in the lost bor­der­land of things. 
I know that people charge the Church with lower­ing reas­on, but it is just the oth­er way. 
Alone on earth, the Church makes reas­on really su­preme. 
Alone on earth, the Church af­firms that God him­self is bound by reas­on.” 



The oth­er priest raised his aus­tere face to the spangled sky and said: 



“Yet who knows if in that in­fin­ite uni­verse —?” 



“Only in­fin­ite phys­ic­ally,” said the little priest, turn­ing sharply in his seat, 
“not in­fin­ite in the sense of es­cap­ing from the laws of truth.” 



Valentin be­hind his tree was tear­ing his fin­ger­nails with si­lent fury. 
He seemed al­most to hear the snig­gers of the Eng­lish de­tect­ives 
whom he had brought so far on a fant­ast­ic guess only to listen to the meta­phys­ic­al gos­sip of two mild old par­sons. 
In his im­pa­tience he lost the equally elab­or­ate an­swer of the tall cler­ic, 
and when he listened again it was again Fath­er Brown who was speak­ing: 



“Reas­on and justice grip the re­motest and the lone­li­est star. Look at those stars. 
Don’t they look as if they were single dia­monds and sap­phires? Well, you can ima­gine any mad bot­any or geo­logy you please. 
Think of forests of adam­ant with leaves of bril­liants. Think the moon is a blue moon, a single ele­phant­ine sap­phire. 
But don’t fancy that all that frantic as­tro­nomy would make the smal­lest dif­fer­ence to the reas­on and justice of con­duct. 
On plains of opal, un­der cliffs cut out of pearl, you would still find a no­tice-board, ‘Thou shalt not steal.’” 



Valentin was just in the act of rising from his ri­gid and crouch­ing at­ti­tude and creep­ing away as softly as might be, 
felled by the one great folly of his life. 
But something in the very si­lence of the tall priest made him stop un­til the lat­ter spoke. 
When at last he did speak, he said simply, his head bowed and his hands on his knees: 



“Well, I think that oth­er worlds may per­haps rise high­er than our reas­on. 
The mys­tery of heav­en is un­fathom­able, and I for one can only bow my head.” 



Then, with brow yet bent and without chan­ging by the faintest shade his at­ti­tude or voice, he ad­ded: 



“Just hand over that sap­phire cross of yours, will you? We’re all alone here, and I could pull you to pieces like a straw doll.” 



The ut­terly un­altered voice and at­ti­tude ad­ded a strange vi­ol­ence to that shock­ing change of speech. 
But the guarder of the rel­ic only seemed to turn his head by the smal­lest sec­tion of the com­pass. 
He seemed still to have a some­what fool­ish face turned to the stars. Per­haps he had not un­der­stood. 
Or, per­haps, he had un­der­stood and sat ri­gid with ter­ror. 



“Yes,” said the tall priest, in the same low voice and in the same still pos­ture, “yes, I am Flam­beau.” 



Then, after a pause, he said: 



“Come, will you give me that cross?” 



“No,” said the oth­er, and the mono­syl­lable had an odd sound. 



Flam­beau sud­denly flung off all his pon­ti­fic­al pre­ten­sions. The great rob­ber leaned back in his seat and laughed low but long. 



“No,” he cried, “you won’t give it me, you proud pre­l­ate. You won’t give it me, you little cel­ib­ate sim­pleton. 
Shall I tell you why you won’t give it me? Be­cause I’ve got it already in my own breast-pock­et.” 



The small man from Es­sex turned what seemed to be a dazed face in the dusk, and said, with the tim­id eager­ness of “The Private Sec­ret­ary”: 



“Are — are you sure?” 



Flam­beau yelled with de­light. 



“Really, you’re as good as a three-act farce,” he cried. “Yes, you turnip, I am quite sure. 
I had the sense to make a du­plic­ate of the right par­cel, and now, my friend, you’ve got the du­plic­ate and I’ve got the jew­els. 
An old dodge, Fath­er Brown — a very old dodge.” 



“Yes,” said Fath­er Brown, and passed his hand through his hair with the same strange vague­ness of man­ner. 
“Yes, I’ve heard of it be­fore.” 



The co­los­sus of crime leaned over to the little rus­tic priest with a sort of sud­den in­terest. 



“You have heard of it?” he asked. “Where have you heard of it?” 



“Well, I mustn’t tell you his name, of course,” said the little man simply. “He was a pen­it­ent, you know. 
He had lived pros­per­ously for about twenty years en­tirely on du­plic­ate brown pa­per par­cels. 
And so, you see, when I began to sus­pect you, I thought of this poor chap’s way of do­ing it at once.” 



“Began to sus­pect me?” re­peated the out­law with in­creased in­tens­ity. 
“Did you really have the gump­tion to sus­pect me just be­cause I brought you up to this bare part of the heath?” 



“No, no,” said Brown with an air of apo­logy. “You see, I sus­pec­ted you when we first met. 
It’s that little bulge up the sleeve where you people have the spiked brace­let.” 



“How in Tar­tarus,” cried Flam­beau, “did you ever hear of the spiked brace­let?” 



“Oh, one’s little flock, you know!” said Fath­er Brown, arch­ing his eye­brows rather blankly. 
“When I was a cur­ate in Hartle­pool, there were three of them with spiked brace­lets. 
So, as I sus­pec­ted you from the first, don’t you see, I made sure that the cross should go safe, any­how. 
I’m afraid I watched you, you know. So at last I saw you change the par­cels. 
Then, don’t you see, I changed them back again. And then I left the right one be­hind.” 



“Left it be­hind?” re­peated Flam­beau, and for the first time there was an­oth­er note in his voice be­side his tri­umph. 



“Well, it was like this,” said the little priest, speak­ing in the same un­af­fected way. 
“I went back to that sweet-shop and asked if I’d left a par­cel, and gave them a par­tic­u­lar ad­dress if it turned up. 
Well, I knew I hadn’t; but when I went away again I did. 
So, in­stead of run­ning after me with that valu­able par­cel, they have sent it fly­ing to a friend of mine in West­min­ster.” 
Then he ad­ded rather sadly: “I learnt that, too, from a poor fel­low in Hartle­pool. 
He used to do it with hand­bags he stole at rail­way sta­tions, but he’s in a mon­as­tery now. 
Oh, one gets to know, you know,” he ad­ded, rub­bing his head again with the same sort of des­per­ate apo­logy. 
“We can’t help be­ing priests. People come and tell us these things.” 



Flam­beau tore a brown-pa­per par­cel out of his in­ner pock­et and rent it in pieces. 
There was noth­ing but pa­per and sticks of lead in­side it. He sprang to his feet with a gi­gant­ic ges­ture, and cried: 



“I don’t be­lieve you. I don’t be­lieve a bump­kin like you could man­age all that. 
I be­lieve you’ve still got the stuff on you, and if you don’t give it up — why, we’re all alone, and I’ll take it by force!” 



“No,” said Fath­er Brown simply, and stood up also, “you won’t take it by force. 
First, be­cause I really haven’t still got it. And, second, be­cause we are not alone.” 



Flam­beau stopped in his stride for­ward. 



“Be­hind that tree,” said Fath­er Brown, point­ing, “are two strong po­lice­men and the greatest de­tect­ive alive. 
How did they come here, do you ask? Why, I brought them, of course! How did I do it? Why, I’ll tell you if you like! 
Lord bless you, we have to know twenty such things when we work among the crim­in­al classes! 
Well, I wasn’t sure you were a thief, and it would nev­er do to make a scan­dal against one of our own clergy. 
So I just tested you to see if any­thing would make you show your­self. 
A man gen­er­ally makes a small scene if he finds salt in his cof­fee; if he doesn’t, he has some reas­on for keep­ing quiet. 
I changed the salt and sug­ar, and you kept quiet. A man gen­er­ally ob­jects if his bill is three times too big. 
If he pays it, he has some motive for passing un­noticed. I altered your bill, and you paid it.” 



The world seemed wait­ing for Flam­beau to leap like a ti­ger. But he was held back as by a spell; he was stunned with the ut­most curi­os­ity. 



“Well,” went on Fath­er Brown, with lum­ber­ing lu­cid­ity, 
“as you wouldn’t leave any tracks for the po­lice, of course some­body had to. 
At every place we went to, I took care to do something that would get us talked about for the rest of the day. 
I didn’t do much harm — a splashed wall, spilt apples, a broken win­dow; 
but I saved the cross, as the cross will al­ways be saved. 
It is at West­min­ster by now. I rather won­der you didn’t stop it with the Don­key’s Whistle.” 



“With the what?” asked Flam­beau. 



“I’m glad you’ve nev­er heard of it,” said the priest, mak­ing a face. 
“It’s a foul thing. I’m sure you’re too good a man for a Whist­ler. 
I couldn’t have countered it even with the Spots my­self; I’m not strong enough in the legs.” 



“What on earth are you talk­ing about?” asked the oth­er. 



“Well, I did think you’d know the Spots,” said Fath­er Brown, agree­ably sur­prised. “Oh, you can’t have gone so very wrong yet!” 



“How in blazes do you know all these hor­rors?” cried Flam­beau. 



The shad­ow of a smile crossed the round, simple face of his cler­ic­al op­pon­ent. 



“Oh, by be­ing a cel­ib­ate sim­pleton, I sup­pose,” he said. “Has it nev­er struck you that a man who does next to noth­ing 
but hear men’s real sins is not likely to be wholly un­aware of hu­man evil? 
But, as a mat­ter of fact, an­oth­er part of my trade, too, made me sure you wer­en’t a priest.” 



“What?” asked the thief, al­most gap­ing. 



“You at­tacked reas­on,” said Fath­er Brown. “It’s bad theo­logy.” 



And even as he turned away to col­lect his prop­erty, the three po­lice­men came out from un­der the twi­light trees. 
Flam­beau was an artist and a sports­man. He stepped back and swept Valentin a great bow. 



“Do not bow to me, mon ami,” said Valentin with sil­ver clear­ness. “Let us both bow to our mas­ter.” 



And they both stood an in­stant un­covered while the little Es­sex priest blinked about for his um­brella. 
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