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51°30 � 26� N -- 0°7 � 39� W 
 
:: 
 
HT: 
 
The story begins in mid-air. 
Or rather, it proceeds from a fall 
to a flight 
to --perhaps-- a landing. 
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HT: 
 

There was an angel with sooty-gray wings 
who ruled straight lines across a grid. 

Red and blue for two brothers 
(square to each other, slanted 

sideways, intersecting) 
red or blue squares the hits 

in a neverending 
game of Battleships 

between them. 
The squares, nucleotids in DNA 
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HT: 
 

The mind rewinds, traces itself back 
searching for the mistake. 

A mistake. 
An explanation. 

 

SH: 
 
we agreed I wouldn't leave the flat for anything less than a seven (halogen, prime, neutral) 
on a scale of fourteen, two above chromatic, two below two octave, two weeks 
that is what I have with John; agreements 
Mycroft makes laws-- Boxing Day, morgues, caring 
Moriarty calls 
it is less than a six, more a five 
or three: the Game and Richard Brook (trinity, his holy ghost) 
John makes agreements, they're for the best, they're sensible and I break them before I... 
fall. fell. 

 
HT: 

 
Sherlock Holmes is dead. 

Sherlock Holmes, the fake genius, has thrown himsel f from a roof after his last 
victim, the actor Richard Brooks, shot himself. 

The fact that Sherlock Holmes is alive and breathin g 
(breathing rather hard, right now: dying does tend to be 

a bit breath-taking) 
doesn’t help much in dampening the shock. 

 

�$��
�

����� !�$��������������������	!�"����(����������������	�����	 ��������	 �������������
 ����	���	����#��	����������������%�

42��	��	!��������(	�%�
4�����������������5�"��������%�)���(�������������	!��"�	������ ���5����	��"�	����(���"��	5��

�	�����"%�������������	��	��5���� 	�������	����%�$�(��	��� ���������	�����������������"�"�
���!�����������	��(	�6�

� �



����
�
�������	��
�������������������������
����������
��� �������������������
 �����
���������!��"�#����!����������
������
������� 
���
��
�����!���
���!$��������������������!������������������
$!���� 
$���������������"�
%�������������
�������������
���������$�
���������� ��
�����$�
����
����������������������������������$�
�������������� ���
����
������
��
�����
�������
������������
�����&�����������������&� �$�����������&�"�
���������������!���'�������(������
������!����
���� �$
�����
�����!��"�
�
 
��&����������������)�����������(��*+,�������-!����� �&�������������
�!���
�����
�����"�#!����������������
��&���������� �
"�*�������
$�
�����
�����������
"�
�

��������	��
��&������
�&�����!������!�����������)�
.
��������������������
$�-!�����
����/�����"�����
� &����������������

��
�����"�	��
(��
����
����������������
��/������
$ ��������
��
��
��-!�������
��������������!���
��
��
����
��
������ �����������!
������
�"�

�
�����$�
������!����"�'��������
����������!������� ��������
����
�
��������&��������
�&������������"�0������������������ ���$������������

���&���!
�����
������������"�����!���$!������!��&���� '��������
��(�����������������
�!
������
"�

�
'���������
�&������&�������!�������1!��
(��$��������� �&�����������(�"�
��&���!������
��)�
��&��������
$����������������������������	��
�%����
 �����!���
$����0�����2�
��&����$��
��'��������!
���������������������������� ����������������2�
��&�������
����&
��
������
�����$����
���
����&������� ���������2�
�!�������
$�
!
&�
���������
���������
$�
���������������'�����
���� ������� ������
�������
����������"�
3�������������
��"� ����"���
�������������!�����!
� �����
���
���!�������
��"�
4�������������
��������"�
 ���
�����
���&���������&������!���&
������������"�
�

	��
���������������������������!���������
����
���� �������!��������������!��"��
�������
�������������!�������������������$���������&��
�
$"� ���������������"�

�
4�����&������������$
�"�
4��������"�4��������"�4���������"�4����/����
������5���� ��������"�
	��
����!��������������
$�����&���������/"�
��(������!�������
�������
��
�����!����&��"�
4�����&������
��"�6��������
�����������������
"�
'���
�������!
��������!�������
�������"�
�
'�����������������
�&"��������
���$!���������
�$���2 ������!���
���



�
�&�����������"�7���
�����"�
7���
����!��"�
�
��������
��!���"�
�
 ��������&�������!�����
����������"�
�

�������	��
���(�������"�
���&���
����
������$�����'�������"�

�
����!����8���
���"�

4���&������!�
�"�
7����
$����
$����

�
"�
�
'��������&��������������"���������(�������$��
&�������'��������������������"�
�
�����
$�������������������$���
����������������������������
��
��������������������������
��&����
����/�������
�������$���
����
���$$���������
��
�����������'�������"�
'�������������9����������
��!������"�
��!������"�
�

�������	��
�����������������&�������"�
�

	��
�������"�
�
"�
�

���������
����
�����
$���
��������"�
���������
$��
�&
�������������������!
���$���
���"�
 ����������
�"�
 �������������������
"�
8���
$����
����
�����
��$�"�
 ���
$����
����
������
"�
�
����������(��*+,����������������������
$�������!$��� "�
4���&������!�
�"�
4���&�����������
$��"�
�����
���������
�����������(����
�"�
#!���������
$�-!���"�
*�������
$����
$��"�



There are no definitive solutions. At best, only well-articulated problems. 
Our conversation has always been a tight black-and-white. Colours a scandal. 
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210 : 12 = 175 
420 : 14 = 30 
840 : 15 = 56 
 
:: 
 
SH: 
 
in the days recovering and internment-counterplaning they (Mycroft) ply me with low tar cigarettes 
and plastic ashtrays to keep agreements and the peace 
I visit my grave once every three weeks; it clears my head 
Mycroft insists on attending from fifty metres-- laws on morbidity 
I don't leave the compound for more than a fifteen, metric 
they've got me in Dubai 
my brother's idea of humour; flying BondAir from false terminals 
Baltimore to Heathrow to Milan to UAE and an American CIA envoy from DXB to Deira 
jetlag leaves four hours 
 

����������������5������(�������������(���%�
��"�	���4��5���	��"����(�	��(	����5���������7������8%�

�
I resist running my hands over my arms when women pass, hijab black 
 

���������� ������	���9� �������������
(���������(	����(������������������������

����������"�������	��
�

� � �
�

HT: 
 

Sherlock ceased believing in miracles at the age of  three years and two months, 
when for seven hours and forty-three minutes he pra yed God with perfect faith 

that Grand-mère be spared. 
He was interrupted by his father, who took him by t he hand 

and led him to her bedroom. 
Grand-mère was lying there, very pale, very still, very cold, 

and very obviously not sleeping. 
He didn’t understand why his father insisted that s he was. 
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Since then, he’s known that miracles don’t happen. 
Also, that everything has a price, and that the bil l 

always comes after the fact. 
He’s learned that the wonder is most often in the e ye of the beholder; that 

being able to reduce most phenomena to applications  of known natural laws 
drastically reduces the number of serendipitous sur prises. 

One of his favourite hypotheses, one he wears like an old pair of slippers, is 
that no event, living being, person or relationship  

is truly unique. 
He calls this realism. 

He doesn’t realise that it can be a form of selecti ve blindness. 
Like a cayman after a great extinction, 

everything is changed around him. 
What does he want? 

He’s not sure anymore. 
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MH: 
 
I should have trained myself more carefully to the sight of blood, like Sherlock did. 
I always refused to take part in the bloody sports that other boys seemed to enjoy, or at least take as 
a given for our class. 
(If this gave me rather a queer reputation, I more than made up for it by playing an aggressive polo 
game and sailing my wooden 470 in every sort of weather). 
I find myself rarely surprised, but my own attitude re: Moriarty has surprised me. 
To begin with, I waited much too long. I didn’t want to watch myself facing him. I can’t make head 
or tail of his strategy. A spider, Sherlock called him, but no: Moriarty is (he still is, in what he left 
behind) slippery as an eel, and equally misplaced-- a creature of borders between water and mud, 
water and air, sweet- and sea-water, in-between, unexplained, tough to kill, and with a secret agenda 
of worldwide proportions. 
I wanted to grasp him, hold him still, look at him and know everything that was there to be known. 
But he revealed nothing. 
I revealed too much 
about my brilliant, unloved younger brother, 
tall, proud, sparky, dare-devil asphodel that he is... 
with its reckless glory, such as the Greeks loved.6 
Such as Moriarty hated, as much as he loved it. 
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I should have had him killed, 
and spared my brother’s blood, not his. 
 

SH: 
 

better to have laws, metrics 
codified words and times for speaking-- corporations 

Jim Moriarty's genius was that one, two, and dregs are participants; 
conspiracy is the sum of petty crime 

there are no monopolies 
angels will fight in grids, but reveille dissolves in the chatter of everyday speech 

Mycroft wants lines severed, cells popped, signals reorganized 
useless to explain detective cases to someone who sees systems in all phenomena 

which is why he's asked me 
"thirteen," he said "and I'll let you go home" 
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Fourteen: a B/baker’s (Street) dozen, twelve plus a one-sixth bonus, 
a flourish, a flower, a buttonhole. 

Witness to his irrepressible generosity giving so much of himself (of what he feels 
is best in himself).7 
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And yet... 
Fifteen: 10 x 1.5 but also 60 : 4 or 120 : 8, closing the circle back to the duodecimal system: 

I could map the intersections. 
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HT: 
 

There is one thing nobody knows about Mycroft, not even Sherlock. 
When he was a young man, when he still could, he wo uld disappear 

for half a day, and go hang-gliding. 
The mass of his long lean flowery body an advantage , stabilising 

the narrow, swift wing 
even in crosswinds. 

He plunged, and soared on thermals, and did slow, l azy aerobatics 
for sheer fun, watching from above 
the harriers hunting, the jackdaws 

mobbing the seagulls trying to rob the nests, and t he play 
of shadow 

and metallic light the clouds moved on the country.  
Weight, becoming lightness. 

Knowledge, becoming grace. 
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Population density in London: 12,892/sq mi 
 

:: 
 

HT: 
 

Alone, everything is simpler. And much harder. 
No written notes, no conceptual maps on scraps of p aper and clippings 

on the wall. The mind palace is cluttered with triv ia 
he can’t risk deleting. 

 
Sherlock almost drowned in Switzerland, when Sebast ian Moran rolled 
a stone on him as he walked along the path from Mei ringen to Rosenlaui 
and to avoid being hit, he had to plunge into the f oamimg cauldron 
at the foot of the waterfall. 
 
He barely escaped being poisoned with tetrodotoxin in Gwangju. 
That was just after he’d cut the throat of Moriarty ’s Far East MD, 
whomanaged the sex tourism department of the organi zation. 
 
A gas leak almost got him in a hotel room in rue Se rvan in Paris; 
the crowing of a couple of magpies, flying noisily at dawn outside 
the window toward the Père Lachaise, woke him up ju st in time. He tracked 
the chambermaid to the meeting place of the local c ell of the band. 
Within the next 12 hours, la Sureté had secured eig ht major members and 
plenty of proof of their crimes. 
 
He’s been (more than) half strangled; risked burnin g when a fire broke 
out on Frecciargento as it sped down the Apennine t unnel between Bologna 
and Florence at 200 miles an hour; he’s been hit by  a van (he got lucky 
and only broke a toe in his right foot), bitten by an adder while having 
a bite of al fresco  lunch in Lomopardo, near Jerez de la Frontera, 
and by a funnel-web spider when working as a caddie  
on the Royal Golf Course in Sydney. 
 
Now he’s in Kigali, Rwanda. Two minutes ago he’s be en shot 
in the lower left arm. The wound is not serious; he  makes his way 
to Place de la Constitution, where he expects to fi nd more traffic and 
where taking aim may be more difficult for a sniper . He holds his arm 
with the right hand, hoping his dark burgundy shirt  with long sleeves 
will disguise the small, but rapidly spreading spot  of blood from where 
the bullet has grazed flesh and bone. 

 
While his eyes automatically 

take note of every detail from which his survival m ay depend, 
his mind 

races on completely different tracks. 
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MH: 
 
He lives to go home. 
But he is not immune from temptation. Remaining dead, not returning, would be an immortality 
of sorts. Going back, the story would start again-- and at some point it would end. 
Even the most intense love stories sometimes wither and starve. 
Either he or John at some point will die for good: it’s too much to hope for simultaneous decease. 
Going back means choosing, irreversibly. 
Love is so final. 
 
. 
 
I think I have been a little jealous of John, 
of the companionship Sherlock accepts from him and not from me 
(not since too many years). 
I never knew if there was more. 
I never wanted to. 
I hope there was. 
I do not know. 
 
. 
 
One of the earliest posts in his blog said 
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SH: 
 

Mycroft never says "I can't" 
he simply swallows the words 

imagines the faceless lives of all those British citizens at stake 
and carries on. 

Keep calm, carry on, live for queen and country. 
Bloody rot 

It began, these things always do, with childhood nutshells 
I threw tantrums 
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Mummy despaired 
Mycroft cultivated a voice he thought was persuasive but instead was grating 

I say "can't" "won't" "will not" "will never" "waste of time" "boring" 
Mycroft simply smiles and swallows 

the times he can't make things happen by sheer force of leaning on his umbrella 
are bad days 

BondAir can't go 
the project is cancelled 

the snipers can't be neutralised 
Moriarty can't be persuaded 

I can't go home 
John can't know 

every can't can't can't recanted 
can't die, can't live, can't say, can't make two bloody phone calls 

all those "can't"s my brother couldn't say 
reverberate in my skulls like a silver hammer 

Mycroft only fears that which he doesn't know 
he can't name Moriarty's second in command 

keep calm, carry on, celebrate her jubilee. 
I can't think without pretending 

the imagined safety of our walls 
the kitchen chemistry quietly bubbling 

a laptop and a typing cadence 
my dressing gown 

I am comfortable these days in morgues 
it's the only place I don't do damage 

Mycroft ignores the fags I hide in cadavers 
it's a Law. 

He can't predict; I can't solve; we can't deduce this canticle crime 
whatever comes, they'll be cremated 

Mummy thought Mycroft's cantatas sublime 
 

MH: 
 
Seduction: an obnoxious word for an obnoxious concept. 
It suggests that the seduced willingly abdicates to their personal responsibility, under pressure from 
desire artificially instigated by the seducer. 
It’s the temptation of discharging responsibility on another: 
The woman You put at my side — she gave me of the tree, and I ate. (Genesis 3:12). 
Or, much too often in the last two thousand years: I was only obeying orders. 
My orders, as often as not. 
Prostituting one’s own will to someone else’s, and it doesn’t matter whether the other is one’s elder 
and better. Abdicating to one’s own sense of justice. 
Sherlock never cared much for the abstract concept of justice, as in giving each their due according 
to impartial criteria. He used to be too set on having his own way. Now however I find that he does 
care. Now he knows what justice means. Perhaps one day, if John will help, he will begin studying 
forgiveness.  



55°45 � N -- 37°37 � E 
 
:: 

HT: 
 

There is a pair of street buskers on the Red Square  in Moscow, playing 
a duel of violins, 

one fiddle incongruously clover-green, one blue, th eir strung-out voices 
twining, crossing, in a wordless argument of bright  notes cascading. 9 

Sherlock doesn’t think back to the evening after he  declared 
he wouldn’t accept the post he’d been offered at th e Ministry of Defence. 

He doesn’t. 
Not at all. 

 
He had refused; he thought Mycroft had a hand in th is but he hadn’t, not this time, the 
head hunters had spotted him from his uni curriculu m. Later, after Pater had commanded 
Sherlock back to uni with the milk train early the next morning, Mycroft --alone at the 
piano at a quarter to three in the night-- had been  playing Sibelius’ Valse triste.  
Sherlock had padded in, violin in hand, and begun a n especially wailing rendition of 
Paganini’s La campanella . Mycroft had shifted to Khachaturian’s Flight of the Bumble Bee,  
and Sherlock had retorted with Il Moto perpetuo. The duel had gone on and on, the 
fluidity of the bow on strings against the predeter mined sound of the keys, running water 
against a bridge of squared stones, Mycroft using h is long hands and quick fingers for 
all they were worth and Sherlock rushing forward wi th whatever toss and slide and 
somersault may disturb the carefully planned sequen ce of piano notes. 
They had been interrupted at 3:23 by the butler, wh o silently presented Mycroft a card in 
Mummy’s handwriting on a silver salver. The card re ad: “Such a noise and so late!” 10 
Mycroft had closed with a resounding, Beethovenian chord, Sherlock by drawing from his 
violin a terrifying screech. Without a word, they h ad turned and walked out of the 
opposite doors.  
 
Mycroft never thought he’d miss him so. 
Like the wheat field misses the glorious flight of the kestrel above. 
He remembers the time before. Before Sherlock. 
Things were simpler then. 
Now when he plays the piano 
he only plays pieces for piano and violin, 
the violin part silent, 
the piece 
lopsided and crippled. 
That’s how he feels, 
an angel with only one wing left. 
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HT: 
 

Then he remembers how it felt, standing in the sunl ight 
on the edge of the roof and spreading his arms like  wings, 

knowing he wouldn’t fly; 
and he jerks his head back, his eyes close, a shudd er shaking him. 

It’s at times like this that he wishes he had been born 
with only half a heart, so the grieving wouldn’t hu rt so much. 11 

 
SH: 
 
most languages, including English, conflate 
two definitions of heart 
John is a doctor 
and he always does 
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MH: 
 
Moriarty... is blackthorn, poisonous but dapper in small thick foliage and perfect 
small white blossoms with their thin fresh scent of cyanide. 
Yet he has one quality which I cannot but appreciate: he does everything on 
purpose. Whatever evil he does, it’s not by neglect or inattention or disregard. 
“If you’re going to hurt them, do it on purpose”.12 Rimbaud would have liked 
Moriarty. 
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HT: 
 
The knife Sherlock always keeps on himself is a Bah co K-AP-1 with a 3” Sheffield 
blade. It’s thin, flat, smooth, with a perfect lock back, and although he kills 
four men and a woman with it in three different occ asions on two continents, 
it’s just a trimming knife for gardening and doesn’ t attract attention. 
Sherlock is finding out that, given the potential o f destruction implicit in 
even the most common man-made tools, one extraordin ary fact about people is not 
the horrible things they do to each other, but the horrible things they don’t. 
 
 
 

 
 
  



MH: 
 
I am having unusual dreams. 
I dream of the time when I was small 
and the rooms seemed immense. 
I dream of the day --it was a Sunday-- when I was 
summoned 
by a tight-lipped Pater and a radiant Mummy 
to the library. 
I was six and a half. 
“You will be a brother soon,” Pater had said. 
“How soon?” I’d asked. 
“January,” Mummy told me. 
“Good,” I replied, “I will have time to prepare.” 
But in my dream 
January never comes. 

HT: 
 

Mycroft was really only overweight briefly, around 13. 
He thinned out soon after and even now, on the thre shold of middle-age, 

he’s lean and tough like a wolfhound under his tail ored three-piece suits, 
despite the disgust for aimless exercise he and She rlock share. 

But he’s inherited the large frame and heavy bones 
of their paternal grandfather, 

and the scale never stops below 15.4 stones for him . 13 
It was his interest for food and the pleasure he’s always drawn 

from eating that initially prompted six-year-old Sh erlock’s mocking, at a time 
when he was wielding self-starvation as a weapon ag ainst Pater 

in his neverending feud with Grand-mère. 
Sherlock would stubbornly refuse the porridge and r oast-beef 

which were presented to him meal after meal (on a f amous occasion, he 
used bluish, week-old roast-beef as bait for jackda ws in one of his 
earlier experiments) but he would happily gorge him self on cabochis 
and crêpes delivered by Grand-mère in the small hou rs of the night. 

Mycroft would scowl at him the next morning, but he  never reported him. 
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SH: 
I remember how extraordinarily stressed out Mycroft was starting out in the service, 

for reasons I'm not sure of. 
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He must have felt a lot of pressure and responsibility and uncertainty-- within six months 
he was already working/coordinating/managing being the person responsible for more than he 

ever let know, and trying to make sure all the disparate people depending on him 
had the support they needed. 

It's impressive that at the age of 23, he found himself making steps towards management. 
Perhaps it was mostly because there was no-one else to do the job and he knew he was 

able to do it. 
Constantly reaching out and emailing and making sure everyone was on the same page. 

It must have been exhausting. 
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HT: 
 

45°17 � N 11°50 � E 
A sunny morning in April 

Open country, gray herons 
(Sherlock watches, and thinks of Mycroft) 

something like a leopard scarf 
thrown by the breeze on an apricot tree 

but it is the heaviest fruit instead, 
ten thousand bees 

golden and bronzed 
swarming, 

their voice much older 
than human words. 

A blessing. 
  



MH: 
 
Our mother’s voice: 
“Sherlock, listen to yourself!” 
He seldom did. She, never. 
 

HT: 
 

Sherlock has acquired since his teenage years the h abit 
of muttering to himself when he remembers his mista kes 

(and, yes, there is a number of them). 
It happens mostly when he’s bored-- on early mornin gs when London 

is grey and damp and dreary 
and it feels like nothing interesting will ever hap pen again. 

Recently 
--since John, in fact-- 

social faux-pas have swelled the ranks. 
*That* had never been a problem before. 

When he remembers other things, the bad ones, 
he cries silently. 15 

 
 

MH: 
 
When was the last time you felt that inner joy? that feeling that things would be right, and fix 
themselves, and end well? When your heart leapt in your chest for the sheer happiness of what was 
coming? 
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HT: 
 

The thin blade penetrates between right collarbone and shoulderblade, 
thirsting for the artery. With his left hand, Sherl ock draws his knife 

from the sheath at his ankle and pushes it in the a ttacker’s navel (thumb 
on the blade, strike upwards), then, as the killer folds on himself, he 

cuts his throat (backhand stroke, ear to ear, mind the bloodspray). 16 
He resheats the knife. Eases himself down the river bank, collapses. 

In the flood of breathless pain, he thinks of 
John. John’s wound. John’s pain. 

God, let me go home. 
Because, seen from this exact moment, his whole lif e seems to have been 

spent on his way home. 
And home is a person. His. 

 
. 
. 
. 
 
 

. 
 

MH: 
 
At school, Sherlock was fascinated with the strangest things, much to the chagrin of his teachers. 
One of them was the bronze ferrule on the hole in the sink next to the window in the boy’s 
lavatories, and the way the colour and pattern of oxidization changed according to the season, the 
weather and the hour of day (or night). He had a whole collection of photos, carefully glossed with 
temperature, humidity and weather report. 
At the time, he was still willing to share his interests with me. 
  

                                                 
�� �9��3�.��������
.)����.�������������
����������(
�. �������1����)%������������������(�������.
����
�((�
 �
����%�7'�����.����)�*��������)%�(*��'�����.����)�*��� �������
�������������)�*
���*�(��������(����%�����
��
�!��*���
���8��L ������� K����� : ��	������ %�����&��#���#�����
��� � �+-"��



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
I miss the indomitable complexity that Sherlock’s always been.  



HT: 
 

Sleeping with someone. Sherlock has tried it, and a bandoned the idea. 
He never could relax, always wondering what the oth er person 

would be doing next. Or not doing. The fine line 
between feeling invaded and feeling rejected was a thin one at best. 

He would curl around someone’s warm body, or let th em curl around him, 
and he wouldn’t find a comfortable position. 

Or if he would, 
he’d soon get too hot. 

They would lie side by side, or back to back, and h e’d begin wondering 
what had gone wrong this time, without him noticing . 

He’d doze off but wouldn’t fall asleep, 
caught in the white nothing 

where there is no sense of time but the awareness r emains 
of every little noise, every subtle shift of positi on, 

and there is no telling whether they are dream or r eality. 
 

 
 
Sherlock was used to stepping on a crime scene and command everybody’s 
attention. He worked his habit of superiority in a different style, but every 
bit as shamelessly as Mycroft ever did. 
Now instead he puts to good use the many ways he al so knows of making himself 
invisible. Much of this knowledge he learned from h is irregulars. 
One way is playing an irrelevant role. He washes wi ndscreens at traffic lights 
in Frosinone, delivers take-away pizza in Napier an d sweeps floors in a cinema 
in Petropolis. 
Another is doing things, going places, which are ps ychologically impossible. 
People see him and delete him. 
He lifted the briefcase of the fourth-but-last in M oriarty’s organization as he 
sat in the tenth row from the front at an economist s’ congress in Barcelona, a 
cordon of police outside watching a peaceful but no isy no-global parade. 
The briefcase contained the encrypted plans for a t errorist attack in Djibouti. 
No-one stopped him as he was going out. 17 
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HT: 
 

Sherlock disguises his hands. He makes them callous , dry, and scratched. 
He bites at his nails. 

Then he takes a job as taxi driver in Cincinnati. 
He has learned his lesson; 

he makes himself invisible behind the wheel of a ca r. 
He drives like he used to play the violin, 

the stick his bow, the engine his instrument. 
The tired, spent cars he drives love him. 

When it is not enough, he disguises himself in the same way Yudhithshira did in 
the Mahabharata. 

Yudhithshira was famous for losing at dice, 
so he disguised himself by winning. 

Sherlock’s enemies are hunting down a genius, so 
he disguises himself as a dull, slow-witted beanpol e from Covert, KS. 

 
 
 

MH: 
 
Sherlock doesn’t like most people. The reason is he fears them: he fears that they may mortify him. 
(Regrettable as it is, it is the only form of control I ever had over him.) 
An additional problem is that he also fears the few people he does like. 
He knows sooner or later he’s going to unwillingly mortify them. 
Therefore he doesn’t want to have power over people. 
Sherlock is fine with people keeping their distance; he doesn’t miss them, doesn’t seduce them 
(unless it’s instrumental to solving a case), he doesn’t bait them, he doesn’t flatter them. 
But he doesn’t like them. 
They embarrass him. He can’t understand their motivations for how well he can read the signs; he 
wounds them involuntarily, they wound him, and he can’t tell if it’s on purpose. 
 
Neither Sherlock nor I have ever been personally attracted by “professional scolding”. 
The concept involves being shown affection ...of some sort, 
as a consequence of willful misdemeanours. 
I want to be loved, if ever, for what I have striven to do right. 
Sherlock always wanted to be loved despite his bad behaviour, not because of it. 
Neither wish has ever been fulfilled. 
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HT: 
 
When Sherlock is alone, “I” fades into the environm ent with all its past and 
present history. If the environment is good (and Ba ker Street is distinctly 
better than Montague), “I” ceases to be separate, a nd feels good also. Outside, 
or worse when home is invaded, “I” is led back to i ts container, with the double 
insulation of social identity and of self-image. It  feels like a violation; a 
rape; a freak show, because 
“I” is not acceptable. 
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HT: 
 
Sherlock is learning the lesson of fear. 
He had a first taste of it in Dewer’s Hollow, and a t the time 
he didn’t really understand how it worked. 
Now he does. 
Now he has something to lose. 
Now he wouldn’t give in to the curiosity of discove ring if he’s chosen the right 
pill. 
Now he has somewhere to go, someone worth surviving  for. 
 

MH: 
 

Pater used to say 
“None of us is so special that he’s worth saving for a special occasion.” 

 
  



HT: 
 
The old, old question: what to do in front of the p hysical certainty of death? 
Run away, run towards? 
(the things that matter, the only thing that matter s. *John*) 
 

He begins to find himself the subject 
of disturbingly vivid flashbacks. 

The things deleted, 
the things irrelevant (or undesirable), 

the things obsolete (or too hopeless for thought) 
flood his mind in the least expected situations. 

 
Sitting at a corner table in a dirty bistro in La C ourneuve, warming his hands 
around a cup of espresso –-the only possible use fo r such dubious liquid-— 
he smells the scent of not-so-clean humanity + rare ly aerated rooms, and the 
quiet desperation of his university days catches at  his throat with something 
suspiciously akin to crying. 
The crowd, the animal warmth, the hourly press of b odies along corridors too 
narrow for the height of the ceilings; the darkness  in the corners, the darkness 
in his mind, ceaselessly grinding trivial informati on. Melancholy lurking in the 
libraries at dusk, when the yellowish light of the lamps threw spots of faint 
glow on worn oak tabletops. The feeling that here w as where the wonder and the 
beauty of the world came to an end, turned into dus t in dreary pages, and there 
would never be another spring. 
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Between. 
Between brothers. 
Between fall and return. 
Between Sherlock and John? 



I’m sure there is a significant measure of reassessment on both parts. 
Miracles are elusive. When they end 
(if ever they end, or seem to) 
it’s easier to believe they never happened. 
 

SH: 
 

sex doesn't frighten me; seduction does 
Moriarty calls beyond the grave, more alive than the living 

names are stale but this-- this is the heart and I was right to say 
you should never let it rule your head 
not love, something worse than love: 

speech 
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HT: 
 

It was the first full moon in springtime 
and 

finally 
it was finished. 
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HT: 

But even the web of a spider (Araneus diadematus)  can’t hold for long 
a French wasp (Polistes dominulus). 

The threads are broken, 
the wasp is free to fly. 

The spider, 
dead. 

 
SH: 
 
Alive, recovered. I’ll manage to get home. That's all I have so far. I feel sort of.. I keep thinking the 
word stunted, but that's not quite it. Just, thoughts jump and don't express themselves fully. 
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