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    To Watson's steady pen and Holmes's relentless ear — for telling us how to listen.

      

    



  	
        
            
            A melody lost is a memory unmade; the detective's task is to compose the past anew.
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Foreword
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To the Reader,

As I write these lines, two thoughts clash in my mind: one is the truth illuminated by the cool, ruthless light of intellect and reason; the other is the deep, forsaken melodic shadow of music, which conceals all human complexity within its veil. "Sherlock Holmes — The Mystery of the Lost Melody," from the pen of Yasin Güneş, is a work that walks a fine line between these two poles. While on one hand it carries on the tradition of the classic detective novel—old, somber, yet still sharp-edged—on the other, it explores the formative power of sound, the note, and the composer over the human soul—at times dangerous, at times fascinating.

The familiar room on Baker Street opens the scene once more on an evening, with Holmes drawing his bow across the violin strings, seeking a new clue to unravel the world. The game begins here; the meaning of a note, the summoning call of a dried flower, a scent left behind like a calling card—these are not random traces. The author advances the story by using music as a cipher; notes are signs that connect the pieces of the victims, the locations, and the plan. This motif forms the backbone of the book and places the reader within a melody: a sequence of events, rising tension, and finally, an integrating finale. (See the opening scene of the first chapter and the Tannhäuser reference).

Holmes's intuition and Watson's human observation are the two pole stars of the text. On every page, Holmes deciphers traces, scents, and notes like a musician reading a score; Watson, meanwhile, conveys to the reader the warmth of human faces, fear, and astonishment. This narrative remains faithful to the spirit of the classic Holmes tale; but Yasin Güneş's style interprets it in a new way: the crime is a note; the criminal a composer—and the city a concert hall. The book presents a musical tension rising amidst London's stone and gas lamps. (The disappearance of Prince Alfred, the mysterious death of Lord Blackwood, and the case of Count Von Schlieffen are woven with the symbolic progression of the notes (G, A, B, C)).

The most impressive aspect of this work is its use of the theme of "sound" on both a metaphorical and a literal level. While the author examines the lethal, destructive, and persuasive powers of sound with scientific curiosity, he also demonstrates the aesthetic poison of art. The frequently encountered scents of "marigold" and lavender throughout the story are not merely a signature; they are a stamp of the perpetrator's aesthetic vision—a kind of ritualization of crime, an act of composition. These motifs emphasize the aesthetic source and theatrical nature of the mentality behind the events. (In the book, you can observe the constant repetition of these scents and how they point to clues.)

And of course, that shadowy figure we encounter: the Moriarty legend. Sometimes the performer, sometimes the "master" appearing behind the curtain, he is an echo of past events at Reichenbach; but in this book, the "disciples" take the stage—names like Magnus, Isabella, and Margaret are figures who both continue and distort the master's legacy. Their presence shows that crime cannot be reduced to a single mind; that ideologies, geniuses, and their followers are organized in succession. Magnus's young intellect and tragic path are woven into the Moriarty legend's universe like a new note: it carries the same motifs yet produces a different sound.

In this novel, the city is an orchestra. Every corner, every church, every bell tower is an instrument; Big Ben is not just a clock but a gong with the potential to reverberate through London if struck. The author's genius lies in combining this metaphor with dramatic tension, making the reader believe in a concrete danger—a plan that would echo city-wide, causing both physical and psychological damage. The details of the plan are woven with machine parts, brass pipes, magnetic ceramic keys, and chemical formulas; all of these transform the logic of music into an "aesthetic of destruction." This technical work elevates the piece from a mere whodunit to a contemporary science-mystery thriller.

One thing to pay attention to while reading is the author's rhythmic narrative. In certain passages, the sentences shorten; they adopt a tempo reminiscent of a heartbeat. At other times, long, sprawling descriptions take over, expanding the atmosphere and the scene. This rhythmic structure is in perfect harmony with the book's melody theme: the author doesn't just narrate events, he presents them in a form to be "played." The transitions between scenes of Holmes's fingertips touching the violin strings and the explosive illumination of a moment of discovery are crafted like a musical crescendo. (The pieces played on Baker Street and the "Tannhäuser" references are central in this regard).

Another strong point is the sharp observations on human psychology. The moments given through Watson's eyes convey the traces of fear and astonishment on the human face with an sincere language; while Holmes's moments of analysis show how a cold, rational imagination builds bridges between evidence. The author utilizes the advantage of both voices: Watson's empathy draws the reader to the "human" side of the scene; Holmes's analytical voice keeps curiosity alive. The balance of these two narrators is the essence of classic Holmes stories, and Yasin Güneş successfully blends it with contemporary elements.

The work also paints a portrait of an era: the shadows of Victorian London, the gothic tones of churches, the opulent yet fragile interiors of music halls—all enrich the novel's atmosphere. While using this backdrop, the author also questions how the supposed progress of technology and science can feed humanity's dark side. Ideas like the weaponization of sound waves, the manipulation of magnetic ceramic keys, or the resonance of brass machines don't just present a fictional danger; they also raise questions about the ethics of science. This ethical line of inquiry calls upon the reader to confront not only Holmes's logic but also their own conscience.

In this novel, which approaches the reader with the urgency of a hunter, surprises are placed masterfully. One of the author's strongest moves is that the classic "great villain" remains in the shadows: the legend of Moriarty makes its presence felt as a figure, but the real threat comes from his students, successors, and ideas. Thus, crime becomes more than a personal murder; it becomes a "culture." The composer's aim is not merely to spill blood but to present a grand spectacle on stage. (The narrative roles of Magnus, Isabella, and Margaret are decisive in this context).

Finally, while remaining faithful to the Holmes mythos, this work gives it a new resonance. Holmes is still the same cool-headed genius; Watson the same compassionate observer. But the environment has changed with sound, music, and modern dangers. This book is a masterful blend of the classic and the contemporary; it gives the reader both a familiar comfort and a chilling, new sense of the unknown. As we follow the melodic structure of the work, we also see how human passions can turn into danger, and how intellect can be both awe-inspiring and equally destructive.

If you have begun to turn these pages, I invite you to walk upon a master's score: be ready to find the meaning behind the notes, to decipher the language of scents, and most importantly, to explore the dark corridors of the human soul through Holmes's eyes. This novel does not merely solve a mystery; it also questions the burden, the cost, and the aesthetic obsession behind the solution. This work from Yasin Güneş's pen aims not just to give you an "answer" in the end, but to let you hear a melody—one that will slowly seep into your ear, settle in your mind, and then quietly fade away.

One final note before you begin reading: pay close attention to the small details—a dried flower, a fragment of a score, the strange structure of a piano key. For this story is the game of those who play the subtlest clues and perform the most insidious melodies. And as with any great composition, the finale of this story will both satisfy you and leave its mark.

Happy reading.
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Chapter I: Sounds from Buckingham
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The sitting room of 221B Baker Street was, as usual, in a state of chaos that reflected the complex labyrinths of a detective's mind. On the table were beakers left over from various chemical experiments, piles of letters, and notebooks filled with notes that were—to me—completely incomprehensible. Sherlock Holmes was by the window, playing his violin; his face bore a sharp, restless expression that defied all the world's tedium. That afternoon, the cold, grey light of October filtered into the room, casting a dull hue over everything.

"Watson," he said suddenly, without lifting the bow from the strings, "humanity's insistence on mediocrity astonishes me more each passing day. Crime, even in its simplest forms, requires an almost artistic talent, yet the average criminal is an unimaginative, monotonous creature."

"Perhaps that's a good thing, Holmes," I replied, folding The Times. "If all criminals had a genius like yours, Scotland Yard would have gone bankrupt long ago."

A scornful smile appeared at the corners of his thin lips. "Lestrade and his team would have gone bankrupt long ago were it not for the protective shield of mediocrity. But today... today might be different. The air feels like the harbinger of a storm. Listen."

Just then, a sharp, urgent doorbell rang. Quick, hurried footsteps ascended the stairs. Mrs. Hudson opened the door, and a man in an aide-de-camp's uniform, bearing the crests of Buckingham Palace on his livery, rushed in. His face was ashen, pale, almost trembling with fear.

"Mr. Sherlock Holmes!" the man called out, breathless. "I have been ordered to find you. Immediately!"

Holmes put his violin away without any haste. "Calm yourself, sir," he said coolly. "Sit down and explain the situation. This is Dr. Watson. No secret is kept from him. Rest assured, you are safe."

The man barely managed to collapse into a chair. "I am Colonel Julian Ambrose, of the Royal Guards. I come to you on behalf of Her Majesty Queen Victoria, but the matter is so delicate that no official record will be kept. Nothing is to be written down, is that understood?" His voice trembled, his eyes filled with pure fear.

Holmes nodded. "Continue verbally, Colonel."

"Her Majesty's favorite grandson, Prince Alfred... he... has disappeared," Ambrose whispered, as if the very walls had ears.

Holmes raised his eyebrows. "Disappeared? Princes are usually well-protected. A kidnapping?"

"No! Even stranger." The Colonel wiped his sweat. "Last night, he was in his private suite at the palace. Guards were on duty at the door. No one entered, no one left. In the morning, his room was empty. His bed was untouched. The only clue..." The Colonel paused, swallowing hard. "...was a small, carved ivory box in the middle of the room. Inside it... was a single, dried carnation. And next to it, a small piece of parchment with just one musical note written on it: a single 'G' note."

Holmes's eyes suddenly lit up. He had come alive like a hound catching the scent. "A carnation and a note... Interesting. Extremely interesting. Was there nothing else found in the Prince's room? The windows? The floor?"

"Everywhere was checked. Locked windows, a solid door. No signs of forced entry. It was as if he... vanished into thin air. Her Majesty is deeply concerned. Every measure has been taken to prevent a leak to the press, but this cannot remain hidden for long. You are asked to act quietly and swiftly. In an unofficial capacity."

Holmes sprang to his feet and grabbed his coat. "Watson, get ready at once! Colonel, do you have a carriage to take us to the palace immediately?"

"It's waiting outside."

The journey passed in almost complete silence. Colonel Ambrose stared out the window at the crowds in the street, oblivious to the terrible catastrophe that had befallen the royal family. Holmes, with his eyes closed and his fingertips pressed together, focused his entire mind on this puzzle, unlike any he had encountered before.

As we proceeded through the grand corridors of Buckingham Palace towards the private suites, the atmosphere was heavy and suffocating. Everywhere were grim-faced guards and servants. Finally, we reached the Prince's bedroom. The room was luxurious and comfortable, but now it held the silence of a tomb. The bed, as the Colonel had said, was undisturbed. In the fireplace were the ashes of a dead fire.

Holmes began to scan the room like a predator. He raised his nose to the air. "Lavender... and a very faint, almost undetectable... but definitely marigold scent. Interesting." He knelt to examine the carpet, checked the windows, scrutinized the fireplace. Then, he turned to the small ivory box sitting on the table. He carefully examined the dried carnation, then picked up the small piece of parchment. "Next to the G note, there's a very faint, almost invisible signature... a letter 'M'? Or a wave?"

Suddenly, he sprang up. "Colonel! Do you know if the Prince attended any musical events recently? The opera? A concert?"

Ambrose thought for a moment, "Yes... yes, he went to see Wagner's 'Tannhäuser' at the Royal Opera House last week. But he wasn't alone, he was with Lord and Lady Blackwood."

An electric spark flashed across Holmes's face. "Blackwood! The Blackwood family... where do I remember that name from?" He closed his eyes, rapidly scanning the archives of his mind. Then he opened them suddenly. "Watson, we are going to Scotland Yard, to Lestrade, immediately. Colonel, you stay here and do not let anyone enter this room. Especially not Lord Blackwood!"

As we rushed out, he turned to me. "The carnation is often a symbol of defiance or a challenge, Watson. The note... points to a melody. This is not a kidnapping. This is a game. And we have been invited to a game staged by our opponent, before we've even made the first move."

Inspector Lestrade in his office at Scotland Yard was surprised to see us. "Holmes! Watson! Glad to see you. I was just about to contact you. A strange incident. Lord Blackwood... has been found dead."

Holmes froze. "Dead? How?"

"In the strangest way," said Lestrade, shaking his head. "In his library, seated in his armchair. His face held a terrible expression of shock. No signs of violence. It looks like a heart attack, but... the room was in incredible disarray. Everything was shattered, books thrown from the shelves, vases broken. As if a storm had erupted from within. And... this," he said, handing over a small object from his desk.

It was a dried carnation. Next to it lay a small piece of parchment with a single musical note written on it — an 'A' note.

Holmes took the object in his palm, and his face showed both excitement and deep concern. "Lestrade, has this incident leaked to the press?"

"Not yet. Why?"

"Because," Holmes whispered, "we are in the midst of a highly personal and symbolic war being waged against the highest offices of England. Lord Blackwood is a victim. Prince Alfred is... a pawn. Or perhaps the prize."

"The Prince?!" Lestrade exclaimed, his eyes wide with shock.

"Yes, Inspector. And if we do not act in time, the next victim, whoever it may be, will be from a much higher station." Holmes took out the parchment from the Prince's room from his pocket. He placed the two side by side. "G... and A. What is the next note, Watson? A simple musical scale. Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Sol, La, Ti... This is the beginning of a melody. And each note represents a victim or an event. We must expect the Ti note. Or perhaps..."

His voice suddenly cut off. His face turned deathly white. "Oh, no. Much worse. This is not a scale. It's a chord. An incomplete chord. G and A... it needs the Ti and C notes. Four notes. Four victims. This is a symphony targeting four people!"

At that moment, the door burst open and a young, pale-faced officer rushed in. "Inspector Lestrade! Bad news! Word just came in... the German Ambassador, Count Von Schlieffen, has been found dead in the embassy! His office was wrecked, but... but on his desk was a carnation with a piece of paper with the note 'B' written on it!"

The air seemed to be sucked out of the room. Lestrade's face was a mask of shock. Holmes, with a dangerous light in his eyes, stared out the window at the twilight descending over the city.

"Three," he whispered. "Who is next for the fourth and final note? And who is the composer of this melody? Only one man's mind could conceive a plan so complex, so theatrical, and so deadly."

He turned to me, and on his face was an expression of almost reverent fear, one I hadn't seen in many years.

"Watson," he said, his voice metallic, "the game is on. And our opponent is none other than Professor James Moriarty. I thought he was dead. But it seems his compositions are immortal."
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Chapter II: Act Two of the Immortal Composition
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A momentary freeze gripped the dim, smoke-filled office of Scotland Yard. The news of Count Von Schlieffen's death had filled the room like a cold, deadly wind. Shock and helplessness were etched on Lestrade's face. Holmes, however, stood motionless as a statue, his eyes fixed on the window, gazing out at the grey and treacherous twilight settling over London. In his mind, the cogs turned without ceasing for a second, assembling every word he heard and every clue he saw into pieces of a horrifying whole.

"Three," Holmes repeated, his voice icy and sharp. "G, A, B... This is not a melody, Lestrade. It is a summons. A challenge. And the fourth note, 'C', will mark the finale. The next victim has already been chosen to complete the plan."

"But who, Holmes? Who could it be?" I asked excitedly.

"Reason, Watson!" he turned to me, a dangerous glint in his eyes. "The first victim, Lord Blackwood, whom he attended the opera with. The second, the German Ambassador. The Prince has disappeared, a pawn. The targets are not chosen at random. This is a symphony of personal revenge. Its composer is someone who sees himself as a genius and harbors hatred towards everyone who belittled, bested, or ignored him. Blackwood, with his power and influence; Schlieffen, with his position in European politics... The Prince, a symbol of pure nobility and heritage. The fourth note must be someone who completes this pattern. A symbol of intellectual superiority, of pure intellect."

Silence fell. The answer hung in the room like a venomous spider's web.

"Moriarty," I whispered. In a voice so low it was almost inaudible.

Holmes nodded, his face tense. "It appears so, Watson. I thought I saw him draw his last breath at the Reichenbach Falls with my own eyes. But it seems legends are not immortal, yet his compositions are. Either he managed to survive, or he remains the architect of a plan that operates even after his death. Whichever it is, the threat is equally real."

Lestrade slammed his fist on the desk. "What about the Prince? Is he alive?"

"He is a pawn, I told you, Inspector," Holmes replied, grabbing his coat. "A live token on Moriarty's game board. He is untouchable for now. Until the final move, the moment the 'C' note is sung. Our time is running out. Lestrade, Count Schlieffen's office must remain untouched. Watson, you're with me. We are going to Blackwood's house first, then the embassy."

The journey was swift and silent. Holmes was hunched in the corner of the carriage, his eyes closed, fingertips steepled. I recognized that state of intense concentration where his mind took in all the data and processed it at an incredible speed. The streets of London streamed past our window like a city of ghosts.

Lord Blackwood's mansion was a gloomy, ostentatious structure in one of the city's wealthiest districts. The shadow of death had settled over every stone. We were greeted by an elderly valet, his eyes red from weeping. On Lestrade's instruction, the library had been preserved exactly as it was.

When we entered, we were met with the chaos Lestrade had described. It truly was the wreckage of a storm that had erupted from within. Books had been flung from the shelves, expensive vases lay shattered, a heavy library table had been moved from its place. In the center, slumped in an armchair, was the body of Lord Blackwood. His face bore a frozen expression of astonishment and unimaginable fear. There were no signs of physical violence.

Holmes began to scan the room like a hunter. He raised his nose to the air. "The same scent, Watson. Very faint, but it's here too. Lavender and marigold. Not a cologne Blackwood would use, more exotic, sharper..." He knelt down, examining the dust and glass fragments on the carpet. Then, he turned to a small side table next to the Lord. On it were a glass of water and a book. Holmes picked up the book. It was a critique on Wagner.

"Look, Watson," he said, pointing to a small piece of paper tucked between the pages. On it, beside a few hastily scrawled musical notes, was written "Tannhäuser, Act II, Venusberg."

"The part in the opera," Holmes murmured. "The scene the Prince was watching before he disappeared."

Suddenly, he headed for the fireplace. It was full of dead coal and ashes. But Holmes carefully examined the ashes with the magnifying glass he took from his pocket. With his slender, long fingers, he extracted a small object, a piece of paper almost completely burnt but whose shape was still discernible. On it was a portion of a musical staff and a faintly discernible letter "M" visible between the charred edges.

"A page from a musical score," Holmes whispered. "Burnt. But why not completely? Was he in a hurry? Or... a warning?" This small piece of evidence, which he pocketed, was a valuable treasure to him.

"This destruction is not from a struggle," he explained, gesturing around the room. "Look, the objects are thrown outward from the center. As if... by the effect of an explosive sound wave. But there are no burn marks. Just an incredible intensity of sound."

"Sound, Holmes?" I exclaimed in surprise. "Can a sound kill a man, demolish a room?"

"At a specific frequency, a high-intensity sound can shatter glass, damage a person's internal organs, even kill them, Watson. It is a scientific fact. But so precise and focused... This is no ordinary weapon. This is a work of art."

When we arrived at the German Embassy, the scene was even more chilling. Count Schlieffen's study was no different from Blackwood's library. The same destruction, the same trace of an internal storm. The Count had been found dead at his desk, the same frozen expression of fear on his face. On the table lay a dried carnation and a piece of parchment with a single "B" note written on it.

Holmes immediately focused on the room's acoustics. He examined the walls, the ceiling. Then, beside an overturned bookcase, he found a small, brass object almost unnoticeable. It resembled the mouthpiece of a whistle or a flute, but its structure was far more complex.

"The invention," he murmured, wrapping the object in a cloth and placing it in his pocket. "The source of the sound. Or part of it."

I approached the Count's desk. Next to official documents, there were invitations. One caught my eye.

"Holmes," I called out. "Look. Tomorrow evening, at the Royal Academy of Music, there is a grand charity concert. Queen Victoria herself will be the guest of honor. On the program... is Wagner's 'Tannhäuser' Overture."

Holmes's face instantly tensed as if electrified. His eyes widened.

"Of course!" he cried, almost beside himself. "The melody! All the notes will come together there! 'G', 'A', 'B'... and the final note 'C'! He didn't just target four individuals, Watson. He wants to bring them together and perform his composition live in the presence of the Queen and all of London's elite! The Prince is missing, perhaps taken there. The finale will occur during the concert!"

"But how?" I objected. "There will be hundreds of people at the concert. How does he plan to commit a murder there?"

"With sound, Watson! With sound!" Holmes shouted excitedly. "With the thing that killed Blackwood and Schlieffen! That brass instrument is likely part of a device that emits an incredibly intense, lethal sound wave. He will place it somewhere in the concert hall. As Wagner's music plays, perhaps precisely at the moment the 'C' note is played, he will activate the device. His target will likely be the Royal Box! This is an assassination attempt unprecedented in history!"

He turned to Lestrade, urgency on his face. "Inspector, you must immediately place a covert team at the Royal Academy of Music. You must search every inch, especially the Royal Box. But no one should raise the alarm. Moriarty's men could be there."

"What about the Prince?" I asked anxiously.

"He is part of the finale, Watson," said Holmes, his voice suddenly decisive and sharp as cold steel. "Moriarty must have hidden him somewhere on the stage, perhaps among the instruments. While the whole world hears the final note of his composition, the Prince's fate will also be sealed. This will be his symphony of triumph."

Holmes looked out the window at the dark city. The flickering light of the street lamps illuminated his sharp profile.

"He has invited us to the stage, Watson. And we will accept the invitation. Tomorrow evening, we will be at the Royal Academy of Music, among the audience. We will listen to the music. And we will hope to stop its composer before he plays his deadly instrument."

He turned to me, and in his eyes was that dangerous, hunter's gleam I had not seen since Reichenbach.

"Remember, Watson. This is a duel. And our opponent is a genius who makes no mistakes. But in every composition, there is a small flaw, a margin for a 'false note,' that even the most masterful musician misses. We must find it. Otherwise, tomorrow evening, London's elite will hear their final song."

He turned up his coat collar and stepped into the darkness, planning his next move. As I followed him, my mind overflowed with the notes of the deadly symphony the following evening would bring.
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Chapter III: Finale of the Deadly Symphony
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The massive dome of the Royal Music Academy rose sharply, piercing London's foggy night. From inside, scattered chords and occasional instrument sounds from the orchestra's final rehearsal could be heard. The exterior of the building resembled an ordinary evening, but in the dark corners, Scotland Yard's sharpest officers were cunningly concealed under Lestrade's strict orders. Inside, in the deep shadows of the rearmost audience rows, Sherlock Holmes and I were observing quietly.

Holmes was as still as a hunter. His eyes scanned the stage, the boxes, even the smallest details of the chandelier at the very top. Lestrade, who had slipped up to us, reported in a low voice: "Nothing, Holmes. The entire building has been searched thoroughly. In the Royal Box, backstage, even the restrooms. Not a trace of a trap, that brass device, or anyone who has seen the Prince. Perhaps you are mistaken."

Holmes's lips tightened into a thin line. "I am not mistaken, Lestrade. Do not underestimate Moriarty's intellect. He has hidden it in a place where it cannot be found. What is the status of the Queen's arrival?"

"They will be here within half an hour. Protocol dictates they will be taken directly to their box. Security has been doubled."

"Useless," Holmes murmured. "His weapon operates not by the strength of guards, but by the power of physical laws. The moment Wagner begins to play, it may be too late for everything."

At that moment, the conductor took the stage, and the musicians assumed their positions. The audience was also slowly beginning to fill the hall. An air of serious anticipation and excitement had enveloped the place. Holmes's eyes shifted momentarily to the musicians in the orchestra. Each was making final preparations with their instruments.

"Watson," he suddenly whispered, pointing his finger towards the young female harpist on the left side of the stage. "Do you see?"

"What is it?" I looked around. The woman appeared calm, like the others.

"Her left wrist," he spoke in a voice so faint it was almost imperceptible. "Someone playing the harp uses both hands to pluck the strings. But she, while using her right hand, keeps her left hand almost motionless, timidly. And look... mounted on the harp, at the very bottom, is a small, shiny object. It reflects the light in such a way... it must be brass."

I squinted and looked. Indeed, attached to the curved body of the harp, almost invisible, was a small, tube-like object.

"My God!" I gasped. "The weapon... is inside the instrument!"

"Indeed," Holmes confirmed, his face tense. "And its target... the Royal Box. When the music swells, at a specific frequency, that brass device will synchronize with the harp's vibrations and emit a deadly sound wave. It will trigger the moment they play the C note. That young woman... is Moriarty's pawn. Perhaps under threat."

"What shall we do?" I asked excitedly. "Let's go on stage immediately and stop her!"

"No!" he warned me sharply. "We would cause a panic. Ruin everything. We must find a way to disable the device. Silently and quickly."

Holmes turned to Lestrade. "Inspector, you know the way backstage. Watson and I will go there. You tell the guards in the Royal Box to find an excuse to move the Queen away from the box. But they must be careful. No noise."

Lestrade, his face pale, nodded and disappeared. Holmes, gliding through the shadows, headed towards the narrow corridor leading backstage, and I was right behind him. The corridor was filled with instrument cases, costumes, and bustling stagehands. Holmes, without hesitation, moved towards a point behind the left stage curtain. It was the stage exit right next to the harpist woman.

Holmes looked out at the woman through a gap in the curtain. There was an expression of terror on her face. Her eyes were fixed on the sheet music on the stand, but her gaze was empty and distant. I wondered what Moriarty had threatened her with.

"Watson," Holmes whispered, "our task must be divided. I will try to reach that device. You watch the woman. If she makes a sudden move, jump on her and stop her. Don't hurt her, just neutralize her."

"Understood, Holmes."

At that moment, the orchestra began playing the first notes of the Tannhäuser Overture, the concert's opening piece. The music echoed through the hall, captivating everyone. Holmes, with the silence of a cat, slipped from behind the curtain and moved across the stage floor, amongst the feet
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