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THE CURIOSI CASEBOOK 

-LOST AND FOUND- 

 

Part Three 
 

They were waiting just where we left them, both of them looking at the clock.   When we 
arrived inside the time limit they had set the tall one seemed disappointed but Bertrand 
smiled.  “Ah, you found what you were looking for?” 
 

“Yes, it was not difficult.”  Adriana answered, matter of factly. 
 

“And what was it that you are now carrying in the suitcase?”  The tall man asked.  He 
was smoking another Galoises. 

 
“Nothing that is of value to you or the Museum.”  
 
“How do we know that is true?  Perhaps you should open it and let us see what you have 
found.” 
 
“But, we have permission from the Ministry.” 
 

“Ah yes, but you do not have permission to take anything that belongs to the Museum.  
We have a duty to assure ourselves that no crime is being committed.” 

 
“Believe me, this does not belong to the Museum.  And we are not stealing anything.  We 
are taking something that was lost before this was a museum and taking it to another 
location.” 
 

“George,” Bertrand said, saying the tall man’s name for the first time.  “It is true that the 
instructions were that they could not take anything that belonged to the Museum and if 
this does not belong than they can take it, just as she said.”  
 

“How do we know that it doesn’t belong unless we can inspect it?”  George asked.  He 
flicked some ashes on the floor.  “There is nothing in our instructions that denies us the 
right to inspect what they are removing.” 
 

“I protest.”  Adriana said. 
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“Of course you do.  We will make a note of it.  Now I will open the suitcase.” 

 
Adriana looked at Bertrand. It was an appeal. He shrugged.  George took the suitcase 
from me, laid it flat on the floor, bent down and unzipped.   Bertrand and I looked over 
his shoulder.  Adriana and Gerard stayed where they were a few feet away.  After all, 
they already knew what was inside.  
 

“Ha,” Bertrand laughed.  “It is nothing, just as they claim.” 
 

“No, it is not nothing,” George replied. 
 

“What is it then?” 
 

“I don’t know.  It looks a bit like an old typewriter. I don’t think its art, whatever it is.”  
He got up.  “However, there are many things here that I don’t think of as art but yet they 
hang on the walls.  I must ask you to tell us what it is.” 
 

“Tell them Gerard.”  Adriana said. 
 

Gerard looked at her and then into the suitcase.  He was sweating and wiped his forehead 
with the floppy sleeve of his coat.  

 
“Go on, Gerard, it is okay to tell them.” 

 
“It is…” He paused and looked at Adriana again. 

 
“Yes, Gerard, please tell us what this mysterious thing is that you claim is not art but is so 
important the Ministry has given you permission to remove it?”  George asked.  
 

“It could be a typewriter.” 
 

“Why would you go to all this trouble to recover an old typewriter?  That makes no 
sense.” 
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“Perhaps it isn’t a typewriter.”  Gerard added. 
 

“If it isn’t a typewriter then what is it, exactly?  If you can’t explain then we will have to 
have to ask one of the curators to look at it to make sure it isn’t a work of art that belongs 
here.” 
 

“Have you ever heard of the M-209?”  Adriana asked, walking over to the suitcase and 
looking into it.  

 
“No.  What is the M-209?” 
 
“You had heard of the Mark Two, the SIGABA?”   She looked at George.  “Probably not.  
It was the most famous cipher machine used during World War Two.  It was even more 
complicated than the ENIGMA.  You have heard of the ENIGMA, haven’t you?”  

 
“Of course,” George answered, looking at Bertrand and then me. He wasn’t a good liar. 

 
“The Enigma was German.”  Bertrand said. 

 
“Exactly,” Adriana continued.  “But the Mark Two had rotors that could turn in both 
directions while the ENIGMA’s could only turn in one direction.” 
 

“Ah, yes.” George nodded. 
 

“The Mark Two was invented by the Americans and the Germans never broke it.” 
 

“So this was one of them, these SIBAGAs?” Bertrand asked. 
 

“No. But the M-209 had features that were similar.  It looks a little bit like a portable 
typewriter.  That would be a disguise, of course.  Inside the M-209 were cylinders that 
rotate to code and decode messages.” 
 

“So this is the famous M-209,” George nodded. 
 
“No.  You see there was another cipher machine invented by a Swede named Hagelin in 
the late 1930’s and there has been a theory - never proven -that Hagelin developed 
another machine. That machine was also lightweight and easy to operate but utilized a 
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technology that was even more advanced than the Enigma or, even, the Mark Two. The 
machine was never put into production and according to the theory the plans were 
destroyed to keep it from falling into the hands of the Nazis.  However, it was possible 
that a prototype was constructed and if the Nazis had been able to get their hands on the 
prototype they would have been able to construct a working machine and you can well 
imagine what the result would have been?” 

 
“What?”  Bertrand asked. 

 
“Stupid,” George cut him off.  “It is obvious.  If the Nazis had such a device instead of 
the ENIGMA, they might very well have won the war.” 
 

“I see.” 
 

“But,” George asked Adriana.  “How would the prototype end up here, in a museum?” 
 

“This wasn’t the Musee d’ Orsay then but the Gare d’ Orsay.  That’s why it doesn’t really 
belong here now that it is a museum.” 

 
“Yes, we all know that it was closed as a station in 1939 and was just sitting here until it 
was made into the museum in 1986.  Still, how would this code machine end up here?” 
 

“A possible scenario would be that the prototype had been stolen and was being 
transported to Germany.  However, while at the train station, the d’Orsay, it was stolen 
from the Nazi agents by an agent working for British intelligence.  It was then hidden. 
According to this scenario, the agent who hid it was killed before he could disclose the 
location.  That may or may not be true.  However, we do know that the Nazis invaded 
France soon after the time this would have occurred, which would had been just after the 
station was closed, making recovery difficult if not impossible. In any case the important 
thing was keeping it out of the hands of the Nazis.”  

 
“Ah, yes,” George said.  “You see, Bertrand?  Look, it is all very clear.  And now, we 
have found it.”   
 

“But how did you know where to find it?”  Bertrand asked. 
 

“Yes,” George added.  “If it was lost for a long time, a half century, how was it that you 
knew where to look?” 



 5 

 
“Some things are better kept a secret for all concerned,” Adriana answered.  “Besides, 
who is to say that this is actually the prototype since we have not had a chance to 
examine it in detail.” 

 
George said.  “Anyway, I have seen enough to know the truth.  You have found the 
famous spy machine that everyone has been searching for.” 
 

Adriana smiled as she stooped down and zipped up the suitcase. She looked at me.  
“Please?” 
 
I took the suitcase from her.  Gerard stood apart, hands stuffed in the pockets of his 
trench coat. 
 

“We must let them go,” George said to Bertrand.  Then George turned to us and 
whispered.  “Your secret was safe with us. You can tell the Minister that we know 
nothing.” 
 

 
 

We walked through the detector and the room with the monitors and into the rain. 
Outside, on the sidewalk, after the door closed behind us and we were alone, Adriana 
said.  “I wish we had time to look at the paintings.  With no one around they would look 
so different, as if they existed only for us.” 

 
“Which one is your favorite?”  I asked. 

 
 “The paintings of the Rouen Cathedral that Monet did,” she answered without hesitation. 

  
“But don’t you find it a bit boring that he painted the front of the cathedral over and over 
again,” I pointed out. 
  

“But each one was done at a different time, with different light, so each one was 
different.  Every time he painted it and every time I look at them I see something new 
that I didn’t notice before, not just because the light is different but also because Monet, 
the painter, is seeing something they didn’t see before.  Monet isn’t the only one.  Think 
of Cezanne painting the same mountain again and again or Rembrandt’s many self-
portraits.”  
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“Sounds a little like what a travel writer does.  We keep going back to the same places 
and writing about them.” 
 

“Exactly, and would you describe that as boring?” 
 

 “To write or read?” 
  

“Personally, I like anything by Toulouse-Lautrec or Van Gogh,” Gerard interrupted as we 
approached the car.  “No one can accuse them of being boring.  Crazy, maybe.” 

 
It was still raining as we climbed into the Citroen but sunlight had begun to fall through 
the cracks in the clouds and collecting in the puddles in a pool of colors:  The beginning 
or end of a rainbow, depending on your point of view.    

 
“We were lucky that it rained after all.”  Gerard said putting on a pair of sunglasses.  

 
“Yes,” Adriana answered.  “The weather forecast was right.  I’m glad its over, though.” 

 
“I didn’t realize that you needed the rain that much.”  I said.   

 
“Without the rain, Gerard would not have had the opportunity to wear his new rain coat.  
Gerard does look very fashionable in it.  Don’t you agree, Henry?  He might be mistaken 
for Ralph Lauren.” 

 
The car swerved as Gerard started to laugh, his shoulders rose and fell in great heaves, as 
if they were beyond his control. 
 

“Maybe you should stop the car, Gerard,” I said. 
 

“Yes, Gerard, we wouldn’t want you to die laughing.” 
 

Gerard didn’t stop the car but but shoulders settled as the laughter subsided.  Adriana 
patted him on the top of his head, covering the bald spot that was still wet.  She looked at 
me out of the corner of her eye as she did this. 
 



 7 

 
 

We parked on the street and walked to the Institute.  It was a short walk.  The buildings 
on both sides of the street were now drenched in the sunlight that was pouring down.  I 
felt part of a big secret as we walked past people, none of who had a clue as to what I was 
pulling behind me in the small suitcase.  It felt like the world I am a part of had one more 
dimension that was hidden from them.  I wondered if they sensed this at all as we passed 
just inches from each other. 

 
As soon as we were inside the Institute, in the room that I first entered only yesterday, I 
lifted the suitcase and began to put it on the table. 
 

“No,” Adriana said.   “You can just put it over there in the corner.  Somewhere out of the 
way.” 

 
I hold it there suspended a few inches or so off the ground.  “Weren’t we going to open it 
now so you can examine it?” 
 

“Why would we do that?” she asked. 
 

“But isn’t it?” 
 
“No, I didn’t say it was, I only presented it as a possibility, a theory, a scenario, and that 
idiot…” 

 
“George,” Gerard answered. 

 
“George.  He and the other guy, Bertrand, they decided for themselves.  They thought 
they saw something.  But what they believed they saw wasn’t really what was there.”  
She stopped and looked at me.  “I’m sorry, I guess you also decided.” 

 
“So it’s not this Swedish, secret code machine?  Is that what you’re telling me?” 
 
She shook her head.  “It looks more like an old typewriter to me – a portable – one that 
probably doesn’t work because of all the rust on it.   But who needs even a typewriter that 
works now?” 
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Gerard added.  “It was something I found back there that I put in the suitcase so it would 
feel like there was something in there when you carried it.  You believed it was in there, 
didn’t you? I thought you were convinced, anyway, the way you carried it.  We hoped 
they wouldn’t ask us to open it.  But just in case they did, we couldn’t put the real thing 
in there, you understand?” 
 

“Yes, Gerard, now he understands.  But next time please put something in there that is 
easier to explain.” 

 
“So it was all a lie?” I asked. 

 
“Nothing I told them was a lie.  But the conclusion that they, and you it seems, drew 
wasn’t the truth.” 
 

I put the suitcase down.  It fell over on its side.  I picked it up and moved it into a corner 
of the room, sliding it between a filing cabinet and the wall.  When I returned to the table 
Gerard was standing with his coat unbuttoned.  He had pulled the front back and exposed 
six bulging pockets sewn into the inside.  Adriana began to take from each pocket a large 
plastic envelope and placed each one on the table.  When she finished, Gerard took off 
the coat with a sigh and draped it on a chair. 

 
I watched as they opened each envelope and placed the contents carefully on the table in 
stacks.  They were pieces of paper, hundreds of pieces, and all of them were the sort of 
yellow, jaundiced color that afflicts paper when it ages.  When they were done Adriana 
motioned for me and I walked over to where she was standing.  I see that some of the 
pieces were handwritten, some typewritten pages and others were carbons.  There was a 
name I recognized on the page in front of me, beneath the title. 
 

“How did you know it had survived for all these years and where to find it?” I asked. 
 

“It was really Gerard who first made the discovery.  You know there is a central lost and 
found office where they keep everything that is found at any of the stations. Gerard has 
been looking through their archives.  To tell you the truth I think is as much a hobby as 
research, isn’t it Gerard?”  He looked up from the stack where he had been stooped 
pretending that he was not listening, and nodded.  “He discovered an entry in the book for 
the Gare d’Orsay for 1922, in December a few days before Christmas.  People seem to 
lose a lot at that time of year.  The entry described a valise with the name Hemingway 
written beside it, only it was spelled with two m’s.” 
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“But,” I interrupted.  “Didn’t his wife, Hadley, report she had lost it while taking the train 
from the Gare d’ Lyon?” 

 
 “Yes, you were right.  She was on her way back to Switzerland where they had been 
staying for a few months.  It was either lost or stolen when she left it alone for a few 
minutes in the car before the train departed. In fact, Hemingway came back immediately 
and looked everywhere for it but concluded it had been stolen.” 
 

“So what happened?” 
 

“I don’t know exactly what happened.  I think it was stolen but Gerard believes that 
Hadley misplaced it.  In any case we were able to trace the number of the railway car 
where it was found in the Gare d’Orsay to a train that had been in the Gare d’Lyon two 
weeks before when Hadley lost the valise.  Whether it was the same car that Hadley was 
sitting in or one on the same train where a thief might had hidden it we will never know 
since we don’t had a record of her ticket.  In any event what was significant was that it 
was a valise that had been placed in the Gare d’Orsay and never claimed.” 
 

“Obviously because everyone was looking a couple of weeks before in another train 
station.  But if they knew his name since it was on the entry, why didn’t they contact 
him?” 
 

“Ah”, Adriana answered, the long forefinger of her right hand traced an invisible line 
across the top sheet of the typewritten stack.  “We had three possibilities.  The first, that 
because his name was misspelled the clerks at the train station were too bureaucratic to 
consider looking for a person with only one m.   A second possibility, and this was 
Gerard’s favorite, was that they opened the valise and found the manuscript but because 
it was written in English they decided that it could not possibly be important and was 
promptly forgotten by those very same clerks.  However, my own favorite was the that 
Hemingway was simply a nobody at that time so when no one claimed it the whole thing 
was forgotten.” 
 

“But you said there was a central lost in found?  Why wouldn’t it have been moved 
there?”   

 
“After they closed the station everything in the lost and found was moved to a storage 
room, whose location was forgotten during the war.  I guess you could say the lost and 
found was lost.  We were able to locate the original plans and compare those with the 
ones used when the station was renovated into the museum.  Out of the spaces that were 
not part of the renovation plans, this was the only room that seemed likely to have been 
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used for storage.  Of course, we had no way of knowing for sure until we were there.  It 
was possible that the room where the lost and found articles were stored was part of the 
renovation, whether called for in the plans or not, and the contents simply discarded as 
garbage.” 

 
“But,” Gerard interrupted.   “I was confident as soon as we found that the door was stuck.  
It was like being the first one’s to enter King Tut’s tomb.  Except there weren’t any 
mummies.” 

 
“Or curse,” Adriana added.  “At least none that we know of.”  

 
 Gerard returned to straightening the pages.   Adriana backed away from the table and 
surveyed the piles.   “Speaking of a curse, right now I feel like I want to smoke a 
cigarette, even one of those awful Gauloises.”   

 
“I’ll tell you what’s a curse,” I said.  “That you’ve just discovered something that had 
been lost since the 1920’s. Something that people don’t even believe exists, and weren’t 
even looking for, but if they knew it was still out there they wouldn’t stop looking for it.  
And you can’t tell anyone you’ve found it, you can only catalog it.” 
 

She looked at me.  She wasn’t smiling.  “On the contrary, I consider it a blessing.  But if 
you do think it’s a curse you must do nothing to try and remove it so you cannot tell 
anyone, remember? You can write it up and send it to Leonard but you can never tell 
anyone other than the Curiosi what you saw.  So you have also seen something that 
doesn’t exist.  It will only exist when it’s found, if it ever is, by someone else, by accident 
probably.” 

 
“How will anyone else ever find it if you’ve got it?” 
 
“We left a receipt, a claim check, where we found the valise with the with information on 
how to contact us if they are searching for this particular item. If they read the claim 
check and are really looking for the lost manuscript than they will understand what it 
means and will contact us.  We are only keeping it safe until then.”  
 

“And if they never find it?  What if the building was torn down?” 
 

“They would never tear down the d’Orsay.” 
 

“Then maybe there’ll be a fire, or a flood.  It’s in the basement, anything could happen.” 
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“Then it will be safe with us.” 

 
“Will you read it?” 

 
“Of course.” 

 
“Lucky you.” 

 
“Lucky you, as well.  If you wish you can read it.  However, you will have to do it here 
and now and you cannot make any notes.” 
 

“Too bad because it would make a hell of a book review.” 
 

 
 

Between the Rue Descartes and the Rue Mouffetard is the Place de la Contrescarpe.  
Whether you are at the end of one and the beginning of the other depends on where you 
have come from and where you wish to go.  Or you can sit at one of the cafes and look at 
both and refuse to make a choice.  The cafes surround the square and when you sit at one 
of their small round tables you might also think that you were somewhere else: Maybe a 
Norman village or an ancient town in Burgundy.  This is especially true if you have never 
been to such places.  
 
On one side of the square is the wall that once surrounded Paris and on the other side is 
the road that connected it to Rome. The road from Rome is now the Rue Mouffetard and 
the Rue Descartes is on the other side of the wall that is no longer there.  The backfill 
from the moat in front of the wall is called the Contrescarpe and if you are in one of the 
cafés you could be sitting where there was nothing once except the space inside the moat.  
Ironically, you would also be very close to where Hemingway lived when he first came to 
Paris.  It was here that he wrote the stories and here Hadley packed them, before she took 
them to the Gare de Lyon and lost them and it was here that Adriana and I sat at one of 
the cafes after we had found them. 
 
“Do you think it was better afterwards?” Adriana asked me. 
 
“What he wrote? He ended up leaving Hadley so I guess their marriage didn’t get any 
better.” 
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“I mean his writing.”  She paused and sipped her wine.  Her eyes were focused on 
something on the other side.  Then she looked at me.  “I know that he based many of his 
characters on real people, including his ex wives.” 
 
“He claimed that he had written six true sentences and they were in the lost manuscript 
that you found.  I wonder if Hemingway was still alive and you returned the manuscript 
to him if he would still believe that those sentences were the true ones?” 
 
“Maybe he would find others that are true now and the ones he thought were true then are 
now false or, maybe, that none of them are true.” 
 
“Maybe what’s true is that Paris is a maybe kind of place,” I said and sipped my wine and 
then asked her.  “What did you write on the claim check that you left in the valise?  You 
said that it was written so that someone who understood the importance of the papers 
would understand.” 
 

“It was a baggage claim with our phone number and the lines.  If you are lucky enough to 

have lived in Paris as a young man then wherever you go for the rest of your life, it stays 

with you.” 

“That’s from A Moveable Feast, Hemingway’s memoir of his first years in Paris.” 

 “It is the only book by Hemingway that I have read,” she said.  “By the way, the 
museum strike will end tomorrow so you can visit the Musee d’ Orsay again and have the 
time to appreciate fully Monet’s painting of the cathedral at Rouen.” 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


