THE TANGLED TRUTH

It is to be feared that about a hundred detective stories have begun with the discovery
that a millionaire has been murdered; an event which is for some reason treated as a
sort of calamity.

This story, I am happy to say, must begin with an ordinary morning by the
magnificent Tour Eiffel of Paris.

Flambeau and Father Brown were about to smoke a pipe together on a Sunday
morning on a bench in the middle of a cold and foggy winter morning in the
perpetual city of Paris.

However, there wasn’t much time for contemplation, since suddenly Flambeau’s was
approached by mysterious and suspicious looking man, covered from head to toe in
expensive fashionable winter clothing.

“Who are you?” he asked, indignantly.

A scared and worried voice answered, “Sir Flambeau we need your help; we have just
discovered a secret room in which is placed an enigmatic painting. We know that you
are the best detective in the world and when we learnt that you were already in
France, near to the place where our problem lies, we decided to request your
assistance. Would you please help resolve this obscure predicament?”

The once criminal and now turned world-famous detective immediately accepted the
offer.

Like when the fog wrapped itself around the streets of Paris as a shroud of mystery,
thick and heavy, almost suffocating the air, that morning felt like the breath of winter
had frozen the very air. The first weak rays of light started fighting through the mist,
and their footsteps were muffled by the soft blanket of snow that laid on the side-
walk, as if the whole city were waiting for the truth to emerge from the shadows.

As they approached the cold white wall of the hospital, a sense of awe and unease
washed over them. The structure cast a long shadow, as if it was daring them to come
closer. The facade seemed to stretch endlessly upwards, radiating an almost
intimidating sense of permanence and authority. The air around it felt heavy, charged
with the weight of countless untold stories.

“Good, you’re here” those few words were enough to bring them back to the reason
they were there

“Yes of course we came as soon as possible” answered Flambeau who shortly
afterward proceeded following the young lady who had just confronted them.

They hurried through the corridors, each turn felt more disorienting than the last. The
walls seemed to close in around them, and the very footstep echoed off the sterile,
uninviting tiles. The unchanging atmosphere of the hallways was unsettling, almost
as if the very structure itself was trying to confuse and trap them. Eventually they
reached the massive wooden door that led them down to a small basement. It seemed
like a dead end, there was no place where to go, the room was so claustrophobic that
no right-minded man would even spend one extra second in it before running in the
opposite direction. However, the lady seemed to know exactly what to do.



She ran her bony fingers through the walls until she found it: a barely noticeable tiny
crack, she pushed it, revealing a hidden wooden staircase.

They descended the staircase, each step heavy with the weight of silence, swallowed
by the surrounding darkness. The dim light from above barely reached the bottom,
leaving the air thick with shadows. Every step sent a sharp creak echoing through the
stillness, breaking the quiet like an unwanted whisper, and felt like a journey which
went deeper into the unknown.

As soon as they went through the last door at the end of the staircase, the only one
which was dividing them from the mysterious painting, they were hit by a blinding
light. The room they just stepped in was filled with people: they were all staring at
one thing. Shortly after, both Flambeau’s and Father Brown’s gaze were locked on
the painting in front of them, astonished and petrified by the complexity it emanated.
The labyrinth was a structure of dark, twisted shapes which seemed to absorb their
very thoughts, making the world around them disappear. They felt the unease of the
cryptic maze, a confusing yet captivating design that whispered of secrets and hidden
truths. Each corner seemed to hide something new, like a dangerous puzzle they
couldn’t solve. Their expressions were a mix of awe and dread, as if the very painting
itself was alive, playing tricks on their minds.

“You must be Flambeau” asked one of the too many people who stood there, causing
everyone else’s head to turn towards the famous detective.

“Yes, and this is Father Brown: here to reveal the unravelling truth with me”’
“Besides thanking you for coming despite the short notice, I’d only wish you good
luck with the case.” Said the small man as if he were impatient to leave as soon as
possible, handing the problem to someone else

“Is there any useful information that we should know about?”’

“The only thing we know are the rumours that circulate around here. There seems to
be an impressive amount of people that have never gotten out of here alive, we are
talking about mysterious deaths’ he said in a deep voice

“Yes, but they are just rumours, not real and concrete facts, so no there is nothing
useful that we know for sure” replied a man at the corner of the room, abruptly
interrupting the previous voice.

This latest person to talk was a peculiar man, without any beard except for a short
wispy hair right on his chin, he seemed rather young, however the expression on his
face showed long weeks of hard work and many nights spent at his desk trying to
solve way too many problems, which clearly he couldn’t handle. Father Brown made
note of the man, and was bent on unearthing his name.

After having witnessed the explanation of the complicated enigma and the
presentation of the mysterious painting by the son Wilson, the well-known detective
Flambeau, felt ready to undertake his work. He thus began to search the basement,
which did not appear to be a welcoming space at all: it was the absolute opposite in
appearance, an underground room without any window or even a crack of sunlight.
There was little space. The room was so small that it was almost claustrophobic and
on the low ceiling there was a damp stain formed by the rain and there were cobwebs



in the corners of the room. The basement was reached via a wooden staircase whose
steps, now worn and rotten, creaked with every step as if they could give way at any
moment. The title of the cellar of a disturbing psychiatric hospital suited him
perfectly.

The detective spent his afternoon looking for some significant evidence that could
help him solve the case, but found nothing of what he was hoping for, except a few
paintings hanging on the hearth depicting the aged and sharp face of Wilson's father,
the owner of the hospital.

In fact his actions were in vain and Flambeau, dissatisfied with the results obtained,
stopped his fruitless activity temporarily. Being left alone, without his diminutive
assistant, he began to look for another way to obtain information. It was therefore
then that the idea came to him to ask Wilson some questions, he would interrogate
him hoping that thanks to this, he would finally discover the truth.

He went to look for the boy and when he found him he led him to a room on the
upper floor, they went through the hospital rooms and Flambeau realized that the
basement was far less spine chilling compared to these. When they arrived, the
detective proceeded to close the door of the room with a massive lock that would
deny any access or egress, so that the two would not be disturbed by anything or
anyone

"Introduce yourself and provide me with all the necessary information regarding the
psychiatric hospital" insisted Flambeu accusing the young man, who responded with
an accurate description of the building and the purpose for which it was built,
explaining that the architect of all the experiments conducted on the patients was his
father. Wilson's father was in fact the elderly gentleman who owned the hospital and
who, according to his son's words, had exploited the patients to carry out terrible
experiments. Hiding all clues and evidence, thus keeping the truth hidden for, what
seemed like, an eternity.

Flambeau flew out of the room in search of the Wilson’s father...

Once the conversation had begun, Mr. Clarendon appeared worried and
uncomfortable, began to sweat and stammer, thus he struggled to organise his
thoughts regarding his conundrum and started babbling, the words come flowing out
of him like a river. This led Flambeu to think that what Wilson was saying was the
truth.

The elderly gentleman tried to appear more innocent to improve his situation, but the
detective was not fooled and returned home satisfied with his work, with the intention
of telling Father Brown what he had discovered the next day.

Father Brown, after having investigated the case alone, went to his friend and
renowned investigator Flambeau and asked him what his theory was. Flambeau
explained his reasoning but there was an element in it that didn't quite seem to fit
together. This is how Father Brown would explain his reasoning which fitted more
perfectly. It all started when Father Brown in the secret room where they found the
painting very carefully scrutinized every single detail of the people in the room and
noticed the unusual movement that Wilson, the man who had found the painting, was



making with his shoulder. So the following day Father Brown returned to the hospital
to talk to Wilson, one of the mysterious subjects who had intrigued him so greatly.
Furthermore, Wilson presented himself as an enviable man who had achieved all of
his goals in life; he had a wife and two children, a degree in psychological sciences
and had a magnificent house, all of which made Father Brown suspect Wilson even
more. Following this chat with Wilson, Father Brown went home to reflect on what
had happened. The next day he returned to the hospital again with the aim of
speaking to John, the man who had so abruptly interrupted them the day before, but
to find John’s room he decided to ask at the reception and not Wilson directly, as he
didn't want him to know about this cardinal meeting. Once he found his room, 362,
which he noted, was next to the room where Wilson and his father worked, Father
Brown found John.

The latter was lying on his bed with a pale expression; his face was white as milk.
Two purple circles surrounded his dark, half-closed eyes. His thin chapped lips
resembled the cracks in a rock and all the wrinkles on his face gave him the
impression of someone who hadn’t slept much. His black hair was like coal and was
very sparse and predominantly on the sides of his head, leaving a balding spot on his
pate, reminding Brown of a monk. Finally, a blue and white striped hospital gown
covered his body. After remaining a few moments on the threshold of the door, Father
Brown entered the room.

“Is it another nurse who has to take me to that terrible room? “ John said in a sad and
resigned voice.

“No,” said Father Brown, “I just want to talk to you.”

Okay was the only response he heard.

It was a long conversation, about two hours, and no one to this day, is aware of much
of the things that were said, but something important happened. In fact, after realizing
that he could trust the little priest, John revealed a secret to him; he had been badly
used for some experiment that no one had knowledge of. All this shocked Father
Brown at first, but nevertheless, intrigued he wanted to know more. Then John
continued the story and said that a week ago precisely they had taken him to a room
right next door with the excuse of having to do some medical benign checks, so a
nurse gave him an anaesthesia that was supposed to put him to sleep as every time
before, but that time it didn't have it’s desired effect, but out of curiosity and fear, he
pretended to sleep. It was a few moments later that he saw a man with the appearance
of Wilson's father oddly, making the same gesture that Wilson had made countless
times, and the voice was also peculiarly the same. A few minutes later he overheard a
conversation between what he now understood to be Wilson disguised as his father
and a nurse in which they revealed everything.

John then disclosed to Father Brown that he was actually a painter, who hadn’t had
the opportunity to really become an established one due to lack of money and
opportunity, and that he had wanted to demonstrate what he had just had heard during
the aforementioned experiment, through his painting, and for that reason he painted
the picture and secretly placed it in the basement for which they had requested him
and the investigator Flambeau. Father Brown was more dead set on talking with
Wilson than before, and with some urgency he left the scene.



After the young man had finished speaking with Father Brown, he felt illuminated
like Paul on the road to Damascus.

He realized that his life had to change and that he could no longer go on living
thinking only about revenge and money.

Wilson still had a lot of life ahead of him, given his young age, so he decided to
confess, with Father Brown’s help.

Furthermore, he was pale as a corpse, his body was aching, trembling, his shoulder
hurt, he seemed regretful for all of his actions and no longer in a right state of mind,
but he ultimately, gathered enough courage and in front of everyone, confessed
everything at once.

He blurted out” I did it all, they weren’t my father’s patients, they were never my
father’s patients, they were mine. It wasn’t my father’s work, it was mine. I used to
dress up like him to see the patients and to torture them. They couldn’t distinguish me
from him because of the daily dose of drugs I gave them. I did it because I wanted
revenge, to destroy my father’s reputation, but I'm ready to tell the truth, this heavy
weight is too much and must get the burden off my chest, to start off again with a
clean slate, like a child reborn. I will give you, Flambeau and the police a full written
statement of everything that’s happened in these years, but I'd like to see Father
Brown first.” Out of breath, he looked at Flambeau, who seemed to be piecing
everything together.

Suddenly everything made sense to Flambeau.

Wilson had grown up in a rich family full of money, some people could say he had it
all, but there always had always been something missing, ‘love’.

His parents never paid attention to him, never really loved him. That is what made
him want vindication so much, acknowledgement.

In his life, everything could be bought. Everything had a price, could be bent to his
will.

Anyone or anything that got in his way had to be punished.

Anyone who said no to him became his enemy.

He couldn’t understand the right and wrong of this world. For him the right was
revenge, vindication, appreciation and this revenge had destroyed his mind and made
him feel lonely and useless, practically insane, crazy like those poor patients closed in
the hospital without any real diagnosis.

Father brown, however, had finally, made him realize that his life could be lived
differently and that there was hope and that it was not too late to redeem himself,
never too late.

With him, he understood that everyone, even those who have committed the most
serious crime, could have a second chance.

When Flambeau went to get Father Brown and tell him the startling news to, he
wasn’t there.

He was missing, gone and that was quite the problem in of itself because he needed to
have the Wilson write the statement.

He hoped that Father Brown was just out, on one of his meandering walks, but deep
down he knew something was wrong.



After a couple of hours there was still no sign of the homuncular priest, just a small
piece of paper in Flambeau’s back pocket that he hadn’t realised was there before
now, he immediately opened it. There was written something, two words and an
initial:” Find me. FB”

What did that letter mean? Why did he leave just now? How could nobody have seen
him? And how could he Flambeau not have noticed anything earlier?

A multitude of questions filled Flambeau’s talented mind, all with unclear answers
and unprovable theories.

He started his own private investigation into this disappearance not shortly after
reading the note.

He found that The priest, his friend had been planning this disappearance for months,
finding documents and drawings with timelines, transportation and places all planned
for the day that young man Wilson had confessed.

Along with all of this information, was the most distressing of clues, a picture of
Flambeau with written:” Is he truly trustworthy? Has he really changed, or is he just
feigning it all, the consummate actor that he had been when they first met, all those
years ago?”.

He was testing Flambeau all this time, and his disappearance was just another one of
his tests.

Flambeau couldn’t believe his eyes; he was stunned by Father Brown’s deed.

He wasn’t just a simple clergyman and Flambeau knew that, but even so, this was
unexpected.

He had to prove himself, by finding the clergyman and confronting him. Had he,
Flambeau really atoned for his previous sins, turned over a new leaf or was he as
Father Brown had implied, still unrepentant man, fooling even himself. This was now
his new focus, his new investigation, his new reason d’etre.

He had to start immediately.

“I’m not happy to say that that new story starts with this one ending, the silver lining
however is, that I can tell you, the readers the start: It was a normal autumn morning,
in an astonishing city in France, when suddenly, from the blue Flambeau gets a call
from someone who’s voice Flambeau immediately recognises and who claims to be
the eponymously Fr. Brown...



