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Chapter One

Seebühl on Lake Bühl · Summer camps are like beehives · A bus bringing twenty new girls · Ringlets and braids · May one child bite off another child’s nose? · The King of England and his astrological twin · How do you get laughter lines?
            

Do you know Seebühl? The mountain village of Seebühl on Lake Bühl? No? Are you sure you don’t? How strange – whoever you ask, no one knows Seebühl! Perhaps Seebühl on Lake Bühl is the kind of place known only to the people you don’t ask? I wouldn’t be surprised. These things happen.
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Well, if you don’t know Seebühl on Lake Bühl, then you won’t know the summer camp in Seebühl on Lake Bühl either, the well-known camp for little girls. That’s a pity, but never mind. Summer camps are as like each other as two large loaves or two dog violets; when you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all. And if you walk past any of them, you might think it was a gigantic beehive. Those summer camps buzz with laughter, shrieking, whispering and giggling. They really are beehives full of happiness and merriment, and however many there are, there can never be enough of them.
         
In the evening, to be sure, the grey dwarf Homesickness sometimes sits on the beds in the dormitory, takes his grey arithmetic book and his grey pencil out of his bag, and with an earnest expression on his face he counts the tears of the children all around him, the tears that have been shed and the tears that haven’t.
But by morning, you may have noticed, he has always left. Then there’s a clattering of cups of milk and a chattering of little mouths, each trying to talk louder than the next child. Then hordes of little girls run back into the cool, bottle-green lake to bathe, splashing, shouting, screeching with delight, crowing and swimming, or at least trying to look as if they are swimming.
It’s just like that in Seebühl on Lake Bühl, where the story that I am going to tell you begins. It is a rather complicated story, and you will have to concentrate hard if you’re to understand everything properly, exactly as it happened. At the beginning, however, everything is still quite easy. It doesn’t get complicated until the later chapters. Complicated and rather exciting.
So for the time being, all the girls are bathing in the lake. Playing more wildly than anyone else, as usual, is a little girl aged nine with her hair tumbling down her back in ringlets. Her name is Luise, Luise Palfy, and she comes from Vienna in Austria.
         
Then the sound of a gong booms out from the house. The gong is struck again, and then a third time. Those of the children and the supervisors who are still bathing climb out on to the shore of the lake.
‘The gong means everyone has to come in!’ calls Miss Ulrike. ‘Even Luise!’
‘Just coming!’ shouts Luise. ‘An old man like me isn’t an express train.’ But then she comes out of the water as well.
Miss Ulrike drives her cackling flock into the hen-house – sorry, I mean into the dining room. It will be lunchtime at twelve noon on the dot. And then the girls will be looking forward to the afternoon, full of curiosity. Why the curiosity, you may ask?
Because twenty new girls are expected in the afternoon. Twenty little girls from southern Germany. Will there be any stuck-up children among them? A couple of chatterboxes? Perhaps some dignified old ladies of thirteen or even fourteen? Will they bring any interesting toys with them? With luck someone will have a big rubber ball! Trude’s ball has gone flat because all the air went out of it, and Brigitte won’t let anyone else play with hers. She’s locked it safely up in the cupboard, in case anything happens to it. Such things as that have been known, too.
 
So in the afternoon Luise, Trude, Brigitte and the other children are standing at the large iron gate, which is wide open, and waiting excitedly for the arrival of the bus that was going to pick up the new girls at the nearest railway station. If their train came in on time, they ought to be …
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The bus driver hoots his horn. ‘They’re on their way!’ The bus comes along the road, turns carefully into the drive and stops. The driver gets out, and is kept busy helping little girl after little girl out of the bus. And not only little girls; he also unloads suitcases and portmanteaux, dolls and baskets and bags, stuffed toy dogs and scooters and parasols and thermos flasks and raincoats and rolled-up rugs and picture books and botanical collection cases and butterfly nets, a wonderful jumble of all sorts of things.
Finally the twentieth little girl appears, with her possessions, in the doorway of the bus. She is a serious-looking little thing. The driver puts out his arms to help her down.
The little girl shakes her head, and her two braids swing in time with each other. ‘No, thank you,’ she says politely but firmly, and she clambers down to the running-board, safe and sound and perfectly sure of herself. Once down on the ground, she looks shyly at all the other girls. Suddenly her eyes widen in surprise. She is staring at Luise! Luise’s eyes are wide open, too. She is equally surprised as she stares at the new girl’s face.
         
The other children and Miss Ulrike, who is in charge of them, all look at each other, baffled. The bus driver pushes his cap back, scratches his head, his jaw drops and stays dropped. Why, you may wonder?
Because Luise and the new girl are as like as two peas in a pod! It is true that one of them has long ringlets, and the other has neatly plaited braids – but that really is the only difference!
Then Luise turns round and runs into the garden as if lions and tigers were chasing her.
‘Luise!’ calls Miss Ulrike. ‘Luise!’ Then, shrugging her shoulders, she takes the twenty new girls into the house. Last of all, hesitantly and in astonishment, the little girl with the braids walks through the doorway.
 

Mrs Muthesius, the head of the summer camp, is sitting in her office discussing the menus for the next few days with the old cook, a lady who knows her mind.
         
There’s a knock on the door. Miss Ulrike comes in and announces that the new girls have all arrived and are healthy and cheerful.
‘I’m glad to hear it. Thank you.’
‘There’s just one thing …’
‘Yes?’ The head of the camp, who is extremely busy, looks up for a moment.
‘It’s about Luise Palfy,’ Miss Ulrike begins, with some hesitation. ‘She’s waiting outside the door …’
‘Show the little rascal in!’ Mrs Muthesius can’t suppress a smile. ‘What’s she been up to this time?’
         
‘Well, she hasn’t been up to anything,’ says the assistant. ‘It’s just that …’
Cautiously, she opens the door and calls, ‘Come in, both of you! There’s no need to be frightened!’
The two little girls walk into the room. They keep well away from each other.
‘Well, I never!’ murmurs the cook.
While the astonished Mrs Muthesius looks the children up and down, Miss Ulrike says, ‘The new girl is Lottie Körner, and she lives in Munich.’
‘Are you two related to each other?’
The two girls shake their heads very slightly, but with great conviction.
‘They never set eyes on each other before today!’ says Miss Ulrike. ‘Odd, don’t you think?’
‘What’s so odd about it?’ asks the cook. ‘Why would they have set eyes on each other? I mean, what with one of them living in Munich and the other in Vienna?’
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Mrs Muthesius says, in kindly tones, ‘Two girls who look so like each other are sure to become good friends. Don’t stand so far apart, children! Come along, shake hands!’
‘Won’t!’ cries Luise, clasping her hands behind her back.
         
Mrs Muthesius shrugs her shoulders, thinks about it for a moment, and finally says, ‘Very well, you can both go.’
Luise runs to the door, flings it wide open and storms out. Lottie bobs a little curtsy and begins to leave the room more slowly.
‘Just a minute, Lottie,’ says the head of the camp. She opens a big book. ‘I’ll enter your name in the register right away. And when and where you were born, with the names of your parents.’
‘I just have a mummy,’ whispers Lottie.
Mrs Muthesius dips her pen in the inkwell. ‘Very well, first your date of birth, then.’
 

Lottie goes along the corridor, climbs the stairs, opens a door and finds herself in the room containing the girls’ wardrobes. Her case hasn’t been unpacked yet. She begins putting away her clothes – shirts, pinafores, socks – in the wardrobe that is to be hers. The distant sound of children’s laughter drifts in through the open window.
         
Lottie is holding the photograph of a young woman. She looks lovingly at the picture and then hides it carefully under the pinafores. When she is about to close the wardrobe, her eyes fall on a mirror inside its door. She looks gravely and inquiringly at her reflection, as if she had never seen herself before. Then, with a sudden decisive movement, she tosses back her braids and strokes them in a way that makes her hair look more like Luise Palfy’s.
Somewhere a door bangs. Lottie quickly lets her hand drop to her sides as if she has been caught out doing something naughty.
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Luise is sitting on the garden wall with her friends. There is a cross frown on her forehead, just above her nose.
         
‘I wouldn’t put up with a thing like that,’ says Trude, her school friend from Vienna. ‘What a nerve, turning up here with your face!’
         
‘What can I do about it, though?’ asks Luise crossly.
‘Scratch her face for her!’ suggests Monika.
‘You’d better bite her nose off!’ Christine advises Luise. ‘Then you won’t get any more trouble from her!’
‘Fancy ruining a person’s holidays like that!’ mutters Luise, full of righteous indignation.
‘She can’t help it,’ chubby-cheeked Steffie points out. ‘If someone turned up looking just like me …’
         
Trude laughs. ‘You don’t think anyone else would be daft enough to go around with a face like yours, do you?’
Steffie sulks. The other girls laugh. Even Luise smiles.
They hear the gong being struck.
         
‘Time to feed the wild beasts!’ calls Christine. And the girls jump off the wall.
In the dining room, Mrs Muthesius is telling Miss Ulrike, ‘We’ll sit our little doubles side by side. Perhaps drastic remedies are needed!’
The children stream noisily into the dining room. They pull up stools. The girls on supper duty carry steaming soup tureens over to the tables. Other girls fill the plates being held out to them.
Miss Ulrike comes up behind Luise and Trude, taps Trude lightly on the shoulder and says, ‘You go and sit next to Hilde Sturm, will you?’
Trude turns round, about to protest. ‘But I …’
‘And no buts.’
Trude shrugs her shoulders, stands up and moves over, grumbling.
Soup spoons clatter. The place next to Luise is empty. It’s amazing how many eyes are attracted to an empty place at table.
Then, as if by common consent, all eyes go to the door. Lottie has come in.
‘There you are at last,’ says Miss Ulrike. ‘Come along, I’ll show you where to sit.’ She takes the quiet, serious little girl with her hair in braids over to the table. Luise does not look up, but goes on spooning soup into her mouth. Lottie obediently sits down beside Luise and picks up her spoon, although her throat feels too tight for her to swallow comfortably.
The other little girls steal surreptitious glances at the strange couple, fascinated. A calf with two heads couldn’t have been more interesting. Plump, chubby-cheeked Steffie is so excited that she keeps her mouth open.
         
Luise can’t control herself any longer. She doesn’t want to, either. She kicks Lottie’s shin under the table as hard as she can!
Lottie flinches with pain, and squeezes her lips firmly together.
At the grown-ups’ table, Miss Gerda, one of the assistants, shakes her head and says, ‘Who’d have believed it! Two girls, total strangers, looking so like each other!’
Miss Ulrike says, thoughtfully, ‘Perhaps they’re astrological twins?’
‘What are those?’ asks Miss Gerda. ‘Astrological twins?’
‘There are supposed to be people who look just like each other, even though they’re not related at all. But they were born at the same fraction of the same second!’
‘I see,’ murmurs Miss Gerda.
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Mrs Muthesius nods. ‘I once read about a gentlemen’s tailor in London who looked exactly like King Edward VII of England. They were like as two peas in a pod, and they looked even more alike because the tailor had a pointy beard like the King. King Edward summoned the man to Buckingham Palace and talked to him for a long time.’
         
‘And had they both really been born at the same second?’
‘Yes, as it turned out, and it could be proved beyond doubt.’
‘How does the story go on?’ asks Miss Gerda.
‘The gentlemen’s tailor had to shave off his pointy beard at the King’s request!’
While the others laugh, Mrs Muthesius looks thoughtfully at the table where the two little girls are sitting. Then she says, ‘Give Lottie Körner the bed next to Luise Palfy! They’ll have to get used to each other.’
 

It is night, and all the children are asleep. Except for two.
         
Those two have turned their backs to each other, and are pretending to be fast asleep. But really they are lying there with their eyes open, staring straight ahead.
Luise looks crossly at the silver squiggles of light cast on her bed by the moon. Suddenly she pricks up her ears. She can hear quiet crying, controlled with difficulty.
Lottie presses her hands to her mouth. What did her mother tell her when they were saying goodbye? ‘I’m so glad that you’ll be spending a few weeks with lots of happy, cheerful children! You’re too serious for your age, Lottie! Much too serious! I know it’s not your fault, it’s mine. It’s because of my career. I don’t spend enough time at home, when I do get home I’m tired, and meanwhile you haven’t been playing like other children, you’ve been washing the dishes, cooking and laying the table. Please come back with a face full of laughter lines, my busy little housewife!’ And now here she is lying in a strange place beside a cross girl who hates her because they look the same. How is she supposed to get laughter lines here? Lottie sobs.
         
Suddenly she feels a small, strange hand awkwardly stroking her hair! Lottie lies stiff as a poker with shock. Shock? Luise’s hand goes on shyly stroking.
The moon looks through the big window of the dormitory, greatly surprised. It sees two little girls lying side by side, not daring to look at each other, but the one who was crying just now has put out her hand, and is very slowly feeling for the other girl’s stroking hand.
Good, thinks the silvery old moon. That’s all right. Now I can set with my mind at rest. And so it did.
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Chapter Two

The difference between an armistice and peace · The bathroom turns into a hairdresser’s salon · Lottie Times Two · Trude gets her face slapped · Mr Eipeldauer the photographer and the forester’s wife · My mummy, our mummy · Even Miss Ulrike has guessed something
            

Would the armistice between the two girls last in the long run? Even though it had been concluded without any negotiations and arguments? I’d like to think so. But it’s a long way from an armistice, when people just stop fighting, to real peace. Even for children, wouldn’t you agree?
         
They dared not look at each other when they woke up next morning; when they went to the bathroom in their long white nightdresses; when they got dressed, wardrobe beside wardrobe; when they sat at the breakfast table side by side, drinking milk; not even when they ran along the shore of the lake beside each other, singing songs, and later on danced and made garlands of flowers with the assistants. Just once their eyes quickly met, but then they looked away again in alarm.
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Now Miss Ulrike is sitting in the meadow, reading a wonderful novel all about love – there’s love on every page. Sometime she lowers the book into her lap and thinks dreamily about Mr Rademacher, who has a university degree in engineering and is a lodger at her aunt’s house. His first name is Rudolf. Oh, Rudolf!
         
Meanwhile, Luise is playing ball with her friends. But her mind isn’t really on the game. She often looks round as if she were searching for someone and couldn’t find her.
‘When are you going to bite the new girl’s nose off, then?’ asks Trude.
‘Don’t be so silly!’ says Luise.
Christine looks at her in surprise. ‘What’s all this? I thought you were furious with her?’
‘I can’t go biting the nose off everyone I’m furious with,’ explains Luise coolly. And she adds, ‘Anyway, I’m not furious with her at all.’
‘But you were furious with her yesterday!’ insists Steffie.
         
‘Furious as anything!’ adds Monika. ‘You kicked her shin under the table at supper so hard that she almost howled!’
‘So there,’ says Trude, with obvious satisfaction.
Luise is all rubbed up the wrong way. ‘If you two don’t stop it this minute,’ she says angrily, ‘I’ll kick your shins!’ And with that she turns round and marches away.
         
‘She doesn’t know what she wants,’ says Christine, shrugging her shoulders.
Lottie is sitting all by herself in the meadow with a wreath of flowers on her braids, busy making another wreath. A shadow falls on her pinafore. She looks up.
Luise is standing in front of her, looking embarrassed and fidgety, and treading from one foot to the other.
Lottie ventures to give her a small smile. So small you can hardly see it. In fact, you couldn’t see it except with a magnifying glass.
         
Relieved, Luise smiles back.
Lottie holds up the wreath she has just been making, and asks shyly, ‘Would you like this?’
Luise gets down on her knees and says enthusiastically, ‘Oh, yes, but only if you’ll put it on my head for me!’
Lottie presses the wreath down on her ringlets. Then she nods and says, ‘That’s lovely!’
So now the two little girls who look the same are sitting in the meadow side by side, all on their own, saying nothing and smiling cautiously at each other.
Then Luise takes a deep breath and asks, ‘Are you still cross with me?’
Lottie shakes her head.
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Luise looks at the ground and manages to say, ‘It’s just that it was so sudden! The bus! And then you! Such a shock!’
Lottie nods. ‘Such a shock,’ she repeats.
Luise leans forward. ‘It’s really terribly funny, don’t you think?’
Lottie looks into Luise’s cheerfully sparkling eyes, surprised. ‘Funny?’ Then she asks, quietly, ‘Do you have any brothers and sisters?’
‘No!’
‘I don’t either,’ says Lottie.
 

Both girls have slipped into the bathroom and are standing in front of a big mirror. Lottie is enthusiastically setting to work on Luise’s ringlets with a brush and comb.
         
‘Ouch!’ cries Luise, and, ‘Ow!’
‘Do for goodness’ sake keep still!’ says Lottie crossly, pretending to be a stern grown-up. ‘When your mummy’s braiding your hair you don’t screech like that!’
‘I don’t have any mummy,’ complains Luise. ‘That’s why – ouch! – that’s why I’m such a noisy child, my father says!’
         
‘Doesn’t he ever spank you, then?’ enquires Lottie with interest.
‘Not him! He loves me far too much!’
‘That has nothing to do with it,’ says Lottie very wisely.
‘And anyway, his head’s full of other things.’
‘He only needs to have one hand free!’ They laugh.
Then Luise’s braids are plaited, and the children look eagerly in the mirror. Their faces are shining like Christmas trees. Two totally identical little girls look at the mirror! Two totally identical little girls look back out of the mirror!
‘We’re sisters!’ whispers Lottie, delighted.
 

The gong goes for lunch.
         
‘This is going to be fun!’ cries Luise. ‘Come on!’ They run out of the bathroom, holding hands.
The other children sat down some time ago. Only the stools where Luise and Lottie are to sit are still empty.
Then the door opens, and Lottie comes in. She sits down without any hesitation on Luise’s stool.
‘Hey, that’s Luise’s place!’ Monika warns her. ‘Think of your shin!’
The little girl just shrugs her shoulders and begins eating. The door opens again and – my goodness! – Lottie in person comes in again! Without turning a hair, she goes to the last empty place and sits down.
The other girls at their table open their mouths and eyes wide in surprise. Now the children at the other tables are looking that way. They stand up, crowding round the two Lotties.
The tension doesn’t relax until both girls begin laughing. Not a minute later the whole dining room is echoing with the laughter of all those children.
         
Mrs Muthesius frowns. What in the world, she wonders, is all this racket? Getting to her feet, she marches into the middle of the noisy, happy crowd with a stern look of disapproval. But when she sees the two girls, both with their hair in braids, her disapproval dissolves like snow melting in the sunshine. Amused, she asks, ‘Now then, which of you two is Luise Palfy and which is Lottie Körner?’
‘We’re not telling!’ says one of the Lotties, winking, and setting off more roars of laughter.
‘Good heavens above!’ cried Mrs Muthesius in mock despair. ‘What can we do about that?’
‘Maybe,’ suggests the second Lottie, sounding pleased with herself, ‘maybe someone can work it out?’
Steffie puts up her hand and waves it about in the air, like someone volunteering to recite a poem and very keen to do so. ‘I know what!’ she cries. ‘Trude is in the same class at school as Luise! Ask Trude to guess!’
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Trude hesitantly makes her way to the front of the crowd, looks hard from one Lottie to the other, and shakes her head, at a loss. But then a mischievous smile appears on her face. She pulls one braid of the Lottie sitting closest to her hard – and next moment a slap rings out.
Rubbing her cheek, Trude cries happily, ‘That was Luise!’ That makes the general merriment louder than ever for now.
         
 

Luise and Lottie have been given permission to go into the village. They want pictures of themselves. Photographs to send home! How surprised everyone will be!
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The photographer, a gentleman called Mr Eipeldauer, does a good job once he has recovered from his first surprise. He takes six different pictures, and they will be ready in the form of postcards ten days from now.
Once the girls have left, he says to his wife, ‘I tell you what, I think I’ll send a few glossy prints to an illustrated newspaper or a magazine. Magazines sometimes show an interest in this kind of thing!’
Outside his studio, Luise undoes her ‘stupid braids’ again, because she feels uncomfortable with a hairstyle like a good little girl’s. Once she can toss her ringlets again, her high spirits come back. She invites Lottie to have a glass of lemonade with her. Lottie isn’t sure about that, but Luise says firmly, ‘You have to do as I say! My father sent me pocket money yesterday, so come on!’
         
They walk out to the forester’s house, where the forester’s wife runs a little garden café, and they sit in the garden, drink lemonade and talk. There is so much to tell each other, so many questions to be answered when two little girls have only just made friends.
Chickens run back and forth among the café tables, pecking up seeds and cackling. An old gun dog sniffs at the two guests and decides that he likes them.
‘Has your father been dead a long time?’ asks Luise.
‘I don’t know,’ says Lottie. ‘Mummy never talks about him – and I don’t like to ask questions.’
Luise nods. ‘I don’t remember my mummy at all. There used to be a big picture of her on Daddy’s grand piano. Once he came in when I was looking at it, and next day it was gone. He probably locked it up in the drawer of his desk.’
The chickens cackle. The gun dog dozes. A little girl without a father and a little girl without a mother drink lemonade together.
‘Are you nine too?’ asks Luise.
‘Yes.’ Lottie nods. ‘I’m going to be ten on October 14th.’
Luise sits up ramrod straight. ‘On October 14th?’
‘On October 14th.’
Luise leans forward and whispers, ‘So am I!’
         
Lottie stiffens like a doll.
A rooster crows behind the house. The gun dog snaps at a bumblebee buzzing in the air close to him. The forester’s wife can be heard singing through the open window.
The two children look into each other’s eyes as if they were hypnotized. Lottie swallows with difficulty and asks, in a voice hoarse with tension, ‘And – where were you born?’
         
Quietly and hesitantly, almost afraid, Luise replies, ‘In the town of Linz on the river Danube!’
         
Lottie passes her tongue over her dry lips. ‘So was I.’
         
It is perfectly still in the garden. Only the treetops move. Perhaps Fate, hovering over the garden just now, has touched them with its wings?
Lottie says slowly, ‘I have a photo of … of my mother in my wardrobe here.’
Luise jumps up. ‘Show me!’ She hauls the other girl off her chair and out of the café garden.
‘What’s all this?’ cries an indignant voice. ‘The manners of children these days!’ It’s the forester’s wife. ‘Drinking lemonade and running off without paying?’
Luise gets a fright. With shaking fingers, she searches her little purse, presses a folded-up banknote into the woman’s hand, and runs back to Lottie.
‘You’ll be wanting your change!’ shouts the forester’s wife, but the children don’t hear her. They are running as if for their lives.
‘What in the world is up with those silly little geese?’ murmurs the forester’s wife. Then she goes into her house, with the oldgun dog trotting after her.
Back at the summer camp, Lottie hastily searches her wardrobe. She takes out a photograph from under the pile of clean clothes, and holds it out to Luise, who is trembling all over.
Shyly and anxiously, Luise looks at the picture. Then her expression clears. Her eyes positively devour the face of the woman in the photo.
Lottie’s face is fixed, expectantly, on the face of the other girl. Luise, exhausted with sheer happiness, lowers the photograph and nods happily. Then she clutches it frantically to herself and whispers, ‘My mummy!’
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Lottie puts her arm round Luise’s neck. ‘Our mummy!’ Two little girls hug each other, holding close. They have just solved a mystery, but there are more puzzles and yet other mysteries waiting behind it.
         
The sound of the gong booms through the house. Laughing, chattering children run downstairs. Luise is going to put the photograph back in Lottie’s wardrobe, but Lottie says, ‘Keep it. It’s a present for you.’
 

Miss Ulrike is standing in front of the desk in Mrs Muthesius’s office, so agitated that she has bright red circular patches on both cheeks.
         
‘I can’t keep it to myself!’ she utters her confession. ‘I must confide in you! If only I knew what we ought to do!’
         
‘There, there,’ says Mrs Muthesius. ‘What’s upsetting you so much, my dear?’
‘There’s no such thing as astrological twins!’
‘Who?’ asks Mrs Muthesius, smiling. ‘You mean King Edward VII of England and the gentlemen’s tailor?’
‘No! I mean Luise Palfy and Lottie Körner! I’ve looked up their details in the register! They were both born in Linz, and both on the same day! It can’t be coincidence!’
         
‘More than likely it isn’t coincidence, my dear. I’ve already formed certain ideas of my own on the subject.’
‘Then you know?’ asks Miss Ulrike, gasping for air.
‘Of course! When I asked little Lottie about her details after her arrival, and I entered them in the register, I compared them with Luise’s date and place of birth. They were, you might say, very close. Weren’t they?’
         
‘Yes, yes. So now what do we do?’
‘Nothing.’
‘Nothing?’
‘Nothing! And if you can’t keep your mouth shut, I shall cut off your ears, my dear.’
‘But …’
‘No buts! The children have no idea of it. They’ve just had their photographs taken, and they’re going to send the pictures home. If that disentangles this complicated story, well and good! But you and I will not play the part of Fate. Thank you for telling me your opinion, my dear. And now, please would you ask the cook to come and see me?’
The expression on Miss Ulrike’s face was not particularly intelligent as she left the office – although if it had been particularly intelligent, that would have been something entirely new.
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Chapter Three

Discovering new continents · Puzzle after puzzle · A first name divided into two · A serious photograph and a funny letter · Steffie’s parents are getting divorced · Can you divide children in half?
            

Time flies. It knows no better.
         
Have the two little girls fetched their photographs from Mr Eipeldauer in the village? Long ago! Has Miss Ulrike, who is curious to know, asked them whether they have sent the photos home? Long ago! Did Luise and Lottie nod their heads and say yes? Long ago!
And all that time those very photographs, torn into tiny pieces, have been lying at the bottom of the bottle-green waters of Lake Bühl near the village of Seebühl. The children told Miss Ulrike a lie. They want to keep their secret to themselves! They want to keep it together and then, perhaps, reveal it together! And anyone who comes too close to that secret will be ruthlessly hoodwinked. There’s no alternative. Even Lottie doesn’t have a guilty conscience, and that’s saying a lot.
         
Nowadays the two girls are inseparable. Trude, Steffie, Monika and Christine are sometimes cross with Luise and jealous of Lottie. What’s to be done about it? There’s nothing at all to be done about it! Where are those two girls now?
         
They’re in the room with the wardrobes. Lottie takes two identical pinafores out of her wardrobe, gives her sister one of them, and says, as she puts the other one on herself and ties its strings, ‘Mummy bought these pinafores at Oberpollinger’s.’
‘Oh yes,’ says Luise, ‘that’s the department store in Neuhauser Strasse near … what’s the name of the gate?’
‘Karlstor.’
‘That’s right, near Karlstor.’
They now know all about each other’s lives, school friends, neighbours, teachers and apartments. To Luise, everything to do with their mother is immensely important. And Lottie devours everything, absolutely everything that her sister knows about their father. They talk about nothing else, day after day. In the evenings they go on whispering for hours in bed. Each of them is discovering a whole new continent. Because it has suddenly turned out that what has made up each girl’s life so far was only half of her real world!
And if, for once, they aren’t busy eagerly fitting those two halves together, so as to get a good view of the whole jigsaw puzzle, they are thinking about another subject and trying to work out another mystery: why don’t their parents live with each other any more?
‘Because of course they got married first,’ explains Luise for the umpteenth time. ‘Then they had two little girls. And because Mummy’s name is Luiselotte they had one baby christened Luise and the other baby was christened Lottie. That was a very nice idea! They must still have liked each other at that time, mustn’t they?’
‘Definitely,’ says Lottie. ‘But then they must have had a quarrel. And they left each other. And they divided us up, the same way as they’d divided up Mummy’s first name!’
         
‘They really should have asked whether it was all right to divide us up first!’
‘Well, we couldn’t talk yet at that time.’
The two sisters smile helplessly. Then they link arms and go out into the garden.
 

The post has arrived. Little girls are everywhere, sitting in the grass and on the wall and on the garden benches, reading their letters.
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Lottie is holding the photograph of a man aged about thirty-five. She gazes lovingly at her father. So that’s what he looks like! And this is what it feels like to have a real, live father!
Luise reads what he has written to her aloud. ‘My dear, my only child!’
         
‘What a liar!’ she says, looking up. ‘When he knows perfectly well that he has twins.’
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Then she goes on reading the letter. ‘Have you quite forgotten what the head of your household looks like, writing to insist that you want a picture of him, at the end of the holidays too? At first I was going to send you a photo of me when I was little. A picture of me as a baby with nothing on, lying on a polar bear skin rug! But you said it had to be a brand new picture! So I went straight to the photographer, although I didn’t really have the time, and I told him just why I needed it in such a hurry. Otherwise, I told him, my Luise won’t recognize me when I meet her at the station! Luckily he said he could understand that. So here you are, and the picture ought to arrive in time. I hope you’re not leading the ladies at the summer camp such a dance as you lead your father at home, but he sends you lots of love and kisses, and he can’t wait to see you!’
         
‘That’s lovely,’ says Lottie. ‘And funny, too. Even though he looks so serious in his photograph.’
‘I expect he didn’t like to laugh in front of the photographer,’ suggests Luise. ‘He always looks stern with other people. But when we’re on our own he can be very funny.’
         
Lottie is holding the picture very firmly. ‘Can I really keep it?’
‘Of course,’ said Luise. ‘That’s why I got him to send it!’
 

Chubby-cheeked Steffie is sitting on a bench, holding a letter in her hand and crying. She cries without making any noise. The tears just keep running down her round, motionless, childish face. Trude strolls past, stops, feeling inquisitive, sits down beside Steffie and looks at her expectantly. Christine comes along and sits down on Steffie’s other side. Luise and Lottie, walking that way, stop. ‘Is something the matter?’ asks Luise.
         
Steffie simply goes on crying. Suddenly she looks down and says, in a dull tone of voice, ‘My parents are getting divorced!’
‘How mean of them!’ cries Trude. ‘First they send you away for the holidays, and then they go and do a thing like that! Behind your back!’
‘I think Daddy is in love with another woman,’ sobs Steffie.
Luise and Lottie quickly walk on. What they have just heard upsets them very much indeed.
‘But,’ asks Lottie, ‘our father isn’t in love with another woman, is he?’
         
‘No,’ says Luise. ‘I’d know if he was.’
‘Maybe one he isn’t married to?’ asks Lottie hesitantly.
‘No,’ replies Luise. ‘Of course he has friends, and some of them are women, but he acts just the same with them all. What about Mummy? Does Mummy have a … a special friend who’s a man?’
‘No,’ says Lottie confidently. ‘Mummy has me and her work, and she says that’s all she wants from life.’
         
Luise, rather baffled, looks at her sister. ‘Yes, but then why did they get divorced?’
Lottie thinks about it. ‘Maybe they haven’t been to get it settled in court yet? That’s what Steffie’s parents are going to do.’
‘And why is Daddy in Vienna and Mummy in Munich?’ asks Luise. ‘Why did they divide us up?’
‘Why,’ Lottie goes on, still thinking it over, ‘did they never tell us that we’re not only children at all, we’re twins? And why hasn’t Daddy told you that Mummy is still alive?’
‘And Mummy’s kept it a secret from you that Daddy is alive!’
         
Luise puts her hands on her hips. ‘Nice parents we have, I must say! Wait until we get a chance to tell them what we think about it! Won’t they be surprised!’
‘But we can’t do that,’ says Lottie, shyly. ‘We’re just children!’
‘Just?’ asks Luise, tossing her head.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chapter Four

Stuffed pancakes, yuk! · The mysterious octavo exercise books · Ways to school and goodnight kisses · A conspiracy · Dress rehearsal at the garden party · Goodbye to Seebühl on Lake Bühl
            

The holidays are coming to an end. The piles of clean clothes in the girls’ wardrobes have shrunk to almost nothing, while the children are partly sad because the holidays will soon be over, but partly happy because they look forward to going home.
         
Mrs Muthesius is planning a little goodbye party. The father of one of the girls – he owns a department store – has sent a big crate full of Chinese lanterns, garlands, and many other things. Now the helpers and the children are busy decorating the veranda and the garden for the party. They drag ladders from tree to tree, hang coloured lanterns among the leaves, string garlands over the branches, and get a long table ready for the tombola. Other children write ticket numbers on little bits of paper. The big prize will be a pair of roller skates with ball bearings! 
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‘Where have Ringlets and Braids gone?’ asks Miss Ulrike. (That’s what Luise and Lottie are called at the summer camp these days.)
         
‘Oh, them!’ says Monika dismissively. ‘They’ll be sitting somewhere or other in the grass again, holding hands in case the wind blows them apart!’
         
 

In fact the twins are not sitting somewhere in the grass, but in the garden café that belongs to the forester’s wife, and they are not holding hands. They have no spare time for that. They have octavo-sized exercise books in front of them, they are holding pencils, and at the moment Lottie is dictating to Luise, who is scribbling busily, ‘Mummy likes soup with pasta and beef in it best of anything. You buy beef from Mr Huber the butcher. Half a pound of beef cut across the ribs, nicely marbled with fat.’
         
Luise raises her head. ‘Huber the butcher, on the corner of Max-Emanuel-Strasse and Prinz-Eugen-Strasse,’ she murmurs.
Lottie nods, satisfied. ‘The cookery book is in the kitchen cupboard, bottom shelf on the left. All the recipes I know how to cook are in that book.’
Luise notes it down. ‘Cookery book … kitchen cupboard … bottom shelf on he left.’ Then she props her arms on the table and says, ‘I’m terrified of all this cooking! But if it goes wrong in the first few days, maybe I can say I forgot how to do it in the holidays, can’t I?’
Hesitantly, Lottie nods. ‘And you can write and tell me if something doesn’t work. Write to me often! And eat lots at the restaurant in the Imperial Hotel! Daddy likes it so much when I enjoy eating something there.’
‘What a pity stuffed pancakes are your favourite food!’ mutters Lottie. ‘I suppose it can’t be helped, but I’d rather have had veal schnitzel and goulash!’
         
‘If you eat three pancakes on the first day, or four or five, then you can say later that you ate too many, and now you’ve had enough to put you off them for life,’ suggests Luise.
‘That ought to do it,’ replies her sister, although her stomach is already turning at the mere thought of eating five pancakes, but she’s not going to make a big fuss about it.
Then they both lean over their exercise books again, and each listens to the other reciting the names of her school friends, the seating plan in class, the teacher’s habits and the exact way to school.
‘You’ll have an easier time getting to school than me,’ says Luise. ‘You just have to tell Trude to call for you on the first day back! She sometimes does that. And then you can simply walk beside her, and notice the street corners and all the rest of the chaos in town!’
Lottie nods. Suddenly she jumps in alarm. ‘I forgot to say – when Mummy puts you to bed, don’t forget to give her a goodnight kiss!’
Luise stares dreamily ahead of her. ‘I don’t need to write that down. You bet I won’t forget.’
         
 

Have you worked out what’s going on? The twins don’t yet want to tell their parents that they know what happened to them. They’re not going to face their father and mother with decisions; they guess they don’t have any right to do so. And they are afraid that their parents might decide immediately, once and for all, to destroy their newfound happiness in being sisters. But the only alternative is to go back to where they came from as if nothing has happened, and they can’t bring themselves to do that either! Are they to go on with the half of a life that their parents gave them, without asking what they felt about it? No: in short, this is a conspiracy! Their fantastic plan, built on longing and a love of adventure, goes like this: they will swap clothes, the way they do their hair, suitcases, pinafores – and lives! Luise, with the braids of a good little girl (and determined to be a good little girl in other ways as well), will ‘go home’ to their mother, whom she knows only from a single photograph, and act as if she were Lottie! And Lottie, with her hair down her back in ringlets, and being as lively and amusing as she can, is going to their father in Vienna!
         
They have made thorough preparations for the coming adventure. The octavo-sized exercise books are crammed full of notes. They are going to write to each other, arranging to collect letters at the post office when necessary, if anything important but unexpected happens.
If they both pay careful attention, maybe they will even manage to work out why their parents separated in the first place. And maybe, then, one wonderful, beautiful day, the two of them and both their parents will succeed in … but they hardly dare to think that far ahead.
 

They see the garden party on the evening before all the girls go home as a dress rehearsal. Lottie comes as lively Luise with her ringlets. Luise comes as good little Lottie with her braids. They both play their parts to perfection. No one notices anything, not even Trude, Luise’s school friend from Vienna! They both have great fun calling each other by their own real names. Lottie is so full of high spirits that she turns somersaults. And Luise is so quiet and gentle that you’d think butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth.
         
The Chinese lanterns shine in the summer trees. The garlands sway in the evening breeze. The party and the holidays are coming to an end. The prizes from the tombola are given out. Poor little Steffie gets first prize, the roller-skates with ball bearings. (Better a small consolation than none at all.)
At last, keeping the pretence going, the sisters sleep in each other’s beds, and they are so excited that they have strange dreams. Lottie, for instance, is collected from the railway station in Vienna by a photograph of her father, larger than life-size, and a hotel chef in a white cap is standing beside it with a wheelbarrow full of steaming stuffed pancakes – yuk!
 

First thing next morning, very early, two trains come into the railway station of Egern, near Seebühl on Lake Bühl, arriving from opposite directions. Dozens of little girls get into the compartments of the separate trains, chattering like mad. Lottie leans right out of the window of one train. Luise waves from the window of the other train. They smile, secretly wishing each other good luck. Their hearts are thudding. They’re beginning to get stage fright. If the locomotives weren’t hissing and spitting out smoke, maybe, at the last moment, the two little girls would change their …
         
But no, the train timetable has the last word. The stationmaster waves his flag. The trains begin to move at the same time. Children wave their hands.
         
Lottie is going to Vienna, pretending to be Luise.
Luise is going to Munich, pretending to be Lottie.
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Chapter Five

A child sitting on a suitcase · The lonely old gentlemen in the Imperial Hotel ·Peperl and the infallible instinct of animals · ‘Luise’ asks if she can wave in the Opera House · The sums in the housekeeping book are wrong · Shirley Temple was not allowed to watch her own films · The complicated private life of Music Director Palfy
            

Munich Central Railway Station, Platform 16. The locomotive is standing still, trying to get its puff back. Islands of reunion have formed among the torrent of travellers. Little girls are hugging their beaming parents. What with all the touching but happy noise around them, you quite forget that they aren’t home yet, but only on the station platform!
         
However, the crowds gradually drain away.
Finally there is only a single child left. A child with two braids, tied at the ends with ribbon bows. Until yesterday, her hair fell down her back in ringlets. Until yesterday, her name was Luise Palfy.
The little girl is sitting on her suitcase, firmly gritting her teeth. Waiting at the central station of a strange city for the mother you’ve seen only in a photograph, a mother who hasn’t turned up yet, is not exactly child’s play.
Mrs Luiselotte Palfy, née Körner, known as Luiselotte Körner again for the last six and a half years (since her divorce), has been kept late by the arrival of material for the news and current affairs pages at the publishing offices of the Munich Illustrated Weekly Newspaper, where she is a picture editor.
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At last she has found a taxi. At last she has managed to get a platform ticket. At last, and at a run, she has reached Platform 16.
The platform is empty.
No, it isn’t! Right at the back there is a child sitting on a suitcase! The young woman races along the platform as fast as a firefighter!
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The little girl sitting on her suitcase is trembly at the knees. Her heart is full of a feeling she has never known before. This young woman, radiant with happiness, this real, live young woman whirling her way along the platform, is her mother!
‘Mummy!’
Luise rushes to meet the woman, stands on tiptoe and flings her arms round her neck.
‘My little housewife!’ whispers the young woman, in tears of happiness. ‘At last, at last I have you back again!’
         
The child’s little mouth passionately kisses her soft face, her loving eyes, her lips, her hair, her smart little hat. Yes, even the little hat!
 

There is an atmosphere of happy excitement in both the restaurant and the kitchen of the Imperial Hotel in Vienna. The darling of the regular guests at the hotel, the daughter of Ludwig Palfy, Music Director at the Opera House, is back again!
         
Lottie – sorry, Luise – is sitting where everyone is used to seeing her sit, on her usual chair with the two extra cushions, bravely forcing stuffed pancakes down her throat.
The regular guests come up to the Palfys’ table, one by one, stroke the little girl’s curly hair, pat her affectionately on the shoulders, and ask if she had a nice time at the summer camp, but they expect it will be even better, they say, to be back in Vienna with Papa. They put all sorts of presents down on the table: sweets, chocolates, chocolate bars, coloured crayons – one of them even takes an old-fashioned little sewing set out of his pocket and tells her, shyly, that it had belonged to his late granny. Then they nod to the Music Director and stroll back to their own tables. This evening the little girl’s adopted uncles, those lonely old gentlemen, will enjoy their dinner properly again at last.
But of course Music Director Palfy is enjoying himself more than anyone else. He has always prided himself on the necessity of solitude to the ‘true artistic nature’, he has always regarded his former marriage, being a venture into ordinary middle-class life, as a mistake, but today he feels like a family man, warm at heart in a highly inartistic way. And when his daughter, smiling at him, shyly takes his hand as if she were afraid her father might run away from her, he actually has a lump in his throat, even though he is eating beef on the bone and beans, not dumplings or meatballs that might stick in it!
         
And here comes Franz the waiter, bearing aloft another pancake!
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Lottie shakes her ringlets. ‘I can’t eat another bite, Mr Franz!’
‘Why, Luiserl!’ says the waiter reproachfully. ‘It’s only the fifth!’
After Mr Franz, looking slightly injured, has steered his course back to the kitchen along with the fifth pancake, Lottie plucks up her courage and says, ‘I tell you what, Daddy, from tomorrow onwards I’ll eat whatever you are eating!’
         
‘Well, well!’ cries the Music Director. ‘But suppose I’m eating something smoked? You know you hate smoked meat or fish! You say it doesn’t agree with you.’
‘If you’re eating something smoked,’ she says, remorsefully, ‘then I can always have pancakes again.’ (Being your own sister isn’t as easy as you might think!) Now what?
         
Now Dr Strobl turns up with Peperl. Peperl is a dog. ‘Look, Peperl!’ says Dr Strobl, smiling. ‘See who’s back again! Go and say hello to Luiserl!’
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Peperl wags his tail and trots eagerly over to the Palfys’ table to say hello to his old friend Luise. But she’s not the person he is expecting! When Peperl reaches the table he sniffs at the little girl, and hurries back to his master without saying any hellos. ‘You silly animal!’ says Dr Strobl crossly. ‘Doesn’t recognize his best friend, just because she’s been away in the country for a few weeks! And people talk big about the infallible instinct of animals!’ But Lottie is thinking to herself: what a good thing that doctors aren’t as clever as Peperl the dog!
 

Music Director Palfy and his daughter have gone home to the apartment in Rotenturmstrasse, taking with them the presents from the regular guests at the Imperial Hotel, Lottie’s suitcase, her doll and her bag of bathing things. And Resi, the Palfys’ housekeeper, was acting so pleased to see the little girl again that she hardly knew what to do with herself.
         
But Lottie knows, because Luise has told her, that Resi is a nasty fat cow and the way she acts is all pretence. Of course her father doesn’t notice that. Men never notice anything!
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He fishes a theatre ticket out of his wallet, gives it to his daughter and says, ‘I’m conducting Humperdinck’s opera Hansel and Gretel this evening. Resi will take you to the theatre and collect you after the end of the performance.’
         
‘Oh!’ There is a beaming smile on Lottie’s face. ‘Will I be able to see you from my seat?’
‘Definitely.’
‘And will you sometimes look my way?’
‘Of course I will!’
‘And may I give you a tiny little wave when you look at me?’
‘I’ll even wave back, Luiserl!’
Then the telephone rings. It is a woman’s voice at the other end. Lottie’s father replies without saying very much, but when he has put the receiver down he is in rather a hurry. He has to be alone for a few hours, he says, composing music. Because after all, he is not just Music Director at the Opera House, he is also a composer. And he can’t compose at home; dear me, no, he has a studio on the Ringstrasse for that. So …
         
‘See you tomorrow at lunchtime in the Imperial Hotel!’ he says.
‘And may I really wave to you at the opera, Daddy?’
‘Of course, dear. Why not?’
A kiss is dropped on Lottie’s serious childish brow! Her father puts his hat on his head above his handsome face! And the door slams shut.
The little girl goes slowly to the window, thinking about life and feeling worried. Her mother isn’t allowed to work at home. Her father can’t work at home.
         
Parents really do give you a difficult time.
But as she is a practical and determined little girl, not least because of the way her mother has brought her up, she very soon stops worrying, gets out her octavo-sized exercise book, and armed with all that Luise has told her she begins systematically exploring the lovely apartment in the Old Town of Vienna for herself.
         
After this grand tour, she sits down at the kitchen table, an old habit of hers, and goes through the sums in the columns of expenses in the housekeeping book that she finds lying about.
Two things strike her as she checks the arithmetic. First, Resi the housekeeper has made mistakes on almost every page. And second, she has always done it so that the sums work out to her own advantage.
‘So what’s all this, then?’ Resi is standing in the kitchen doorway.
‘I was going through the arithmetic in your book,’ say.s Lottie quietly but firmly.
‘Well, what a cheek!’ says Resi crossly. ‘Keep your arithmetic for school where it belongs!’
         
‘From now on I’m going to check the housekeeping sums,’ explains the little girl gently, hopping down from the kitchen chair. ‘We learn arithmetic at school, but not for school, that’s what our teacher said.’ And with those words she stalks out of the doorway.
         
Greatly taken aback, Resi stares after her.
Respected readers, both large and small, I think – indeed, I am afraid – that it is time I told you a little about the parents of Lottie and Luise, and particularly about how they came to be divorced. And if at this point a grown-up happens to look over your shoulder and exclaim, ‘How on earth can the man write about such things for children?’ then please be kind enough to read aloud the following remarks to that grown-up.
         
‘When Shirley Temple was a little girl of seven or eight, she was already a famous film star all over the world, and the film companies earned millions and millions of dollars from her films. But if Shirley and her mother wanted to go to the cinema to see a Shirley Temple film, she wasn’t allowed in. It was forbidden, because she was still too young. She could only make films; that was allowed. She was old enough for that.’
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And if the grown-up who is looking over your shoulder hasn’t seen the connection between Shirley Temple and the divorce of Luise and Lottie’s parents, then give that grown-up my regards and tell him, from me, that there were very many divorced parents in the world at the time, and very many children who were unhappy about it! And there were very many other children who were unhappy because their parents didn’t get divorced! But if you suspected that the children were unhappy in those circumstances, then it would be in one way too considerate and in another way a mistake not to talk to them about it, in an understanding and easily understood way!
         
So, Music Director Ludwig Palfy is an artist, and as everyone knows artists are a strange form of life. He doesn’t wear a big, broad-brimmed hat or a flowing cravat, true; on the contrary, he is neatly and you might almost say elegantly well dressed.
But as for his private life … well, that’s complicated. Dear me, yes, his private life is quite something! If he gets a musical idea, then he has to be alone now, at once, in order to write it down and put it into musical form. He may even get one of those ideas at a big party. ‘Where’s Palfy gone?’ the master of the house may ask. And someone or other will reply, ‘He’ll have had another of those ideas of his!’ Then the master of the house will smile a sour-sweet smile, but he is thinking: ‘What manners! People can’t go running off willy-nilly just because they get ideas!’ However, Music Director Palfy can.
He kept leaving his own apartment when he was still married, back when he was young, in love, ambitious, happy and crazy all at the same time!
And when there were baby twins in the apartment as well, howling day and night, and the Vienna Philharmonic Orchestra was going to give the premiere of his First Piano Concerto, he simply had his grand piano taken to a studio on the Ringstrasse of Vienna, a studio that he had rented in a mood of artistic desperation.
Since he was getting a great many ideas at the time, so he didn’t see much of his young wife and the howling twins.
         
Luiselotte Palfy, née Körner, hardly twenty years old, did not think that was very nice of him. And when it came to her hardly twenty-year-old ears that her husband was not just writing music in his studio, but also helping the operatic leading ladies who found him attractive to study their parts, she indignantly sued for divorce!
         
So now the Music Director who set such store by his creative isolation was well out of it. Now he could be alone as much as he liked. After the divorce, he found a capable nanny to look after the twin who stayed with him in the apartment in Rotenturmstrasse. And no one cared a bit about him in his studio on the Ringstrasse, which was exactly what he had wanted!
Yet all of a sudden he wasn’t happy with that, either. Really, artists! They just don’t know what they want. However, he was kept busy composing music and conducting operas, and he was more famous with every passing year. What was more, if he felt depressed, he could go back to his other apartment and play with his little daughter Luise.
         
Whenever a concert in Munich performed a new work by Ludwig Palfy, Luiselotte Körner bought herself a ticket and then, with her head bent, sat in one of the cheapest seats at the very back, deducing from her former husband’s music that he was not a happy man. In spite of his success. And in spite of being alone.


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
 Chapter Six

Where is Mrs Wagenthaler’s shop? · You never forget how to cook! · Lottie waves in the Opera House · It’s raining chocolates · The first night in Munich and the first night in Vienna · The strange dream in which Miss Gerlach is a witch · Parents can do as they like · Forget-Me-Not, Munich 18
            

Mrs Luiselotte Körner just has time to take her daughter back to the tiny apartment in Max-Emanuel-Strasse. Then, very reluctantly and very fast, she has to go back to the office, where work is waiting for her. And work can’t wait.
         
Luise – no, sorry, Lottie! – has taken a quick look round the apartment for the sake of her family research. After that she takes the door key, the purse and a net bag, and now she is out shopping. She goes to Mr Huber the master butcher on the corner of Prinz-Eugen-Strasse to buy half a pound of beef cut across the ribs, nicely marbled with fat, as well as a little kidney and a few bones. And now she is frantically searching for Mrs Wagenthaler’s shop to buy vegetables and herbs for soup, pasta and salt.
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Anni Habersetzer is not a little surprised to see her school friend Lottie Körner standing in the middle of the street leafing hectically through an octavo exercise book.
         
‘Doing homework in the street?’ she asks inquisitively. ‘But it’s still the holidays!’
Luise stares at the other girl, baffled. You feel so silly when someone speaks to you, and although you’ve never in your life seen her before you know that you’re supposed to know who she is. Finally she pulls herself together, and says, cheerfully, ‘Hi! Coming with me? I have to go to Mrs Wagenthaler’s and buy vegetables and herbs for soup.’ Then she takes the other girl’s arm – if only she knew this freckled child’s first name! – and lets herself be guided, although the freckled girl doesn’t notice that, to Mrs Wagenthaler’s shop.
Of course Mrs Wagenthaler is glad to see Lottie Körner back from her holidays, and looking so rosy-cheeked! When the shopping has been done, the shopkeeper gives the girls a sweet each, and tells them to give Mrs Wagenthaler’s regards to Mrs Körner and Mrs Habersetzer.
         
This is a weight off Luise’s mind. At last she knows that the freckled girl must be Anni Habersetzer! (In the octavo-sized exercise book it says: ‘Anni Habersetzer, I’ve been cross with her three times. She hits smaller children, specially Ilse Merck, who is the smallest in the class.’) Well, Luise thinks she can do something about that!
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So when they say goodbye at the door, Luise says, ‘Before I forget, Anni – I’ve been cross with you three times because of Ilse Merck and all that. I’m sure you know what I mean. Next time I won’t just be cross with you, I’ll …’ And she raises her hand in a way that makes her meaning clear and hurries away.
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We’ll see about that, thinks Anni furiously. We’ll see about that tomorrow! Has she gone round the bend in the holidays?
 

Luise is cooking. She has put on one of Mummy’s aprons and is scurrying back and forth like a spinning top between the gas stove, where there are saucepans on the gas rings, and the table, where the cookery book lies open. She keeps lifting the lids of the pans. When water comes to the boil and runs over, hissing, she jumps. How much salt does she put in the water for the pasta? ‘Half a dessertspoon.’ How much celery salt? ‘A pinch.’ For heaven’s sake, how much is a pinch?
         
And then: ‘Grate some nutmeg.’ Where’s the nutmeg? Where’s the nutmeg grater?
         
The little girl rummages in drawers, climbs on chairs, looks in all the containers, stares at the clock on the wall, jumps off the chair, picks up a fork, lifts the lid of a pan, burns her fingers, squeals, sticks the fork into the beef – no, it isn’t cooked yet!
Holding the fork, she stands there as if rooted to the ground. What was she looking for? Oh yes, the nutmeg and the nutmeg grater! Oh mercy, what’s that lying beside the cookery book? The vegetables and herbs! Help, she must clean and trim them and put them into the broth for the soup! Right, put down the fork, pick up a knife. Is the meat cooked yet? And where are the megnut and the megnut grater? Nonsense, she means the nutmeg. First you run the vegetables and herbs under the tap. Then you have to scrape the carrot. Ouch, but without cutting your fingers! And when the meat is tender you take it out of the pan. You need a sieve so that you can skim the liquid where the bones were simmering later. And Mummy will be back in half an hour! And twenty minutes before that you must put the pasta in boiling water. Oh, whatever does the kitchen look like? And the nutmeg! And the sieve! And the grater! And … and … and …
Luise collapses on the kitchen chair. Oh, Lottie! It isn’t easy being your own sister! The Imperial Hotel … Dr Strobl … Peperl … Mr Franz … And Daddy … Daddy … Daddy …
Time is ticking away.
Mummy will be back in twenty-nine minutes’ time! In twenty-eight and a half minutes’ time! In twenty-eight minutes’ time! Luise clenches her fists with determination and starts cooking again. As she does so, she growls, ‘I’m not going to look silly!’
However, cooking is a special skill. Determination may be enough to help you jump off a tall tower, but it takes more than strength of will to cook beef soup with pasta.
         
And when Mrs Körner, tired after such a hectic day, comes home she is met not by a smiling little housewife, far from it, but by a totally exhausted little heap of misery, a slightly damaged, confused, crumpled Something whose mouth, twisted in a fit of weeping, says plaintively, ‘Please don’t be cross, Mummy, but I think I’ve forgotten how to cook!’
‘Why, Lottie, you don’t forget a thing like that!’ cries her mother in surprise. But there’s no time to wonder just what has happened. She has to dry Luise’s tears, taste the broth for the soup, put the cooked beef into it, get plates and cutlery out of the cupboard, and do all sorts of other things.
When they are finally sitting under the lamp in the living room, spooning up beef soup with pasta, Mummy says consolingly, ‘It really tastes very good, doesn’t it?’
‘Does it?’ A timid smile steals over the little face. ‘Really?’
Her mother nods, and smiles quietly back at her.
Luise heaves a sigh of relief, and suddenly it tastes better, even to her, than anything she ate in her life! Never mind the Imperial Hotel and its pancakes!
‘I’ll do the cooking myself for the next few days,’ says her mother. ‘If you watch me, and notice what I’m doing, you’ll soon be cooking as well as you did before the holidays.’
Luise nods eagerly. ‘Maybe even better!’ she says hopefully.
After supper they wash the dishes together, and Luise tells her mother how nice it was at the summer camp. (But she doesn’t breathe a single word about the girl she met who looked exactly like her!)
         
 

Meanwhile Lottie, wearing Luise’s best dress, is sitting close to the velvet-covered ledge at the front of a box in the Vienna State Opera House, looking down in fascination at the orchestra in the pit below, where Music Director Palfy is conducting the overture to Hansel and Gretel.
         
How handsome Daddy looks in his evening dress! And the musicians are doing everything he wants them to do, even though some of them are quite elderly gentlemen! When he threatens them with his baton they play as loud as they can. And when he wants them to be quieter their music murmurs like an evening breeze. They must be terribly frightened of him! But he looked so cheerful just now when he waved to her up in the box!
The door of the box opens.
An elegant young lady comes in, her skirts rustling, sits down at the front of the box herself and smiles at the child looking up at her.
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Lottie shyly turns away, and looks back at Daddy to see him training the musicians.
The young lady brings out opera glasses. And a box of chocolates. And a programme. And a powder compact. She doesn’t stop producing things until the velvet ledge at the front of the box looks like a shop display window.
When the overture comes to an end, the audience applauds loudly. Music Director Palfy bows several times. And then, as he raises his conductor’s baton again, he looks up at the box.
Lottie waves shyly back. Daddy smiles even more lovingly than just now.
Then Lottie notices that she isn’t the only one waving to him – the lady beside her is waving as well!
Is the lady waving to Daddy? Was Daddy perhaps smiling so affectionately to her? And not to his daughter after all? Yes, and why didn’t Luise tell her anything about this strange lady? Has Daddy known her for long? The child makes a mental note: write to Luise today. Ask if she knows anything. Take letter to the post office before school. Hand it in to be collected, addressed to Forget-Me-Not, Munich 18.
         
Then the curtain goes up, and the story of Hansel and Gretel demands its proper share of attention. Lottie is so excited that she can hardly breathe. Down there, the children are being sent out into the forest by their parents, who want to get rid of them. But all the same they love the children! How can they be so cruel? Or aren’t they cruel at all? Is it just what they are doing that’s cruel? They are sad about it. So why do they do it?
         
Lottie, as half of a pair of twins who have switched identities, is feeling more and more agitated. Although she doesn’t realize it, her conflicting feelings are less about the children and parents down on the stage of the theatre than about herself, her twin sister and their own parents. Ought their parents to have done what they did? Mummy certainly isn’t a bad woman, and Daddy definitely isn’t a bad man either. It’s what they did – that was bad! The woodcutter and his wife in the fairy-tale opera were so poor that they couldn’t afford to buy bread to feed their children. But what about Daddy? Had he been as poor as all that?
         
Later, when Hansel and Gretel arrive at the delicious gingerbread house, begin nibbling bits of it and are startled by the witch’s voice, Miss Irene Gerlach – that is the elegant lady’s name – leans over to the little girl, holds out her box of chocolates and whispers, ‘Would you like something to nibble too?’
         
Lottie jumps, looks up, sees the woman’s face in front of her, and makes a wild gesture to fend her off. As she does so, unfortunately, she sweeps the box of chocolates off the ledge, and down in the stalls, as if on cue with the story of the opera, there is a brief shower of chocolates! Heads turn and look up. Muted laughter mingles with the music. Miss Gerlach smiles, half embarrassed, half annoyed.
         
Lottie freezes rigid with shock. All of a sudden she has been snatched out of the dangerous magic of art – and all of a sudden she is in the dangerous domain of reality.
‘I’m terribly, terribly sorry,’ whispers Lottie.
The lady gives her a forgiving smile. ‘Oh, it doesn’t matter at all, Luiserl.’
Is she a witch too? Only a more beautiful witch than the one on stage?
 

Luise is lying in bed in Munich for the first time. Her mother, sitting on the edge of the bed, says, ‘There, Lottie dear, sleep well! And dream sweet dreams!’
         
‘If I’m not too tired for them,’ murmurs the child. ‘Are you coming to bed soon?’
A larger bed stands against the opposite wall, and Mummy’s nightdress is lying on the turned-back bedclothes, ready for Mummy to slip into it.
‘In a little while,’ says her mother. ‘As soon as you’ve gone to sleep.’
The child flings her arms round her mother’s neck and gives her a kiss. Then a second kiss. And a third. ‘Good night!’ she says.
The young woman hugs the little creature close. ‘I’m so glad to have you back home,’ she whispers. ‘You’re all I still have!’
         
The child’s head sinks on her pillow. She is drowsy with sleep. Luiselotte Palfy, née Körner, straightens the quilt on the bed and listens for a while to her daughter’s breathing. Then, carefully, she stands up and goes back into the living room on tiptoe.
Her briefcase is lying in the light of the standard lamp. She still has so much work to do.
 

For the first time, Lottie is put to bed by the grumpy housekeeper Resi. Then she secretly gets up again and writes the letter that she is going to take to the post office first thing in the morning. After that she slips quietly back into Luise’s bed, and before she switches off the light she looks round her room again at her leisure.
         
It is a spacious, pretty room, with friezes of pictures from fairy tales on the walls, a toy cupboard, a bookshelf, a desk for doing homework, a large toy shop, a delicate old-fashioned dressing-table, a doll’s pram, a doll’s bed – in fact nothing is missing except the most important thing of all!
Hasn’t she sometimes wished for such a lovely room of her own? Hasn’t she just thought that to herself, so that Mummy wouldn’t notice? And now that she has one, a sharp pain made up of longing and envy pierces her mind. She wants to be back in the modest little bedroom where her sister is lying now, she longs for Mummy’s goodnight kiss, for the reflected light from the next room where Mummy is still working, and later for the quiet sound of the door, she longs for Mummy to stand beside her daughter’s bed, then to go on tiptoe over to her own bed, slip into her nightie and snuggle up under her bedclothes.
         
If only Daddy’s bed were here, or at least in the room next door! Maybe he would snore! That would be nice, because then she’d know that he was very close! But he doesn’t sleep very close, he sleeps in another apartment on the Ringstrasse. Maybe he isn’t asleep at all, maybe he’s sitting with the elegant lady who brought the chocolates in a large, glittering salon, drinking wine, laughing, dancing with her, nodding affectionately to her as he did this evening at the Opera House, to her, not to the little girl waving to him surreptitiously and happily from the box.
         
Lottie falls asleep. She dreams. The fairy tale about the poor woodcutter and his wife who sent Hansel and Gretel into the forest because they had no bread to give them mingles with her own fears, her own grief.
In her dream, Lottie and Luise are sitting in a bed together, staring with frightened eyes at a door through which a great many bakers come, wearing white caps and carrying loaves of bread into the room. They stack the loaves up by the walls. More and more bakers come and go. The mountains of bread grow higher. The room gets more and more crowded.
Then the girls’ father is standing there in evening dress, conducting the parade of bakers with lively gestures. Mummy hurries in, asking anxiously, ‘Oh, husband, what does this mean?’
‘We must get rid of the children!’ he cries angrily. ‘There’s not enough space here! We have too much bread in the house!’
Mummy wrings her hands. The children sob pitifully.
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‘Out!’ he cries, raising his conductor’s baton menacingly. The bed obediently moves towards the window. The two halves of the window fly open, and the bed sails out into the fresh air.
         
It flies over a great city, over a river, over hills, fields, mountains and woods. Then it comes down to earth again and lands in a huge tangle of trees like a jungle, echoing with eerie bird calls and the roar of wild beasts. The two little girls sit there in bed, paralysed by fear.
Then there is a cracking and rattling sound in the thickets of trees.
The children fling themselves back and pull the quilt over their heads. And now the witch comes out of the undergrowth. But she isn’t the witch on stage in the opera, she looks more like the lady with the chocolates who was sitting in the box. She looks through her opera glasses at the little bed, nods her head, gives a very arrogant smile and claps her hands three times.
As if at a signal, the dark forest turns into a sunny meadow. And a house made of chocolates stands in the meadow, with a fence of chocolate bars round it. There are birds twittering merrily, marzipan rabbits hop around in the grass, and golden nests full of Easter eggs shine all over the place. A little bird perches on the bed and sings runs and trills of music so prettily that Lottie and Luise venture to look out from under their quilt, although at first they turn it back only far enough for the tips of their noses to show. When they see the meadow with the marzipan bunnies, the Easter eggs and the house made of chocolates, they quickly climb out of bed and run over to the fence. There they stand in their long nighties, amazed by what they see. ‘Luxury Assortment!’ Luise reads out loud. ‘And pralines with nougat centres!’
‘And special plain chocolate, top quality!’ cries Lottie happily (because even in a dream she doesn’t like chocolates that are too sickly-sweet).
         
Luise breaks a large slab of chocolate off the fence. ‘There are nuts in it!’ she says greedily, and she is just about to take a big bite.
Then they hear the witch’s laughter coming from her house! The children are scared, and Luise throws the chocolate as far away from her as she can!
But here comes Mummy, panting for breath as she runs over the meadow with a big wheelbarrow full of loaves of bread. ‘Stop, children!’ she cries in alarm. ‘Those sweets are all poisoned!’
‘We were hungry, Mummy!’
‘Here, have some bread! I couldn’t get away from the office any earlier!’ She hugs her children and tries to lead them away. But then the door of the chocolate house opens, and their father appears, carrying a woodcutter’s big saw, and calls out, ‘Leave those children alone, Mrs Körner!’
‘They’re my children, Mr Palfy!’
         
‘Mine too!’ he shouts back. And as he comes closer he explains, in a matter-of-fact voice, ‘I’m going to cut the children in half. With this saw! I’ll have half of Lottie and half of Luise, and I’ll have you too, Mrs Körner!’
         
The twins have jumped into bed and sit there, trembling.
Mummy places herself protectively in front of the bed. ‘Never, Mr Palfy!’
But their father pushes her aside and begins sawing the bed in half, beginning at the head of it. The saw screeches so horribly that it freezes their blood, cutting the bed apart lengthwise inch by inch.
‘Let go of each other!’ commands their father.
         
The saw is coming closer to the sisters’ clasped hands, closer and closer! Next moment it will graze their skin. Mummy is crying heart-rendingly.
They can hear the witch giggling.
Then, at last, the children let go of each other’s hands.
The saw finally cuts the bed apart between them, and it turns into two beds, each with four feet.
‘Which twin do you want, Mrs Körner?’
‘Both of them, I want both of them!’
‘Sorry,’ says the man. ‘Justice must be seen to be done. Well, if you can’t make up your mind, then I’ll have this one! It makes no difference to me. I don’t know one from the other.’ He reaches for one of the beds. ‘Which one are you?’
‘Luise!’ cries Luise. ‘But you mustn’t do this!’
‘No!’ cries Lottie. ‘You can’t divide us in half!’
‘Hold your tongue!’ says the man sternly. ‘Parents can do anything they like!’
So saying, and pulling one of the children’s beds after him on a string, he goes towards the house made of sweets. The chocolate fence opens of its own accord.
Luise and Lottie wave desperately.
‘We’ll write to each other!’ shouts Luise.
‘To await collection!’ cries Lottie. ‘Forget-Me-Not, Munich 18!’
Their father and Luise disappear into the house. Then the house itself disappears as if it has been wiped away.
Mummy hugs Lottie and says sadly, ‘Now we’re all alone.’ Suddenly she stares at the child uncertainly. ‘Which of my children are you, then? You look like Lottie.’
‘I am Lottie!’
         
‘No, you look like Luise …’
         
‘And I am Luise.’
Her mother, frightened, looks the child in the face, and says in her father’s voice, which is odd, ‘One side ringlets! One side braids! The same noses! The same faces!’
Now Lottie has a braid on the left and ringlets like Luise’s on the right. Tears are pouring from her eyes. And she murmurs, miserably, ‘Now even I don’t know which of us I am! Oh, poor half-me!’


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chapter Seven

Weeks later · Peperl has decided to put up with things · There are no bones in pancakes · Everything has changed, particularly Resi · Music Director Palfy gives piano lessons · Mrs Körner blames herself · Anni Habersetzer gets her face slapped · The nicest weekend in the world!
            

Weeks have passed since that first day and first night in a strange world, among strange people. Weeks when every moment, every chance incident, every meeting could mean danger and discovery. Weeks when hearts beat very fast, and many letters were sent to be collected at the post office, letters urgently asking for more information.
         
But everything has worked out all right. Mind you, it called for some luck. Luise has ‘remembered’ how to cook. Her teachers in Munich have reconciled themselves reasonably well to the fact that little Lottie Körner came back from the holidays less hard-working, tidy and attentive in class than before – but as if to make up for it, she has also come home livelier and quicker to answer back with a neat remark.
And the Viennese colleagues of those teachers have no objection at all to seeing that Music Director Palfy’s daughter pays more attention in lessons these days, and is better at multiplication. Only yesterday, Miss Gstettner told Miss Bruckbaur in the staff room, sounding just a little pompous, ‘Watching Luise’s development, my dear colleague, is a most instructive experience for any teacher. To see how her high spirits have encouraged her strength of mind, now under control and quietly effective, to see how a constant will to learn has developed out of her cheerful disposition and her thirst for detailed knowledge – well, dear Miss Bruckbaur, it is truly unique! And we must not forget that this metamorphosis, this change for the better in a child’s character, enabling her to exercise more restraint than before, happened entirely of itself, without the exertion of any pedagogical pressure from the outside world!’
         
Miss Bruckbaur nodded vigorously, and replied, ‘And the same blossoming of her character, the same concentration on form, is also evident in the change of Luise’s handwriting. What I always say about the expression of character in handwriting is …’ Well, let’s skip what Miss Bruckbaur always says!
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Instead, let’s notice with whole-hearted pleasure that some time ago Dr Strobl’s dog Peperl went back to his old habit of saying hello to the little girl who sits at the Music Director’s table. He has come to terms, although it is beyond his doggy understanding, with the fact that Luiserl no longer smells like Luiserl. Human beings can do so many things, why not this as well? Moreover, the dear little girl doesn’t eat pancakes nearly so often nowadays, but really enjoys meat dishes. When you stop to think that pancakes have no bones, while cutlets have a delightful abundance of them, it is even easier to understand that the dog has overcome his cool reserve.
         
If Luise’s teachers think that she has changed in a remarkable way – what would they say about Resi the housekeeper if they knew her better? For Resi, there’s no question about it, has genuinely become a totally different person. Perhaps she wasn’t naturally deceitful, slovenly and lazy, perhaps she was like that only when there wasn’t someone watching all that went on and keeping a sharp eye on her?
Since Lottie has been in the apartment, gently but firmly checking up on everything, discovering everything, knowing everything that goes on in the kitchen and the household in general, Resi has turned into a first-class housekeeper.
Lottie has persuaded her father to give her the housekeeping money instead of Resi. And it is almost funny to see Resi knocking on the door of the little girl’s bedroom, to be given money by a child of nine sitting at her desk and doing homework. Resi obediently tells her what she needs to buy, what she is planning to serve for supper, and what else is needed in the household.
         
Lottie quickly works out what it will cost, takes money out of her desk and gives it to Resi, writes down the amount in a notebook, and then, in the evening, they conscientiously go over everything at the kitchen table.
Even though he is handing over less housekeeping money, Lottie’s father has noticed that it goes further than it used to, that there are fresh flowers regularly on the table, even in his studio on the Ringstrasse, and that the apartment on Rotenturmstrasse is really cosy these days. (Just as if there were a woman in the house, he caught himself thinking the other day, and the thought quite startled him!)
Miss Irene Gerlach, the lady with the box of chocolates, has also noticed that he spends more time in Rotenturmstrasse, and he goes there more often. She asked the Music Director to explain himself, so to speak. Very cautiously, to be sure, because artists are such sensitive souls.
‘Well, you see,’ he said, ‘the other day I came home to find Luiserl happily playing a tune on the piano and singing a little song. It was simply delightful! She never used to practise the piano of her own accord, whatever anyone said to her!’
‘So?’ enquired Miss Gerlach, raising her eyebrows so high that they touched her hairline.
‘So,’ said Mr Palfy, with a slightly awkward smile, ‘so since then I’ve been giving her piano lessons! She really enjoys them. And so do I.’
Miss Gerlach looked very scornful, because she is a highly intellectual person. Then she said, sharply, ‘I thought you were a composer, not a little girls’ piano teacher!’
Once upon a time, no one could have said such a thing to that artistic musician Ludwig Palfy to his face! Today he just laughed like a schoolboy and cried, ‘But I’ve never in my life composed as much music as now! And I’ve never before composed anything so good, either!’
         
‘What is it going to be?’
‘A children’s opera,’ he replied.
 

So Luise has changed in the eyes of her teachers. Resi and Peperl have changed in Lottie’s eyes. And the apartment in Rotenturmstrasse has changed in her father’s eyes. All these changes!
         
In Munich, of course, there have also been a great many changes. When her mother noticed that Lottie wasn’t such a serious little housewife or such a hard worker at school as she used to be, but was much more amusing and high-spirited instead, she thought about it, and said to herself: Luiselotte, you’ve turned an obedient little thing into a housewife, but not a child! As soon as she spent a few weeks with children of her own age, in the mountains beside a lake, she turned into what she should have been all along: an amusing little girl who isn’t weighed down by all your anxieties! You should be ashamed of yourself for being so self-centred. Be glad that Lottie is cheerful and happy, never mind if she sometimes breaks a plate when we’re washing the dishes! Or even if she even brings home a letter from her teacher saying that Lottie’s attention to her work, love of order and industry have, unfortunately, left much to be desired recently, and she even slapped her fellow-student Anni Habersetzer’s face four times yesterday. However many worries a mother may have, said Luiselotte to herself, above all it is her duty to keep her child from being driven out of the paradise of childhood too early.
         
It was in such terms, or something like it, that Mrs Körner took herself to task, and in the end she went to see Miss Linnekogel, Lottie’s class teacher, about it. ‘My child,’ she said, ‘ought to be a child and not a little grown-up before her time. I’d rather she was a happy, merry little rascal than always be top of the class at all costs!’
‘But Lottie always managed to be both,’ said Miss Linnekogel, a little annoyed.
‘I don’t know why she can’t be like that now. I’m afraid that a career woman doesn’t always understand her child well enough. It must somehow be connected with the summer holidays. But one thing I do know, because I can see it: she herself can’t be both happy and top of the class any more, and that’s all I have to say.’
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Miss Linnekogel adjusted her glasses energetically. ‘I am afraid that, as a teacher and with your daughter’s achievements in mind, I have other aims. I must and will try to restore the child’s inner harmony.’
‘Do you really think that a little inattention in arithmetic lessons, and a few inkblots in her exercise book …’
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‘A good example, Mrs Körner! That exercise book! It is Lottie’s handwriting above all that shows how much the child has lost – how shall I put it? – has lost her intellectual equilibrium. But let us leave her handwriting aside for the moment! Do you approve of the way that Lottie has taken hitting other girls recently?’
         
‘Other girls?’ Mrs Körner intentionally emphasized the plural. ‘As far as I know, she only hit Anni Habersetzer.’
         
‘Only?’
‘And Anni Habersetzer richly deserved it! After all, someone had to give her a taste of her own medicine!’
‘But Mrs Körner …!’
‘A fat, greedy child who makes a habit of taking out her spitefulness on the smallest in the class doesn’t deserve her teacher’s protection.’ 
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‘What? Did that really happen? But I know nothing at all about it!’
         
‘Then just ask poor little Ilse Merck! I should think she could tell you a thing or two!’
‘But why didn’t Lottie tell me about that when I punished her?’
At this Mrs Körner proudly stood up very straight and replied, ‘I expect she lacks, to use your own words, the intellectual equilibrium to tell tales of other girls!’ And then she hurried away to the office, and had to take a taxi to get there in time. Two marks thirty. Oh, all that money!
On Saturday morning Mummy suddenly packed a rucksack and said, ‘Put your stout walking shoes on! We’re going to Garmisch and we won’t be back until tomorrow evening!’
Luise asked, a little anxiously, ‘But Mummy – won’t it be dreadfully expensive?’
Mrs Körner felt a little pang in her heart. Then she laughed. ‘Well, if the money runs out I’ll sell you on the way!’
Her daughter danced for joy. ‘Wonderful! And once you have the money for me I’ll run away back to you. Once you’ve sold me three or four times we’ll be so rich that you won’t have to go to work for a whole month!’
‘Goodness, are you as expensive as all that?’
‘I cost three thousand marks eleven pfennigs, with my mouth-organ thrown in for free!’
What a weekend that was – as good as raspberries with whipped cream! They walked from Garmisch to the Badersee Lake by way of Grainau. Then they went to the Eibsee Lake, with singing and music on the mouth-organ. Their route went downhill over stock and stone, through tall forests. They found wild strawberries and strange, beautiful flowers, martagon lilies and gentians with many little lilac-coloured blooms, and tiny Alpine violets that smelled so sweet you could hardly believe it.
         
In the evening they came to a village called Gries, where they took a room with just one bed in it. And when they had given themselves a lavish supper of things they had brought in the rucksack, they slept together in the bed, with the crickets playing them serenades outside.
On Sunday morning they went on to Ehrwald and Lermoos. The Zugspitze, the highest peak in the mountains near there, shone silvery white. The local people came out of church wearing their traditional costumes, and cows stood about in the village street as if they were having a good gossip at a coffee morning.
Then they went to the place called the Little Gateway – what a scramble that was! Beside a paddock of horses, in the middle of millions of wild flowers, they lunched on hardboiled eggs and cheese sandwiches, and after lunch, instead of pudding they had a little nap in the grass.
Later they climbed down to the Eibsee among raspberry bushes and fluttering butterflies. Cowbells rang the afternoon in. They saw the Zugspitze mountain railway crawling up to the heights. The lake lay in its valley looking tiny.
‘As if the Lord God spat in the valley,’ said Luise dreamily.
Of course they bathed in the lake, and Mummy bought them coffee and cake on the hotel terrace. And then it was high time to hike back to Garmisch.
They sat in the train back to Munich feeling happy, browned by the sun, and the nice gentleman opposite them said nothing could make him believe that the young girl sitting next to Luise was her mummy, and a professional woman into the bargain!
At home they fell into bed, worn out. The last thing Luise said was, ‘Mummy, it was so lovely! It was the nicest weekend in the world!’
         
Her mother lay awake for a little while longer. To think, she told herself, that it was so easy to make a little girl happy, and she had been keeping that happiness from her little girl until now! Well, it wasn’t too late. They had plenty of time to make up for it.
Then Mrs Körner fell asleep, and as she dreamed her face wore a smile. It flitted over her face like the breeze blowing over the lake where they had bathed.
The child had changed, and now the young woman began to change as well.
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Chapter Eight

Mr Gabele’s windows are too small ·Drinking coffee on the Ringstrasse · Diplomatic conversations ·A father must sometimes be strict · A song in C minor · Wedding plans · Number 43 Kobenzlallee · Miss Gerlach is all ears · Dr Strobl is very worried · The Music Director cuddles a doll
            

Lottie’s piano lessons aren’t getting anywhere. It’s not her fault, but these days her father doesn’t have much spare time for giving lessons. Perhaps it is something to do with his work on the children’s opera? That’s one possibility, isn’t it? But little girls can tell when something is wrong. If fathers talk about children’s operas and say nothing about the likes of Miss Gerlach … then like a keen-nosed animal picking up a scent, a little girl can tell where danger threatens.
         
 

Lottie comes out of the Rotenturmstrasse apartment and rings the doorbell of the apartment next to theirs. A painter called Mr Gabele lives on the other side of that door, a nice, friendly gentleman who says he would like to do a drawing of Lottie when she has time.
         
Mr Gabele opens the door. ‘Hello, it’s Luise!’
‘I do have time today,’ she tells him.
‘Just a moment,’ he calls, hurrying into the room where he works. He takes a large scarf off the table and hangs it over a picture on his easel. At the moment he is painting a scene from classical antiquity, and pictures like that aren’t always suitable for children.
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Then he takes the little girl in, sits her down in an armchair, picks up a block of paper and begins sketching. ‘You’re not playing the piano so much these days,’ he says as he goes on with his drawing.
         
‘Did it disturb you?’
‘Far from it! Quite the opposite. In fact, I miss it.’
‘Daddy doesn’t have much spare time at the moment,’ she says earnestly. ‘He’s composing an opera. It’s going to be for children.’
Mr Gabele is pleased to hear that. Then he looks cross. ‘Oh, these windows!’ he sighs. ‘You can’t see a thing! I ought to have a proper studio!’
‘Then why don’t you rent one, Mr Gabele?’
‘Because there aren’t any to be rented! Studio apartments are few and far between.’
After a pause, Lottie says, ‘Daddy has a studio, with big windows. And a skylight above it.’
Mr Gabele mutters something.
‘On the Ringstrasse,’ adds Lottie. And after another pause, she says, ‘You don’t need as much light for composing as for painting, do you?’
‘No,’ replies Mr Gabele.
Now Lottie cautiously feels her way another step forward. She says thoughtfully, ‘You know, Daddy could swap apartments with you! Then you’d have bigger windows and more light for painting. And Daddy would have his apartment for composing here, right next to his other apartment!’ The idea seems to please her enormously. ‘That would be very practical, don’t you think?’
Mr Gabele could make all sorts of objections to Lottie’s train of thought. But because it wouldn’t be right to tell her so, he smiles and says, ‘Yes, it would certainly be very practical. The only question is whether your papa thinks so too.’
         
Lottie nods. ‘I’ll ask him, as soon as you’ve finished drawing.’
 

Mr Palfy is in his studio, and he has a visitor. The visitor is a lady. Miss Irene Gerlach ‘just happened’ to be doing some shopping near the studio, and she said to herself: why don’t I look in and see Ludwig, since I’m passing?
         
Ludwig has pushed the pages of the musical score on which he is scribbling to one side, and is talking to Irene. At first he was a little annoyed, because he hates people to drop in unannounced and disturb him while he works. But gradually the pleasure of sitting with such a beautiful lady and stroking her hand, almost as if by accident, gets the better of his annoyance.
Irene Gerlach knows what she wants. She wants to marry Mr Palfy. He is famous. She likes him. He likes her. So there aren’t too many difficulties standing in the way of what she wants. Of course, he doesn’t yet know how happy he will be. But she will make sure, in good time and breaking it to him gently, that he does know. In the end he will think that he thought of the idea of marriage all by himself.
However, there is still one obstacle: that foolish child! But once Irene has given Ludwig one or two babies it will all turn out just as she wants. Irene Gerlach will deal with that serious, shy brat!
         
The doorbell rings.
Ludwig opens the door.
And who should be standing in the doorway but that serious, shy brat! With a bunch of flowers in her hand. She bobs a little curtsy and says, ‘Hello, Daddy! I’ve brought you some fresh flowers!’ Then she walks into the studio, briefly bobs another curtsy to the visitor, finds a vase and disappears into the kitchen.
         
Irene smiles maliciously. ‘Anyone seeing you and your daughter would get the impression that you were henpecked!’
The Music Director smiles awkwardly. ‘She has such a decided way of acting these days, and what’s more, she always does just the right thing – how can anyone object to that?’
While Miss Gerlach shrugs her pretty shoulders, Lottie reappears. First she puts the fresh flowers down on the table. Then she finds china, and while she puts cups and plates on the table, she tells her Daddy, ‘I’ll just go and make some coffee. We must offer your visitor something to drink.’
Daddy and his visitor, behind her back, are looking baffled. And I took her for a shy child, thinks Miss Gerlach. My word, how stupid I was!
Lottie soon comes back with coffee, sugar and cream, pours the coffee – very much the little housewife – asks if anyone would like sugar, pushes the cream over to the visitor, then sits down beside her father and says, with a friendly smile, ‘I’ll have a little coffee as well to keep you company.’
Papa pours some coffee for her and asks politely, ‘How much cream, madam?’
Lottie giggles. ‘Half and half, please, sir.’
‘By all means, madam!’
‘Thank you, sir!’
They drink coffee in silence. At last Lottie opens the conversation. ‘I’ve just been to see Mr Gabele.’
‘Did he draw you?’ asks her father.
         
‘Only for a little while,’ says the child. Another sip of coffee, and then she says, innocently, ‘He doesn’t get enough light in his apartment. Most of all he needs light from above. Like you get in here from the skylight …’
‘Then he’d better rent a studio with a skylight,’ says the Music Director, understanding that, but with no idea that he is going exactly the way Lottie wants.
‘That’s what I told him,’ she explains, ‘but all the studios like this one are rented already.’
That wretched child, thinks Miss Gerlach. For as another daughter of Eve, she knows just what the child has in mind. And sure enough …
‘You don’t really need light from above for composing, do you, Daddy?’
‘No, not really.’
The child holds her breath, looks intently at her pinafore, and asks, as if this question has only just occurred to her, ‘Suppose you were to change apartments with Mr Gabele, Daddy?’
Thank goodness, now it’s out! Lottie looks up at her papa from beneath her eyelids. Her eyes are frightened and pleading.
Her father looks half annoyed, half amused from the little girl to the elegant lady, who just has time to conjure up a gently ironic smile on her face.
‘Then Mr Gabele would have a studio,’ says the child, with her voice trembling slightly, ‘and all the light he needs. And you’d be living right beside us. Beside Resi and me.’ Lottie’s eyes, if I may put it this way, are on their knees to her father’s glance. ‘You’d be alone just as you are here. And if you don’t want to be alone you can just cross the corridor to us. You wouldn’t even have to put your hat on. And we can eat lunch at home. We’ll ring your doorbell three times when lunch is ready. And we’ll always cook things you like, even smoked meat and fish. And when you play the piano we could hear it through the wall …’ Lottie’s voice sounds more and more hesitant, and in the end it dies away.
         
Miss Gerlach abruptly stands up. She really must go home, she says. How time flies. But what an interesting conversation!
         
Music Director Palfy escorts his guest to the door and kisses her fragrant hand. ‘I’ll see you this evening, then,’ he says.
‘Oh, but perhaps you won’t have time?’
‘Why not, darling?’
She smiles. ‘Perhaps you’ll be moving house!’
He laughs.
‘Don’t laugh too soon! If I know your daughter, she’s already fixed it with the furniture removers!’ Angrily, the young lady hurries downstairs.
When the Music Director comes back into the studio, Lottie is busy washing the coffee things. He plays a few notes on the grand piano. He walks up and down the room, taking long strides. He stares at the scribbles on his musical score.
Lottie tries hard not to clatter the cups and plates. When she has dried everything and put it back in the cupboard, she puts on her hat and goes quietly into the studio.
‘Goodbye, Daddy …’
‘Goodbye.’
‘Will you be home for supper?’
‘No, not today.’
The child nods slowly, and shyly holds out her hand to shake his.
‘Listen, Luise – I don’t like other people arranging my life for me, not even my daughter! I know what’s best for me myself.’
         
‘Of course, Daddy,’ she says calmly and quietly. Her hand is still stretched out.
Finally he shakes it after all, and sees that there are tears clinging to the child’s eyelashes. A father must sometimes be strict. So he pretends not to have noticed anything, and just nods and sits down at the piano.
Lottie goes quickly to the door, opens it carefully – and disappears.
The Music Director runs his hand through his hair. A child in tears – that puts the lid on it! And he’s supposed to be composing a children’s opera! This really is the end! There’s no bearing the sight of tears in such a little creature’s eyes! Caught in her long lashes like dewdrops hanging from thin blades of grass …
His hands strike a few notes. He bows his head and listens to the echo. He plays the sequence of notes again. It is a variation of a happy children’s song in his opera, but in the minor key. He changes the rhythm. He is working.
The things that a child’s tears can do! Artists like Mr Palfy are well off! In a minute he will take out some music paper and write the notes down. And finally he will lean back, very pleased with himself, rubbing his hands because he has composed such a wonderfully sad song in the key of C minor. (Isn’t there a friendly giant around the place somewhere to smack his bottom for him now and then?)
 

Once again weeks have passed by. Miss Irene Gerlach hasn’t forgotten the scene in the studio. She understood the child’s suggestion that her father might exchange his studio on the Ringstrasse for the painter Mr Gabele’s apartment as exactly what it was: a declaration of war! A real woman – and even if Lottie can’t stand her, Irene Gerlach is a real woman – isn’t going to put up with that kind of thing. She knows her weapons. She knows how to use them. She is well aware of their effect. She has shot all her arrows at their twitching target, the Music Director’s artistic heart. They are all now firmly fixed in the heart of the man she loves, who is her enemy. He is at his wits’ end.
         
‘I want you to be my wife,’ he says. It sounds like an angry order.
She strokes his hair, smiles, and says mockingly, ‘Then I’ll put my best dress on tomorrow, darling, and go to ask your daughter for your hand in marriage.’
Another arrow lodges itself in his heart. This time the arrow is poisoned.
 

Mr Gabele is drawing Lottie. Suddenly he lowers his sketchpad and pencil and says, ‘What’s the matter with you today, Luiserl? You look like a week of rainy Mondays!’
         
The child is breathing heavily, as if a load of heavy stones were weighing her down. ‘Oh, it’s nothing.’
‘Anything to do with school?’
She shakes her head. ‘No, that wouldn’t be so bad.’
Mr Gabele puts his sketchpad away. ‘I tell you what, my little weeping willow! Let’s stop for today!’ He stands up. ‘Go for a little walk. That will cheer you up.’
‘Or maybe I’ll play the piano for a bit?’
‘Even better!’ he says. ‘Then I can hear you through the wall, and it will cheer me up too.’
         
She shakes hands with him, bobs a little curtsy and leaves.
He looks thoughtfully after her small figure as she disappears. He knows how heavily unhappiness can weigh on a child’s heart. He was a child once himself, and unlike most grown-ups he hasn’t forgotten what it was like.
When he hears the piano tinkling in the apartment next door he nods approvingly, and begins whistling along with the tune.
Then he suddenly snatches the scarf off his easel, picks up his palette and his paintbrush, studies his picture with narrowed eyes and sets to work.
 

Mr Ludwig Palfy turns into Rotenturmstrasse. The steps up to his apartment seem twice as steep as usual. He hangs his hat and coat on the coat stand in the hall. Is that Luise playing the piano? Well, she’ll have to stop and listen to him for a while. He straightens his jacket, as if he were visiting the Director General of the Opera House. Then he opens the living-room door.
         
The child looks up from the keyboard and smiles at him. ‘Daddy! How lovely!’ She jumps off the piano stool. ‘Shall I make you a coffee?’ She wants to get busy in the kitchen, but he stops her.
‘No, thank you,’ he says. ‘I have to talk to you. Sit down!’
She sits in the big armchair where she looks as small as a doll, smooths down her check skirt, and looks expectantly up at him.
He clears his throat nervously, walks up and down for a few paces, and finally stops in front of the big armchair. ‘Well then, Luiserl,’ he begins, ‘it’s about something very important and serious. Since your mother isn’t … hasn’t been here, I’ve been on my own. For seven years. Not all on my own, of course, because I’ve had you, and I still do.’
         
The child is looking at him, wide-eyed.
What rot I’m talking, thinks the man. He is furious with himself. ‘In short,’ he says, ‘I don’t want to be on my own any more. There’s going to be a change. In my life and so in your life too.’
It is perfectly quiet in the room.
A fly, buzzing, tries to get through the closed window pane and out into the air. (Any human being could tell the fly that it has no prospect at all of doing any such thing, it will just bash its insect skull against the glass! Well, flies are stupid, but human beings are clever … aren’t they?)
‘I’ve decided to marry again.’
‘No!’ says the child out loud. It sounds like a scream. Then she repeats quietly, ‘Please no, Daddy, please no, please, please don’t!’
‘You already know Miss Gerlach. She is very fond of you. And she’ll be a good mother to you. In the long run it would be rather difficult and a mistake to have you growing up in a household without a mother.’ (Doesn’t he strike a touching note? All we need is for him to claim that he only wants to get married to give his daughter a mother again!)
Lottie keeps shaking her head and moving her lips without a sound. Like an automaton that can’t stop. It is an alarming sight.
So her father quickly looks away and says, ‘You’ll get used to this new state of affairs sooner than you think. There aren’t any wicked stepmothers except in fairy tales. Well, Luiserl, I know I can rely on you. You’re the most sensible little thing in the world!’ He looks at the time. ‘I must be off. I have to rehearse Mr Luser’s part in Rigoletto with him.’ And he is already out of the door.
         
The child is sitting still as if numbed.
Out by the coat stand in the hall, Mr Palfy puts his hat on his artistic head. Then there is a scream in the living room. ‘Daddy!’ It sounds like someone drowning.
You don’t drown in a living room, thinks Mr Palfy, and he makes his escape. After all, he has to rehearse with Mr Luser the opera singer.
 

Lottie has come round from her numb state. Even in desperation, her common sense is still there and comes in useful. What is she to do? Because something must most certainly be done. Daddy must never marry another woman, never! He has a wife! Even if they aren’t living together any more. The child will never, never put up with another mother. She has a mother, she has her own beloved mummy!
         
Perhaps Mummy might be able to help. But she mustn’t know about this. She mustn’t find out the two children’s great secret, and she most certainly mustn’t hear about Daddy wanting to marry this Miss Gerlach!
So there’s only one thing to be done, and Lottie must do it herself.
She fetches the telephone book. She leafs through it with shaking fingers. ‘Gerlach.’ There aren’t many Gerlachs in the book. ‘Gerlach, Stefan, Dir. Gen., Vienna Restaurants Ltd., 43 Kobenzlallee.’ Daddy told her the other day that Miss Gerlach’s father owns a lot of hotels and restaurants, including the Imperial where they go to eat lunch. ‘43 Kobenzlallee.’
After Resi has told her how to get to Kobenzlallee, Lottie puts on her hat and coat and says, ‘I’m going out now.’
         
‘What on earth are you going to do in Kobenzlallee?’ asks Resi curiously.
‘I have to talk to someone.’
‘Well, come home soon!’
The child nods and sets off.
 

A parlourmaid comes into Irene Gerlach’s elegant room and smiles. ‘There’s a child wants to speak to you, miss. A little girl.’
         
Miss, who has just been repainting her nails, waves her hands in the air to help the lacquer to dry more quickly. ‘A little girl?’
‘Her name is Luise Palfy.’
‘Ah,’ says Miss Gerlach slowly. ‘Bring her up!’
The parlourmaid disappears. The young lady stands up, glances at herself in the mirror, and can’t help smiling at her own grave face. Luise Miller meets Lady Milford, she thinks; they are characters in a play by the German writer Friedrich Schiller. Irene Gerlach is quite well educated.
When the child comes in, Miss Gerlach tells the parlourmaid, ‘Make us some hot chocolate! And bring us some waffle biscuits with it.’ Then she turns to her guest and says, sounding sugary sweet, ‘How nice of you to come to see me! I’m so forgetful, I really ought to have invited you ages ago! Won’t you take your hat and coat off?’
‘No, thank you,’ says the child. ‘I’m not going to stay long.’
‘No?’ Irene Gerlach loses none of her kindly, if patronizing, expression. ‘But I hope at least you have time to sit down?’
The child perches on the edge of a chair and never takes her eyes off the young lady.
         
As for the young lady, she is beginning to think that this situation is unbearably silly. But she controls herself. Something is at stake in this game, after all. A game that she wants to win and will win. ‘Did you just happen to be passing?’
‘No. There’s something I have to say to you.’
Irene Gerlach gives her an enchanting smile. ‘I’m all ears! What’s it about?’
The child slips off the edge of the chair, stands in the middle of the room and explains, ‘Daddy said you want to marry him.’
‘Is that what he really said?’ Miss Gerlach’s laughter is as clear as a bell. ‘Are you sure he didn’t say that he wants to marry me? Well, never mind that. The fact is, Luiserl, yes, your papa and I do want to get married. And I am sure that you and I are going to get on with each other very well. Indeed, I’m convinced of it. Aren’t you? Wait and see – when we’ve been living together for a little while, we’ll have become the best of friends! Both of us are going to work hard at it. I promise you that, so let’s shake hands on it!’
Lottie flinches away, and says seriously, ‘You mustn’t marry Daddy!’
This child is really going too far, thinks Irene Gerlach. ‘And why not?’
‘Because you mustn’t!’
‘Not a very satisfactory explanation,’ says the young lady sharply. She can see that kindness is getting her nowhere. ‘Are you forbidding me to be your father’s wife?’
‘Yes!’
‘Oh, this is really too much.’ The young lady has lost her temper. ‘I’ll have to ask you to go home now. I’ll decide whether or not I tell your father about this extraordinary visit of yours. If I don’t, it will be only so as not to put any serious obstacles in the way of our future friendship. I’d really like to go on believing in that. So now we’ll say goodbye.’
         
At the door, Lottie turns again and says, ‘Please leave us as we are now! Please, please …’ And then Miss Gerlach is alone.
Well, she thinks, there’s only one thing for it. The wedding must be as soon as possible, and then she must make sure that the girl is sent to a boarding school. At once! Only a stern education at the hands of strangers will do any good in this case.
‘Will there be anything else?’ The parlourmaid is standing in the room with a tray. ‘Here’s the hot chocolate, and the waffle biscuits, but where’s the little girl?’
‘Go to hell!’ says Miss Gerlach.
 

The Music Director does not come home to supper, because this evening he is conducting a performance at the Opera House. As usual when that happens, Resi keeps the little girl company.
         
‘You’re hardly eating a thing,’ says Resi reproachfully. ‘And you look really scary, like a ghost! What’s the matter?’
Lottie shakes her head in silence.
The housekeeper takes the child’s hand, and lets go of it at once in alarm. ‘You’re feverish! You must go to bed at once!’ And groaning and puffing, she carries the apathetic little girl to her room, undresses her and puts her to bed.
‘Don’t tell Daddy!’ murmurs Lottie. Her teeth are chattering. Resi piles up pillows and quilts on the bed. Then she hurries to the telephone and calls Dr Strobl.
         
The old gentleman promises to come at once. He is just as upset as Resi.
Next Resi calls the Opera House. ‘All right,’ they tell her at the other end. ‘We’ll tell the Music Director in the interval.’
Resi hurries back to the bedroom. The child is tossing and turning, muttering confused words that make no sense. The bedclothes, pillows and quilts are lying on the floor.
If only the doctor would come! What can she do, Resi wonders, make compresses? But what kind of compresses? Cold? Hot? Wet? Dry?
 

During the interval, Music Director Palfy, in evening dress, is sitting in the soprano’s dressing room. They are sipping wine and talking shop. Theatrical people always talk about the theatre; it’s a fact of life. There is a knock on the door. ‘Come in!’ replies the Music Director.
         
It is the stage manager. ‘I’ve found you at last, Director Palfy!’ says the old man. He seems upset. ‘There’s been a telephone call from Rotenturmstrasse. Your little daughter has suddenly been taken ill. The housekeeper told Dr Strobl at once, and by now he is probably beside her sickbed.’
The music director turns pale. ‘Thank you, Herlitschka,’ he says quietly, as the stage manager leaves again.
‘Oh dear, I do hope it’s not serious,’ says the singer. ‘Has your little girl ever had measles?’
‘No,’ he says, standing up. ‘Excuse me, Mizzi!’ And as the door closes behind him, he breaks into a run.
Soon he is on the telephone. ‘Hello, Irene!’
         
‘Yes, darling? Is the performance over already? I’m nowhere near ready to go out yet.’
He quickly tells her what has happened, and finishes, ‘I’m afraid we can’t see each other tonight.’
‘Of course not. I hope it’s not serious. Has the child ever had measles?’
‘No,’ he replies impatiently. ‘I’ll call you again early tomorrow morning.’ Then he hangs up.
A bell rings; it is the signal to say the interval is over. The opera goes on, and so does life.
 

At last the performance is over! Back in Rotenturmstrasse, the Music Director rushes up the stairs. Resi opens the door to him. She still has her hat on, because she has been out to the all-night pharmacy.
         
The doctor is sitting beside Lottie’s bed.
‘How is she?’ asks her father in a whisper.
‘Not at all well,’ replies the doctor, ‘but you don’t have to whisper. I’ve given her an injection to help her sleep.’
Lottie is lying on her pillows, breathing heavily. Her face is very red, and distorted with pain, as if the artificial sleep caused by the old doctor’s injection were hurting her.
‘Measles?’ asks her father.
‘No, that’s not it,’ murmurs the doctor. Then Resi comes into the room, fighting back tears.
‘Oh, do take your hat off!’ says the Music Director nervously.
‘Oh dear me, yes, excuse me!’ She takes her hat off, but keeps it in her hand.
The doctor looks at the two of them inquiringly. ‘The child is obviously going through a severe nervous crisis,’ he says. ‘Do you know why? You don’t? Have you at least any idea what can have caused it?’
         
‘I don’t know if it has anything to do with it,’ says Resi, ‘but … this afternoon she went out. Because she had to talk to someone, she said. And before she left, she asked me how to get to Kobenzlallee.’
‘Kobenzlallee?’ asks the doctor, looking at the Music Director.
Palfy quickly goes into the next room and picks up the telephone. ‘Did Luise go to see you this afternoon?’
‘Yes,’ replies a woman’s voice. ‘But why did she tell you so?’
He doesn’t answer that question, but goes on with another. ‘And what did she want?’
Miss Gerlach laughs, and it is not a nice laugh. ‘You’d better get her to tell you that!’
         
‘Please answer me!’
It is lucky that she can’t see his face!
‘If you really want to know, I suppose she came to tell me I mustn’t marry you!’ she replies in annoyance.
He murmurs something, and hangs up.
‘What’s the matter with her?’ asks Miss Gerlach, but then she realizes that the connection has been cut. ‘What a little brat!’ she says under her breath. ‘Using every weapon she can! Goes to bed and pretends to be ill!’
 

Dr Strobl says he will go now, and gives a few more instructions. The Music Director holds him back at the front door. ‘What is the matter with Luise?’
         
‘It’s a nervous fever. I’ll look in again tomorrow morning, but for now I wish you goodnight.’
         
The Music Director goes into his daughter’s room, sits down beside the bed and tells Resi, ‘I won’t need you any more tonight. Sleep well!’
‘But wouldn’t it be better if …?’
He looks at her.
She goes out of the room, still holding her hat.
He strokes the hot little face. The child takes fright in her fevered sleep, and flings herself wildly aside.
Her father looks round the room. The child’s school satchel is lying on the seat of her desk, packed ready for school. Christl the doll is propped against it.
Quietly, he gets to his feet, picks up the doll, puts the light out and sits down beside the bed again.
Now he is sitting in the dark, cuddling the doll as if she were the child. A child who doesn’t take fright at the touch of his hand.
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Chapter Nine

Mr Eipeldauer’s photos cause confusion · Can this really be Lottie? · Mrs Körner takes Miss Linnekogel into her confidence · Burnt ribs of pork and broken china · Luise confesses almost everything · Why isn’t Lottie answering letters?
            

The editor-in-chief of the Munich Illustrated, Dr Bernau, groans. ‘This is the silly season, my dear! The front page needs a picture that’s both topical and original: where can we find one?’
         
Mrs Körner, who is standing beside his desk, says, ‘The Neopress agency sent us some photographs of the new women’s breaststroke champion.’
‘Is she pretty?’
The young women smiles. ‘Pretty enough as swimming champions go.’
Dr Bernau waves the idea away again, discouraged. Then he rummages around on his desk. ‘One of those old-style village photographers sent me some photos the other day. Pictures of twins.’ He is searching among files and newspapers. ‘A couple of cute little girls! Totally identical! Hey, where have you little ladies gone? The public always likes that kind of thing. With a good caption under it. If we can’t come up with something topical, a pair of pretty twins will do! Ah, here we are at last!’ He has found the envelope containing the photos, and he looks at the pictures again and nods approvingly. ‘Yes, we’ll use these, Mrs Körner!’ He hands her the photographs.
         
After some time he looks up, because his colleague hasn’t said anything. ‘Hey there!’ he calls. ‘Körner! You look like Lot’s wife turned into a pillar of salt! Wake up! Or are you feeling unwell?’
‘A – a little unwell, Dr Bernau!’ Her voice is unsteady. ‘I’ll be all right in a minute.’ She stares at the photographs. She reads the name of the person who sent them in. ‘Josef Eipeldauer, photographer, Seebühl on Lake Bühl.’
Her mind is going round in circles.
‘Pick the best picture and write a nice heart-warming caption for our readers. You’re brilliant at that sort of thing!’
‘Maybe we ought not to publish these photos,’ she hears herself say.
‘Why on earth not, my dear colleague?’
‘I suspect that they’re faked.’
‘Copied to make one girl look like two, eh?’ Dr Bernau laughs. ‘Oh, I think you overestimate good Mr Eipeldauer. He’s unlikely to be skilful enough for that. So get down to work, dear lady! The caption can wait until tomorrow. I’d just like to see the text before it goes to press.’ He nods, and bends over another article.
She gropes her way back to her own office, drops into her armchair, puts the photographs down in front of her and presses her hands to her temples.
Thoughts are chasing each other helter-skelter through her head. Her two children! The summer camp! The holidays! Of course! But why hasn’t Lottie said anything about it to her? Why didn’t Lottie bring the photographs home? Because if the two girls had themselves photographed together, it wasn’t just an accident. They’ll have worked it out that they’re sisters! And then they must have decided to say nothing about it. That’s not difficult to understand. My God, how like each other they are! Even a mother’s eye, which is supposed to be able to … Oh, my two, my two dear darlings!
         
If Dr Bernau were to put his head round her door now, he would see a face overwhelmed by happiness and pain, with tears streaming down it, tears that exhaust her heart as if life itself were flowing from her eyes.
Luckily Dr Bernau doesn’t put his head round her door.
Mrs Körner tries to pull herself together. Now of all times she must hold her head high! What will come of this? What ought to come of it? I’ll have to talk to Lottie.
Then an ice-cold thought enters her mind. An idea overwhelms her, as if an invisible hand were shaking her back and forth.
Is it Lottie she’ll be talking to?
         
 

Mrs Körner has gone to visit Miss Linnekogel at the teacher’s home.
         
‘You’re asking me a very peculiar question,’ says Miss Linnekogel. ‘Do I think it possible that your daughter is not your daughter but another girl? Forgive me, but …’
‘No, I haven’t lost my mind,’ Mrs Körner assures her, putting one of the photographs down on the table.
Miss Linnekogel looks at the picture. Then at her visitor. Then back at the picture.
‘I have two daughters,’ says her visitor quietly. ‘One of them lives with my ex-husband in Vienna. This photograph came into my hands by chance a few hours ago. I didn’t know that the children met in the holidays.’
         
Miss Linnekogel opens and closes her mouth like a carp on the fishmonger’s slab. Shaking her head, she pushes the photograph away as if she were afraid it might bite her. ‘And the two of them never knew anything about each other before?’
The young woman shakes her head. ‘No. At the time, my husband and I agreed not to tell them. We thought that would be for the best.’
‘And you yourself have never heard from your former husband and your other child since?’
‘Never.’
‘I wonder if he has married again?’
‘I don’t know, but I rather think not. He said he wasn’t cut out for the life of a family man.’
‘What a very strange story,’ says the teacher. ‘Could the children really have thought up the absurd notion of changing places with each other? When I think of the difference in Lottie’s character – and then there’s her handwriting, Mrs Körner, her handwriting! I can hardly take it in, but it would explain a great deal.’
         
The girls’ mother nods, and looks fixedly ahead of her.
‘Please don’t take my frankness the wrong way,’ says Miss Linnekogel. ‘I’ve never been married, I am a teacher and I have no children – but I’ve always thought that women, married women, I mean, take their husbands too seriously! Because the only thing that matters is the children’s happiness.’
Mrs Körner smiles painfully. ‘Do you think my children would have been better off in a long, unhappy marriage?’
         
Miss Linnekogel says thoughtfully, ‘I’m not criticizing you. When you married you weren’t much more than a child yourself. You’ll be younger all your life than I ever was. What seems right to one person can be wrong for another.’
Her visitor stands up.
‘What are you going to do now?’
‘I only wish I knew!’ says the young woman.
Luise is standing in front of a post office counter in Munich. ‘No,’ says the post office clerk regretfully, looking at the letters being kept for collection. ‘No, Miss Forget-Me-Not, nothing again today, I’m afraid.’
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Luise looks at him undecidedly. ‘What can it mean?’ she murmurs, sounding troubled.
         
The post office clerk tries to crack a joke. ‘Perhaps Forget-Me-Not has turned into Forget-Me?’
‘No, certainly not,’ she says, deep in thought. ‘I’ll come in and ask again tomorrow.’
‘By all means do,’ he replies with a smile.
 

Mrs Körner arrives home. Burning curiosity and cold fear are struggling with each other so hard in her heart that she can scarcely breathe.
         
The child is busy in the kitchen. Saucepan lids clatter. Something is braising in a casserole.
‘That smells delicious!’ says her mother. ‘What are we having for supper today?’
‘Pork ribs with sauerkraut and boiled potatoes,’ says her daughter proudly.
‘How fast you’ve learnt to cook!’ says her mother, apparently innocently.
‘Yes, haven’t I?’ replies the little girl cheerfully. ‘I’d never have thought I …’ She interrupts herself, horrified, and bites her lower lip. She mustn’t look at her mother now!
Her mother is leaning in the doorway, very pale. As pale as the wall itself.
The child stands by the open kitchen cupboard, taking out china, and the plates clatter as if there were an earthquake going on.
With difficulty, her mother opens her mouth and says, ‘Luise!’
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Crash!
The plates are lying on the floor, broken to pieces. At her name, Luise has spun round, her eyes wide with alarm.
‘Luise,’ repeats the young woman gently, opening her arms wide.
‘Mummy!’
The child clings to her mother’s neck as if she were drowning, and sobs passionately.
Her mother sinks to her knees and caresses Luise with trembling hands. ‘My child, my dear child!’
They kneel there among broken bits of china. The liquid in the casserole on the stove evaporates, and there is a smell of meat beginning to burn on the base of the casserole. Water spills out of the other pans and hisses on the gas rings.
The young woman and the little girl don’t notice any of that. As people sometimes say, although it seldom really happens, they are ‘lost to the world’.

         
 

Hours have passed by. Luise has confessed everything, and her mother has forgiven her for all of it. It was a long, complicated confession with a lot of words, and her mother’s forgiveness for everything she did was wordless, short and sweet – a look, a kiss, nothing more was necessary.
         
Now they are sitting on the sofa. The child is snuggling very, very close to her mother. It’s lovely to have told the truth at last! You feel so light-hearted, as light as a feather! You have to cling tight to Mummy in case you suddenly fly away.
‘What a crafty couple of girls you are!’ says her mother.
Luise chuckles with sheer pride. (However, there is still one secret that she hasn’t given away: the presence in Vienna these days, as anxiously described by Lottie in her letters, of a certain Miss Gerlach.)
         
Her mother sighs.
Luise looks at her, feeling worried.
‘Dear me,’ says her mother. ‘I’m wondering what we ought to do now. Can we act as if nothing has happened?’
Luise replies with a decided shake of her head. ‘I’m sure Lottie is missing you terribly. And you miss her too, don’t you, Mummy?’
Her mother nods.
‘I miss her as well,’ the child confesses. ‘I miss Lottie and …’
‘And your father, am I right?’
Luise nods, eagerly and shyly at the same time. ‘And I do wish I knew why Lottie has stopped writing to me.’
‘Yes,’ murmurs her mother. ‘I’m really worried about that.’


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chapter Ten

A long-distance call from Munich · The magic word · Even Resi doesn’t know what to do · Two plane tickets to Vienna · Peperl is thunderstruck · People who listen at doors get black eyes · The Music Director sleeps away from home and has an unwanted visitor
            

Lottie is lying in bed apathetically. She is asleep. She sleeps a great deal these days. ‘She still feels very weak,’ Dr Strobl said at midday today. The Music Director sits at his daughter’s bedside, looking gravely down on her thin little face. He has hardly left the room for days, and has had the performances at the Opera House conducted by substitutes. A bed has been brought down from the attic for him.
         
The telephone rings in the next room. Resi comes into the child’s bedroom on tiptoe. ‘It’s a long-distance call from Munich,’ she whispers. ‘Will you take it?’
He quietly gets to his feet and signals to her to stay with the little girl. Then he goes into the room next door. Munich? Who on earth can that be? Probably the concert promotion agency of Keller & Co. He wishes to goodness they’d leave him alone!
He takes the receiver and says his name. The switchboard makes the connection. ‘Palfy speaking,’ he says.
         
‘Körner here,’ says a female voice in Munich.
‘What?’ he asks, baffled. ‘Who? Luiselotte?’
‘Yes, it’s me,’ says the distant voice. ‘I’m sorry to bother you by calling, but I’m worried about the child. I do hope she isn’t ill, is she?’
‘Yes.’ He keeps his voice down. ‘Yes, she is ill!’
         
‘Oh no!’ The distant voice sounds very upset.
Mr Palfy asks, frowning, ‘But I don’t understand how you …’
‘We had a kind of feeling. I mean I did, and so did – Luise!’
‘Luise?’ He laughs nervously. And then he listens in confusion. In fact in ever-increasing confusion. He shakes his head. He runs his fingers through his hair.
The distant woman’s voice is telling him hastily all that can be told in such a great hurry.
‘Are you still on the line?’ asks the lady on the switchboard.
‘Yes, for heaven’s sake!’ The Music Director is positively shouting. I expect you can imagine the state he is in.
‘What’s the matter with the child?’ asks his ex-wife’s anxious voice.
‘A nervous fever,’ he replies. ‘The doctor says she has passed the critical phase, but she’s still physically and mentally exhausted.’
‘Is the doctor a good one?’
‘Yes, of course! Dr Strobl. He’s known Luise since she was tiny.’ Then he laughs, annoyed with himself. ‘Sorry – since it’s Lottie after all! So he doesn’t know her!’ He sighs.
Miles away in Munich, a woman sighs as well. Two grown-ups don’t know what to do. Their hearts and tongues feel paralysed. And so, it seems, do their brains.
A wild and childish voice breaks into the oppressive, dangerous silence. ‘Daddy! Dear, dear Daddy!’ The voice echoes all the way to Vienna. ‘Hello, Daddy, this is Luise speaking! Shall we come to Vienna? As quickly as we can?’
         
The magic word has been spoken. The two grown-ups are not frozen rigid any longer. The oppressive silence melts as if a warm wind were blowing over the ice. ‘Hello, Luise,’ her father calls back lovingly. ‘Yes, that’s a good idea.’
‘It is, isn’t it?’ Luise laughs happily.
‘When can the two of you be here?’ he asks.
The young woman’s voice comes over the line again. ‘I’ll find out when the first train leaves in the morning.’
‘Get on a plane!’ he shouts. ‘Then you’ll be here sooner!’ How could I shout like that, he thinks, when the child needs to sleep?
As he goes back into the little girl’s bedroom, Resi leaves his usual place at Lottie’s bedside to him, and is tiptoeing away.
‘Resi!’ he whispers.
They both stand still.
‘My wife is arriving tomorrow.’
‘Your wife?’
‘Ssh! Not so loud. My ex-wife! Lottie’s mother!’
‘Lottie’s mother?’
         
He waves that away with a smile. How is she to know? ‘And Luise will be coming with her.’
‘Luise – but what do you mean? Luise’s is here in this room!’
He shakes his head. ‘No, that’s her twin sister.’
‘Twin sister?’ The Music Director’s family relationships are beyond poor Resi.
‘See that we have enough to eat, will you? We can discuss the sleeping arrangements later.’
‘Oh, my word!’ she murmurs as she slips out of the doorway.
         
The child’s father looks at her as she sleeps in exhaustion. There is a film of sweat on her forehead. He carefully dabs it dry with a handkerchief.
So this is his other little daughter! His Lottie! What courage, what strength of will she showed before illness and despair overwhelmed her! She didn’t get that heroic courage from her father! Where did she get it, then?
From her mother?
The telephone rings again.
Resi looks into the room. ‘It’s Miss Gerlach.’
Without turning round, Mr Palfy shakes his head, indicating that he doesn’t want to take this call.
 

Mrs Körner asks Dr Bernau for a leave of absence from the office ‘on urgent family business’. She phones the airport, and manages to book two seats on a flight to Vienna first thing tomorrow. Then she packs a suitcase with the basic necessities.
         
Short as that night is, it seems to her endless. But even nights that seem endless do pass.
 

When Dr Strobl, accompanied by Peperl the dog, arrives at the apartment building in Rotenturmstrasse next morning, a taxi is just drawing up outside it.
         
A little girl gets out of the car – and next moment Peperl is jumping up at the child like a dog possessed! He barks, he spins around like a top, he jumps up at her again.
‘Hello, Peperl! Hello, Doctor!’ she says.
         
The doctor is so astonished that he forgets to reply politely. He makes for the child himself, if not as gracefully as his dog Peperl, exclaiming, ‘Are you out of your mind? Get back to bed this minute!’
Luise and the dog run through the front door of the building.
A young lady is getting out of the car now.
‘That child will catch her death of cold!’ cries Dr Strobl.
‘She’s not the child you think she is,’ says the young lady in friendly tones. ‘She’s her sister.’
 

Resi opens the door in the corridor. The dog Peperl, panting, is standing there with a little girl.
         
‘Hello, Resi!’ cries the child, rushing into her bedroom with the dog after her.
The housekeeper, astonished, makes the sign of the cross as they pass her.
Then old Dr Strobl comes up the stairs, puffing and panting. He is accompanied by a very pretty young woman carrying a suitcase.
‘How is Lottie?’ asks the young woman.
‘Rather better, I think,’ Resi tells her. ‘May I show you the way?’
‘I know it, thank you!’ And the newcomer has already disappeared into the child’s room.
‘When you’ve recovered a little,’ says the doctor to Resi, amused, ‘maybe you can help me off with my coat. But take your time, there’s no great hurry!’
Resi jumps. ‘I’m ever so sorry, sir,’ she stammers.
‘I’m not in such a hurry to see my patient today either,’ he explains.
         
‘Mummy!’ whispers Lottie. Her eyes are wide and shining, fixed on her mother as if she were a magic picture in a dream. Without a word, the young woman caresses the child’s hot hand. She kneels down by the bed and takes her trembling daughter gently in her arms.
Luise glances quickly at her father, who is standing by the window. Then she gets busy with Lottie’s pillows, plumping them up, turning them over, straightening out the quilt. Now she is being a good little housewife. She’s learnt a lot since they last saw each other!
         
The Music Director surreptitiously steals a look at the three of them. The mother with her children. Of course, they are also his children! And years ago the young mother was his wife! Forgotten hours and days come back into his mind. It was all so long ago …
         
Peperl, although thunderstruck, is lying on the far end of the bed, looking again and again from one little girl to the other. Even his shiny little black nose is twitching undecidedly, not sure what to do. Fancy putting a dear little dog who is fond of children into such an awkward situation!
Then there is a knock on the door, and the four people in the room are awoken as if from a strange, waking dream. Dr Strobl comes in, jovial and rather noisy as usual. He stops beside the bed. ‘Well, and how is my patient doing today?’
‘Fine!’ says Lottie, with a tired smile.
‘Do we have an appetite for some lunch at last?’ he growls.
‘If Mummy’s going to cook it!’ whispers Lottie.
Mummy nods, and goes over to the window. ‘Excuse me please, Ludwig, I’m sorry I didn’t say hello to you before!’
         
The Music Director presses her hand. ‘I’m so grateful to you for coming.’
‘Why, don’t mention it! Of course I came! The child …’
‘Yes, of course, the child,’ he replies. ‘But all the same!’
‘You look as if you haven’t slept for days,’ she says hesitantly.
‘Oh, I’ll soon catch up with my sleep. I’ve been so worried about … about the little girl!’
‘She’ll soon be better again,’ says the young woman confidently. ‘I can feel that she will.’
There is whispering over by the bed. Luise is leaning over Lottie, close to her ear. ‘Mummy doesn’t know anything about Miss Gerlach. And we must never tell her!’
Lottie nods anxiously.
Dr Strobl can’t have heard that, because he was reading the thermometer. Not, of course, that he reads the thermometer with his ears. But if by any chance he did hear anything, at least he knows better than to let it show. ‘Your temperature is nearly back to normal,’ he says. ‘Congratulations, Luiserl!’
‘Thank you, Doctor,’ replies the real Luise, giggling.
‘Or do you mean me?’ asks Lottie, smiling, but cautiously because smiling still makes her head ache.
‘What a couple of cunning little schemers you are!’ he growls. ‘Very dangerous schemers, at that! You’ve even managed to fool Peperl here!’ He puts out both hands and pats a little girl’s head affectionately with each of his big paws. Then he coughs energetically, stands up and says, ‘Come along, Peperl, you must tear yourself away from these two deceitful young ladies!’
Peperl wags his tail to say goodbye. Then he keeps close to the enormous trouser-legs of Dr Strobl, who is just telling Music Director Palfy, ‘A mother is medicine that you can’t buy in the pharmacist’s shop!’ He turns to the young woman. ‘Will you be able to stay until Luise – oh, bother it! – I mean until Lottie is quite better again?’
         
‘I’m sure I will, Doctor, and I would certainly like to.’
‘Well then,’ says the old gentleman, ‘your ex-husband here will just have to go along with that.’
Palfy opens his mouth.
‘Too bad,’ the doctor teases him. ‘Of course your artistic heart is bleeding – so many people in your apartment! – but you just have to be patient for a little while, and then you’ll be all on your own again!’
What a mood the doctor is in today! He opens the door so quickly that Resi, who is listening at the keyhole outside in the corridor, gets a black eye. She holds her buzzing head.
‘Put the clean blade of a knife on it!’ Dr Strobl recommends, every inch the doctor. ‘And I won’t charge you for the good advice.’
 

Evening has come, in Vienna and elsewhere too. All is quiet in the children’s room. Luise is asleep. Lottie is asleep. She is sleeping her way back to good health.
         
Mrs Körner and the Music Director were sitting in the next room until a few minutes ago. They have had a great deal to say to each other, and even more not to say. Then he stood up and said, ‘Well, I must be going now.’ He sounds rather funny to himself, saying that, and for a good reason, too. Stop and think about it: there are two little girls of nine asleep in the next room, your own children and the children of the pretty woman here with you, and you have to slink away from your own apartment like an admirer who’s been given the brush-off! If we still had invisible household spirits, as we did in the good old days, what a laugh they’d be having now!
         
She goes out into the corridor with him.
He hesitates. ‘If she should get worse – I’ll be in the studio apartment.’
‘Don’t worry,’ she says confidently. ‘And don’t forget that you have a lot of sleep to catch up with.’
He nods. ‘Good night.’
‘Good night.’
As he slowly goes down the stairs, she calls quietly, ‘Ludwig!’
He turns round inquiringly.
‘Will you come here for breakfast tomorrow?’
‘I certainly will.’
When she has closed the door and put the chain in place, she stands where she is for a while, thinking. He really has grown older. Her former husband looks almost like a real, grown-up man now! Then she puts her head back and goes to keep a maternal watch on his and her two children as they sleep.
 

An hour later, an elegant young lady is getting out of a car outside a building on the Ringstrasse and negotiating with the grumpy porter.
         
‘Mr Palfy the Music Director?’ he grunts. ‘Dunno if he’s at home up there, miss.’
‘There’s a light on in the studio apartment,’ she says, ‘so he is at home. Here!’ She presses some money into his hand and hurries past him to the stairs.
         
The porter looks at the banknote and shuffles back into his lodge.
‘You?’ asks Ludwig Palfy at the doorway upstairs.
‘A good guess!’ remarks Irene Gerlach caustically, walking into the studio. She sits down, lights herself a cigarette, and scrutinizes him expectantly.
He doesn’t say a thing.
‘Why did you get the housekeeper to say you weren’t in when I phoned?’ she asks. ‘Do you think that was a very nice thing to do?’
‘I didn’t get her to say I wasn’t in.’
‘But?’
‘But I wasn’t able to speak to you. I didn’t feel like it. The child was seriously ill.’
‘However, now she’s better, or you would be in Rotenturmstrasse.’
He nods. ‘Yes, she’s better. And moreover my wife is there with her.’
‘Who?’
‘My wife. My divorced wife. She arrived this morning with the other child.’
‘With the other child?’ says the elegant young woman, echoing him.
         
‘Yes, they’re twins. First it was Luise here with me, and then her sister since the end of the holidays. But I never noticed. I’ve only known since yesterday.’
The young lady is smiling nastily. ‘What an ingenious move on the part of your divorced wife!’
‘She’s only known since yesterday herself,’ he says impatiently.
         
Irene Gerlach twists her beautifully painted lips ironically. ‘An intriguing situation, don’t you agree? A woman in one apartment to whom you’re no longer married, and a woman in another apartment to whom you’re not yet married!’
He is beginning to lose his temper. ‘There are plenty of women in other apartments to whom I’m not yet married.’
‘Oh, so you can joke about it too?’ She gets to her feet.
‘Excuse me, Irene, this is upsetting me!’
‘Excuse me, Ludwig, this is upsetting me too!’
Crash! The door has slammed, and Irene Gerlach has left.
After Mr Palfy has stared at the door for some time, he wanders over to the Bösendorfer grand piano, leafs through the music of his children’s opera, picks up a sheet of music paper and sits down at the keyboard.
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He plays from the music in front of him for a while. It is a stern, plain canon in one of the old, traditional church music modes. Then he modulates it, turning to the key of C minor. Next he moves from C minor to E flat major. And slowly, very slowly, a new melody emerges from the paraphrase. A simple, engaging melody, as if two little girls were singing it in their clear, pure childish voices. In a summer meadow, beside a cool mountain lake reflecting the blue heavens above. The heavens that surpass all understanding, and whose sun warms and shines on all created things, never distinguishing between the good, the bad, and those in between.
         


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chapter Eleven

A double birthday but a single birthday wish · The parents consult each other · Cross your fingers! · Crowding round the keyhole · Misunderstandings and an understanding
            

Time, as we know, heals all wounds, and it makes you better when you’ve been ill as well. Lottie is better again. She has gone back to wearing her hair in braids with ribbons at the ends of them. And Luise’s hair is in ringlets as it used to be, and she can toss them back to her heart’s content.
         
They both help Mummy and Resi with the shopping and the cooking. They play together in their room. They sing together with Lottie or even Daddy sitting at the piano. They visit Mr Gabele in the apartment next door. Or they take Peperl for a walk while Dr Strobl is in his consulting room. The dog has come to terms with the multiplication sum of Luise times two, first by doubling his ability to like little girls, and then by halving the results of the sum. You have to learn these things.
And sometimes, yes, sometimes the sisters look anxiously into each other’s eyes. How is all this going to end? 
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The twins celebrate their birthday on October 14th. They sit in their children’s room with their parents. They have had two home-made birthday cakes, each with ten candles, and steaming hot chocolate to drink. Daddy has played a lovely Birthday March for Twins. Now he turns round on the piano stool and asks, ‘Why didn’t you want us to give you any birthday presents?’
         
Lottie takes a deep breath, and says, ‘Because what we want for our birthday can’t be bought in shops.’
‘What do you want, then?’ asks Mummy.
Now it is Luise’s turn to take a deep breath. Then she says, jittery with excitement, ‘For our birthday present, Lottie and I want us all to live together from now on!’ It’s out at last!
Their parents say nothing.
Lottie says, very quietly, ‘And then you won’t ever in your lives have to give us anything else again. Not for any other birthdays. Not for Christmas, never again in the world!’
Their parents still say nothing.
‘You could at least try!’ Luise has tears in her eyes. ‘We’ll try too, even harder than now. And everything will be much, much nicer.’
         
Lottie nods. ‘We promise you!’
‘Word of honour, cross our hearts and hope to die and all that,’ adds Luise hastily.
Their father gets up from the piano stool. ‘Would you mind, Luiselotte, if we had a word or two with each other in the next room?’
‘That would be fine, Ludwig,’ replies his former wife. And the two of them go into the next room.
‘Cross your fingers!’ whispers Luise excitedly. Four small hands each cross two small fingers and keep them crossed. Lottie is moving her lips silently.
‘Are you saying prayers?’ asks Luise,
Lottie nods.
Luise begins moving her lips too. ‘Holy Jesus meek and mild, look on me a little child …’ she mutters under her breath.
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Lottie shakes her braids.
         
‘I know it’s not the right words,’ whispers Luise, discouraged, ‘but I can’t think of anything else. Holy Jesus meek and mild …’
‘If we disregard our own feelings just for once,’ Mr Palfy is saying in the next room, staring at the floor, ‘I’m sure it would be best for the children not to be separated again.’
‘Definitely,’ says the young woman. ‘We ought never to have separated them in the first place.’
He is still looking at the floor. ‘We have a lot to make up for.’ He clears his throat. ‘So I’d agree if you … if you’d like to have both children with you in Munich.’
She puts her hand to her heart.
‘Perhaps,’ he goes on, ‘you’d let them visit me for four weeks a year?’ When she does not reply, he says, ‘Or three weeks? Or at least two weeks? Because whether you believe me or not, I love both of them very much.’
‘Why wouldn’t I believe you?’ he hears her reply.
He shrugs his shoulders. ‘I haven’t given you much evidence of it.’
‘You have! At Lottie’s bedside when she was ill,’ she says. ‘And how do you know the two of them would be as happy as we both want them to be, growing up without a father?’
‘It would never work without you!’
‘Oh, Ludwig, haven’t you realized what it is the children want, except that they didn’t dare to say it?’
‘Of course I have!’ He goes over to the window. ‘Of course I know what they want!’ Impatiently, he tugs at the window catch. ‘They want you and me to get back together as well.’
‘Our children want to have a father and a mother. Is that too much to ask?’ the young woman enquires.
         
‘No, but there are some wishes that just can’t be granted.’
         
He is standing at the window like a little boy sent to stand in the corner, too defiant to come out of it again.
‘Why not?’
Now he does turn round in surprise. ‘You ask me why not? After everything that’s happened?’
         
She looks at him seriously and nods, almost imperceptibly. ‘Yes. After everything that happened in the past.’
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Luise is standing at the door with one eye pressed to the keyhole. Lottie is standing beside her, holding out both her hands with their crossed fingers.
‘Oh, oh, oh!’ murmurs Luise. ‘Daddy is giving Mummy a kiss!’
Contrary to her usual good manners, Lottie pushes her sister roughly aside, and now it is her turn to look through the keyhole.
‘Well?’ asks Luise. ‘Is he still doing it?’
‘No,’ whispers Lottie, standing up straight with a beaming smile. ‘Now Mummy is giving Daddy a kiss!’
And the twins fall into each other’s arms with shouts of joy!


  
  
    

  
    
      
    
         
Chapter Twelve

Mr Grawunder can’t work it out · Mr Kilian’s funny story · Luise and Lottie’s wedding plans · The front page of the Munich Illustrated · A new nameplate on an old door · ‘Here’s to good neighbours, Music Director!’ · Catching up with lost happiness · Children’s laughter and a children’s song · ‘All of them twins!’
            

Mr Benno Grawunder, an experienced old official in the registry office of Vienna District 1, is conducting a wedding that, routine as it is, now and then rather startles him. The bride is the bridegroom’s divorced wife. The two ten-year-old girls, who are extraordinarily like each other, are the children of the bridal couple. One of the witnesses to the marriage, an artist by the name of Anton Gabele, isn’t wearing a tie. While the other witness, Dr Strobl, has brought a dog with him! And the dog kicked up such a racket in the anteroom, where it was supposed to be waiting, that it had to be let in to take part in the ceremony. A dog as witness to a wedding! Whoever heard of such a thing?
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Lottie and Luise sit on their chairs like good little girls and are as happy as the day is long. Not only are they happy, they are also proud, very proud! Because they themselves are responsible for this wonderful, incredible happiness! What would have become of their poor parents if it hadn’t been for the children, may I ask? Well, there you are! And it hadn’t been easy to play the part of Fate on the quiet. Daring, tears, anxiety, lies, desperation, sickness – they had been spared nothing, absolutely nothing!
         
After the ceremony Mr Gabele whispers to Mr Palfy, and the two of them, artists that they are, wink mysteriously at each other. But why they are whispering and winking, no one but those two gentlemen knows.
         
Luiselotte Körner, married name Palfy (twice), divorced name Palfy (once), has only heard her former and current lord and master murmuring, ‘Still too early?’ Then, turning to her, he goes on, ‘I have a good idea! I tell you what, the first thing we’ll do is go to the school and register Lottie there!’
         
‘Lottie? But for weeks Lottie has been … oh, sorry, of course you’re right!’
The Music Director looks lovingly at his wife. ‘I should think so, too.’
 

Mr Kilian, headteacher of the girls’ school, is genuinely surprised when Music Director Palfy and his wife turn up to register a second daughter who looks exactly like the first. But, as a teacher for many years, he has seen a number of equally remarkable things, and so he quickly recovers his self-control.
         
After the new pupil’s name has been duly entered in a big book, he leans comfortably back in the armchair at his desk, and says, ‘As a young assistant teacher, I once had an interesting experience, and I must tell you and your two girls about it! I had a new boy in my class one Easter. A boy from a poor family, but clean and neat as a new pin, and, as I soon noticed, a very good student. He did well at school, and soon he was even top of the class in arithmetic. Or rather, he was top of the class sometimes! At first I thought: who knows what the reason may be? Then I thought: but it’s strange! Sometimes he does sums perfectly, without a single mistake, at other times he works much more slowly, and he makes terrible mistakes too!’
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The headteacher pauses for effect, and winks benevolently at Luise and Lottie. ‘At last I thought of a way to solve the puzzle. I wrote down the days when the boy was good at arithmetic and the days when he wasn’t in a little notebook. And there was something really odd about it. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays he was good at arithmetic – on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays he was terrible at it.’
         
‘Fancy that!’ says Mr Palfy. And the two little girls shift about curiously on their chairs.
‘I went on recording this for six weeks,’ the old gentleman goes on. ‘It never changed. On Monday, Wednesday and Friday the boy was good at arithmetic – on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday he wasn’t! One fine evening I went to see his parents at their home and told them about my strange observation. They looked at each other half embarrassed, half amused, and then the husband said, “There’s certainly something in what the teacher says!” He put two fingers in his mouth and whistled. And two boys came running out of the next room. Two of them, the same size and just like each other in every way. “They’re twins,” said his wife. “Sepp is the one who can do sums, and Anton is – well, the other one!” After I had to some extent recovered from my surprise, I asked, “But why don’t you send them both to school?” And their father told me, “We’re poor people, sir, and the two boys have just one good suit between them!”’
         
Mr and Mrs Palfy laugh. Mr Killian smiles. Luise cries, ‘That’s a good idea! We could do it too!’
Mr Kilian wags his finger at them. ‘Don’t you dare! Miss Gstettner and Miss Bruckbaur will have a hard enough time telling you two apart anyway!’
‘Especially,’ says Luise enthusiastically, ‘if we do our hair exactly the same way and change places at our desks!’
The headteacher claps his hands together above his head and acts as if he were near despair. ‘Terrible!’ he says. ‘And what will it be like later when you’re young ladies and someone wants to marry you?’
‘Because we look alike,’ says Lottie thoughtfully, ‘I expect one and the same man will like us both!’
‘And we’ll both like one and the same man, that’s for sure,’ cries Luise. ‘So we’ll just both marry him. That will be the best thing to do. I’ll be his wife on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, and it will be Lottie’s turn on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays!’
‘And if it doesn’t occur to him to get you to do sums, he won’t even notice that he has two wives,’ says the Music Director, laughing.
Mr Kilian the headteacher gets to his feet. ‘Poor fellow!’ he says sympathetically.
Mrs Palfy smiles. ‘But there’s one good thing about sharing him. He’ll get Sundays off!’
         
 

When the newly married couple, or rather the newly remarried couple, cross the school playground with the twins on their way home, it is mid-morning break. Hundreds of little girls come crowding over, pushing and shoving. They all stare incredulously at Luise and Lottie.
         
Finally Trude, using her sharp elbows, makes her way through the throng. Breathing heavily, she looks from one twin to the other. ‘Well, I ask you!’ she says. Then she turns to Luise, looking offended. ‘First you tell me not to say anything about it here at school, and now the pair of you simply turn up!’
‘I was the one who told you not to say anything,’ says Lottie.
         
‘But now you can tell everyone,’ says Luise graciously, ‘because from tomorrow onwards we’re both coming to this school!’
Then Mr Palfy makes his way through the crowd like an icebreaker, piloting his family through the school gate. Trude is now the centre of general interest. She is hoisted up on the branch of a rowan tree, and from this vantage point she tells the listening crowd of girls everything she knows.
A bell rings. Break is over. Or at least, so you might expect.
The teachers go into their classrooms. The classrooms are empty. The teachers go to the classroom windows and stare out indignantly at the school playground. The school playground is crammed with girls. The teachers make their way to the headteacher’s study to complain in chorus.
‘Sit down, ladies, sit down!’ he says. ‘The caretaker has just brought me the latest number of the Munich Illustrated. The front page is very interesting for our school. May I, Miss Bruckbaur?’ He hands her the illustrated weekly newspaper.
         
And now the teachers themselves, like the little girls in the school playground, forget that break ended ages ago.
 

Miss Irene Gerlach is standing near the Opera House, as elegant as ever, staring in consternation at the front page of the Munich Illustrated, which shows a picture of two little girls with their hair in braids. When she looks up, she stares in even more consternation. Because a taxi is drawing up to wait at the traffic junction, and two little girls are sitting in the taxi with a gentleman she has known well and a lady she never wanted to know at all!
         
Lottie pinches her sister. ‘Look over there!’
‘Ouch! What is it?’
Lottie whispers, almost inaudibly, ‘Miss Gerlach.’
‘Where?’
‘On the right! The lady with the big hat and the newspaper in her hand!’
Luise squints at the elegant lady. She feels like putting out her tongue in triumph.
‘What’s the matter with you two?’
Bother, has Mummy noticed something after all?
Just then, luckily, a distinguished-looking old lady leans over to them out of the car waiting beside the taxi. She is offering Mummy an illustrated newspaper, and says, smiling, ‘May I make you a suitable present of this?’
Mrs Palfy takes the newspaper, sees the front page, says thank you with a smile, and gives the newspaper to her husband.
The cars begin moving again. The old lady nods goodbye.
         
The children climb up on the seat of the taxi beside Daddy and stare at the picture on the front page.
‘That Mr Eipeldauer!’ says Luise. ‘Taking us in like that!’
‘When we thought we’d torn up all the photos!’ says Lottie.
         
‘He has the photographic plates,’ explains Mummy. ‘He can print hundreds of pictures from those.’
‘What a good thing he did take you in,’ says Daddy. ‘But for him Mummy would never have guessed your secret. And but for him there wouldn’t have been any wedding today.’
Luise suddenly turns round and looks back at the Opera House. However, there is no sign of Miss Gerlach anywhere near.
Lottie tells Mummy, ‘We’ll write a letter to Mr Eipeldauer saying thank you to him.’
 

The ‘newly married’ pair climb the stairs to the Rotenturmstrasse apartment with the twins. Resi is waiting in the open doorway, wearing her Sunday best Austrian costume. She is smiling broadly, and she hands the young woman an enormous bouquet of flowers.
         
‘Thank you very much, Resi,’ says the young woman. ‘And I’m so glad that you are going to stay with us!’
Resi nods energetically and jerkily, like a puppet from a Punch and Judy show. Then she stammers, ‘I s’pose I ought to have gone home to my pa on the farm. But I’m ever so fond of Miss Lottie!’
The Music Director laughs. ‘And you can hardly bring yourself to say a civil word to the rest of us, eh, Resi?’
At a loss, Resi shrugs her shoulders.
Mrs Palfy saves the day by intervening. ‘Well, we can’t stand about on the landing here all day!’
         
‘Please come in!’ Resi flings the door open.
‘Just a moment,’ says the Music Director in a leisurely tone of voice. ‘I have to look in at the other apartment.’
All the rest of them freeze. Is he really going back to the studio apartment on the Ringstrasse on his wedding day? (Or no, not quite all the rest of them freeze. Resi isn’t in the least frozen. Instead, she is chuckling quietly to herself.)
Mr Palfy goes over to the front door of Mr Gabele’s apartment, takes out a key, and unlocks the door as if he thought nothing of it.
         
Lottie runs to him. There is a new nameplate on the door, and the name on the new nameplate says ‘Palfy’.
‘Oh, Daddy!’ she cries, overjoyed.
Then Luise is beside her, reading the nameplate. She seizes her sister by the collar, and begins dancing a kind of jig with her. The old stairwell shakes in all its joints.
‘That will do!’ cries the Music Director at last. ‘You two go off to the kitchen with Resi now and lend her a hand.’ He looks at the time. ‘I’m going to show Mummy my apartment, and we’ll have supper in half an hour’s time. You can ring the bell when it’s ready!’ He takes his young wife’s hand.
Standing in the opposite doorway, Luise bobs a curtsy and says, ‘I hope we shall be good neighbours, Mr Music Director, sir!’
 

The young woman takes off her hat and coat. ‘What a surprise!’ she says quietly.
         
‘A nice surprise?’ he asks.
She nods.
         
‘It was Lottie’s idea in the first place,’ he says hesitantly. ‘Gabele worked the plan of campaign out in every detail, and took command of the titanic battle of the removal vans.’
‘So that’s why we had to go to the girls’ school first?’
‘Yes, getting the grand piano here slowed the removal vans down.’
They go into the room where he will work. The photograph of a young woman from a past but not forgotten time, resurrected from his desk drawer, stands on the grand piano. He puts his arm round her. ‘We’ll all four of us be happy in the third-floor apartment on the left, and I’ll work happily on my own in the third-floor apartment on the right, but with only a wall between us.’
         
‘So much happiness!’ She holds him close.
‘More than we deserve, anyway,’ he says seriously. ‘But not more than we can bear.’
‘I’d never have thought something like this could happen.’
‘Something like what?’
‘Catching up with lost happiness as if it were a missed lesson at school.’
He points to a picture on the wall. A small, grave, childish face, drawn by Mr Gabele, looks down on Lottie’s parents from the frame. ‘We owe every second of our new happiness to our children,’ he says.
 

Luise, with a kitchen apron round her waist, is standing on a chair, fixing the front page of the Munich Illustrated to the wall with drawing pins.
         
‘Lovely,’ says Resi appreciatively.
         
Lottie, wearing another kitchen apron, is hard at work by the stove.
Resi dabs a tear away from the corner of her eyes, sniffs quietly, and then, still standing in front of the photograph, asks, ‘Which of you is really which?’
The little girls look at each other in dismay. Then they stare at the photo fixed to the wall. Then they look at each other again.
‘Well …’ says Lottie undecidedly.
‘I think I was sitting on the left when Mr Eipeldauer pressed the button,’ says Luise thoughtfully.
With a little delay, Lottie shakes her head. ‘No, I was on the left. Wasn’t I?’
The two of them crane their necks, looking at their portrait.
‘Well, if you two don’t know which is which yourselves!’ cries Resi, quite beside herself, and she begins to laugh.
‘No, we really don’t know ourselves!’ cries Luise happily. And now all three of them are laughing so much that their laughter reaches the apartment next door.
In the apartment next door their mother, almost alarmed, asks, ‘Will you be able to work with all that noise going on?’
He goes over to the piano and says, lifting its lid, ‘Only with all that noise going on!’ And as the laughter in the other apartment dies down, he plays his wife the duet in E flat major from the children’s opera, and it travels through the wall to the next-door apartment. The three in the kitchen work as quietly as possible, so as not to miss a note.
When the song has died away, Lottie asks awkwardly, ‘What else could happen, Resi? Now that Mummy and Daddy are back with us and we’re all together, could we have more sisters or brothers?’
         
‘Yes, of course,’ says Resi confidently. ‘Would you like that?’
‘Of course,’ says Luise firmly.
‘Boys or girls?’ asks Resi out of interest.
‘Boys and girls,’ says Lottie.
         
And Luise cries, from the bottom of her heart, ‘And every last one of them twins!’
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