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SEARCH FOR A VANISHED MAN 

A  young  American  lawyer  had  vanished 

somewhere  in  the  Austrian  Alps.  It  seemed another  instance  of  the  hazardous  sport  of mountain  climbing, 

But  Robert  Brisson  had  received  a  mysterious phone call from  his  brother  just before he had disappeared.  And  a  nagging  intuition  told him  not  to  settle  for  the  bland  explanation  of accidental  death. 

As the  fruitless search  wore  on,  Robert  began to  doubt  his  own  misgivings.  His  attentions centered more and more  on  a beautiful young woman  and  the  quiet  thrill  of  new  romance. 

But then a mysterious fire  and a violent attack on  his  own  life  proved  that  the  majestic  Alps held  a  shattering  secret  with  dire  overtones for the fate of Western Europe, 
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 1 

VERY LATE,  on  a hot  summer  night  in New York,  the telephone  rang  in  a  small  brownstone  in  the  East Nineties.  Robert,  who  had  come  home  only  an  hour ago  from  a  long  and  tiresome  assignment,  had  just made  himself  comfortable  in a  low garden  chair. He reached  for  the  phone,  which  he  had  taken  out  onto the  small terrace  with him  and  put  down on  the flagstones.  A  voice  he  didn't know  asked,  "Mr.  Brisson?'' 

"Speaking." 

"Robert Brisson." The voice  was  soft,  almost  inaudible, then it changed unexpectedly, sounding £rm now and very clear. "In those articles you're  writing about South  America ... you'd  better  stop  mentioning  any rumors  you  may  have  heard  about  certain  £nancial transactions. We've  wruned  you  before  and  we  mean what we say. Unless you stop ... " 

Robert  slammed  down  the  receiver.  Of  course  he hadn't  paid  any  attention  to  the  anonymous  letters and  calls  he  had  received  during his  trip  through Argentina, just as he had not  let himself be  intimidated by  threats  in  other  countries. They  were  part  of  his profession. But  they  had  always  frightened  Kate.  He could  almost  hear  her  voice:   They  might  throw  a 

 bomb. They've done it before. Or some acid that blinds 

 you. Remember that journalist? r ve forgotten his name. 

 And  they  shot  Matthews.  Oh,  why  must  you  always get  involved  in  dangerous  assignments.  1  woul.dn"t know how to live without you, Bob. 

Robert  lay  back  in  his  chair  and  stared at  the  high 5 
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brick  wall  that  separated  their  tiny  garden  from  the others.  The light from the  dining  room,  by which  he had been working, was too weak to reach it, but in the uncertain glow of  open windows  on th e  upper floors of the other houses, he thought he could see a shadow moving  across the white  bricks.  The last years would have been sheer misery for Kate. She had always hated the  roving  assignments on  which  he  had rarely  been able  to  take  her.  Her  happiest  time  had  been  the year he had stayed at home to finish  his thesis which he  had  begun  while  still  studying  political  science  at Columbia.  But for  him,  the chance to observe  life  in foreign  countries  with  their  intricacies  of  political, economic and  human  relationships,  had  always  been what he wanted most. No, Kate could never  have taken the spring in Ghana, when he had been shot at durmg  a riot; or  the five months in the  seething Congo, interviewing big shots and nobodies, sitting around in bars, hotels, clubs, Jistening,  watching,  driving  out  in

to the bush whenever possible; nor the year in Algeria 

-the treacherous  fighting,  the curfews,  the terror  of the  bombings;  or  the weeks  in  Viet  Nam,  when  he had been  kidnaped J>y  guerrillas.  He  had  often  been threatened  by  those  who  disagreed  with  him,  or thought  he  was  interfering  in  what  was  none  of  his business  and were afraid  of  what  he  might  unearth. 

There  had  been  efforts  to  bribe  him,  and  one  day some  fanatic  or  paid  killer  might  really  get  him,  as they had got others before him who would  not be silenced  He  watched  the  night  wind  playing  on  the wall  with  the  shadows  of  the  leaves  of  one  of  the trees. Kate •.• 

Three years ago, the plane she had taken from London  to  Syria  had  crashed.  She  had  planned  her  trip as  a  surprise  for  him,  so  he  hadn't  known  that  she was  on  the  doomed  craft  until  he  heard  about  the tragedy  over  the  radio.  He  hadn't  been  able  to  believe it. Surely it was a mistake;  someone had got the names mixed up. Kate was in London, visiting her sister, Until  he  reached  the airport,  he  refused  to  face the fact that she had died. It had been after her death 6 
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that he had  moved back into  the  brownstone with  his brother. Once more Reid had become the only person he felt close to. He  made an  unconscious motion with his hand,  as  if  memory  were  something  tangible  one could push  away,  then  he  lit his pipe  and  turned  his attention  back  to  his  syndicated  column, "One  Man's _ Opinion." 

We are living in the era of the  small-time operator, the man power-drunk or craving power, who is playing along with  whatever  serves  his  purpose best,  using democracy, communism or fascism unscrupulously to further his own ends, taking advantage  of  the  restlessness  and  dissatisfaction,  the idealism  or  poverty  in  his  country  to  further  his own private goals. There are groups everywhere, in every country, ready to follow these self-appointed petty  demagogues  because  they  promise  to  satisfy  a craving for  change, any kind  of  change. In Argentina ... 

He  stopped  reading  what  he  had  written.  Two months  ago,  his  interest  in  a  certain  group  in  South America had deepened when a  woman  in  Switzerland had  been  apprehended carrying  in  her  valise  a  large amount of  German shares dating  back to  1938,  shares made  out to  the  bearer,  which  were negotiable  if  she could prove that  she  was  the  lawful  owner.  Millions of  shares  like  these  had  come  on  the  market  at  the end  of the  war,  and  for a  number  of  years after  that, but  lately  quite  a  few  of  the  affidavits  of  ownership had  turned  out to  be  fraudulent,  and  reputable  firms had  refused  to  accept  them. The  woman  had  been killed  before  she  could  be  interrogated,  but  a  letter arriving  for  her  the  day after  she  had  been  slain  had linked  her  to  the  very  men  in  Argentina  who  Robert had reason to believe were neo-Nazis, financing secret cadres to fight for their political aims. 

He was .lighting his pipe when the phone rang again. 

This  time  he  made no  move  to answer  it,  but continued  to  hold  the  match  to  the  bowl,  and  the  phone 7 
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went on ringing, then stopped  suddenly  as if  the  person  at  the other end  knew  he  wasn't  going  to  get  an answer.  But  exactly  ten  minutes  later,  it  rang  again and  stopped again after the fifth  ring. Robert  looked at  his  watch,  hunched  up  his  Imees,  and  began  to hammer  away  at  his  typewriter. But  every  now  and then  he  had  to  stop. It  had  always  been  difficult  to phrase what he  wanted  to say  without  revealing  the sources  of  his  information  and  giving  away  those true liberals be had met  and  learned to  admire.  The threats had made it more difficult than ever. When the telephone rang a third  time,  he  looked  at it,  shrugged 

... the crank was apparently going to keep this up all night. He  picked  up  the receiver. "Now  you  listen  to me for a change ... " 

"Zell am See,"' a woman's voice  said in English,  but with  the  unmistakable  Austrian  accent  he  lmew  so well. "This is the operator ... Zell am See. Is that Mr. 

Robert Brisson? Will you accept a call from Mr. Reid Brisson?" 

Reid? But Reid was upstairs, asleep. 

"Will you accept .. ," 

"Yes, yes." 

"One moment please," and there was Reid, his voice so  clear  it  was  incredible to  think  that  he  was  thousands of miles away. 

"I was afraid you mightn't have got back." 

"I  got  in just  before  midnight. When  did  you  take off for Zell?" 

"Didn't you find my note?" 

"I didn't look. I thought you were upstairs." 

He  had  come  straight  home from  the  airport,  and finding the house dark, had assumed that his brother, who,  unlike  him,  preferred  to  start  work  early,  had gone to bed. He had gone into the kitchen, fixed himself  something  to  eat,  and  then,  deciding  it  was  too hot to work inside, had settled down on the terrace. 

"Never mind. Could you possibly hop the next plane and meet me here? I think it's quite important." 

"Meet  you?  Sure. If  I  can  get  a  seat.  But  where? 

Where are you staying?"  8 
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"At the Nepomuk in Zell." 

"'Well, I'll •.. " The line went dead. Annoyed, Robert tapped the cradle. "Operator? Operator? I was talking. 

We were cut off. Yes, with Austria. Zell am  See. Z-e-1-1. 

Austria. No,  we hadn't .finished. Yes, they  called me." 

A din of noise. Words he couldn't understand. A sentence,  "Ich  weiss  nicht,"  then  sudden  quiet  for  at least  two  minutes. At  last  the  Austrian  voice  came back  on. "Sorry,  sir,  but  the  party  rang  off,"  and  the American operator, who apparently thought  that English  phraseology  combined  with  such  a  heavy  accent might  not  be  understood,  explaining, "She  says  the party hung up." 

A  rather  steep  staircase  led  from  the  narrow  entrance  hall to  the  living room  on  the  second  floor.  On the top step lay a large piece of brown wrapping paper with  Odessa's  enormous  lettering  sprawled  in  every direction. "Mr.  Reid  left a  note. It's  on  your  bed.  If you need me, wake me. P.S. He forgot  to  leave money. 

Must  go  shopping. Put  it  outside  your  door. Don't look for your blue flannels. Needed cleaning." 

Robert  smiled. Odessa  had  been  with  them  for  as long  as  he  could  remember,  and  before  that-since Reid  was  born. It  must  be  about  thirty-five  years, Robert thought. 

Reid's note was short. An important client had called on  Monday, asking  him  to  Hy  over  to  meet  him in  Salzburg. He  thought  he'd  be  back the  end  of  the week,  Friday,  latest  Saturday. This  was  Thursday night.  So  something  had   come   up  to  prevent  Reid from  returning  as  planned, something  that  required Robert's presence. But Reid had called from Zell. 

It was one of  Reid's  favorite  haunts, a  headquarters from  which  he  liked  to  choose  the  mountains  he wanted  to  climb. Robert had been there several times 

-as a youngster  with Reid and later,  during the  occupation,  and  once  he  had  passed  through  with  Kate. 

Suddenly  he  could see  the  little  town, the  mountains around  it, the  lake,  the  glaciers  glittering  in  the  sun, the white swans, the old tower, the castle, the baroque church, the painted houses, the extraordinary wrought-9 
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iron  signs  of  baker,  butcher,  hatmaker. He  could  almost  taste  the  clean,  cool  air  and  the  rich  pastry. 

Zell ... What could he possibly do for Reid in Zell? 

He  looked  at  his  watch  again.  One-forty.  Figuring roughly  six  hours'  difference  in  time,  that  made  it Friday  morning,  seven-forty, in  Zell;  in  New  York, though,  it  was  an  hour  at  which  every  airline  ticket office in town was closed. But at Idlewild ... He dialed Pan  American,  Swissair,  Hansa,  Air  France,  BOAC, TWA  .  .  . Three  quarters  of  an  hour  later  he  knew the exact time of departure  of  every  plane  scheduled to  leave  for  Europe  on  Friday,  and  that  he  couldn't get a seat on  any  of  them.  For  a moment  he  debated if he should wake Wendrix and ask  him to help,  then decided against disturbing him at  this late hour. He'd take his chance at the airport. 

He had already undressed when he remembered that Odessa had asked him to leave money. He'd need some cash,  too.  It  had  completely  slipped  his  mind.  He shook  his  head,  looked  in  his  desk  for  the  slip  on which  he  had  jotted  down  the  combination  of  the safe in Reid's closet and went into  his brother's room. 

It  never  failed   to  baffle  him.  The  rest  of the  small renovated brownstone  which  they had  inherited  from their  mother  was  light  and  modern,  but  Reid's  room had dark green wallpaper and old-fashioned  furniture. 

Heavy,  worn  leather  chairs,  a  huge  annoire,  and  a carved  bed  made  it  seem  much  smaller  than  it  actually  was,  and  the  many  pictures  that  covered  the walls  killed  any  illusion  of  space  that  might  have been left. He had  never been  able to understand why Reid  had  chosen  it,  nor  why,  when  it  could  so  easily have  been  done  over,  he  had  rejected  any  suggestion of  change-Reid,  who  felt  happiest  on  a  mountain top  and  belonged  in  the  freedom  of  the  country rather  than  under  the  restrictions  of  the  city. As  a child he had wanted to be a farmer, then a pilot, then an  archeologist,  but  in  the  end  he  had  chosen  law as a career. 

In  order  to  get  the  envelope  with  the  cash  which Reid  liked  to  keep  in  the  house,  Robert  had  to  lift 10 
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out several small bundles of  papers, and it was when he was putting them  back that a thin,  yellowed piece of  stationery  detached  itself  from  them  and  fell  to the  floor.  An  almost  monkish  handwriting  covered it.  The  handwriting  of  his  dead  father.  It was  dated June, 1944, and  was  addressed  to  Reid.  The  first few sentences  described a  night  of  bombings  in  London, colorfully and objectively; then, with a new paragraph,  the  style  changed,  became  intimate  and  personal. 

"I  can't  help  feeling  guilty  sometimes  because  I wasn't  a  better  father to  you  and  Bob. As  you know, I  married  late.  Perhaps  I  was  unconsciously  aware that I wasn't  cut  out  to  be  a  parent. Mter  all,  I  was already thirty-:Sve when you were  born. And  though  I was  proud  and  happy to  have  two  fine  sons,  I  have never made a secret of the  fact that  children  irritate me.  Perhaps  I  should  have  stayed  home  more,  then, and  particularly  now.  I  really  didn't  have  to  go overseas,  not  at  my  age,  but  before  anything  else, fm a  journalist,  and  to  miss  all  this  would  have  been like  cutting  off my  right  arm.  Worse.  Still,  yesterday, when  Calhoun  from  the   Tribune  was  blown  to  bits, I  realized  that  the  same  thing  might  happen  to  me any  day  ( although  I'm  convinced  of  course  that  I'll live  forever)  and  in  that  case,  you  and  your  brother would be left without any close  relatives. You at least had  some  normal  happiness  in  your  childhood,  but Bob never knew his mother, and I'm afraid I've never given him the sense of security that should have  been his.  I've  either  spoiled  or  neglected  him  and  sometimes, as  you  know, when  I couldn't stand  the  emptiness  of  the  house,  I  ran  out  on  both  of  you  and  left you  to Odessa  or  prep  school.  Reid,  you're  five  years older  than  Bob.  If  anything  should  happen  to  me, take  care of him. This may be  putting a lot of responsibility  on  you,  but  you're  seventeen,  almost  a  man, and  I  think I  can  rely  on  you.  I've  always  felt  that. 

Rely  on  you  also  to  understand  and  forgive  where  I failed."' 

Robert put  the letter  back  and  closed  the  safe. He 11 
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sat down  on  the  leather  couch in front  of the empty 

£replace  and  stared  at  the  arrangement  of  green leaves with which Odessa  had replaced the logs in the grate. Vividly  he  recalled  the  telegram  lying  on  the red  tiles  at  the  front  door. It  had  been  summertime, vacation time, three or  four days after D-Day.  He had picked  up  the telegram, shoved it into  his  pocket and forgotten  to   give  it to Reid until later  in the evening. 

That  evening  Reid  moved  into  his  father's  room. 

Robert  lo0ked  up  at  the  pictures,  all  family  portraits-his  grandfather,  his  grandmother,  his  father  as a boy, his mother who  had died  a week after he  had been  born-and  all  at  once  he  understood  why  Reid hadn't  gone  to  Harvard  as  he  had  intended  but  had studied law at Columbia, why he had insisted on Robert's  going  to  school  in New York  instead  of  back  to the  boarding  school  he  hated;  understood  something he had always  taken for granted-why Reid had spent his  vacations  with  him,  a  demanding,  restless  boy who,  like his father,  wanted  to see the  world  and  go to all the  places  their  father  had written  about.  What a  pest  he  must  have  been,  clinging  to  Reid  with  a child's tenacity, the one person he could  call his  own; finding  self-assurance  in  the  fact  that  he  could  intrude  on  his  older  brother;  bullying  him  sometimes, and  always eager for attention; trying  Reid's patience and  loyalty  whenever he  felt the need for recognition; interfering  with Reid's social  life,  plagued  by  jealousy and  the fear  of  losing him to a  girl  until-and  Robert grinned-he had discovered girls for himself. 

Reid, too, bad  inherited  some of  their  father's  wild longing for independence, the same deep  necessity for solitude, the  same  never  satiated  curiosity. Had  Reid perhaps taken over this room  and left it  just as  it was to  serve  as  a  steady  reminder  of  bis  father's  plea? 

And  later,  when  with  the passing  years  its  discipline was no longer necessary, had it become something too accustomed  to  change?  He  hadn't  even  given  up  the room during his  marriage,  a  marriage  that had  ended in divorce after two years. His young bride had wanted to make the room over  but  Reid  had  insisted  on  leav-12 
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ing  it  untouched.  Any  other room,  but  not this  one. 

Why? 

Suddenly he realized that, in spite of  their closeness, he had never known his only brother, yet at the same time  he felt that there was nothing  Reid  didn't know about  him.  Why  had  he  called? What  could  possibly demand Robert's presence in Zell? Why did Reid need him? He couldn't find  an  answer,  Certainly,  if  Reid wanted  another  opinion  on  a  question  of  law, he would  have  asked  anyone  but  bis  younger  brother, who  had  no understanding  for  the  intricacies  of  judicial  thinking;  and  if  Reid  had  called  him  on  the spur  of  the  moment,  because  he  wanted  Robert  to join him in surroundings both of them loved, he would have said so, he would have put it quite differently. A personal matter perhaps? But what?  Had Reid fallen in  love,  met  a  girl  during  these  last  four  days  and wanted Robert to . . .  He dismissed the thought. Ever since bis divorce, Reid had been  convinced that, like his father, be wasn't  cut  out for marriage.  Or was he perhaps sick? No. He had sounded perfectly all right. 

But there had been urgency in bis voice, and suddenly Robert  was  convinced  that  it was  of  the utmost  importance for him to get  to  Zell without delay. 

It  was  7:00  A.M.  when  Robert,  after  parking  his car,  ran  up  the  stairs  to  the  Pan  American  building at Idlewild  Airport.  Without paying  any  attention   to 

the  stands  that  sold  almost  anything  a  tourist  might need, or glancing at the people crowding the benches and  milling  around  between  the  restaurant  in  the mezzanine  and  the  luncheon  counters  on  the  ground 

.floor,  he turned right, took the PBIVATE  ELEVATOR ONLY, got  out,  walked  a  few  steps  along  a  narrow  passage and  rang  the  bell  of  the  door  facing  him,  which opened at  once.  Behind a desk in  the tiny  hall,  a  girl was  just settling down for the  day's work,  "Hi,  Anne. 

Mr. Wendrix in?" 

"I  haven't  seen  him yet,  sir."  But  a  young  hostess came forward from  behind  a partition. "He'll be here 13 
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any  moment."  She  opened a  closet and  took Robert's trench coat from  him  to hang it up.  "Had  any breakfast, Mr. Brisson?" 

"I could do with another cup of coffee." 

"And a Danish?" 

'What a memory! Yes, thanks." 

He  turned a  comer and  came  into  an  oval-shaped room  with comfortable  couches  and  chairs  grouped around  small  tables,  and  not  too  many  people.  He had  hardly  sat  down,  when  a  waitress  came  with his  order. A  moment  later  Bill  Wendrix,  the  ruler of this private haven  for VIP's,  appeared.  He was as broad as he was tall, a round ball moving with incredible speed.  As usual  he had on  a checked jacket  and, in  spite  of  the  early  morning  hour,  a  boutonniere. 

This time  it  was  a  daisy.  He  stretched  out  a  plump hand which gave an  impression  of  perspiring  fat  but was  actually  astonishingly  cold  and  firm.  "Glad  to have you with us again, Bob." 

"I  wonder,"  said  Robert.  "Because  you're  going  to have  to get me on  a plane  to  Europe.  rve  got  to  get to  Salzburg as soon as possible. There's a plane  leaving for Paris at eight twenty-five,  and one for London at ten. From either place I'll see what I can do." 

Wendrix  showed  no  surprise,  but  he  sounded  re-proachful. "You should have called me." 

"I  did. At six-thirty. But you'd already left." 

"It's the twenty-third of July." 

Robert nodded. 'The height of the season and every plane's  filled  to  capacity.  I  know  all  that,  Bill.  But you  got  my  brother  out  on  Monday  on  what  must have been a moment's notice." 

Wendrix shrugged. ''That was arranged at the other end. Mr. Brisson never gives us any trouble." 

Robert  smiled.  No  one  ever  hesitated  to  address him  by  his  first  name,  but  there  was  hardly  anyone who  called  Reid  anything  but  "Mr.  Brisson."  He leaned forward, "It's important." 

'Tm sure it is," W endrix said drily, "but you overestimate my influence." 

''But  this  time  it  really  is,"  Robert  told  him.  Reid 14 
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called last night and asked  me  to  join  him  in Zell  as soon as possible." 

Bill Wendrix disappeared behind a partition and reappeared again a few minutes  later,  shaking  his head regretfully. "Nothing doing.  I'll  see what I can do  on one of the other flights." 

Adversity  always  made Robert react with  stubbornness.  The  more formidable  the  obstacle,  the   greater his  determination to  hurdle it.  Since   early  childhood, he  had  been  told  that  he  couldn't  run  his  head through  a  wall  without getting  hurt,  that  he  had  to learn  to  put  up  with  things  that  were  beyond  his power   to   change,  but be  never  had.  Just  as  he  had not  yet  learned  to  accept  Kate's  death.  But  today he was forced to  accept the fact that  one plane  after the  other  left  without  him. He  foliowed  Wendrix's advice and  hung  around the  airport.  In  between  long periods  of  waiting,  he  tried  to  concentrate  on  his column,  jotting  down  an  idea  in  a  few  key  words, scribbling  longer  passages  on  a  pad,  but  not  really able to  express what  he wanted  to  say  to  his  liking. 

No. For this  he'd  have to  have a few  quiet hours  to himself.  He  talked to  his  office  at  length,  ate  some-thing,  got  himself  papers,  magazines,  called  his 

 home  to  see   if  there  had  been   any   further   message 

from  Reid.  There  had  not.  At  this  point  he  didn't care  where  he  arrived  as  long  as  he  crossed  the  Atlantic.  With  every  hour  that  passed,  he  grew  more impatient,  more  nervous.  By  early  evening  he  had almost  given  up  hope  and  lost  all  confidence  in W endrix. When the latter came in  to inform  a  group of  first-class  passengers  that  there  would  be  a  half hour  delay,  at  least,  on  the  flight  to  Munich-Salzburg,  Robert could not sit by passively.  He  motioned to  Wendrix.  "I've got  to  get  on  that  one.  I  must  get to  Zell.  Let  me  talk  to  the  tourists  for  that  Hight. 

Maybe  I  can  find  someone  who's  willing  to  give  up his seat. Where are they waiting?" 

"Allow me." 

 A   thin,  high-pitched  voice  spoke  before  Wendrix could  answer.  Both  of  them  moved  their  heads  in 15 
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 the  direction  of  the  speaker  and  saw  an  old  lady rise  from  a  chair  beside  the  table  next  to   Robert's, Reaching  out  a  trembling  hand,  she  snatched  the daisy  from  Wendrix's  lapel  as  if  she  had  been  wanting  to  do  just   that  for  some  time. "So   you're  going to Zell too.  I heard what you  said."  She smiled apologetically,  then  turned  her  attention  to  the  Hower  in her  hand,  and  began  to  pluck  one  elongated  petal after  the  other,  reciting  with  a  heavy  foreign  accent, 

 "The plane will  crash, will  not, will, will  not . . .  " 

Robert   and  Wendrix  were  too  taken  aback  to   intem1pt  her.  They  found  themselves  watching  her, fascinated,  as  if  waiting  for  the  final  verdict  of  an oracle. Wendrix  was   the  first  to  recover.  Looking embarrassed  but  trying  to  smile,  he  glanced  quickly at the  different  groups  of passengers  before  putting  a restraining  hand  on   the  old  lady's  arm.  "Now, madam,"  he  said,  raising  his   voice so  that he  could be heard  by  everyone,  "our  planes  couldn't  be  safer. 

 They're  safer  than  a  taxi,  safer  than  you  are  in your own  kitchen, I   assure  you  . .  ,"  But the  old  lady pushed.  his  hand  away  and,  raising  her  voice  to match  his,  continued  consulting  the  daisy.  'Will crash,  will  not,  will  crash,  will  not  . . . 

 "  She  stuck 

 what  was  left  of  the  Hower  under  Wendrix's  nose. 

 'Will,"  she  said  triumphantly,  nodding.  'Well,  young man, you can have my seat." 

 "But,  madam,  I assure you .  , ." Wendrix's voice faltered.  For  once  his  phenomenal  memory  had  stopped working.  That  he  couldn't  remember  her  name  came as such a shock to him, he sounded ill. 

 ''Don't stare at me as if I wasn't right  in  the  head," 

 the  old  woman  said.  "I  know  what  I'm  doing  and  I should  have  done  it  long  ago.  I'm  going  home.  rm going  home  after  living  seventeen  years  in  a  country I  never  could  get  used  to.  I  came  to  New  York  by plane yesterday and I didn't like it a bit.  Not one bit. 

 I  knew  I wouldn't. If  I'm  going  to  die,  I want  to  die in my own bed, not on a jet." 

''I  wish  I  could  convince  you  ,  ,  ,"  Wendrix's  grin was  sickly  as  he  tried  to  smooth  over  the  situation, 16 
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 because by now everyone's  attention  was  focused  on them.  Robert  stepped  hard  on  Wendrix's  right  foot. 

 '1  couldn't be more  grateful,"  he  said  in  his  sunniest voice. "May I really have your ticket?" 

 The old lady opened an enormous bag, reached into it  without  looking,  and  handed  him  an  envelope. 

 Robert passed  it  on  to  Wendrix.  "Have  it changed to my  name,  and  h urry ,"  he  told  him,  anxious  to  have Wendrix  leave  before  his  benefactress  changed  her mind. "There's not much time." 

 Wendrix  shrugged  and  left,  and  the  old  lady  sat down,  an  expression  of  vast  relief  on  her  face.  "He's just  like  Hannes,  my  grandson,"  she  said.  "He  thinks I'm  crazy.  Hal"  She  opened  her  bag  again,  took  out a  pair  of  old-fashioned,  steel-rimmed  spectacles,  put them  on,  and pulled  another envelope  out  of her  bag. 

 "Here,"  she  said,  patting it.  "My ticket  on  the  Queen 

 Elizabeth. She's  sailing  at  midnight.  I  planned  it this way.  If  I  got  to  feeling  I'd  better  not  fly,  why  .fly? 

 \Vb.o's there now to tell me what to do?" 

 Robert  thought  it  best  to  say  nothing,  and  continued  to smile  at  her  benevolently,  but  now  he  was genuinely  interested.  He  had  forgotten  his  tiredness for  the  moment,  even  his  brother's  urgent  request. 

 This  capacity  to  block  out  the  events  of  another time was  one of the  sources  from which  he  drew new strength  for  the  happenings  of  the  present.  How these  old  ladies  could  prattle!  Old  ladies?  She  wasn't an  old  lady;  she  was  an  old  woman.  You  could  tell by the way she sat,  legs spread,  feet planted  £nnly on the ground;  by the size of her bag-like a market bag; by  her outmoded hat.  A peasant woman from  Austria 

 -that was what she looked like. 

 "And  it's  true,  what  I  told  him,"  she  said,  moving  closer  to  Robert.  "I  am  going  home.  You  can't choose  the  place  of  your  birth  but  you  ought  to  be allowed  to  choose  the  place  where  you  want  to  end your  days.  That's  why  I'm  going  to  Zell,  to  my  beloved  mountains."  She  leaned  even  closer.  'TU  tell you  something-I'm  running  away."  She  sat  back and let out such  a guffaw,  Robert began  to wonder  if l7 
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perhaps she wasn't insane. "Seventy-five  years  old and running  away.  Oh,  I'm  proud  of  myself. I've  fooled them all. Ha, ha, ha I" 

An airport attendant came  to  announce that passengers for the Hight to Munich-Salzburg had to get ready. 

The old woman  watched them get up  and leave before she  turned to Robert,  who  had  risen  too. "I like  you," 

she said.  "You remind me of my husband.  He  was tall and blond.  You even have  eyes  like  his,  when  he  was young,  of course-like the  glaciers,  I  used  to  say. God rest his soul.  He  swallowed a chicken bone,  got red in the face, the next thing I knew-he was  dead. I  always told him he ate too fast." 

"Thank you  again," said Robert.  "You've done  me  a great favor. I was certainly lucky to meet you." 

"How  polite  you  arel"  she  said,  and  suddenly  she winked. "I know you think I'm cracked. Well,  I'm not. 

It's  true,  I  don't  like  Hying,  but  that's  not  why  I let  you  have  my  seat.  It  just  occurre.d  to  me  that they might have notified my grandson that I've disappeared,  and he'd  know where I'm  disappearing  to.  So he might be in  Salzburg when the plane lands and he'd put me  right on the next one back. But nobody knows anything  about my  boat  ticket,  and  if  I  go  by  boat, he  should  be  gone  by the  time  I  get  there,  He never stays  long  anyway."  She  laid  a  hand that  showed  it had  done  hard  work  on  Robert's.  To  his  surprise  a quite large, perfect diamond shone on a finger slightly crippled  by arthritis. "The  plane  isn't  going  to crash,'' 

she  said. "I  was  really  trying  to  find  out  if  he  was waiting  for  me  in  Salzburg  or  not. You  can  always trust a daisy. So  don't  worry,  young  man, don't worry for a moment." 

Wendrix  came  rolling  around  the  partition,  Hushed and  out  of  breath,  holding  out  the ticket  for  Robert. 

"Hurry," he said, handing Robert his coat. "Your bag's already on." 

"Would  you  cable  my  brother  at  the  Nepomuk  in Zell, and  tell  him  to  pick me  up?''  Robert called  back from  the  door.  The  chair  on  which  the  old  woman had sat was empty. 

18 
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 2 

 � 

THERE WERE NIGHTS when Christine couldn't sleep, when she was awakened  by strange noises that didn't sound human,  but  rather  like  those  of  an  animal  in  pain. 

They  roused  her  the  moment  they  started,  as  if  she had been waiting for them subconsciously. For  several minutes then she would lie as if  held in a vise, unable to  stir,  while  her  heart  beat  more  and  more  rapidly until it  felt  like  a  hammer  pounding  in  her  ears,  and cold sweat �overed  her  hands so  that  she would  have to  wipe  them  on  the cool sheets of  heavy,  homespun linen. And her mind would spin like a toy around one person,  one  man,  one  name-Robert  Brisson,  Robert Brisson,  Robert Brisson. And she  could  see  him  quite clearly-a  young  man  with  a  shock  of  red-blond  hair and  a  smile  that  showed  his  strong,  even  teeth  and made  a  dent  in  his left cheek Then the smile  would fade from his face and without it she no longer  recog- "" 

nized  him,  only  his  name  would  continue  to  echo  in her mind. 

She  never  knew  at  what  moment  the  feeling  of panic  would  leave  her  and allow  her  to  act. But once it did, she acted quickly and automatically. She would throw  on  a  dressing  gown,  open  her  door,  run  down the  corridor  that  smelled  of  the  pine  of  which  the farmhouse  was partly  built,  into  the  bathroom,  strike a  match  and  light  the  old-fashioned  gas  stove  that heated  the  water. While  the  water  ran  into  the  tub, she  would  open  the  medicine  chest  and  take  out  a small  box of  sedatives.  She  always  kept  a  bottle  of 19 
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soda  water  on  a  shelf,  in  which  the  tablets  dissolved quickly  without  stirring. And  while  the tablets  crumbled to white powder, she would look at herself in the mirror  and  try  to  compose  her  face, a  small,  heartshaped  face.  From  way  back,  Hungarian  and  Italian blood  had  fought  for  predominance  in  the  Tanner features,  tinting  the  skin  a tender  olive  and  the  hair ebony  black. Curls, cut  very  short, tumbled  over  her high, round forehead;  under  silky, straight  brows  lay her  eyes,  almond-shaped  between  long  black  lashes. 

Her  full, rather  large  and  generous  mouth  was  the color  of ripe  cherries, maldng  any  application  of  lipstick  unnecessary.  It  was  her  mouth  that  always  betrayed her feelings.  She  had no control  over  it. %en she was excited,  it  trembled. 

Christine bit down hard on her  lower lip. The  pain made  her  Hinch,  and she forced herseH to smile, the unnatural smile she had finally  learned to master.  She could put  it  on or take it off as the occasion demanded, and  it  made  the  trembling  of  her  mouth less  noticeable. But it  didn't  change  her  eyes, which remained serious, sad, resigned, and  all  she  could  do  to  hide their expression was to  let her lids drop over them so that they  looked  sleepy, or, as  someone had told  her once, enigmatic. 

She  reached  into  the  tub  to  make  sure  the  water was  hot enough  to  be  just  about  tepid  by  the  time  it would be  used  and,  leaving  the bathroom  door  open, entered  the  room  from  which  the  terrible  sounds came.  There,  on  his  bed,  lay  a  man,  bis  head  buried 

:in  the  pillows,  his  body  heaving  with  his  e:lforts  to control  himself. Holding the glass in her hand,  Christine sat down on the bed and with her  other hand began  to  stroke  the  back  of  her  father's  head  gently, counting  silently  to  herself. When  she  could  feel  the muscles of his  neck relax, she said, "Here, chink this." 

The man lifted himself  on his  arms, turned  without looking at her  and  reached  for  the  glass, swallowed, handed  it back,  and  let himself  slump  into  the  position  in which she  had found him. Christine  spoke  as to  a  child.  "It's  all  over,  darling.  It's  all  over.  You 20 
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 must try  to  for�et it.  You  mustn't  think  about  it any more.  You  are  home.  You  are free.  We are  together again.  No  one  is  going  to  hurt  you."  But  the  words had  been  said  too  often,  on  too  many  nights,  to  carry conviction.  Too  much  use  had  robbed  them  of   the assurance they had  once  held,  and she  could hear her own voice,  dead with routine.  The man  turned.  Now he was lying  on his back. 

 He  was in  his  sixties,  but  looked  older.  The  deep 

 lines  running  from  his  thin,  aristocratic  nose  to  the comers of his mouth looked as if they had been carved by  the  crude  knife  of  a  woodcutter  rather  than  by life.  A  scar  ran  horizontally  across  the  full  width  of his  prominent  chin,  showing  white  against  the  deep tan of his  gaunt, narrow face. His eyes were an  extraordinary  blue,  the  blue  of  a  mountain  lake  in  which the sky is mirrored just before  dusk. 

 "You  don't  understand,"  he  said  angrily.  "You simply refuse to understand." 

"But   I  do  understand,"  said  Christine.  '1  do, darling, I do." 

 "Then  how  can  you  say  it's  all  over?  Nothing  is over.  Nothing." 

 Christine looked up at  the little  Grounder madonna with  the  black  face  that  stood  on  a  shelf  above  her father's  bed.  Oh  God,  she  thought,  give  me  strength. 

 I'm  trying  so hard  to  forget.  I  know  it  isn't  good,  it isn't  right  to  drag  up  the  past  again  and  again.  But how can  I  stop  when  he  won't  let  me?  And  her  mind went back with his, seven years-the war was over, had been for a decade,  but to them it made little difference, for them it would never  end.  The  Russians  had  seized their estates  in  Hungary:  and  its  revenues,  on  which the Tanners  had  lived for  generations,  were  gone  forever.  The  Tanners  had  never  needed  to  earn  money, to work for  a  living.  What they  had  studied,  they  had learned  merely  to  satisfy  their  own  interests-archeology,  philosophy,  history-but they had never studied sufficiently to meet the requirements of a career. To  be able  to  master  a  horse,  to  shoot  an  eagle,  to  play  an instrument,  to  live  graciously,  had. seemed  to  suffice, 21 
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and  they  had  depended  on  people  professionally trained  for  the  task  of  administering  their  vast  holdings.  None  of  the  Tanners  had  been  blessed  with  a head for business. 

She could  see the  poor crowded  lodgings  in Vienna where they had lived after the war,  two tiny  mansard rooms  and  a  makeshift  kitchen,  which  was  all  her father  could  afford  in  1955.  She  was  thirteen  and unable to  earn  anything  except infinitesimal  sums  as a  baby  sitter.  And  there  had  been  too  many  other girls  clamoring  for  the  same  chance.  Her  mother, weakened by that time by the  long, anxious war years and  ma1nutrition,  had  contracted  tuberculosis.  They had been unable to realize anything from the property they  had inherited  quite  unexpectedly from  a  distant relative,  and  the  little  money  her  father  had  been able  to  make  giving  French  and  German  lessons  to members  of  the  occupation  forces  hadn't  begun  to meet  their  needs.  There  was  no  doubt  that  he  had been desperate,  and  that with every  sale  of  the few valuable  pieces  they  had  left,  his  desperation  had mounted. A dying wife,  a growing child,  and his own inability  to  care  for  them,  had  nearly  driven  him our of his  mind.  He grew more  and  more  taciturn.  In his efforts to  :find a job  he  often spent days and nights away from them,  seeking out friends who  might  be in a better position and willing to help. 

"I  should  have killed us all," Tanner  said now,  and he  began  to  tremble  again.  "Rolf  shot  his  three  children  _and ,,his  wife  before  he  killed  himself;  and  he was nght. 

"'You're  talking  nonsense.  I  don't  care  what  happened. I don't care how hard it is now." 

"A great  help  I've  been  to  you  . •  , in  prison  . . . 

" 

"It helped to know you were alive. I had to live for the day when you would be free." 

Oh  God,  that  night  when  they  had  come  and searched  their  poor,  tiny  rooms,  tearing  down  the curtain  that  hid  the  rubber  tub  from  which  a  hose led  to  the kitchen  sink;  rifling through  all  their possessions  which,  because  there  were  no  closets,  they 22 
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had  to  keep  in  laundry  baskets.  They  had  flung  out one  shabby  garment  after  the  other  until  the  whole small  floor  space  was  covered;  they  had  stepped  on them  and  over  them  to  the  rickety  table  that  served as a writing desk, and there, in the still folded evening paper,  they  had  discovered  the  evidence  they  had been looking for-a letter addressed to a certain George Leiter, which  contained  the  design  of  a  German  invention the  Allies  had  been  hoping  to  find for  years. 

George Leiter, a  name  that meant nothing to  the Tanners. 

They  had  taken  Tanner  away,  leaving  her  alone with  her  mother,  who had  fainted  and  looked  frighteningly  as  if  she  were  already  dead.  At the  trial  they had  set  eyes  on George  Leiter  for  the  6.rst  time. He had sworn under oath that, on two previous  occasions, Tanner  had  handed  him  information  the  Russians wanted,  and  that  he  had  had  an  appointment  with Tanner  on  the  very  night of  his  arrest.  And  although Tanner  swore  that  he  didn't  know  the  man,  had never seen him before, he  had been found guilty of  betraying military secrets to a foreign power. 

"Free,"  said  Tanner,  the  way  he  had  said  it  ever since  he  had  been  released,  with  a  mixture  of  fury and  contempt. "But dishonored.  Freed  by an  amnesty for  political  prisoners.  What  do  I  care  if  I  am  free or not as  long as I stand accused of  one  of the  lowest crimes a man can commit?'' 

"But  you  didn't  do  it,"  said  Christine.  'What  does it matter what people think as Jong as you know . . . " 

How  she  had  fought  with  herself  to  remember  this when  the  boys  and  girls  living  in  the  same  tenement had treated her as if she  were a leper. Any other attitude on their part  would  have  been easier to  bear than the toneless whispers and icy silences that greeted her whenever  she  appeared.  If  they  had  spat  at  her  or called  her  names  or  even  tried  to  hit  her,  she  could have  fought  back,  but  a�ainst  their  silent  curiosity she  had  been  helpless.  They  would  gather  when they  knew  she  was  going  on  an  errand,  gather  in little  groups  and  watch  her  pass,  then  follow  her  at 23 
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 a  distance,  whispering  among  themselves,  pointing her  out  to  a  child  from  a  different  neighborhood, Sometimes she  would let  them  come quite  close  only to whirl around unexpectedly. Then they  would scatter and  run  off  shrieking  in  high-pitched  little  screams as  if  she  had  touched  them  and,  by  her touch  alone, had  contaminated  them  with  a  strange  and  terrible sickness.  And  they  wouldn't  talk  to  her.  "Whatever she'd  say,  they  wouldn't  respond.  Even  when  she shouted  at  them,  "It's  all  a  dreadful  mistake!"  and screamed  hysterically  that  her  father  was  innocent; that  one  day,  one  day  soon,  he  would  be  back  and everything would be  cleared up, they  merely  stared at her  as  if  she  was  a  crazy  girl  talking  nonsense.  And when  her  mother  had  died,  they  had  looked  upon her  loss as a new punishment from  heaven  and grown even more quiet when they  saw her, awed now  by the series  of  disasters  that  had  befallen  her.  It  was  then that  she  had  taken  to  walking  proudly,  her  head thrown  back,  ignoring  them,  and  even  when  after  a while  their  curiosity  ceased   and  she was  once   more treated  like   any  other  child,  there  remained  in  her carriage  and  the way  she  looked  about  her  a  certain haughty indifference which made some people say she was a snob. 

"You   don't  understand,"  Tanner  said.  "My  only child, my daughter, refuses to understand . . .  " 

 "'All  through  history,  men  and  women  have  been unjustly accused . . .  " 

 Her  father  interrupted  her  again.  "And  when  we read  about  them,  don't  we  regard  those who couldn't clear themselves as criminals?" 

 Christine  sighed,  How  clumsily  she  had  expressed what  she  wanted to  say.  "Unless  I  can  prove  my  innocence," her father went on, "future  generations  will think of  the  last  Tanner  as  a  man  who  betrayed  his country." 

 "But what can we do?" 

 They  had  tried  everything.  When  it  had  become possible  to  do  so, they had  sold  most  of  the property they  had  inherited,  and  had  tried  to  find  the  man 24 
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called Leiter and  get the case reopened.  But  George Leiter  seemed  to  have vanished  from  the face  of  the earth;  their lawyer  had  been  unable  to trace  anyone who  had  known  or  even  heard  about  him.  Perhaps he  had  disappeared  behind the Iron  Curtain,  or  emigrated  under  another  name  to  the  Americas,  Australia, New Zealand . . . 

"Dearest, there is nothing more we can do." 

Suddenly Tanner's  eyes  narrowed.  "You  think I  did it,  don't  you?"  he  whispered.  "Just  as  he  did-that  I did  it  because  I  had  to  get  medicine  and  decent food  for  your  mother,  because  you  were  running around  in  rags,  thin  as  a  hairpin,  and  always  hungry."'  Christine  starecl  at  her  father,  too  shocked  to reply. "But you must believe me." He folded his  hands in  a  gesture  of  prayer.  "You  must,  my  child,  you must.  For  me  there  was  never  a  choice.  I would  Jet your  mother  die  again  and  you  starve  rather  than disgrace our name." 

"1 know,  my dearest, I know." I must  take him  to  a doctor,  she  thought. What have they done to him,  oh, what  have  they  done?  Anger  flared  through  her like a  searing  Harne.  She wanted to  jump up,  run  out, run  and run  until  physical  exhaustion  would  make  it impossible  for  her  to  feel  anything.  She  controlled herself  with  great effort.  '1  let  a  bath  run  for  you, Papa."' 

Tanner  didn't  seem  to  hear  her.  if  I  see  him again,"  he  murmured to  himself,  as  if  he  had  forgotten her presence, "I'll shoot him." 

"Shoot whom? What are you talking about?" 

Tanner frowned.  "Did I say anything?"'  He  reached for his dressing gown which hung over the  chair next to his bed. 

'Whom have you  seen?" 

He didn't look at her; he was searching the floor for his  slippers.  "I  haven't  seen  anyone.  Did  anybody come here?" 

"But  you  just  said  you  would  kill  someone  if  you saw him again." 

"You're  imagining  things,"  her  father  told  her. 

25 
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"You're  tired.  Poor  Christi,  I  woke  you  up  again, didn't I?  Now go back to sleep like  a  good  girl.  And don't  worry  too  much.  One  day  you  will  be  able  to carry  your  head high  again,  I  promise  you.  The  day will come when I shall be able to prove my innocence." 

He stood up, a tall man of slight, sinewy build, who seemed  to have grown  suddenly with new  hope,  and walked  quickly  toward  the  door.  But  once  he  had reached it,  he  hesitated,  and  turned around to  Christine,  who was straightening his  bed. 'We will have to sell  this  place,"  he  said.  "I  shall  need  money  to  start proceedings  all  over  again.  And  this  time  I  shall  not fail." 

The  farm  in  Dienten  and  the  grazing  land  in  the foothills  of  the  Hochkonig  were  all  that  was  left  of the  estate they  had inherited.  Several years ago,  when her  father  had  been  freed,  they  had  moved  here.  All of  it-the  century-old  farmhouse,  the  flower-strewn meadows that swung  from the  valley  up  to the  mountain, at £rst in gentle  waves, then growing  steeper and steeper through the  dark  forest  to  the  high  patch  of green Alpine pasture,  the   alm,  where the cows grazed all  summer,  until  the  first  rocky  spurs  of  the  Hochkonig  ended  the  property  like  a  stone  wall  built  by giants-it had  given her the  only security she  had ever known.  For  she  had  come  to  the  farm  before  her father  had  been  released.  One  day  a  man  she  had never seen or heard of before had come and taken her to Zell. He  seemed  to know  all  about  her,  and,  what was far  more important,  believed  in  her  father's  innocence so that  she liked and  trusted  him  immediately. 

After a few  days he  had  taken her  up to  Dienten and given her into the care of Lise, an old peasant woman who  had  been  born  and  raised  on  the  farm.  And not only  had  the  mountains  and  meadows,  the  trees and Howers  been  consolation,  but  even  the  people  in the neighborhood had  seemed convinced  of  her  father's  innocence  and  were  not  only  kind  to  her  but treated her with respect. Gradually the terrible memories began  to  fade,  and by the time she  went back to Vienna  and  boarding  school,  she  went  without  fear 26 
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 of what  she  might  encounter,  a  serious  girl,  a  lonely girl,  a girl  who wore armor,  armor wrought of  disaster and  disappoinbnent,  but  a  girl   mentally  sound  and physically healthy. 

 It  had  come  as  a  shock  to  her  that  the  farm  had failed  to  have  the  same  healing  influence  on  her father,  but  one  day it would,  one  day  it  must.  Never, she  thought,  I'll  never  let  you  sell  the  farm.  But she  didn't  say  anything.  She  continued  to  puff  up   the pillows,  allowing  her  father  to  believe  she  would   finally  give in. 
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THE  SUN  WAS  like  a  thousand  spotlights,  singling out a snow-covered mountain peak here,  a  dark green meadow there,  painting the forests  a  hazy  blue,  picking up  the white roads that curled like snakes through the valleys and up to the mysterious world of glaciers, playing  with  the  spray  of  waterfalls,  dipping  and dancing across  streams  and  lakes.  Robert  Brisson  was the  first  one  out  of  the  plane   from   Munich,  which landed  on  time.  It  was  early  afternoon,  two  o'clock. 

For  a  moment  he  stood  quite  still,  breathing  deeply and  wondering  how  it  had  been  possible  to  forget the beauty of the landscape. No memory could match it.  Then  he  shook  his  head  a  little,  first  to  the  left, then to  the right, to  get the deafness out of  his  ears, straightened  up,  and hurried toward the  main building. 

He had been so sure that Reid would be waiting for him there  that  he  was  surprised  when  he  didn't  see Wm,  He  checked  through  customs,  looked  into  the restaurant,  walked  out  to  the  parking  lot,  but  Reid wasn't  there.  Had  Bill  Wendrix  forgotten  to  cable? 

And why hadn't it occurred to  him  to phone  the  Nepomuk while  he  was waiting in Munich for  the plane to Salzburg? 

He  walked back into the restaurant.  No.  There  was no message for him. Nobody had called and left word that Mr.  Brisson  had been delayed  and would be there in a little while. Robert frowned sharply. Reid was one of  the most punctual people  he knew,  and  one of  the 28 
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most  considerate. As  a  matter  of  fact,  Robert's  unpunctuality  as  a  boy  had been  the  cause  of  a  lot  of trouble between them. Only gradually had Robert discovered  the comfort  of  perfect timing  and  learned  to estimate correctly  how long anything  he  was  going  to do  was  going  to  take  him. Even  if  Reid's  client had occupied  his time  to an extent Reid couldn't have foreseen,  he  would  have  managed  to  communicate with Robert somehow. 

He  tossed  down  an   Enzian, the  white,  clear  fluid made  from  the  roots  of  the  lovely  blue  mountain flower  which  had  such  a  strange  taste,  quite  unlike any  drink  he  knew. Suddenly  he  was  sick  to  death  of airports,  of  the  bright  posters  advertising  resorts,  of the  strained,  polite  smiles  of  waitresses  and  waiters, the shrewd glances  of  porters  and  taxi chauffeurs,  the whining  of  tired  children,  and  the  exaggerated greetings  and  good-byes  of  arriving  and  departing groups. For a while  he tried to concentrate  on flnding, among   the  occupants  of  the  restaurant,  a  man  who could possibly be  the grandson  of the old woman who had given him her seat, but found no one he could link with  her. He was debating  if  he  should  order  another drink,  when  he  suddenly  hit  on  the  only  reason  that could  have  prevented  Reid  from  meeting  him.  Of course.  Reid  was  on  some  mountain,  climbing  the Mandlwand,  perhaps  even  the  Selbhorn . . . and  sudden  fog,  a rockslide, an  unexpectedly needed  rest  .• 

Okay. Robert  made  a  little  gesture  with  bis  hand  as if  he  could  actually  see   Reid  checking   a  rope. Take your  time,  he  thought. I'll  see  you  at  the  Nepomuk. 

But  the  buses  and  taxis  had  already  left  the  airport when  he  started  to  look  for  transportation.  As  he stood  there,  wondering  what  was  best  to  do,  a  man called out to  him, "Can I give you a  lift?" 

Robert  glanced  at  the  big,  black  Mercedes  from which  the  voice  came and  shook  his  head.  The  man looked  pleasant  enough  and,  in  spite  of  his  informal attire-a white  shirt,  open at the throat, a jacket  slung across  the  shoulders-elegant,  the  way  Latin  men looked elegant even when  they were shabbily  dressed. 
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But Robert wasn't in  the mood for making polite conversation with a stranger. 'inank you, no.,. 

He walked back into the restaurant, had a cab called, and  haggled  for  a couple of  minutes  with  the  chauffeur  about the  fare,  determined  not  to  be  gypped, and  when  he  found  the  price  fair,  got  into  the  cab and made  himself comfortable on the  back  seat. "Just don't  talk,"  he  told the  driver.  "Don't  point  out  anything, I just want  to  sleep." 

He  slept  through  Hallein,  Colling,  Bischofshofen, Bruck,  but  woke  up  as  if  he  had  set  the  alarm  for the  moment  of  their  Hrrival in  ZP.11.  Leaving the  town behind  them,  they  drove along the  shores  of  the  lake, past a parking lot at the bottom  of  a wooded hill, and up to the hotel. 

Robert had never stayed at the Nepomuk. Although it  looked old, with its  orange-red  fa9ade  and  painted wooden shutters, it was a comparatively new building. 

The  statue of  the Bohemian  saint  after  whom  it  was named  stood  almost  life-size  at  the  left  of  the  huge entrance.  The  little  dome  over  its head,  designed  to protect  the  beautiful  carved  and  painted  wood  from weathering,  was  upheld  by  small,  gilded  cherubs. 

Above  it,  balconies  adorned  with  hunting  trophiesantlers  of all  sizes  and  ages-ran the whole  length  of the front. When the taxi stopped,  the gate folded back to  give  passage  just wide  enough  for  one  car  to  pass into a cobblestone courtyard. A servant, dressed in the customary  green  loden,  with  a  red  vest  and  bright blue stockings,  took Robert's luggage and showed him into  the  entrance  hall-a ·•big  room  with  a  beamed ceiling,  low,  modern  furniture,  a  fireplace  at  each end,  the  white  walls  painted  with  maps  of  Zell  and its  immediate  surroundings.  The  desk  was  nowhere to  be  seen,  and  Robert  had  to  look  twice  before  he discovered it  discreetly hidden under  the bend of  the staircase that  swung from  the  second  floor  in a  graceful  curve  down  into  the  lobby. The  drive  from  Salzburg  had  taken  a  little  over  two  hours.  Surely  Reid would be back. 

"Mr. Brisson?" 
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 The  man  behind  the  desk missed  the  question  in Robert's  voice.  Instead  of  answering,  he  gave  Robert a broad,  welcoming smile. 'We've been worried  about you.  We  expected  you  yesterday.  We  ahnost  didn't hold  the  room."  He turned,  reached  for  the  key,  and with  it  handed  Robert  a  cable.  "But  then  this  came for you.  Your  luggage will  be right up.  Is  there  anything I can  send to your room?" 

 "This  cable  is  for  my  brother,"  Robert  told  him. 

 "Mr.  Reid Brisson. Hasn't he come back yet?" 

 The  clerk  stared  at  him,  obviously  at  a  loss.  "Mr. 

 Reid Brisson? But aren't you . . . ?" 

 'Tm  Robert  Brisson.  My  brother,  Reid  Brisson,  is staying with you." 

 "I'm  afraid you're making a mistake, sir," 

 "But you have a reservation for me, don't you?" 

 The clerk  picked  up the  telephone,  spoke-his  hand discreetly  covering his mouth-then he turned to  Robert  again.  "We  have  only  one  reservation,  for  Mr. 

Reid Brisson. He wanted a  room  for Wednesday, but we  told him  we  had  nothing  until  Friday  and  were advised,  in  that case,  to put  it  down  for  Friday."  The clerk  shrugged. "Of   course  I   thought  the  room  was for you." 

 It was  not  just   irritation  over  the  man's  polite  indifference  that  began  to  stir  in  Robert.  Something was  wrong.  He  tried to  refuse  to  believe  it,  but  suddenly  he  could  hear  his  brother  saying,  "Could  you possibly hop the next plane and meet me  here? I think it's  quite  important."  Those  had  been  Reid's  exact words.  He  would never have  asked him  to fly over,  indicating that  something  was  afoot  that  made  Robert's presence necessary, and not be there. 

 "But he must be here!" 

 ''Where  are  you  staying?"  he had  asked  Reid;  and, 

 "At the Nepomuk in   Zell," Reid  had  answered.  Therefore  he  should  be  at  the  Nepomuk  unless  . . . "He looks  a  lot  like  me,"  he  said,  almost  pleadingly. 

 "Blond, blue eyes, same height, same build . . .  " 

 The  clerk  let his eyes rest on the tall young man in front  of  him  and  slowly  shook  his  head.  Robert  al-31 
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most  shouted,  "You  mean  to  say  he  hasn't  stayed here, that you haven't seen or heard from him?" 

"Precisely, sir." 

And  it  was  then  that  Robert  all  of  a  sudden  remembered  that  Reid's  call  from  Austria  had  been intern1pted unexpectedly;  and that his efforts to re-establish the connection had failed. 
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 IT  HAD  BEEN  Robert's  experience  that  police  inspectors  all  over  the  world  resembled  each  other,  that  in fact  all  people  of  the  same  profession  shared  certain characteristics,  as  if   the  occupations  they  had  chosen lent  them  a  deeper  relationship  than  the  one  manifested  by  similar  parentage.  Laborers,  truck  drivers, intellectuals,  scientists,  carpenters,  cooks,  artists,  engineers-you  could  nearly always  spot them  no matter what  their  nationality  was.  But  Johann  Strubb  didn't seem  to  be cut from the cloth woven for men engaged in  the  enforcement  of  law.  He  was  of  about  average size  and  surprisingly  slender  for  a  man his  age.  Judging  by the  gray  in  his  dark  hair,  he  was  probably. in his  early fifties. He   showed  none  of  the  indifference, true  or  pretended,  none  of  the  sarcasm  that  normally formed  the  top  layer  of their  skin,  none  of  the  boredom  of  a  man   tired  of   the  same  old  story,  none  of the  impatience  to  get  rid  of  another  complainant. Instead, he seemed genuinely interested. 

 "Brisson,"  he  said,  with emphasis,  as  if   he  intended never  to  forget  the  name,  and  spelled  it  out,  B-r-i-ss-o-n. Robert Brisson." 

 After he  had  listened  quietly  and  given  several  orders,  he  asked  Robert  to join  him  in  a  Schwarzen,  a cup  of  black  coffee,  and  took  him  across  the  street and  around  a  corner  to  his  private  quarters.  Robert was  surprised  but  grateful.  To  have  to  be  alone  now, with  no  one  to  talk  to,  would  have  made  his  steadily growing anxiety for Reid's  well-being unbearable. Yet 33 
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he felt embarrassed when  he  saw the crumpled cushions  on  the  old-fashioned  leather  chaise  longue,  an open  book,  the  plaid  rug  on  the  floor,  all  unmistakable  signs  that  Strubb  bad  already  settled  down  for an  undisturbed evening when  the  call from  his  office had  come in  that a crazy American insisted  on speaking to him right away. 

"You are very kind." 

"I  do  my best."  Strubb  sighed.  'Tve  seen  so  much misery."  He  shook  his  head  and  sighed  again.  "The war was a bitter lesson." 

Robert  glanced at him  sharply. And what were you doing then? he wondered.  Didn't you raise your  hand and  shout,  "Heil!"  when  Germany  annexed  Austria? 

But he  didn't ask.  He had learned  long ago  that there were  no  Nazis,  never had  been,  and  that  those  who had joined  the  party  had  done  so  only  to  protect their  wives  and  children  and  be  able  to  continue  to earn a  living. To  his  surprise  Strubb  answered  his unasked question. 

'1  was  in  a  camp,"  he  said,  "not far  from  here.  In Ebensee. Maybe you know it." 

Who  didn't  know  Ebensee?  Nearly  everyone  who had visited this neighborhood after  the war had been drawn  by  deep  interest,  curiosity,  sensationalism  or grief  to  the  hell  of  Ebensee,  where  slave  laborers from  all over Europe  had  been  herded  through rockfaced entrances into black caverns; and had shuddered at  the  sight  of  the  high  galleries,  carved  into  the hillside, that were  to  be turned into factories for  new and  secret  weapons.  Was  Strubb  telling  the  truth? 

How had he managed to escape death when thousands of workers had been  murdered if  for no  other reason than  that  they  had  helped  to  pack  and  therefore knew  of  the fantastic  treasures  the  Nazis were hiding in the hnmediate neighborhood. 

Robert went  over to  the wall where larger,  framed photos hung in a neat row, There they were-Reid's be

loved  mountains-the  south  wall  of  the  Dachstein, the  Hohe  Tauem,  the  Grossgloclmer,  single  peaks  of the  Mandlwand,  the  Kitzsteinhom,  the  south  ridge 34 
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of the Grosse  Priel in the  Totes  Gebirge, and,  at  the end  of  the  row,  the  Styrean  Alps,  the   Alpenfestung, where  some  Germans  had  hoped  to  make  a  last stand. Here, buried  in  the  mountain  or  sunk  in  the deep  waters  of  lakes, vast  Nazi  treasures  were  still believed to lie undiscovered. 

Strubb came  to  stand next to him. 'That  whole  district,"'  he  said, now  it  grew  during  the  last  weeks of  the  war!  From  about  twenty  thousand  to  nearly ninety  thousand,  all  trying  to  reach  what  seemed safety to them,  And the  worst among them, the $,$,everywhere." 

It's all so  long  ago, Robert  thought, it's  almost  forgotten. In our time, seventeen years equal a thousand. 

Enough  has  happened  since  1945  to  make  all  this sound historical.  I  was  a  boy  then . .  . well,  a  very young man, but Strubb  must have been in his middle thirties  ,  .  • the  same  age  Reid  is  now.  Reid.  What had happened to Reid? 

"What did you want to say?'' Strubb asked. 

'The  more  I  think  about  it,  the  less  I  understand anything."  Robert  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the small room, from window to door,  from door  to window. 

"Your  brother's  message  read  that  he  was  going to  Salzburg  to  meet  a  client.  Since  he  asked  you  to come  to  Zell,  we  can  assume  that  he  was  merely  going to be picked up in  Salzburg.  We  can  also  assume that, since he couldn't get a room at the Nepomuk until Friday,  he  was staying somewhere else.  And  if  he stayed anywhere around here,  we  shall soon know  it." 

Strubb  spoke  with  the  same assurance  he  had shown in  his  office.  "His name  and  passport  number  will  be on the  tourist lists for  the  week. It's  unfortunate  that the  office  was  already closed and we  have  to  wait for the man who has  the  key,  but  he  won't be long." 

Robert  stopped  pacing and sat down  on  the bench running  around  the  green-tiled  stove  that  stood  in  a corner  of  the  room  like  a  guardian  against  winter snow  and  cold,  and  leaned  his  head  against  the small  cast-iron  lid  behind  which  apples  would  stew 35 
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slowly  in  winter,  filling  the  whole  room  with  their pungent  aroma.  It  was  a  strange  sensation  to  feel panic creeping up  on  him-a tightening of the  stomach muscles,  a  constriction  of  the  throat,  an  almost  uncontrollable  desire  to run  out,  to  ask  everyone,  anyone  at  all,  if  he  had  seen  Reid. Don't  be  an  ass,  he told himseH. 

For  the  second time  the  inspector  anticipated  what was  going  on  in  Robert's  mind. "Mr.  Brisson,"  he said,  "I can't knock  on  the  bedroom  doors at the  Nepornuk and wake up the  guests who may be sleeping after a long day's  outing; or  intrude on those who  are just enjoying  their dinner," He looked up, and Robert, following  his  glance,  saw  that  the  little  cuckoo  clock showed  seven  twenty-five. In  :live  minutes  that  damn bird would stick its head out of the  little carved  door and announce the half hour. 

"The  Nepomuk  has  an international  clientele,  quite a  few titled people. We  have  to  treat  them  with  consideration."  Now  there  was  a  sudden  grimness  in his voice. "At any rate,  we  do  until I feel justified in asking a few questions." 

"'Ibe clerk was hesitant about  my posting a  note  in the  hall,  asking  anyone  who  has  seen  or  heard  of Reid Brisson to get in touch with me immediately," 

Strubb  nodded, 'Tm going to check with the border stations. It's possible that your brother's client changed his  plans  and  asked  your brother  to  accompany  him somewhere else. They may have left Austria," 

Something  in  Strubb's  voice  reminded  Robert  of Wendrix-perhaps nothing more than the dry phraseol� 

ogy.  Wendrix's  answer  when  Robert  had  reminded him  that he had managed to get his brother on  a plane on Monday at a  moment's notice. "That was arranged at  the  other  end."  By  whom?  Obvio1.181y  by  Reid's client.  And  suddenly  it  seemed  imperative  to  know who that client was. If  only Reid were not so discreet, he  would  have  mentioned  the name  of  the  man  he was going to see, and there wouldn't be  any difficulty about it now. Of couxse he could call Reid's ofilce • • •  
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 no,  he couldn't.  It was  Saturday.  He  would  have  to wait until Monday, and by then . . . 

 The  door  of  the  clock  flew  open,  the  bird  not  only stuck  out its  head,  but  also  flapped  two  tiny  wooden wings,  cuckooed  loudly  once,  then,  with  a  click,  disappeared. 

 "I  tell  you,  he's  here,"  Robert  said,  as  if  the  inspector  had  just  categorically  denied  the  assumption.  "I can  always  trust  my  feelings.  Somehow  I  know  he's here." 

 "The client or your brother?" 

 "My brother, of course.  I have no feeling about the client. Are you laughing at me?" 

 ''Not  at  all."  Strubb  blew  out  a  cloud  of  blue smoke.  "I  believe  in  hunches.  No  doctor,  no  policeman  would  be  any  good  if he  didn't  have  them  once in a while, and follow them through." 

 There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  a  young gendarme  came  in.  'We've  checked  all  the  lists,"  he said.  "The  name  Reid  Alan  Brisson  isn't  on  any  of them." 

 Robert  said  nothing.  What  was  there  to  say?  He watched the  inspector go out with the  young  officerthe  way  they  walked  was  ahnost  identical.  He  could hear  them  talking outside the  door,  but he  didn't  try to  listen  to  what  was  being  said.  After  a  couple  of minutes, Strnbb  came back and sat down  in the  armchair opposite Robert.  "I have asked that  the borders be checked,  but that  will take  some  time.  Tell  me,  is it  possible  that  your  brother  might  have  traveled under an assumed name?'' 

 The  idea  of  Reid  hiding  his  identity  behind  false papers  was  ahnost  comical.  Robert  laughed,  laughed loudly  and  harshly,  began  to  cough,  and  fell  silent. 

 "There  is  of course  the  possibility,"  Strubb  mused, 

 "that  your brother  and  his  client  decided to  do  some climbing  around  here."  He  rose,  walked  over  to  his desk  and  began  to  leaf  through  a  calendar.  'We've had  comparatively  good  weather  all  week.  What  did you say were your brother's favorites?" 

 For  a  moment  Robert  thought  he  couldn't  remem-37 
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ber  the names  of  the  mountains Reid  liked  to climb, but his memory  was  too  well trained not  to respond automatically.  "The  Grosse  Friel.  The  north  wall  of the Schermberg." 

"Both  in the Totes Gebirge.  Either from Grunau  or the Almtaler House. Go on." 

"The Mandlkogel," 

"In  that  case  he  would  have  driven  to  Gosau  or Hallstadt." 

Robert  looked  at  Strubb.  "You  know  your  mountains." 

"I  was  born  here  and  I  love  them.  VI/hen  I  was young . .  ," 

But  Robert  cut him short.  "When  Reid  didn't meet me  in  Salzburg,  my  first  thought  was  that  he  must have  gone climbing  and  got  held  up  somehow,  but no-he's much too experienced a climber to have tackled anything difficult like that without getting in shape first  and  used  to  the  change  in  altitude."  And  the sight of  a  broken  rope  dangling  over  the  sharp  ledge of  a  rock,  Reid lying  somewhere  with  every  bone  in his body broken, fog descending so quickly there was no chance for  orientation,  Reid  groping  for  the  way and reaching  into emptiness, vanished from his mind. 

"The  call,"  he  said.  '1nspector,  you've  forgotten to  do  something  about  the  call.  I  told  you,  didn't I,  that  it  was  interrupted  quite  suddenly?  That  night I thought nothing of it. Everything  important  seemed to have been said. But now . . .  " 

Strubb  stepped  away  from  the  desk,  rubbing  his knuckles. "I  haven't  forgotten the call,  and  I am well aware of the fact that your brother could have phoned from Zell and  not  been  staying  here.  He  could  have been passing through and phoned from a public booth, a  restaurant,  the  lobby  of  a  hotel.  I  just  thought  we might  check  and  eliminate  other  possibilities  while we are waiting  for  the  report  from  the  central  telephone office. I'll try them again." 

His face was a mask, inscrutable, bored, the face of a  poker  player,  as  he listened  without  speaking,  but 38 
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 when he put  the receiver down and turned to Robert, 

 it  expressed  the  alertness  of  a  boy.  "They  were  just 

 going  to  ring  me.  Your brother's  call was  placed  in  a 

cafe, from a pay booth.  Let's  go." 
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THE CAFE w AS situated on a small side street, yet it was close enough to some of the bigger hotels so that one could  hear  the  music  being played  on  their  terraces and feel the breeze  from  the  lake,  on  which  sailboats and rowboats glided peacefully. The fat beeswax candles in the showcase, the ceramic madonnas, the highstemmed  platters  with  their  creamy  tortes,  cookies, and chocolates, all were typical. There was  the  small counter  where  one  could  make  one's  choice  of  the delicacies offered,  and a bar, complete with an Italian espresso machine, and one of those glass  bowls  in  an iron  stand  that  miraculously  measures  the  exact amount of wine into your glass. Two steps down from the  bar,  an  oval  space  with  tables  opened up,  and  a door to the right led to the washroom. 

"Sit  down,"  Strubb  said,  "'and  order  something  to eat.  The kitchen at the  Nepomuk  may  be  closed by the time you get back." He left Robert alone at a table close to the bar. 

In spite of the late hour, there were quite a few people,  most  of  them  natives,  with  a  sprinkling  of  foreigners  who  could  be  easily  recognized-the  men  by the newness of their green and gray jackets, the women by  the  self-consciousness  with  which  they  wore  their unaccustomed  dirndls.  A  waitress  put  rolls  and  a platter of  cold-cuts down  in front  of  Robert.  "That's all  we  have,"  she  said  apologetically. •we  don't  go in much  for  food,  but the raspberry tart's  very  good, and rll put an extra portion of whipped cream on it." 
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Robert  shook  his  head, but  to  his  surprise  found be  could  eat  and  had  almost  finished  before  Strubb came back, followed by a buxom young blond woman. 

With her two heavy  braids spun like a wreath around her  head, she  looked  as  if  she  had  just  stepped  out of the  cast of  The White Horse Inn, and  when he took a  second look at  her,  he  saw  that, · in  a  conventional way, she was very pretty, with a perfectly shaped face, clear  gray  eyes,  and  smooth,  silky  skin.  But  the  tension that swept through  him like a tide, now  weaker, now  stronger, made  him  resent  everything  he  might otherwise  have found enjoyable, He  managed a smile. 

"I just told  the  Herr Inspektor  that f m  never  here before  nine  in  the  morning.  Why  should  I  look  at empty  tables?  It  would  only  depress me."  She  spoke gently,  as  if  she  had  been  taught  or  knew  by  instinct that in  the  long  ron  nothing  soothed  a man  so much as a woman's indefatigable gentleness. "Besides, I need my sleep. I work late every evening, and I have to  take  care  of  my  house  before  I  come  here.  The telephone  people  must  have  made  a  mistake.  It wouldn't be the first time." 

"A  mistake is out of the  question," said Strubb, and the  impatience  in  his  voice  made  it  obvious  that  he had  said  so  before. "Now  try  to  remember,  Frau Huber. Didn't  you  see an American on Friday rooming who resembles this man here?" 

The  young woman scanned Robert fleetingly. "Now, Herr Inspektor,  that doesn't make  sense.  How  could  I have  seen  anyone  when  I  wasn't  here?  You  know  as well  as  I  do  that  the  cafe  is  never  open  until  nine. 

Sometimes later." 

"Not true!" 

It  sounded  more  like  the  growl  of  a  dog  than  a human voice. From behind the  bar a face popped into view,  like  a cork  shot from a bottle, one  of  those  corks decorated  with  a  carved,  grinning  little  bead.  ·my, Anton,"' said  Strubb, "what did you say?" 

"Eavesdropping again, Anton?'' Frau Huber laughed as if this were an old joke between them. 'Well, come on out." 
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The  creature  who  now  emerged  from  behind  the bar was  no  taller than  a  twelve-year-old  boy,  yet  his hair  was  white,  his  face  wrinkled.  He  wore  a  green apron and held his hands folded across  it  as if bracing himself  against  any  eventuality.  "Not  true,"  he  repeated  solemnly.  "She  . . .  she  . . .  she  told me," he swallowed,  "first of . . .  of . . .  of July,  clean  up  . . . 

clean  up  mornings."  He unfolded  his  hands,  reached with one  under his apron and pulled forth  a key. 

Frau Huber tapped a finger against her forehead. '1 

forgot,"  and  Robert  couldn't  tell if  she  was  speaking the  truth  or  trying  to  cover  a  lie.  "But  he's  right.  I did tell him  last  week  that I wanted him to  clean  in the  mornings.  It  gets  too  late  in  the  evening."  She turned to face  the  little man.  "Well,  speak up,  Anton. 

Tell us what happened." 

Anton  hopped  forward,  rather  like  a  rabbit,  and peered at  Robert.  He had large dark eyes, quite beautiful  eyes,  even  though  they protruded  a  little.  After what seemed a long time, he nodded. "S-s-same man." 

Robert could only measure the extent of his tension by the relief that filled him. At last,  someone who had seen  Reid,  had  seen  him  on  Friday rooming.  Impulsively  he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  touch  Anton,  but Anton  hopped  out  of  reach . .. 

Come  back."  Robert 

spoke gently.  "It wasn't I,  Anton,  but my brother.  We do look rather alike." 

Anton  nodded.  "Now  I  see.  Nose  different,  mouth diHerent, chin . . . " 

Rob,�rt interrupted him. "Now,  my  brother wanted to . . . 

Frau Huber leaned toward  the  inspector to  whisper something  Robert  couldn't  understand,  and  Strubb motioned  to  him  to  be  silent.  "Tell  us  in  your  own words what you saw, Anton." 

"I  was  cleaning,"  Anton  stammered,  pointing  to the  bar.  "Behind there.  I did not hear the door  open, I  did  not  know  somebody  was  there  until  he  spoke. 

'Where  . . .  where  is  the  telephone?'  he  said,  and  his eyes  looked  all  over  the  place.  But  there  is  only  one telephone, in . . .  in the little office." 
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"Didn't I give  you  strict  orders never to let anyone go  in therer In spite of the reproach in her  question, Frau Huber's  voice  sounded  as gentle as ever.  Anton, too intent now on telling his story, ignored her. 

"I showed him, and he went past me and he saw the coffee  machine  and  he  smiled  and  said,  'Would  you 

:6x me  a  cup  of  coffee?'  He  was  in  the  office  a  long time, and I was afraid the coffee would get cold and I canied  it in to him, and he smiled  at me again  and drank it and then be got up and paid me and he was almost out when suddenly he turned back and asked me-can  he  try  again?  And  he  went  into  the  office again • .  ," 

Yes,  thought  Robert,  the  description  tallied.  He hadn't answered the first time the telephone had rung, assuming  it  was  the  crank who  had  threatened  him, but when  his  phone  had  rung again, twenty minutes later, he had  picked up the receiver. "And then?" 

Anton shook his head. 

"You didn't hear him talk?'' 

Again Anton shook his head. 

''What did be say when he left?" 

Again  Anton  moved  bis  head  from  side  to  side slowly,  then  quite  unexpectedly  he  spoke  again, rapidly  now,  as  if  he  had  thought  over  every  word during  his  silence,  and how   to  speak without  hesitation.  "I  had  much  work,"  he  said,  "in  the  cellar.  I could not wait.  When I came back,  he was  gone." 

The inspector  leaned  forward.  "Can you  remember how  long  you  were  in  the  cellar?  Twenty  minutes? 

Half an hour? An hour?" 

"Half an hour." 

"And you  didn't see or hear anything? Nobody else entered the cafe while you were downstairs?" 

"I don't know." 

So  they  were  back  where  they  had  started.  They had  achieved  nothing;  they  hadn't  even  solved  the question  where  Reid  had  spent  the  days  and  nights after his  arrival.  Robert  tried  to  suppress  a  sigh,  but Anton  noticed  his  deep  disappointment.  "S-s-sorry," 

he  stammered,  "but  such  a  lot  of  noise.  Buses  and 43 
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cars.  I  did  not  even hear  the  gentleman move  overhead. " 

"How was he dressed?'' 

Anton  looked  surprised.  "Like  everyone.  Leather shorts. White  shirt. Green  hat.  Knee-stockings.  Heavy shoes." 

"He  sees more than I thought." Frau Huber seemed genuinely  astonished.  She  was  looking  at  Anton  as if she had never seen him before. 

"Did he carry a knapsack?" 

Anton frowned. "I don't remember." 

"Ropes?'' 

'Tm not  sure." 

Robert looked at  the inspector.  Strubb  rose. "Thank you,  Anton. You were very helpful. Sorry  to   have had to   bother you, Frau Huber." 

"It's quite all right, Herr Inspektor." 

Once  outside,  they  walked  slowly  toward  the  lake. 

Big buses £lled  with people who had  spent the day  or evening  in  Salzburg  passed  them,  the  lights  of  cars flickered  in  every  direction,  but  on  the  promenade along the shore, it was quiet. Here even the swans were asleep. 

"Do  you  think  Anton  is  keeping  something  from us?" 

The inspector sat  down  on  one  of the  benches  and stretched  his  legs.  "I  couldn't  tell  you."  He  spoke heavily. "There  are  times  when  he  isn't  quite  clear in the head, then  he  mns  off  and  hides  in  the  mountains like  a wounded animal. At  other times, he11 behave like a perfectly  normal person. He was a healthy child before  the war,  then  a  sadistic Nazi got hold  of him and  forced him  to  act like  a  dog.  He  never grew an inch after it was all over, and he began to stammer. 

He  isn't  an  old  man,  you  know.  I  think  he's  younger than you are." 

For  just  a  moment  Robert  tried   to   imagine  the horrors Anton must have endured, until his own problems  overwhehned  him  again.  "And  the  young woman,  Mrs.  Huber? What  kind  of  a  person  is  she? 

Can she be trusted?'' 
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 "Trusted?"  Strubb  shook  his  head.  "There  are 

 not  many people I would  trust.  Tell  me, is  it possible 

 that  your  brother  might  have  stayed  with  friends 

 somewhere privately?" 

 "He  had  no  friends in  Austria,  not that I lmow of." 

 "Perhaps there was a woman?" 

 Robert  stared  at  the  moonlight  that  seemed  to  be 

 Hoating  down  from  the  snow-capped  mountains  to 

 dance across the water. \Vhen had he felt that he really 

 didn't  know  his  brother?  Was  it  only  two  nights  ago 

 when,  with  the  words  of  his  father's  letter  engraved 

 on his mind, he had  asked himself what kind of a man 

 Reid really  was? 

 "A woman?'' 

 "Is that so impossible?"' 

 What had happened since Reid's divorce?  How had 

 he  compensated  for  it?  "Don't  bother,"  said  Strubb, 

 when  Robert  didn't  answer.  "I  understand  that  one 

 can  be  very close  yet  know  very  little  actually  about 

 one another.  Well,  let's  turn  in.  There's nothing more 

 we  can  do  tonight.  Tomorrow  I'll  get  in  touch  with 

 the  guides.  One  of  them  might  know  where  your 

 brother went or  if  he  made  any inquiries.  And  by  tomorrow  we'll  know  definitely  if  he's  still  in  Austria." 

 He  rose.  "One  more  question,  if  you  don't  mind-did 

 your brother have enemies?" 

 "As  far  as  I know,  everyone  liked him.  He's not  a 

 trial lawyer.  He's a corporation  lawyer and deals only 

 with business matters." 

 "I  didn't  mean  it  professionally,  not  necessarily. 

 Anyone  can  have  enemies.  Want  me  to  drive  you 

 back?" 

 'Thanks,  no.  The  clerk  at  the  Nepomuk  arranged 

 for  a car  for  me.  I've  got  it parked  near  the  station." 
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ALREADY,  AS  A  CHILD,  Robert  had  formed  the  habit of  talking  to  himself.  "Now  you  stop  that, "  Odessa had warned him  time after  time.  "Folks  gonna  think you're  crazy  as  a  March  wind. "  Reid  too  had  found it  embarrassing to  have  his  kid  brother  heard  speaking loudly   to   no  one  in  particular  and  had  felt  compelled to explain to his friends, "Bob's alone too much. 

His voice sort  of  keeps him  company. " Which,  in  an age of radio and television, sounded even crazier. 

"Enemies, " Robert  muttered as he  drove  off  in  the little  Volkswagen.  ''\Vhat  nonsense!  You  don't  know Reid. "  He  was  talking  to  the  inspector  as  if  he were  sitting  with  him  in  the  car.  It  was  absurd  to think  that  Reid  could  be  mixed  up  in  anything  like foul  play. But  the  call  . . . Could it  have been interrupted by  force?  By  whom?  Anton?  Reid  could  have fought  off  that  poor  little  wretch ·with  one  hand.  Or that  woman  who  had  wanted  them   to   believe  that the cafe was never open before nine o'clock? Or someone  connected  with  her?  And  suddenly  he  knew he  would  go  crazy  if  he  continued  to  think  in  this direction.  "Stop thinking altogether, "  he  told  himself. 

"Tomorrow you'll have some definite facts." 

There  were few things Robert couldn't do when  he was determined. Now  he made his mind go blank and began to  relax.  Shortly before  the  tum  to  the  Nepomuk,  the  beams  of  his  headlights  picked  up  a  jeep pulled  off  on the  right  side of  the  road.  As  he  drew closer,  he  could see  a  girl  kneeling  beside  one  of  the 46 
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front  wheels,  trying  to  get  it  off.  He  drove  past  her slowly,  slowly  enough  for  her  to  hail  him  if  she wanted  to,  but  she  didn't  even  turn  her  head, apparently thinking it safer not to ask the help of a stranger at  this  time  of  night.  Robert  drove  on,  but  after  a few  hundred  yards,  stepped  on  the  brake  and  reversed  his  car until be  reached  the  jeep  once  more. 

"Need any assistance?" 

He  spoke  German,  and  the  girl,  rising  from  her knees,  nodded.  ''I'd  be  very  grateful.  Someone  must have  taken  my  flashlight. Do  you  happen  to  have one?" 

Her voice was surprisingly melodious with a warmth and  tenderness  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  occasion,  and  Robert  caught  himseli. It  was  a  long time since he had been touched by a girl's voice. 

He  opened  the  glove  compartment  of  his  car without  much hope,  but  however  asinine  the clerk  at the Nepomuk  had  seemed,  he  was  certainly  meticulous about the cars the  hotel got for  its  guests. There  was a small  pack  of  Kleenex,  a  road  map of  the  district, a  pair  of  cheap  sunglasses,  and  a  flashlight-a  flashlight  that  worked.  He  got  out  of  the car and, walking toward the  girl,  shone it directly on  her. First  on  her feet,  which  were small  and  well-shaped,  then on  her legs,  two  slender  pillars  with  the  right  curves  in  the right  places,  up  across  a  full  blue  skirt,  gathered  at the  narrow  waist,  just  under  a  black  velvet  bodice with  a  square  neckline  into  which  a  handkerchief of  the  same  blue  silk  material  as  the  skirt  had  been neatly folded.  A few daisies were pinned to it.  Always 

 trust a daisy. A thin, high-pitched voice rang through his  memory.  For  a  moment  he  saw  the  old  woman from  the  waiting  room  in  Idlewild  lean  forward  to pick the flower from Bill Wendrix's lapel. Had he been given  her  seat  on  the  Munich  plane  on  purpose? 

Then  he  reminded  himself  sharply  that  he  was  not to speculate about Reid's caH and disappearance again until  tomorrow  moming  and,  deciding  to  take  the old woman's  advice,  he  let the  beam of  his  flashlight continue  to wander  up  the  girl's  tanned  neck,  across 47 
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a  piece  of peasant  jewelry-a  wide,  square  clasp  on three  delicate  gold  chains-and,  under  the  brim  of  a black  felt  hat  that  resembled  a  formal  opera  hat with the  top  lopped off,  he  saw  the  childlike  face  of an early madonna. 

The girl  stretched out a long.fingered  hand  to  take the  :flashlight from  him.  ''I'll  hold  it.  A  pity  the  road is  too narrow  to turn your  car or  you  could  light  up the wheel. Look,  I got  the cap  off but the screws  are fastened too tightly." 

He picked  up  the  wrench  and  had  them  off  in  no time,  but  when  he  tried  to  move  the  wheel  he  saw that he didn't have  enough space.  "You haven't  got it jacked up high enough." 

As  he  turned  around  to  look  at  her,  his  face  came into  the  full  circle  of  the  flashlight.  The  light  went out,  and  for  a  moment  they  were  left  in  complete dar!mess. "I hope the battery isn't . .  ," 

"How  stupid  of  me.  I  must  have  . . . "  Her  voice was  scarcely  audible,  but  then  it  regained  volume. 

"Here we are." 

The  light  came  on  again,  forming  a  gold  circle  on the  ground. Robert  walked  back  to  the  jeep. It  was an  old car,  at  least ten years old,  and  the jack under• 

neath the axle  wouldn't  budge.  He  stretched  out  ful] 

length on the ground to  take a closer look but couldn't move  it,  however hard he tried.  "This  isn't  the right jack, is it?'' 

"No. But it's all I  have." She sounded strangely desperate. 

"Don't  be  upset,"  Robert  told  her,  brushing  some of  the  dirt  from  the  road  off  his  shirt.  "Let's  leave the car here.  There's  nothing  we  can do  now. \Vb.ere do  you live? I'll drive you home." 

"Maybe  the  garage  near  Zell  could  send  a  mechanic." 

"It's closed. I just passed it." He came to stand next to  her. "I  won't  kidnap  you.  Where  do  you  live? 

Come  on." He  put  his  hand  gently  under her  elbow to lead  her across  the  road  to  where  he  had  parked 48 
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 the  Volkswagen,  but  the  girl  sprang  away  from 

 him  as if a snake were uncoiling to  strike her. 

 'Tm  sorry."  Robert  stepped  back,  sudden  irritation 

 rising  in  him. "Look,  I   didn't  mean  any  hann.  I  was 

 merely trying to help." 

 "Help?'' 

 There had been a time when Christine had believed 

 with  a  child's  unquestioning  faith  that  of  all  people 

 on earth, Robert Brisson could be relied upon for help. 

The   first time  she  had  seen  him,  it  had  been  a  dark 

 evening in February,  with  sleet  coming  down  so  hard 

 it seemed  as if  the windowpanes  would  never be able 

 to  keep  out  the  cold  and  damp.  She  was  trying  to 

 fasten a towel  to the curtain rod to  protect her mother's  bed  from  the  draft  when  she  heard  the  knock 

 on the  door  and,  after a minute's  hesitation,  answered 

 it.  A  tall,  blue-eyed  young  man  stood  in  the  small 

 corridor.  Everything about  him  seemed  healthy  and 

 gay. 

 "I  wonder  if  you  could  help  me,"  he  said.  "I'm 

 looking for  Mr. von Tanner." 

 J\fy father  is  not here  at  present,"  she   had  replied, 

 out we are expecting him any moment." 

It   seemed  that  he  became  aware  of  the  fact  that 

 he  had  spoken  in  English  only  when  she  replied  in 

 his  language,  then he stared at her   in   surprise,  looked 

 her up and down and  laughed  and  complimented  her 

 on  her  good  accent,  as  if  he  hadn't  expected  to  find 

 a  little Austrian  girl   in   a tenement  building  speaking 

 flawless English. 

"May I  wait?" 

 She had  taken her time about answering.  Somehow 

 she  had  not  wanted  him  to  enter  the  room,  to  see 

 how  poorly  they  were  living,  yet  she  hadn't  wanted 

 him  to  go  away  either,  and  finally  she  had  nodded 

 and  held  the  door  open  for  him  to  enter.  At  once 

 he  had  seen  what  she  had  been  trying  to  do  and 

 gone  over  to  the  window  and  fixed  the  towel  firmly 

 in  place.  Then  he  had  turned  around,  taken  in  the 

 room with a  glance,  shaken his  head  and knelt  down 

 in  front  of  the  ugly  little  cast-iron  stove  and  shoved 
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into  it  all the  wood  that  was  left  in  the  basket,  and she  hadn't  stopped  him.  Only  when  the  flames  be

gan  to  dance  and hiss  had  she  spoken. "That  wood was meant to last aII week." 

"Don't  worry,"  he  said.  "There'll  be  a  basket  of wood every day." 

"Briquettes would be better." 

"Briquettes, then." 

Of  course  she  would  never  have  reproached  him for  using  up  all  the  wood  nor  mentioned  that  coal was more practical if  she had believed  for  a moment that he  meant  what he said.  The remark had slipped out.  But  after  that,  every  rooming  when  she  awoke and opened the door, there it was-a pail full of hard, black  coal.  Her  mother  and  she  had  made  up  some 

 story   that  the  welfare  people  were  finally  trying  to help. 

Help? thought Christine. 

Around the comer from where they lived there had been  a  butcher  shop,  and  on  her  way  home  from school  one  day,  she  had watched  a  truck pull  up  at the curb,  a truck filled with cuts  of  meat-hams,  sausages. The driver had left his place to help the butcher carry  his  supply  into  the  store.  When  both men had disappeared,  she  had  spotted  a  wreath  of  the  most beautiful  little  sausages  and  before  she  knew  what she  was  doing,  she  had reached  out and  snatched  it. 

Then, instead  of  running,  she  had  stood,  overcome by  the delicious  feeling  of  the  sausages  in  the palm of her hand as  she  let them slide  through her :Sngers like a  string  of pearls.  The butcher  had  caught  her, yelled at her, called her a dirty little thief, threatened to tell her father,  to  notify the police.  He was  shaking her roughly when Brisson's voice made him stop. 

"You  let  them  drop  from  your  load.  She  was  just picking  them  up,  weren't  you,  Christl?"  And  he  had paid  for  them  and taken  her  by  the  hand  and  led her  away.  For  a  while  neither  of  them  had  spoken. 

Finally  she had  said, i didn't pick  them  up.  I  took them from the truck when no one was looking." 

He nodded. 
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"You knew?" 

"Yes." 

'Then you lied for me." 

"Of course .... 

'Tm sorry. I'm sorry too that I made you lie." 

Much  later,  when  he  had  taken  her  to  a  cafe  and ordered  hot  chocolate  and whipped cream  and  called over  the  waiter  in  charge  of  a  tray  with  all  sorts  of tortes and  cookies and  little  open  sandwiches,  he  had put  his  large  sunburned  hand over  hers. "I  want you to  promise  something,  Christl.  I  want  you  to  promise to  come  to  me  if  there  is  anything  you  need  or  want badly-medicine  for  your  mother,  something  to  eat, rent money-and if possible, I will help you." 

"But  I  hardly  know  you,"  she  said.  "You're  a stranger. How  can  I  accept anything  from  you?  The coal . . .  " 

"I'm your friend." 

"Friend?" 

"'Didn't you ever have one?" 

"I  don't think so." 

''\Vhat I  mean  is-you  can  trust  me,  even  if  you've done  something  wrong.  Friends  don't  judge,  you know;  they  merely  try to help each  other. Sometimes they can,  sometimes  they  just advise,  sometimes  they even  criticize,  but  they're  always  there  for  the  other person  in  case  of  need  or  loneliness. Do  you  understand?" 

"Yes." 

"But you don't believe it?" 

''Does that mean that I can rely on you?" 

"Exactly." 

She had drunk the chocolate  and  eaten  a huge  meringue  with  whipped  cream  and  had  been  violently sick  later,  not  because  of  the  unaccustomed  food  but because  she had suddenly  known what people  meant when  they  said  they  were  in  love. And  as  the  weeks passed  into  spring,  her  whole  life  seemed  to  change. 

\Vhereas  before  it  had  been  limited  to  home  and school  and  the  duties  imposed  by  poverty  and  her mother's  siclmess,  it  now  held  a  richness  she  had 51 
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never  imagined-the  vast  depth  and  endless  breadth and dizzy  heights  of dreams.  Cleaning, nursing, cooking,  washing,  became  merely  things  to  do  with  her hands  while  her  mind  wandered. To  eat  or  not  to eat  did  not  matter  the  way  it  once  had.  Her  father's  desperation  could  no  longer  reach  her  and  she became  convinced  that  her  mother  would  wake  up one day healthy  and  gay.  Then,  just  as  love had unexpectedly  entered  her  life,  disaster swept over  it,  a disaster  so   complete  that  at  first  she  didn't  even  remember  that  she  had  a  friend  to  turn  to,  that  there was someone who would help-Robert Brisson. 

She laughed bitterly. "You're  the  last  man  on  earth from whom I would accept help." 

The  words  had  left  her  lips  before  she  was  fully aware  of  having  spoken  them,  and  she  would  have given anything not  to have  said  them.  How  childish, how  unbelievably  childish  and  sentimental  of  her. 

Vaguely she hoped she had just whispered them,  that he hadn't  understood,  but  she  saw  him  draw  back, startled.  "What  have  I  done?  It's  not  a  crime  to  be polite, is it?'' 

She  stood very straight,  but even then  she  scarcely reached to bis  shoulder. "I am Cluistine Tanner." 

"Christine Tanner?" My brain isn't working, thought Robert. I  can't  be  that  tired.  But  this  doesn't  make sense. She  talks  as  if  she'd  met  me  before,  as  if  her name  must  mean  something  to me, and dammit  .  .  . 

it does. But . . . 

He's forgotten, thought Christine. He's  forgotten all about  it. It  never  touched  him.  I  never  meant  anything   to   him.  Why  didn't  I keep  silent?  Why  didn't I let it  pass? He couldn't possibly have  recognized me. 

"Never mind." 

"Oh no. You  just  said I'd be the last  man on  earth from  whom  you'd  accept  help.  I'm  much  too  vain not to  feel insulted and  much  too curious not to want to find out why I'm  such a pariah." 

"It all happened so long ago." 

"What?" 

"Vienna," she said. "Vienna, 1955." 
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1955?  He  had  hoped  to  be  sent  to  Korea;  instead his orders had taken him to  Vienna, a city he  knew so well,  where  there was  nothing new to  see,  no  strange, fresh,  exciting  atmosphere,  no  unfamiliar  people,  no new  mentalities  to  explore  . . . Vienna  . . . "Good heavens!  I  was  your  father's  pupil.  Then  you  must be the  little girl  . . . " A little girl  in  a  patched dress  that was too  short for  her, a little  girl  with  a heart-shaped face out of which enormous dark eyes  stared hungrily at the  canned food he placed  on  the  rickety table  in their makeshift kitchen. 

Suddenly  the  past  came  rushing  back. Because  of his knowledge  of  languages,  he  had  been  attached  to C.I.C. There  had  been  a  man  . . .  a  man  called  . . . 

called George. That was it-George Leiter, whom they had  suspected  of  being  an  Austrian  agent  for  the Russians.  During the  last months of  the  war, the  Nazi Alpenfestung   in the Styrean  Alps  had  housed  among other  things  one  of  the  most  secret  underwater  research  stations of  the  German  Navy. There  had  been the  fantastic  idea  of  taking  Gibraltar  by  underwater craft.  They  had  tested  their  missiles  around  Lake Toplitz.  Jagged  holes  tom  in  the  black  walls  of  the mountains  still  bore  witness  to  this. But  when  the Nazi  Gotterdiimmet'ung  had finally set in,  top  German rocket  scientists  were  supposed  to  have  hidden  their designs  in  the  lake  or  in  the  caves  above  the  water. 

For years they had been the object of  search by everyone,  the  Americans,  the  English,  the  French,  the  Russians.  The  mountains  had  been  combed,  divers  had been  sent  to  the  bottom  of  the  Toplitz  and  Aussee lakes. They had found boxes  filled with forged English banknotes  that had  been intended to  wreak havoc  on the  world  currency  markets,  crates  with  gold  ingots, jewels,  valuable  church  reliques,  but  nothing  compared  with  what  was  still  rumored  to  be  concealed. 

When  Robert  had  been  stationed  in  Austria,  none  of the  scienti£c  data  had  yet  hrrned  up.  Then  suddenly C.I.C.  had  been  informed  that  the  designs  for  the German  underwater  missile  had  been  found,  and George  Leiter  had  been  suspected  of  involvement. 
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From him, one trail had led to a shabby tenement and up five flights to  Leopold, Count Tanner. 

The  tortured  cough  from  behind  the  curtain;  the tall,  aristocratic  man  frantic  with  worry  about  his wife  and  child.  They  had  read  European  history  together . . .  Winckelmann. , . .  Tanner,  Leopold Tanner. 

When  his  living  quarters  had been  searched,  a  letter addressed to Leiter had been found between the pages of the still folded evening paper on Tanner's desk. 

"Christine  Tanner,"  he  said.  "Christl."  And  he  let his eyes  wander  over her  once  more,  just as  intently as before, when she had :6rst attracted him, but searching  this  time  in  the  young  woman  for  the  child  he had known and forgotten. "How lovely you are!" 

Christine didn't answer. 

"Tell  me,"  he  said,  "tell  me  what  happened  in  all these years after . . .  " 

Tell him how she had trusted him implicitly?  How she had waited for him after her fathers  arrest,  hanging  out  the  window,  scanning  the  street,  running to the comer, trying to convince herself that he would stand by them, that he had promised to  be her friend whatever  happened  and  that  she  could  rely  on  him to keep his  promise? How  she had  refused to  believe that he had declined to appear as  a character witness for her father? 

'Tm  afraid  your  interest  comes  seven  years  too late." 

11ie  bitterness in her voice stunned him.  'What  do you mean?" 

In  spite  of  herself,  she  spoke.  "Don't  you  really know?  Don't  you know  that  you broke  a  promise,  a promise  you  gave  to  a child  who  worshiped  you and believed  every  word  you said? But when we  needed you most . .  ," She tried to  stop herself, but couldn't. 

"Of course I was sure you would help us." 

Vaguely he began to recall how he bad felt  at the time- angry  with  her  father  for  having  involved  him in  such  a mess. Tanner should never have pleaded to have him called  as  a  character witness.  Of  course he had  had  to  refuse  to  appear.  It had  all  been  highly 54 
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disagreeable  and  embarrassing. He  had  felt  that  Tanner  had let him down. 'Row could IP" he said. 

"I  know,"  she  interrupted  him. "But  I  didn't  lmow it then, not until it was pointed out to me later that,  in your  position as an  officer  in the C.I.C., you  wouldn't want  to  get involved. You  were afraid.  I  understand." 

"You certainly hate me," 

"Not  any  longer."  Her  voice  was  cold,  no  passion in  it, just  cold. 'Tm  sorry. I shouldn't have mentioned it If we hadn't met so unexpectedly . . .  I'm very sorry. 

I thought I'd forgotten all about it." 

'Then let me drive you home." 

"No,  thank  you. I'll get  to  Dienten  somehow."  And she  ran  out  onto  the  highway,  holding  up  her  hand to  stop  a  car  that  was  coming  from  the  direction  of the Nepomuk. 

The  lights  were  still  on  downstairs  when  Christine came  home.  She  quickened  her  steps.  She  hadn't  yet learned  to  master  her  uneasiness  when  she  had  to leave  her  father  along  all  day,  but  there  was  nothing she  could  do  about  it.  They  needed  the  money  she earned.  Normally  she  returned  late  in  the  afternoon and cooked dinner for  the  two of them,  but  today she was  on  duty  until  ten.  Before  she  opened  the  door she  tried  to  look  through  one  of  the  small  windows to  see  if  by  chance  he  was  asleep  in  his  chair  and she should be  careful not to waken him,  but  this year the  geraniums  in  their  green  boxes  were  blooming  so profusely  that,  like  curtains,  they  cut  off  any  view. 

She  entered  the  living  room  and  saw  that  he  was awake, sitting on one of the  old painted chests opposite the huge  annoire  in  which  he  kept  his  guns.  He  was cleaning  his  favorite  rifle,  a  Manlicher-Schonauer carbine. 

"Still up? Did you have a good day?" 

"I  put  in  a  lot  of  work,"  Tanner  told  her  without looking up. "Got some hay in." 

Christine  bent  down  to  kiss  him.  "I  can  still  smell it. Which patch did you cut?" 

"The top one." 

 ss 
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«Oh." She would have liked to mow that one herself. 

The top  little  patch  of  green  pasture,  just  below  the southwest wall of the mighty  Hochkonig,  was  her  favorite  spot.  In  spring it was  a  carpet woven by  hundreds of wild flowers; in summer young goats pranced with  crazy  little  steps between  the boulders,  annoying  the  cows;  in  autumn  you could huddle in  one  of the hayshelters, huilt  squarely from the trunks  of firs, with  a  roof  weighted  down  by  heavy  stones  against the  savage  winds;  and  in  winter,  if  you  knew  your way  and  didn't  want  to  take  any  of  the  ordinary routes,  you  could  start  skiing  from  up  there,  down the  steep  hillside,  through  the  narrow  icy  path  between a stand  of trees, to the meadow below, through another  stand  of  trees,  and  so  on,  until  you  reached the wide meadow where their house stood. 

"I brought down some fresh bread. Are you hungry?" 

"No,  thank  you,"  said  Christine, but  she  smiled  as she thought of old Lise who  lived  on the   Alm   in the summers  to keep an  eye  on the cows and goats. Lise would never bake bread before noon because she believed  firmly  that dough  rose  well  only  when  it  had been  put  in  the  bed  she  had  just  evacuated,  undisturbed, in  even warmth,  and  covered  with  her heavy eiderdown. 

"I didn't hear the jeep," said Tanner,  dipping  a corner of his rag into a dish of oil that stood next to him on the chest. 

"I  had  to  leave  it  on  the  road. A tire blew. Some people from the Nepomuk drove me home." 

'Who?" 

Christine  sighed. Her  father would never  get  used to  having  her  grown  up  and  able  to  take  care  of herself. "One of the guests," she said. 

Tanner  said  nothing.  Christine  knew that  he  disapproved  of almost  everything  she  did,  of  her  working at  the  Nepomuk,  of  her  driving  alone  at  night,  of her seeing  people  who  had  not been  properly  introduced to  him,  and that his  silence  was  a  way  of  expressing  it.  But  tonight  she  didn't mind  the  lull that had  fallen between  them.  Her  thoughts  were  too  oc-56 
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cupied  with  the  unexpected  encounter  with  Robert Brisson. How long had he been here? How long would he stay?  And what  would  her  father  do  if  they  ever met?  Should  she  tell  him  or  not?  It  might  bring  on one  of  those  dreadful  nightmares  which  had  lately happened only about once a month. She  remembered the  one  two  nights  ago  and  shuddered.  The  shock might  kill  her  father, or he might do something  crazy. 

The  way  he  felt,  he  probably  thought  that  as  long as  he  couldn't  clear  his  name,  he  might  at  least avenge  the  wrong  done him  and  kill  Robert  Brisson. 

She must warn Brisson never to set foot in the neighborhood  of  Dienten.  Not  that  she  cared  if  Brisson lived  or  died, but  she  had  to  protect  her  father.  He must never know that  Brisson  was  here.  She couldn't take the risk. 

"Christl," her father said. 

She  turned  to  face . him, trying  to  compose  herself so  that  she  would  not  betray  her  feelings. He  was looking  at  her,  his  eyes  brilliant  and  clear. "Robert Brisson  is  back  in  Austria,"  he  said.  "He  is  here,  in Zell: 

-�· 

Christine stared at him. How did he lmow? Who had told him? 

"I  don't believe it," she  whispered. "Are you  surer' 

"Quite  sure,"  said her  father,  and continued cleaning his carbine. 
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ONE  OF  nm  THINGS  Annette  Huber  loved  best  about the  turn her life  had taken  so  unexpectedly  five years ago  was her bedroom.  The  bedroom  of  a queen,  she thought,  and  stopped  brushing  her  long  blond  hair that  fell  like  a  solid  curtain  of  gold  from  her  head to  her  round  hips.  She  could  see  most  of  the  room mirrored  in  the  huge  glass  of  her  dressins:z;  tablethe  crystal  chandelier  with  its  many  candle-shaped lights  reminding  her  of  a  Chrishnas  tree  that  could be  enjoyed  independently  of  the  season;  the  strawberry-pink carpet  covering  the floor  from wa11 to wall, deep  and  soft  enough  to  make  slippers  unnecessary; the frail beauty  of the  imitation  rococo  chairs, tables, and chests;  the huge,  delicately  carved  bed,  its  satin headboard  and  covers  a  lighter  pink  than  the  carpet  and  drapes.  She  could  also  see  Jose  Aleman stretched out on the chaise  longue. Imagine-not only a  bed  to  oneself  but  a  chaise  longue  as  well,  and a room large enough to hold  both  without  crowding. 

She glanced at the  man who liked to  watch her brush her hair.  He  had  made  all  of  this  possible.  First  he had  given  her  the  money  to  buy  the  little  eafe  she had  always  wanted,  then,  last  summer,  this  house and  the  means  to furnish  it.  If only  it  wasn't  so  isolated.  But  he  had  insisted  on  that,  and  it  certainly made discretion easier. 

Five  years  ago,  she had been  a  telephone  operator in  one  of  Vienna's  big  hotels,  with  no  furore  to  look forward  to  except,  perhaps,  the  deafness  that  went 58 
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 with  her  profession  eventually,  mJess  she  could  find another  job,  or  another  husband.  In  those  days  her skin had  been  bad,  her  hair  dull,  her  teeth  were  decaying-all  aftereffects  of  the  war.  He  sent  her  to  the doctors  she  could  never  have  afforded,  and  one  of them  had  erased  the  ugly  scar  that  had  marred  her face.  With  the scar  gone,  she had  almost  been  able to forget her  dead husband  who had  tried  to  kill  her in a  fit  of jealousy.  And  all  she  had  to  do  for  Jose  Aleman  in  return  was  keep  him   company  whenever  he came to  Zell  for a  couple  of weeks  every summer  to take  the  cure  for  a  chronic  throat  ailment,  and  in the winter  sometimes, when  he came to ski.  And  she was  supposed  to have  a room  available for any friend of his who  might occasionally  like privacy.  Not much, she   mused,  yet  quite  a  bit  when  you  took  into  consideration  the  conditions  he  imposed.  Number  one: she had to keep their relationship secret. 

 Once,  in  the very beginning, when he had first paid attention  to her,  she had asked  him  if  he had  a wife. 

His  answer  had been  short, fired   at her  ahnost  like  a command;  ''That's  none  of  your  business." And  in all  the  years  after  that,  Annette  had  never  again brought up the subject. Secretly, however, she was convinced  that  he  was  unhappily  married  but  that a  divorce  was  out  of  the  question,  and  that  his  short visits  to  Zell  were  the  only  times  he  could  manage to get away and have some  fun on  his  own.  She  also thought it quite possible  that not he  but his wife was the  one  who  was  rich.  Somehow,  in  spite  of  his generosity, he  didn't  behave like a man born to money, nor  had  he  the  mannerisms  of  a  person  who  had made  a lot of money himself,  and these,  she  thought, might be the  reasons why he had sworn her to secrecy about  their  relationship.  Poor  dear.  To  think  that  he might  be  afraid  his  wife  would  cut  him  off  if   ever she  had  an  inkling  of  her,  Annette's,  existence.  And, of course, where would that leave her? 

 Condition  number  two-just  as  her  husband  had commanded-she was not to look at another  man.  And this was  a bore.  Particularly when she looked prettier 59 
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than she ever had in her whole life, and it would have been  fun  to  put  the  degree  of  her  attraction  to  the test. Yet  she  could  understand  that  he  wouldn't  like the  idea  of  having  spent  his  good  money  fixing  her up-and a pretty penny it had cost-for another man to enjoy. It  was  only  fair.  The  one  thing  that  kept  puzzling  her  was  why  he  should  have  picked  her  out in  the  first  place.  There  had  been  so  many  others who  didn't  require  expensive  treatment  to  make them desirable. What was there about her that  had  attracted  him?  Sometimes  she  felt  that  if  she  could find  out  what  those  hidden  charms  of  hers  were,  she would  have  licked  life  for  good.  Then  she  wouldn't ever have  to  bow  to  any  conditions  again  but  could dictate  her  own. But  such  moments  were  rare  and came  only  during  the  long  periods  when  she  was alone,  never  when  he  was  there. %en he  was  there, she  was  happy. She  really  liked  him,  she  even  liked the  rather  brutal  way  he  made  love,  when  his  manners  fell  from  him,  and  he  was  nothing  but  a  male. 

She  smiled  at  him  in  the  mirror. How  handsome he  was! What an  elegant figure he cut,  even when he was lying down. "You know, Jose . . .  " 

 "Hosay,"  Aleman  corrected her  and laughed. 'Will you  never  learn   to   pronounce  my  name  correctly?" 

"Never  mind,  Jo. The  man  who  stayed  here  the other  night,  I  mean  the  American  you  put  up here . .. " 

"Hm?" Jose Aleman was lighting a cigarette. 

'Well,  a funny  thing  happened."  Annette began  to plait her hair into a thick braid. "Strubb came into the cafe tonight." 

"%0  is Strubb?'' 

"Don't you remember? I told you about him." 

Of course he knew whom she was talking about. She had  mentioned  Strubb  several  times,  and from  what she had said, he had  gathered  that  the inspector was a  stubborn  man,  intolerant,  persistent,  a  man  who wouldn't let bygones be bygones and  was still  nosing out  former  Nazis like  a  hunting  dog.  Once  set  on  a trail,  you  couldn't  deflect  them  until  they'd  found 60 
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their prey.  But he shook his  head and  looked  at  her questioningly. 

l'he gendarmerie inspector." 

"Did  you do something wrong?" 

idiot!" Annette  laughed . ... 

Of  course not.  He  came 

with  a tourist.  At first I  thought it was the  one  who stayed  here, but it  was  his brother.  He said  a  call to America  had been placed from the phone at the cafe early Friday  morning,  I told  him  that  it's never  open before nine,  and  who  speaks  up  and  makes  a  liar  of me?  The  cleaning boy.  It had  completely  slipped  my mind  that I  told  him  last week to  clean  in the  morning  from  now on.  So  it  seems  that  your  Mr.  Brisson asked  if  he  could  phone  from  my  cafe  the  morning he moved to  the Nepomuk." 

"Whafs  so  funny  about  it?" Jose  Aleman  lay  back and  crossed  his  arms  under  his  head,  letting  the cigarette dangle from bis lips. 

"W'ell,  actually" -Annette's  eyes  narrowed  with  the effort  of  remembering-'1  don't  know.  It  was  just the  way  his  brother questioned  the  boy, as  if  something had gone wrong.  He wanted to know what he'd said,  how  he was  dressed,  if  there  had  been  anyone with  him,  or  if  anyone  had  entered  the  cafe  while he was there. Didn't he turn up at the Nepomuk?" 

Aleman  brushed  off  some  ash  that  had  dropped from  his  cigarette  onto  his jacket, as  if  it  were  something  disgusting.  "To  my  knowledge,  he  was  going to  climb  some  mountain  or  other  before  returning to  the  States.  What  did  the cleaning boy have to  say? 

Who is he anyhow?" 

''A  retarded little fellow. I gave him the job because I  felt  sorry  for  him."  Annette  stopped  short.  Really, she  thought,  that's crazy-I  feeling  sorry for  someone, I,  who  used  to  feel  sorry  only  for  myself.  She  looked at herself  in  the  mirror  and  suddenly  she  knew  that for  this  too  she  had  to  be  grateful  to  Jose  Aleman. 

With a pretty face, anyone  could afford to have decent feelings  for those less fortunate  than themselves,  and with  money  to spare, one could even be  helpful  For the  first  time in her  life,  Annette realized  that  money 61 
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could have  a completely  different  meaning  than  the one  she  had  given  it  until  now.  This  then  was  perhaps how Jose  had  felt  when he had decided  to help her. Not for any  specific reason, nor because there was something  mysteriously  attractive  about  her,  but  because  he had had so much,  and she so little, because he had felt sorry for her. Absent-mindedly  she twisted a rnhher hann armmd the end of her braid. 

''Go on . . .  the cleaning boy?" 

"He  didn't see or hear anyone because he had  some work to do in the cellar. 

"Come  here."  Aleman  patted  a  free  spot  on  the chaise  longue  where  he  wanted  her  to  sit. With  the braid  falling  across  her  left  shoulder,  she  looked younger than her age, almost like a little girl. 

"I  don't  like  the  gendarmes,''  she  said,  nestling against him. 

"What nonsense!  Did he pester you? What  did you say his name was?" 

"Strubb.  Jo,  if  something  has  happened  to  your friend . .  ," 

"What should have happened to him?" 

Annette buried her face against  the hard,  muscular chest of her lover. As usual, he smelled of Eau de Portugal,  the  lotion  he  used  on  his  hair;  he  smelled  a little like  an orange.  "He could  have  got  lost  in the mountains  or  met  with  an accident.  I  don't  like  the mountains." 

"You'll  get  used  to  them.''  He  tickled  her  chin, softly, gently. 

"Perhaps.  But  if  Strubb  comes  again,  what  do  I tell him?" 

"The truth, of course." Aleman lit  another cigarette, 

''\,Vhy, I really  believe you're  scared of him. What  are you afraid of?" 

'1  didn't register Mr.  Brisson," Annette said. "I  filled out  the  papers,  but  when  I looked  for  them  to  take them  to town, I couldn't £nd  them. And  then I forgot all about them." 

"So  tell  him  that,"  said Aleman. "That's  no  crime, 62 
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silly.  You're  not the  only  one  who's  forgetful  once  in 

a while, or misplaces papers." 

Annette  smiled,  How  uncomplicated  life  was  when Jose  was  around. All  worries seemed to  fade as  if dispelled  with  a  magic  wand. She  turned  and  moved closer  to  him, dismissing  Strnbb's  serious  face,  the dangers  that  might  have  beset  Jose's  friend,  and  the anxious  look   in   Robert  Brisson's  eyes.  Slowly,  playfully,  she  began  to  unbutton  Aleman's  shirt. In  a moment  now  she  would  feel  him, his  mouth,  his hands- but quite suddenly she  noticed that he  was  responding  to  her  caresses  mechanically. Without  any obvious  haste,  she  withdrew.  "My,  but  I'm  sleepy," 

she said. 

"Are you? Well, then go to bed." 

"I think I  will. If  you  don't mind. I  think I'll  take a  pill."  No  use  lying  awake  when  he  wasn't  in  the mood. 

He watched  her  undress,  walk over  to  the  bed  and get  into it. A  pleasant  girl, he  thought,  a  nice  girl,  a girl with instinct. He  hadn't  been aware of  how  tired he  was,  not  tired,  really,  but   tense.  But   she  always knew. No, she was not stupid, not at all.  Without  having  to  be  told, just  as  he  had  foreseen  she  would, she  kept  him  informed  about  what  was  going  on  in Zell  and   its   surroundings,  repeating  the  gossip  she heard  in  the  cafe,  scraps  of  conversation,  and  her observations were sharp, correct, unprejudiced. He had never Jet her guess how valuable  a  source  of information  she  was. He  never  questioned  her  and  hardly ever  encouraged  her  to  talk. He  preferred   to   pretend to be bored with her stories about the people who frequented her  cafe. What a coincidence!  He  had never set  foot  in  the  cafe  she  had  bought;  he  hadn't  even bothered to remember its name. 

"Annette." 

But she didn't answer;  she  was  fast  asleep,  breathing softly and deeply. 

Looking  at her, Aleman wondered  fleetingly if  sleep rendered  his  face  as  vulnerable  as  it  made  hers,  if anyone  watching  him  asleep  would  feel  pity,  and   it 
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shocked  him  for  a  moment  that  there  should  be  an aspect  of his  features  he  would  never  see.  But  then, nobody  else  would  either.  He  couldn't  recall now for how  many  years  he  had been  sleeping  alone,  behind securely  locked  doors.  He  lighted  another  cigarette and  watched  the  smoke  curl  to  the  ceiling.  It  had never  been  his  intention  to  involve  Annette  in  any way.  It had seemed quite  natural that  Brisson  should have  wanted  to  take  advantage  of  being  in  Austria and  have  decided  to  do  some  climbing  in  the mountains  he  was  so  crazy  about,  and  it  had  been  mere courtesy  on  his,  Aleman's,  part  to  offer  him  a  room at  Annette's  when  the  Nepomuk  was  all  booked  up until Friday.  Who  could  have  foreseen  . . .  he  shook his head . . .  even he couldn't have imagined anything like it,  he  who  weighed  every  possibility  so  carefully and  considered every conceivable  consequence before deciding what move to make. But there was no doubt about it-Annette was  the only person who knew  that he knew Reid Brisson. Reid Brisson. 

He  looked  at the  sleeping  woman  again.  Could  he trust her?  Oh,  not her love  for him-that  was  a word women  used when what they  actuaUy meant  was  security. But could he trust her discretion? Since she had no idea who he  really was  or what his  true potentialities were, the cafe  and  her house might  constitute  for her all she would ever get out  of him. She might fight to  retain  them  with  the  instinct  of  those  who  have been burnt  once.  Then  again,  she  might not.  But  he would have to  tell her what he wanted her to do, how to  behave,  what  not to  mention  .  .  .  no.  He  couldn't afford  to  let  her  possess  any  knowledge  that  might incriminate him. 
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FOR  THE FIRST  few  hours after  he  had  finally gone to bed in his room at the Nepornuk,  Robert slept deeply, the  heavy  sleep  of  utter  exhaustion.  Then  the  sound of  a siren woke  him  abruptly.  He  lifted  his  hand  to switch  on  the  reading  light  above  his  bed  at  home, couldn't  .find  it,  and  sat  up,  fumbling  suddenly  with that  particular  panic  caused  by  the  wiexpected  absence  of  something  that  should  be  there.  For  a  moment  he  didn't  know  where  he  was  and  he  nearly knocked down the lamp on the small table  next to his bed before recollection set in, then he frowned angrily. 

It  was  rare  for  him  not  to  be  wholly  alert  upon awakening. 

He  got  up,  lighted  a  cigarette,  and  found  that  his motions were heavy, as if he had been drugged,  but he had  had  only  a  couple  of  drinks at  the  bar  before  he retired. He  looked at the room to  which he had paid no 

··  attention  before,  as  if  he  wanted  to  impress  the  arrangement of  the furniture on his  mind  forever.  Everything  was  modem,  nondescript and  functional.  There was  a door  that  led  to  a  balcony,  ten  feet  partitioned off  from  that  of  his  neighbor  on  both  sides.  He  sat down  in  one  of  the  chairs  that  stood  around  a  table with  a  red  and  white  checked  tablecloth  held  down against  the  wind  by  metal  clamps.  All  around  him was the  night,  quiet,  starlit and  cool,  and  he  doubted that he  had been awakened by anything but a feeling of  alarm  in  his  subconscious.  He  went  back   to   bed, but  now  his  sleep  was  troubled  by  dreams,  faces, 65 
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voices. A telephone  shrilled and shrilled  and went on ringing  even  after he  picked  up  the receiver; a little girl with hungry  eyes  jumped  in  front of  the  car he was  driving; a  man  in  a  uniform  he  couldn't  recog• 

nize  shoved  him  through  a  gate  that  led  into   a   salt mine;  Kate  dived  from  a  board  that  was  much  too high  and  didn't come  up  again;  a whole  steer,  being tumed on a  spit over  a  gigantic  fire,  suddenly  broke loose, and  people,  instead  of  grabbing  the  animal, grabbed him to roast over  a  bed of glowing coals  that seemed to cover an acre. Robert tossed, woke up, sank back into  uneasy sleep again until,  just before  six, the church bells  all  around  the  lake  began  to  chime  for early morning mass.  Then be  gave up, took a  shower, dressed, and went downstairs. 

The hall was empty,  but from  a  small room in the rear, which he hadn't noticed before, came the  sound of voices and the  clatter of  dishes.  Through the  open door he could see only  a few tables and gathered that early  risers  were being  served breakfast  there  before they  took  off  for  the  day.  But  among  the  guests,  he didn't  spot any  guides  whom  he  might  have  questioned about his brother,  so he withdrew and walked out  across  the  courtyard  which  was  being  swept  by two  old  men  with  such  even  strokes  that  the  long sturdy  twigs  fastened  to  short  handles  made   a   soft rasping  sound,  like  sand  being  stirred  by  a  sudden wind. The dew was still heavy on the meadow, somewhere a bird sang, and from the lake below came the sound of water lapping on the  shore. He got into his car,  the  restlessness  that  filled  him  making it  impossible for him to sit around doing nothing, and although he  Imew  that  it  would  be  an  imposition  to  call  on Strubb  so early in the morning, he started the motor. 

When he  neared  the  spot  where,  last  night,  he  had encountered  Christine  Tanner  trying  to  change  the wheel of the jeep, he slowed down. The jeep was gone, but the small bunch  of  daisies  she  had  worn  at  the neckline  of  her  dirndl  was  still  lying  on  the  road, white and wilting. She must have lost it when  she ran away from him. 
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He  had  been  too  tired,  too  overwrought,  and,  at the  end of  a long day, too indifferent  to  reflect at any length  about  Christine  Tanner's  vehement  attitude. 

He  had wanted  to  distract  himself  by  flirting  a  little with  a  pretty  girl,  instead  he  had  been  reproached bitterly and  thrown back into  a past  he feared  to  see come  alive. again.  And  suddenly he knew why,  in  all these past years, he had never  tried  to  recall  Vienna, particularly  Vienna  in  February  1955,  why  that  part of  his  life  had  been  buried  somewhere  deep  inside him.  He pulled up at the side  of the road and lighted his  pipe.  Kate.  Of  course.  He  must  have  formed  a 

· block  about  that  whole  period  quite  unconsciously. 

Not  that  he  hadn't  thought  of  Kate  often,  too  often, but  always  only as  if  he  were  afraid  he  might  forget the fact  of  her  death.  Never,  if  he  could  help  it,  had he recalled that short violent  period  of  happiness they had  known  together  at  the  very  beginning.  But  now, all at once and  quite different from last night, when he had  dragged  up  the  details  from  his  memory  with great  effort,  as  if from  another  life,  he  could  almost feel  the frail  white  hand  of  a  little  girl  clinging  to him,  see a trusting smile  curl  her  full sad mouth into a  half  moon  of  the  promise  of  laughter,  smell  the fragrance of  the  perfume  he had bought  her,  hear  her surprised voice,  I never had any perfume  before.  Are you   sure  it's  all  right  for  me  to .  use  it?  It  was  true, what she had said.  He  had taken  the  trouble to bring some  joy  to  a  lonely,  appealing  child  who,  bom  during  the  war,  had  never  known  the  meaning  of  the light-hearted  gaiety  other  children  took  for  granted. 

Pity,  a  deep  awareness  of  how  terribly  little  luck  the Tanners  had  had  while  good  fortune  had  smiled  so generously  on  him,  and  genuine  sympathy-all  these feelings had  been combined in  his offer  of friendship. 

And in  the  light  of  this,  it did  seem  fantastic  that  he should  have  left  her  to  herself  so  abruptly  at  a  time when  she  needed  him  most.  Not  only  fantastic  but cruel-wrong,  seIBsh  and  cruel.  And  the  reason  for bis  behavior  was  not  alone  because  in  his  position  it would  have  been  awkward  to  maintain  a  connection 67 
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with her mother  and herself  after  her  father's  arrest, but  a  much  more  egoistic,  yet  forgivable  one-Kate had  come  into  his  life.  What  had  Christine  Tanner said  when  she  had  called  him  a  coward  and  asked him to leave her alone? 'TH  get to  Dienten somehow." 

Dienten.  He  had  heard  the  name  before.  Dienten am  Hochkonig,  a  small  village.  Of  course.  But  that wasn't it. Long ago  her father had mentioned it,  talking  excitedly  about  some  land  he had inherited near Dienten, only Robert hadn't believed him, had thought it  must be a tall tale  that an  impoverished  aristocrat was  telling  himself,  to  bolster  his  morale.  For  if  it was true, then why stay in a city that didn't offer the chance  of  a  decent  livelihood,  with  a  sick  wife  in  a dreary  apartment,  when  he  could  have  fresh,  clean mountain  afr  and  sunshine  and  milk  and  eggs.  "The deeds haven't been cleared  . . .  there have been endless  complications.  .  .  , "  He  hadn't  been  sufficiently interested   to  inquire  what  sort  of  complications  because he had never taken the story of their unexpected heritage  seriously. But  now  it  seemed  that  Tanner had spoken the truth. 

Robert  reached  into  the  glove  compartment,  took out  a  map,  oriented himself,  stepped  on  the  gas  and drove  along  the  Salzach  River.  Shortly  before  Lendthe one spot he remembered for its ugliness, all indmtrial-he turned  north  and  cut through a narrow sunless  valley  between  high,  fir-strewn  mountains where signs warned  of the danger of rock slides. One  curve followed  another until  he  reached  the  gentle  hollows below the  Hochkonig  massif.  It was  a  tiny  village,  a hamlet really,  for he  couldn't  count more  than thirty houses,  though  there  were  a  few  more  scattered  in the  valley. He drove slowly past an inn, then saw that people were  coming  from  a  church  that  stood  in  the middle of the  village on a pointed little  hill above  an old baroque rectory. He stopped a young woman heavy with child, who was walking slowly, her hands folded as if she were still praying, to  ask if  she  knew  someone by the name  of Tanner.  She looked  at him,  eyes wide with  surprise,  nodded, hesitated  as if not quite 68 
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 certain  she was doing the right thing to tell  him, then seemed  to  decide  that  he  looked  all  right  and  gave him the directions to  the Tanner place. 

 Robert  followed  the  road  that  led  past hotels  and inns  toward  the  Hochkonig.  At one  point  he  stopped to  look  back  at  the  village,  as  if  he  still  couldn't believe it existed. Now he could see  only a few buildings  strewn  across  a  meadow,  but  as  he  drove  on, they  disappeared  too  until,  after  about  three  miles, there  was  no  more  sign  of  human  habitation.  Then, quite  abruptly,  on  a  broad  meadow,  there  stood  a 

 . huge old peasant house-brm:vn  and weathered  siding on  a  stone  ground  floor,  with  the  steep  gabled  roof from  which  the  snow  could  slide  easily  in  winter, front  balconies  on  the  second  and  third  floors,  shuttered  windows  on  the  :first,  geraniums  hanging  from the  carved balustrades of the  balconies and from window  boxes,  brilliant  against  the  velvety  red-brown wood  and  sandy  stone.  A  hay  barn  formed  one  side of  the  house  and  seemed  to  run  around  to  the  rear. 

 The stone needed  whitewashing,  the  balconies  repair, yet  all in  all  it  looked  comfortable,  with  the  idyllic comfort  only  old  houses  that  have  been  lived  in  for a  long  time  possess.  Behind  it  meadow  rose  upon meadow,  interrupted  by stretches  of  woodland  until their  emerald  green  blended  into  the  fa-st  gray  of boulders and rock behind which the flank  of  a  mighty group  of  mountains  stood  outlined  majestically against  the  clear  blue  sk-y .  A  small  path  zigzagged from the road  into the  meadow  and  up  to  the  house. 

 Robert  had  already  opened  the  door  of  his  car  and was  just  getting  out  when  he  saw  Christine  running down  the  path.  To  his  astonishment,  she  was  waving to  him,  not  waving  really,  but  gesturing  wildly.  He couldn't  grasp  what  she was  trying  to  convey  to  him until he heard her voice.  "Go away!  Go away!" 

 He  ducked  back  into  his  car,  perplexed  at  the  urgency  in  her  voice,  then  he  saw  the  door  of  the house  open  and  an  old  man  appear.  ''\Vhat  is  it, Christi? ,,  he  shouted,  holding  both  hands  to  his mouth like a funnel. And a  dog was barking. 
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"Just  someone  from  the  hotel  who  promised  to give me a  ride," she  called back to him, then  slipped into  the  seat  next  to  Robert,  breathing  hard. "Let's go. Quick." 

'What is all this?" 

But  she  didn't  answer,  and  he  had  driven  almost a mile  before  she  spoke  again.  'Why  did  you  come? 

You must never set foot on the farm." 

He heard  ouly  the first pa1t of what she said. Why had  he  come?  To  tell  her  what  was  on  his  mind? 

To  while  away  the  time  until  he  heard  from  the  inspector?  He  didn't  know. But  her  white  frightened face made him  aware  that  this  was  no  time  for  him to indulge in soul-searching. 

"You  must  promise  never  to  come  again,  never, never. Please promise. You've done enough harm. I'm warning you." 

"Warning me? Of what?" 

He stopped the car, but Christine, looking back over her  shoulder  as  if she  feared  they  might  have  been followed,  shook her  head. Robert  saw  that  she  was trembling and he started the motor again without insisting on an  answer.  By  the time they  reached  Dienten,  she  seemed  in  control  of  herself  again,  for  she turned  to  him  and said  calmly, "He'd  shoot  you  like a mad dog. You  see,  he's heard  that  you're  back and he  sits  there  with  his  carbine  loaded,  waiting  for  a chance to kill you." 

"Who?" 

"My father." 

"Then it was your father I  saw."  How frail he had grown, how stooped.  It  seemed hardly believable. "So he's no longer in prison?" 

"No,"  said  Christine. '1Ie  was  released  under  an amnesty." 

"But why should he want to kill me?" 

"He  was  innocent,"  said  Christine,  with such vehemence that  Robert,  taken  aback,  could only  echo her statement. 

"Innocent?" 
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--Yes. Innocent. I know you thought he  was guilty." 

She spoke with contempt, as if to a fool. 

Innocent? he thought. "What  about the letter? The letter containing the drawings of the missile, addressed to a Russian spy?" 

"It  was  placed in his  paper  without  his knowledge. 

He was framed." 

"But  I  saw  the  man  with  my  own  eyes,  one  evening, on the staircase leading to your apartment." 

"If you did, he was planted there." 

Of  course  it was  a  daughter's  right to  think of  her father  as  an honorable  man,  and  by  the  set  expression on her face  he could see that she was determined to  cling  to  her  belief.  Whatever  he  might  say  would not  alter  her  conviction,  and  there  was  no  point  in arguing with  her  about  it. 'Tm  sorry,"  he  said,  "but there was nothing I could do." 

Christine  sighed.  "But  that  is  unfortunately  what my  father  will  not  understand.  After  you  refused  to appear  to  testify  for  him,  he  began  to  hold  you  personally responsible for  everything that  happened-the sentence,  the  loss  of  his  reputation,  that  my  mother died  without his  being  able  to  make  her  last  days 

 . 

 " 

easier  . . . 

"But that's nonsense! Absolute nonsense!" 

"It  was  all too much for  him.'' She  hesitated,  then seemed  to  come  to  a  decision  and  looked  at  him, scanning his  face  as  if  it  were  of  the  utmost  importance to see his reaction to what she was about to say. 

"If you want to know what he truly believes-he thinks you  Americans  needed  a  scapegoat,  that  too  much highly  confidential  matter  had  passed  into  Russian hands,  and  that  he  was  picked  because  his  situation was so  desperate  . . .  that you  chose  to  study history with him only  because  . . .  " 

"He's mad!" 

"He  is  not:  mad.  This  explanation  probably  saved his sanity.  But  he is  obsessed,  obsessed  by one  idea: to clear his name." 

"And shooting me would help?" 

"The  way he sees  it,  people  might  look  upon  such 71 
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an  act as  the  justifiable  revenge  of  an  innocent man and  realize that he  couldn't have been a  traitor.  And he  doesn't care  about  anything  else.  That's  why you must  stay away from  Dienten.  For  his  sake.  Please." 

She opened  the door of the car,  and he made no attempt to hold her  back.  It had  never  occurred  to  him that  Tanner  might  not  have  been  guilty,  or  that  his impression could have been wrong. 
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"iVE  BROUGHT  YOU  the  report,"  Inspector Strubb  said two  hours  later,  and  handed  Robert  a  neatly  typed list of Austria's  border  stations.  "As  far as we  know, your brother hasn't left the country." 

Robert  stared  across  the  balcony  but  saw  nothing of  the  view.  Another hope  was  gone. If  Reid  had left Austria, he  could have  gone  on  hoping that  a  letter, a  wire, a  telephone  call  had  gone  astray,  that  Reid was  safe  somewhere  and  would  eventually  get  in touch with him. 

"All  we  found  out was that he  stayed  in  Salzburg Tuesday  night.  At the  Bristol.  He  left there  sometime on  Wednesday, giving  the  Nepomuk  in  Zell  as  an address  where  he  could  be  reached.  I  talked  to  the manager  at  the  Bristol, also  to  the  desk-they  can't remember having seen him with anyone." 

"Did you  inquire  at the  airport if anyone  there  saw him being met?" 

"I  did,"  said  Strubb, out  this  is  the height  of  the season  and  everyone's  much  too  busy  to  notice  any� 

thing like that." 

Robert  shook  his  head.  Whatever  Reid  had  done before  he  had  called  New  York  was  important  only in  so  far  as  the  client  was  concerned.  If  Reid  hadn't been  seen  with  anyone  . . .  "That  leaves  us  exactly where  we  were." 

Strubb  nodded .. "That's  why  I  talked   to   all  the guides  I  could  get  hold  of.  Two  even  remembered your brother from three years ago, but he  hasn't been 73 
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in  touch  with  any  of  them. And  I  called  every  hut that  has  a  phone.  He  hasn't  been  seen. Of  course there  are  many  shelters  that  can't  be  reached  by phone," 

"But if he has had an accident in the mountains . , ," 

"I  know,"  said  Strubb,  "and  fve  asked  the  rescue squad  to  search  the  places  you mentioned last  night, but .. . " Robert sat down heavily on the chair he had sat  in  during  the  night.  "According  to  what  you've told  me,"  Strubb  said  gently,  "your  brother  was  an expert climber. There may have been a thunderstorm, he may have been tired, he might be  sitting  out some foul  weather  somewhere.  The  police  and  all  guides have been notified to be on the lookout." 

"I think fll have a go at it myself." 

Strubb  looked  at  him  for  quite  some  time  before he  shook  his  head. "I  wouldn't  if  I  were  you.  You haven't had much sleep, and he was the better climber of the two  of  you,  wasn't he?  Besides,  where  would you look? You'd only ... " 

"But don't you understand . . ." 

'1  understand,  I  understand  very  well."  Strubb  sat down opposite Robert at the table where the tray with the coffee  Robert had  ordered  had  been placed,  took a piece of sugar from the bowl and  began to move  it back and  forth  on  the  white and red  checked cloth  as if he were making a tentative move in  a chess game. 

For a while  Robert  watched him,  silent now  too,  then the prospect  of having to  wait  for hours  on end  without  any  action  on  his  part  was  more  than  he  could stand. "At  least let me talk to Mrs. Huber and Anton again." 

"Mrs. Huber is  dead, " said  Strubb, "and Anton has disappeared," 

"What?" 

"Her house  burned  dovvn during the  night." Strubb stopped  playing  with  the  sugar  for  a  moment,  then went  on  moving  it  back  and  forth.  "It's  just  outside Zell,  but  no  close  neighbors. The  lower  part  was  of stone, the upper of wood. By the time the fire briga�,e got there  they  could  save  only  the  ground  floor  and 74 
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that's pretty  well shot.  She  suffocated  before  the  fire reached  her.  It  apparently  started  in  her  bedroom." 

The siren  Robert  had heard-it had  been no  dream then.  While  he  had  sat  out  on  the  balcony,  Annette Huber had died. 

"A  pity,"  Strubb  went  on.  "She  will  be  missed, though  nobody  really  knew  her  very  well.  You  see, she  was  not from  here.  She  came from  Vienna,  and that only a  few years ago.  She ran her little cafe efficiently enough, but she didn't  make  any  close  friends. 

She  kept  to  herself.  And  it  was  her  choice.  She  was pretty  and  pleasant  enough  to  have  as  many  friends as she liked. Besides,  she seemed to have money.  She would have made somebody a £ne wife. But where the money  came  from,  nobody  knows  either.  She  had  it when she came here.  When  she bought the house last summer,  she  said  she  had  a  rich  uncle  in  America. 

Probably a joke.  People don't  talk  much around  here, nor  do  they  like  to  be  questioned.  But  it's  hard  to imagine  that a  girl  like  that  shouldn't  have  a  fellow around." 

Robert  frowned  sharply  at the  calm,  almost  chatty tone  with  which  the  inspector  spoke,  just  as  if  he had  been  asked  for  some  personal  data  on  Annette Huber, yet  at  the same time speaking  so  laboredly as to make Robert feel it would be rude  to interrupt. He sat  listening  impatiently,  trying  to  fight  the  memory of cases he had covered when,  years ago,  he  had  been a police reporter-cases in which  witnesses  had disappeared  to  prevent  their  being questioned further.  Finally  he  couldn't  control  him5elf  any  longer  and leaned  forward.  ''Doesn't  it  strike you  as  rather  suspicious that she should have  died the very night after we went to see her? Could . . .  could the £re have  been set?" 

Strubb looked  up  quickly,  then  down  again  at  the lump of  sugar,  as  if  it  were  easier  for  him  to  answer if he didn't have to  meet  Robert's alert gaze.  "The £re chief  believes  that  she  fell  asleep  smoking.  She smoked a lot  for a woman." 

"And you? What do you believe?" 
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Strubb  went on  staring  at  the  lump  of  sugar.  He could hear  the  nre  chiefs  admonishing  voice,  "Now don't  be  a  fool  and  go  looking  for  trouble.  She  was smoking in bed. " He was angry and depressed because some  of  his  superiors,  whom  he  had  had  to  notify about  Reid  Brisson's  disappearance,  had  shaken their heads just like the fire  chief,  and implied that he was  making  a  nuisance  of  himself- why  did  he  insist on  connecting  Brisson's  disappearance  with  Annette Huber's death? Why couldn't he be satisfied to believe that  Brisson  had  met  with  an  accident?  A  thousand and one things happened in the  world of glacier and  stone. Didn't  he  know  it?  Brisson  might  have lost  his  way  in  the  fog  and  fallen  into  a  crevasse; an  avalanche,  snow  or  rocks  might  have  killed  him. 

Just because he hadn't been found  yet was no  reason to  paint  the  devil  of  murder  on  the  height  of  the season  and  possibly  scare  tourists  away  or  give  the neighborhood  a bad  reputation. Men had been  found years  after  they  had  died,  even  perfectly  preserved by the cold of monntain,  water, or ice. Too bad,  yes, most  regrettable,  but  the  tourist's  fault  if  anyone's. 

Why hadn't he taken a guide? 

Nobody  on  the  force  but he  seemed  interested  in finding out the  trnth; all of  them  were  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  fire  chiefs  conclusion.  What  had  happened  in  the  world  that  people  cared  so  little?  And Strubb  thought of  the  young  man  who,  in  1950,  had slipped  from  his  rope  and  crashed  to  his  death  on the  Reichenstein  massif. Since there  was  no  evidence of foul play,  everyone had been satisfied with the  explanation that it had been an  accident, in  spite of  the fact  that  a  lot  of  people  were  convinced  that  the Russians had had a hand  in his death. And  the igloo murders  had  never  been  solved  either.  There  had been  a  snowstorm  when  the  three  young  Austrians had set out on a skiing trip, laughing off the warnings they had  received;  but at  some  time  or other  during the day  one of them had returned, saying he had lost his way.  He had never been  seen again, nor had  his two  friends. But  the  latter  had  been  found  the  fol-
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lowing spring by a group of boy scouts whose curiosity had  been  aroused  by  the  rather  surprising  construction  of  an  igloo  at  a  spot  known  as  "the  chimney" 

near  the  Hochklopfsattel. Inside,  the  snow  hut  was spattered  with  blood,  so  were  the  frozen  bodies,  and the  stomach  of  one  of  the  men  had  been  cut  open. 

The  conclusion  had  been  that  he  had  known  where a  treasure  was  buried  and,  unwilling  to  share  his secret  with  his  friends,  had  swallowed  the  map.  And that  had  been  the  end  of  that  investigation.  And there  were  other unsolved deaths,  some  that had happened  long  ago,  others  more  recently.  The  world was tired of the pursuit of justice. 

'Well?"  Robert  interrupted  the  trend  of  bis thoughts. 'What do you believe?" 

Strubb shrugged. 

Without  being aware of what he  was doing, Robert poured himself  some  of  the  coffee  which  had  grown cold  long  ago.  "I'm  probably  going  too  far,"  he  said. 

"Coincidences do happen." 

They did, and Strubb knew  it. But  every  man had to come to terms with bis own conscience, and though he  had  tried,  he  could  not  take  the  easy  way  out. He struck the  table  with his £st so hard the dishes rattled. 

"Not  for  me-coincidences,  I  mean.  Unless  I  have proved to myself I was wrong." 

With  something  like  terror,  Robert  realized  that from  the  beginning  Strubb  had  had  the  same  suspicions  as  he  and  was  convinced that the  fire  had  been set  to  eliminate  Annette  Huber  as  a  possible  witness. 

"If I understand you  correctly,  you consider my brother's  having  met  with  an  accident  in  the  mountains only a secondary possibility?" 

"Under these circumstances, yes. I'm sorry." 

For  a  moment  the  two  men  looked  at  each  other coldly,  calmly,  two  men  determined  to  find  out  the truth. Then-such  is  the  human  heart  that  it  cannot give  up  the  struggle  for  what  it  wants  to  be  trueeverything  suddenly  rebelled  in  Robert. He  couldn't accept the inspector's  con£nnation  of  his  own instinctive  suspicion,  a  suspicion  that  somehow  logically 77 
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linked  Reid  with  criminals.  "If  you knew  Reid,  you wouldn't even bring it up." 

"He might  have  been  fooled.  He  might  have  stumbled on some dangerous knowledge." 

Robert  laughed  angrily,  and  Strubb  told  himself with  a feeling  of  impatience  that  the  young  man  opposite  him  still  hadn't  grasped  another  aspect  of  his suspicion  which  right  now  mattered  more  to  Strubb than  whether  Reid  Alan  Brisson  was  involved  in  a criminal case or not-Robert's safety. 

"Look,"  he  said  bluntly,  "if  I  am  right-and I  hope I am not-but if I am, you must be aware that we  are dealing  with people  who  wouldn't  hesitate  • •  ,"  But Robert  interrupted  him.  "Anton.  He  might  know something. Can't you £nd him?" 

"Not if we called in the entire Austrian police force. 

He knows a thousand holes in which  to disappear and he  can  get  into  such  small  ones,  only  a  child  could follow him.  We would have  to  use  dogs.  Even  then  I doubt it." 

Robert  took  out  his  pipe,  recalled  that  Strubb smoked  a  pipe  too  and  pushed  his  tobacco  pouch across the table. 'Why do  you think he ran away?" 

Strubb smelled the English tobacco before he helped himself. "Maybe he knows something, maybe he doesn't. 

He's  like  an  animal  that  senses  danger  before  it has  actually  manifested  itself.  Or  he  might  merely be  upset  by  our questioning.  Then  again it could  just be  one  of  his  moods.  He's  had  them  before.  When something frightens him, he disappears, and you never know  what  it's  going  to  be.  He's  what  you'd  call  a high-grade defective. Sometimes  they're quite shrewd, within  their  limitations,  like  a  'dumb  fox.'  How  can you tell what goes on in the mind of someone who has been tortured beyond belief? Besides, he may  not  be alive  any  more  either."  He rose. ''I'd better get back to my office. But  take my advice, don't do  any looking yourself.  Try  to  wait  for  news. Stay  put. If  your brother's call was interrupted by force, if Annette Huber had been  eliminated  to  prevent  anyone  else  from knowing what  she knew,  then  we're  up against a man 78 
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or  group  who'll  kill again. The next victim might  be you.'' 

Robert  was  on  the  verge  of  answering that  he  was used to  danger  when there  was  a knock  on  the  door. 

He  rushed  to  open  it wide,  hoping  against  hope  that whoever  had  rapped  against  the  heavy  dark  wood might bring some  news of Reid,  but it was only  a girl standing  there,  a  bunch  of  keys  dangling  from  her belt-Christine  Tanner.  She  spoke  as  if  she  had  never seen  him before. 

"Good  morning. I hope  I  am  not  disturbing,  but I was  told you had already  breakfasted.  I'm  the  housekeeper's  assistant,  and she  would like  to know if there is  anything  she  can  do  for  you. Are  you  comfortable, Mr.  Brisson? Would you like another chair or an extra lamp? Is the  bed all right? Do you need more pillows? 

We  have  some  special  entertainment  tonight,  gypsy dancers from Paris." 

Her  recital  sounded  like  a  schoolgirl's  carefully memorized lesson. Robert stared at her. It was obvious that  their  conversation  in  the  car  had  held  no  persona]  meaning  for  her;  she  had  warned  him  without any actual  concern  for his  safety,  only  for her  father's sake.  Well,  if  she  wanted  it  that  way-by  God,  he had  more  things  to  worry  about  right  now  than  placating her. 

"Thank  you,"  he  said,  with  icy  politeness.  "I'm perfectly  comfortable.  If  I  need  anything,  I'll  let you know." 

Christine  wasn't  looking  at  him,  but  at  Strubb.  So it  was  Strubb,  she  thought,  who  had  told  her  father that  Brisson  was  here. How  foolish. Didn't  he  know how they felt about Brisson? 

''Tnank  you,  Mr.  Brisson.  Good  morning,  Herr  Inspektor.  Sorry  if  I  disturbed  you,"  and  she  turned  on her heels and 1eft. 

"Ifs  a  shame,"  Strubb  said,  after  the  door  had dosed  behind  her  his  head  cocked  as  he  listened  to the click of her he;ls along the passage. 

"You know her?'' 

"Of course," Strubb  picked  up his  hat  and  jammed 79 
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it  down  on  his  head. "Who  doesn't know  the  Tanners?" 

Robert followed  him  through  the  door,  down  into the  lobby  and  out  onto  the  road.  'Why  did  you  say it was a shame? What's a shame?" 

Strubb was walking rapidly. "Just history,  Mr. Brisson." 

"I know. But I'd  likP. your opinion." 

Strubb stopped. 'What do you know?" 

"That  her  father  was  condemned  as  a  spy  for  the Russians  . . . 

" 

''You  know  a  lot,"  said  Strubb.  "I  thought  you only  arrived  yesterday. But what  you  heard  is true: Count  Tanner  was  found  guilty  of  spying  by  your fellow countrymen." And he began to walk  again, but with such  speed  now that  Robert could hardly  keep up with  him. 

\Vhy  blame  the  Americans?"  It  was  the  same  all over Europe. If  something happened  that they  didn't like, the American was always the scapegoat. 

'When  the  trial  took  place,  Austria's  sovereignty hadn't been  restored,  so  he had the misfortune  to  be tried by the Americans." 

"I understand  that  the  Austrian  courts  dealt  much more harshly with crimes like that than we did. Under Austrian  jurisdiction,  he  might have  been  given  life or even been  executed." 

Strubb  drew himself  up. "An  Austrian  court  would never have found Tanner guilty." 

They   were   walking  side  by  side  now,  down  the curving  road  to  where  Strubb  had  left his  car  out  of consideration  for  the  Nepomuk's  guests  who  might have been  disturbed  by the  sight of  a  police  car.  "I don't know as much as you seem to think I do," Robert said  cautiously,  aware  suddenly  that  the  man  was furious. "I  gather  you  are  convinced  Tanner  was  innocent." 

"I  certainly  am." Strubb  stopped  and. lmocked  his pipe  against  the  heel  of  his  boot  almost  savagely, unconcerned  that  the bowl  might break.  "He  was  a man of honor and a patriot. He hated the Nazis before 80 
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 anyone else took them  seriously. And he made  no  secret of  it.  He  refused  to  fight with  them  or  for  them. 

 So  they stuck him into  one  of their  Himmelf ahrtcommandos . . . " 

 It was a  long time  since  Robert had heard the expression.  Literally it meant "Ride-to-heaven  Commandos,"  the  bitter  nickname  the  Germans  had  given  to those  punitive  companies  used  to  clear  the  mines  at the  Russian  front.  As  far  as  he  knew,  it  hadn't  been brought  up  at  Tanner's  trial,  nor  had  Tanner  ever mentioned  it  to  him.  Had  he  been  too  proud  to  talk about  what  he  had  gone  through  or  to  announce  it publicly?  Had he  considered it beneath his  dignity to plead for mercy on the grounds of past heroism? 

 "It's  a miracle  that he  came  back at all.  Those  men were  doomed.  At  best  they  survived  half a  year.  But he  did  come  back.  And  he  worked  in  the  underground." 

 "How do you know?" 

 "You  can  take  my  word  for  it,"  said  Strubb.  '1 

 know." 

 "But  being  anti-Nazi  doesn't  necessarily  mean  that he is also anti-Russian." 

 'With  aU  his  possessions  confiscated  in  Hungary?" 

 "Just  because  of  that.  He  might  have  been  trying . .  ," 

 "For  God's  sake,  things  aren't  that  simple  or  easy. 

 Besides,  those  designs  that  were found  in  his  possession were  not  of the  German  underwater  missile.  All that's  still  at the  bottom  of  the  Toplitzsee,  or  whereever it was  sunk.  The  designs  they  found  in  Tanner's evening  paper  were  forgeries.  They  had  been  drawn to  fool  the  Americans,  and  how  they  were  fooled!" 

 "But  the Germans  did have something  like  the missile now being used in the Polaris." 

 "If they  did,  Tanner  knew  nothing  about  it,  and if he  had   known,  he'd  have  been  the  first  one  to  hand them  over  to  the  British  or  Americans.  Tanner  was framed." 

 "He was framed," Christine  had said  in  the  car earlier  that  morning.  Now  Strubb  was  saying  the  same 81 
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thing.  Robert  bit  down  hard  on  his  lip. "If  you  were so sure of all this, why didn't you testify for him?" 

"I wish  I'd had  the  chance." Now  Strnbb  was  glaring at him. '�ut at the time your C.I.C. thought I had something  to  do  with  some  black  market  dealings and had  me  jailed. By  the  time  I  could  have  proved they were wrong, it was all over." 

"And why didn't anyone else stand up for him?" 

Wonderment  at  Robert's  naivete  rang  in  Strubb's voice. "You've been here before. Didn't you notice that people  were scared to death to  speak up? Particularly in this district,  where the  Nazis have buried  so much treasure. So  many  people  think  they  may  come  back some  day,  tomorrow,  next  year,  and  then  they'd  be in for it.  They know what it  means  to  be  on  a  Nazi black list and  they'll  never  stop  being  afraid  of  it as long  as  they  live.  They  aren't  taking  any  chances." 

He  lifted  his  right  hand  and  beckoned  to  the  young gendarme  sitting  at  the  wheel of his official  car.  "So long,  Mr.  Brisson.  And  I  meant  what  I  said-watch your step. You'll be hearing from me." 

82 

[image: Image 92]

 10 

 � 

AFTER  STRUBB  :HAD  LEFT,  Robert  felt  strangely  lost.  He was  not  used  to  inactivity,  and  this  was  more  or less what  Strubb  had  imposed on  him.  If  only  it  weren't Sunday,  if only he  could  have  called  Reid's  office  and found  out from  someone  there  the  name  of  the  person  Reid  had  come to Zell to  see.  Suddenly it occurred to  him  that  there  was  a  slim  chance  that  Wendrix might  know  who  had  arranged  the  flight  for  his brother. 

 He not  only  got a  line  to  New York almost  at  once, he got Wendrix.  But the  result crushed whatever hope he  had had.  "Hell  no," Wendrix  said.  "I  don't  remember. What do you expect of my poor head? Why do you ask?" 

 Instead  of  explaining,  Robert  told  him  to  call  the Nepomuk if he  should  happen  to  remember  or  come across  a  note  in  his  papers.  Then,  for  a  moment,  he debated  whether  he  shouldn't  ignore  Strubb's  warning  and set out to  look for Reid,  but realized it would be  nonsensical.  Finally he  went  down  into  the  lobby and  found  a  chair  in  a  corner  from  which  he  could observe  the  guests  coming  down  the  stairs  on  their way  to  the  dining  room  and  those  coming  from  it, and  others  who,  like  him,  had  had  their  breakfast served  in  their  rooms  and  were  ready  for  the  day's activities.  Some  were  dressed  in  riding  habits,  others for  golf,  some  carried  tennis  rackets,  some  :6shing rods. In this resort area of Austria, there was  scarcely a sport that could not be indulged in-mountaineering, 83 
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canoeing, skeet shooting, bowling, hunting. Altogether, it  was  a  good-looking  crowd  that  passed  before  his eyes. A few  stopped to  glance at the notice put  up  at the  clerk's  desk,  but  none  of  them  looked  at  it  for more  than  a  second  before  turning  away  without showing  a  trace  of  interest.  Yet  any  of  them  could be  the  client  who  had  asked  Reid  to  meet  him  in Salzburg  and  perhaps  accompanied  him  to  Zell.  No. 

Robert stopped short-not if they belonged  to   the sort of clients he  associated  with  Reid,  who,  if  they  read the note  or  heard  about  Reid's  disappearance,  would make  themselves  known,  tell the  clerk,  or notify  the police. That  no  one  did,  seemed  aH  of  a  sudden  to prove Strubb's theory that Reid had been the victim of a crime. 

But  Strubb  couldn't  he  right. Reid  wasn't  a  man who  made  enemies.  Unhke  Robert,  Reid  didn't  care sufficiently  for  people  outside  his  narrow  circle  of friends  to  be passionately  for or against  anyone.  How often  had  Reid's  indifference  been  mistaken  for  tolerance. "He could have been fooled," Strubb had said, but  it  was  impossible  to  imagine  Reid-who  always allowed  for  the  intangible  factors  in  a  person's  behavior-being  unaware  of  the  dangers  inherent  in any situation.  And  that he had acquired some precarious knowledge about one of his clients by chance . . . 

Robert  shook  his  head.  A  man  who,  instead  of  trusting  his  lawyer's  professional  confidence,  would  kill him,  simply  didn't  exist  among  Reid's  clients.  Or  did he? Was it possible? Could he be wrong? 

And  who  could  say  that  Reid's  disappearance  had anything  to  do  with  the  man  who  had  asked  him  to come  to  Austria? That  man  could have  left  the  country  and  know  nothing  about  it.  After  all,  men  had been  murdered  for no  reason at  all,  without any  personal  motives,  merely  because  chance had  put  them into the path of a killer.  Murder . , . and suddenly the word  took  on  a  completely  diHerent  aspect.  Robert pushed  it  away.  Hadn't  Strubb  said  that  Reid  could have called Robert in New York while passing through Zell on his way to some other place? That Reid could 84 
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have  gone  anywhere,  with  or  without  his  client,  and that  whatever  prevented  him  from  being  at  the  Nepomuk  might  not  be  cause  for  serious  worry?  But that  had  been  yesterday,  before  Annette  Huber's house  had  burned  down  and  the  pretty  girl with  the blond braids like a wreath around  her head had suffocated. And  why shouldn't  she  have  died  because  she had  been  smoking  in  bed?  Other  people  did.  It  happened  frequently.  But  Strubb  was  not  the  man  who would  admit  to  a  possibility  of  such  consequence lightly.  Was  Strubb  keeping  something  from  him? 

Christine Tanner came into the lobby with a young man  who  wanted  to  know  if  the  Nepomuk's  pigeon shoot  used live  birds  or  clay  ones,  but  was  obviously more  interested  in  prolonging  a  conversation  with such a pretty young native. To Robert, her appearance was like  a  drowning  man's  suddenly spotting  a  piece of wood  floating on an angry sea,  and  he reached  for the problem she represented. 

Problem? 

He  hadn't  considered  it  a  problem  that  concerned him  when  he  had driven away  from  Dienten. He  had felt  pity  for  her1  and  for  her  father's  state  of  mind, but  it  had  been  the  rather  general  compassion  for all  those  who  were  not  strong  enough  to  stand  up against the adversities of life, or for deeds that couldn't be  undone.  As  he  looked  at  her  now  though,  and saw  the  controlled  smile,  the  conventional  gestures, and remembered  how  vitally  alive  her  face  had  been last  night  and  early  this  morning,  how  unconcerned she  had  been  about  what impression  she  might make, Strubb's  words  echoed  back  to  him.  How  violently Strubb,  Christine, and her father still felt  about things long  past,  things  that  now  belonged  to  history.  Of course America had been affected by the war  too. Did Americans  forget  more easily?  Did life  move forward 

.more  quickly  in  the  States?  Are  we  more  ready  for the  future,  he  asked  himself,  or  is  it  aII  tied  up  with our  philosophy  of  obsolescence?  But  the  future  was based  on  what  had  gone  before,  and  Christine  would obviously  always  be  overshadowed  by  her  early  ex-

 as 
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periences,  even  a  broken promise. And  if  what  she and  Strubb  believed-that her  father  had  been  condemned  innocently-was  true,  the  result  had  to  be  a sense  of  despair,  a  deep  conviction  that  justice  did not exist. And did it? 

He  rose  and  crossed  over  to  where,  under  a  big colored  relief  map, Christine was pointing  out to  the young  man  places  of  interest  in  the  neighborhood: the  Hallstatt  museum  of  relics,  and  the  salt  mines, explaining  that  I1lyrians  had  probably  been  working the  plugs  as  early  as  900  B.c.,  the  unusual  boatshaped  pulpit  depicting  the  miracle  of  the  draught of  £shes  in  Trauenkirchen,  where  devout  fishermen still  sacrificed  their  finest  trout;  the  Michael  Pacher altar in the parish  church  at  St. Wolfgang;  a cablecar ride  between  St.  Gilgen  and  the  Zwolferhom;  the famous  Zauner  cafe  in  Bad  Isch!;  the  impressive watedall  in  Krimml.  She  didn't  seem  to  notice  that he was waiting patiently  for a chance to  speak  to her, but the young man did and stepped aside. 

"Christine,  I would  very  much  like  to   talk to  you." 

'Tm sorry, Mr. Brisson, I'm busy. " 

'Then later. Not here, if you prefer. Anywhere." 

"There  is  nothing  more  I  could  possibly  have  to say  to  you." She was  smiling  that  terrible  false  smile, and speaking with the pleasant voice  reserved  for  the guests of the N epomuk. 

"But there are a lot of things I'd like to  say to you."' 

She  shook  her  head  as  if  he  had  made  a  demand that was beyond her power to  grant, then, turning to the  young  man,  said,  "Is  there  anything  else  you would like to know?" 

·  Robert went outside. Between the pier on the lake and the hotel, there was a swimming pool from  which laughter, music,  and  the  splash of water rang  through the  clear,  sunny  air. He  found  an  unoccupied  deck chair  and  sat  down.  A  young  man  was  playing  an accordion,  and three  girls,  all  in  yellow bathing  suits, were humming the melody. An  elderly  woman,  a  red umbrella fastened to her chair, was reading the morning paper; two  men-obviously Americans-were  play-86 
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ing gin;  a baby was toddling on round fat legs under the  watchful  eyes  of  a  British  nanny.  Three  Frenchmen stretched out on the ground were  discussing  politics,  quoting  history and  saying  that every  system of government carried within it the seed for change; that democracy was doomed and would end either in communism or  in greater  nationalism  than  ever.  Germany would  never  be  united  without  war;  the  problem  of Algeria  would  never  be  solved,  the  African  situation would  lead  to chaos;  Russia would never  lose  the  advantage it held over the United States in nuclear power and,  in  spite  of  its  difficulties  in  that  quarter,  would remain allied  to  China.  For  a moment he  considered joining  in  the  discussion,  then  thought  better  of it and turned to his  left.  In  a  chair,  only  a  few  steps away, sat a man who looked vaguely familiar,  a rather tall,  athletically  built  man  who  revealed  his  muscles with  every  move  he  made.  He  was  dressed  in  white trunks, a jacket draped around  his  shoulders,  a  straw hat  pushed  back  on  his  dark, shiny, wavy  hair. He wore  sunglasses  and  was  smoking  a  cigarette  in  a long bolder; a heavy gold cigarette case and a lighter lay  next  to  him  on  a  table.  Robert  had  seen  him before.  When?  Where?  Suddenly he  remembered.  At the  airport  in  Salzburg.  The  fellow  who  had  offered him  a  ride  when  he  had  been  looking  for  transportation.  He  bowed  very  slightly,  just  enough  for  the other  to recognize the geshlre  if  he  remembered him, and  the  man  apparently  did.  He  nodded  back,  his smile  revealing  a  row  of  very  white,  even  teeth.  He couldn't have been much over forty. 

"How about a drink?" he said. 

"Isn't it rather early?" Robert glanced  at his watch. 

Not yet eleven. How slowly time moved. 

"Let  fate  decide."  The  man  reached  for  an  open backgammon  board  on  the  table. Robert  hadn't  noticed  it  before.  The  man  took  a  collapsible  leather cup  from  it,  buttoned  it together,  put  in  three  dice, and  shook it. "If  you win,  we'll  have  one  in  an  hour; if  you  lose,  we'll  have  one  now  and  you  pay.  Two out of three." 
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He spoke a ve:ry British English, as if he had �arned the  language at Oxford,  still Robert thought he  could detect an accent. From  somewhere south of the border, he thought. "All right with me." 

"Aleman." The man  introduced  himself,  and  rolled a perfect eighteen. 

"Brissrm. Robert Brisson." 

"The journalist?" 

Robert nodded. 

"Weren't you in South America lately?" 

But  Robert  was  in  no  mood  to  get  involved  in  a political  discussion,  nor  did  Aleman  seem  interested in  what  he  might  have  to  say.  He  was  holding  out the cup. "And the chap who's missing is your brother?" 

Robert  looked  up.  ''Then  you  saw  the  notice?  I must  say,  rm  at  a  complete  loss.  He  asked  me  to meet  him  here,  but  he  seems  to  have  disappeared without  leaving  a  trace."  He  took  another  look  at Aleman. Reid had frequent dealings with South America.  "You  haven't  heard  anyone  mention  him  by  any chance? He came here to  see a  client.  He's  a  lawyer. 

He's quite well known in international circles." 

The  man  shook  his  head  vaguely.  "No.  You  aren't really worried, are you?" 

Robert took  the  cup.  If  Aleman  hadn't heard  anything, there wasn't much point  in talking  about  Reid, but  oh,  the need was  there, a strange need, never felt before, to  explain what kind of a man  Reid was,  as  if by explaining he could clarify it to himself. 

"He'll  tum  up,"  said  Aleman.  "You  can  never  tell what a chap's up to on his holiday." 

Not on a holiday, Robert wanted to say, but stopped himself and shook  the  cup.  The  dice  rolled out.  Two fives and  a three. 

"That's not a lucky number." 

'Tm not superstitious." 

"I am," said Aleman. "You'll  see. fm  going to win." 

He  let  the  dice  rattle.  This  time  they  added  up  to seventeen.  Robert  had  thirteen  again.  "You're  right," 

he  said,  looking  for  a  waiter  and,  seeing  none,  rose. 

"I'll order them. What's yours?" 
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"I guess champagne, at this hour. Veuve Cliquot." 

Apparently  the  South  American  took it  for  granted that anyone  who could  afford  to stay at the  Nepomuk could also afford one of the most expensive vintages. 

The  bar  was  deserted.  Robert  rang  the  bell,  and when  no  waiter  appeared,  rang  again,  then  stepped out  onto  the  balcony  with  its  small  tables  and  low chairs,  but  saw  no  one  there,  either.  Suddenly  he heard  Christine's  voice.  "But  Mr. Aleman,  our  place is not for sale." 

She  sounded  very  definite  about  it and  a  little  annoyed. Robert  glanced  across  the  railing  and  could see  her  standing  directly  below  him,  holding  a  big bunch  of  flowers.  Aleman  had  taken  off  his  hat  and now  he  was  taking  off  his  sunglasses  and  twirling them  rapidly. "But  I just  talked  to your  father. About an  hour  ago. I  couldn't  have  misunderstood  him. As a  matter  of  fact,  he's  expecting  me  this  afternoon, and  I  hope  we  can  settle  the  deal  then. Will  I  see you?" 

'Tll  be  there," said Christine. "I  don't work on Sunday afternoon." 

Aleman  put  his  glasses  on  again,  bowed.  "It  will be  a  pleasure,"  he  said,  and  sauntered  back  in  the direction of the pool. 

Christine remained standing motionless until he was out  of  sight,  then  she  lifted  the  flowers  to  her  face and  buried  it  in  the  blossoms. Her  shoulders  were shaking;  she  was  crying.  Robert  ran  back  into  the bar,  almost  colliding  with  the  bartender,  who,  out  of breath,  was  excusing  himself.  "Sorry  to  have  kept you waiting, sir." 

"A bottle of Veuve Cliquot  for Mr. Aleman.  At the swimming  pool. Tell  him  I'll  join  him  in  a  moment. 

And put  it  on my bill." 

But the spot where  Christine had stood  was  empty. 

Robert  went  into  the  hall  to  ask  the  clerk  where  he could  fmd  her  and  was  told  that  she  had  just  left  for Dienten.  If  he  drove  fast  he  might  overtake  her. 

He  rushed  down  to  the  parking  lot,  got  into  his  car, and took the same way he had taken earlier that mom-89 
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ing.  Even now, in the  bright sunshine  of midday,  the narrow  valley  was  dark with  a  melancholy  light  that depressed him. He was glad when be came  out of it, as if he  had  escaped some  unknown  peril.  Suddenly, 

 as  he drove through Dienten,  he  saw  the   jeep parked below  the church  on the  hill. It was  an  old  church, dedicated  to  St. Nicholas,  and  dating  back  to  the sixteenth century. 

He opened the wide door gently so as not to disturb anyone   in   case there  was   a  service   going   on,  but   ex

cept  for  Christine,  arranging  flowers  on  either  side of  the  ornate  baroque  altar,  the  church  was  empty. 

At the sound of  feet,  she  lifted  her  head,  and  when she saw him, something like terror crossed her face. 

"What are you  doing here?  Why   did you follow me? 

I  begged  you  .  . ."  Then  anger  Hashed  in  her  eyes. 

''You  promised not  to  set foot  in  this  neighborhood. 

But your promises don't seem worth anything." 


It was  only then that he  remembered her  warning. 

"People often make threats they don't carry out. " 

"Not  my  father,"  she  said. "Believe  me,  I  know what  I'm talking  about. Haven't  you  any  feeling  of consideration?  Of  responsibility?  Can't  you  understand  how  someone  else  might  feel  who  has  been at  the  breaking  point  for  years?  Go  away,  please. 

Don't make a murderer of him!" 

He held up  one hand as  if  it were  a white  :Hag  of truce.  "But I must talk to you." 

"No. Please go." 

She turned back  to the Rowers  lying  at the  feet  of a  statue  of  St. Nicholas,  and he  could   see   that  she was  fighting  for  sell-control.  He   sat  down  on  one  of the  smooth  brown  benches  to  which,  centuries  ago, the  miners  in  this  district  had  laid  claim.  "I  was on  the  balcony,"  he  said.  "Quite  unintentionally  I overheard  Mr.  Aleman  talking  to  you."  Christine said  nothing.  "From  what  was  being  said,  I  understood that he intends to buy your place." 

Christine remained silent. 

"I also gathered that you don't want to sell it." 

Christine  picked  up  a long-stemmed,  almost  black 90 
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rose and leaned against one of the red marble  pillars as though she needed strength.  "It's none of your con-

" 

cem. 

"You're wrong,"  he said.  "fve  made  it my concern, and I'm going to help you." 

Christine  swung around  as though  she couldn't  believe she  had  heard correctly,  and  stared  at him,  her eyes  first  opening  wide,  then  narrowing,  but  she  was apparently  unable  to  respond. "I  am  going  to  help you,"  Robert  repeated,  as  if  he  had  not  only  to  convince  her  but  himself  as  weH.  And  as  he  heard  the echo of his  words,  he  knew that he  had been  looking for an opportunity  to   make up  for what he had failed to  do  seven  years  ago.  And  this  was  a  better  one than he could have  hoped  for. Christine  was  looking at  the  altar,  as  if  the  madonna  there  could  help  her 

. solve her problem. She had said no to her father's intention in principle, but without daring to reflect  how she  could  possibly prevent  a  sale,  and  now,  here,  in the  llttle  church  where  she  had  tried  to  find  refuge and  the  strength  to  come. to  terms with  the  loss  that threatened  her,  she was  faced with  an  extraordinary decision. 

She lifted her head.  Yes,  she would have  to give in to her father,  particularly now that he  had seen Robert  Brisson,  and  she  shuddered  as  she  thought  of her  father  with  the  carbine  across  his  knees.  The money he  would  get  from  Aleman  would  enable  him to   engage  new  lawyers  and  might  eradicate  his  feeling  for  revenge  and  his  lunatic  idea  that  by  killing Robert  he  might  prove  his  innocence.  Oh,  why  had Robert  Brisson  come  back to  Austria,  come  back  just at this point?  Without  his  presence,  she  would  have persuaded her father  to  keep the farm. 

She  spoke  as if  in  a  trance.  "I  don't want  to  let  it go. I don't want to sell it, ever.  I love the place, it's all we have. But my father needs money. We will sell." 

"How much would you say it would bring?" 

"Forty  to  6fty  thousand  dollars.  A  little  more  perhaps." 
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'TU  lend you money," said Robert, "and you won't have  to  sell." 

Christine  shook  her  head.  'We  don't  need  your help." 

 "But  you  do,"  he  said.  "You  just told me  that  your father  needs money  urgently,  and  that  the  only  way to get it would be to sell your home." 

"But  why  should  you  help  us,  now?  Have  you changed your mind about my father?" 

Had he? Had Strubb's conviction that Tanner could never  have  acted  dishonorably  influenced  him?  "I don't  know,"  he  said,  his  eyes  on  the  wooden  altar screen  that  depicted the seven sacraments in  ten  marvelously  carved  sections.  The  crucifixion.  The  an

nunciation.  "But  you  were  right  in  accusing me  last night.  I  should  have  stood by  your  mother  and you. 

I shouldn't have  left you to  shift  for yourselves  without making certain . . . 

" 

"You don't have to do penance for it." 

Penance? He hadn't thought of it that way, but that was what it was, and the quicker  he made  up  for  his egoism  during  that  period,  the  better.  It  had  never bothered  him before, and  he  probably wouldn't  have felt guilty  now  if  he  wasn't  blaming himself  for  not knowing  more  about  his  brother's  affairs,  if  Reid hadn't disappeared.  "It would make  me  feel better  if you accepted." 

"He  needs  money,"  Christine  said,  "to  try  again  to prove his innocence, to  have  a new  trial  acquit  him." 

"Then take it." 

"But it won't work." Her face was white and strained, the way he remembered it from years back, the white strained face of  a  little  girl  unable  to  cope  with  circumstances.  And suddenly  Robert's heart went out to her. A feeling of  warmth, a desire to protect her filled him,  a  desire  which  no  longer  had  anything  to  do with principles or  guilt. 

"Mr. Aleman  will  insist  on  buying  the  farm," she said.  "I  don't  know  if  you  know,  but  he's  terribly rich.  He  can  afford  almost  any  price. He  could  offer such a lot for the place,"  92 

[image: Image 102]

Robert recalled  the  big  black  Mercedes,  the  casual assumption  that  he  had  money  enough  to  drink Veuve  Cliquot  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the elegance of Aleman's clothes. He didn't doubt it. 

"Then  make  your  father  pretend  to  Aleman  that you  found  another  buyer,  and  that  the  place  is  already sold."' 

Christine  frowned with the  effort of letting the idea sink  in, then she  shook  her  head. "It  wouldn't  work," 

she repeated. 

'1Iere."  Robert reached  into  the pocket of his  coat. 

'Tll write  you  a check, a  check  for" -he  hesitated,  figuring-"for   two  thousand  dollars.  If  you  need  it, I'll get more." 

Christine stood motionless. 

"Come  on, take  it,"  he  said, getting up. "Come  on." 

And  when  she  still  made  no  move,  he  took her  hand gently,  put  the  piece  of  paper  in  her  palm  and  her thumb across it.  "And don't lose it, Christi." 

And  it  was  then  that  both  of  them  remembered days  long  past,  days  when  he  had  put  some  coins  in her hand  and  told her  to  fetch something,  some milk, chocolate,  or  fruit,  which  he  couldn't  have  wanted less but  which the Tanners needed,  and cautioned her with the words, "And don't lose it, Christi." 

Their  glances  met  and  held.  Then,  very  gently, Christine passed back the  oblong blue  paper.  "I can't," 

she  said. "Don't  you  see  that  for  his  sake,  I  can't  do it? You have  to respect  a man's pride even if you think it's  foolish.  He  would  never  accept  it.  TI1ank  you.  I know  you  meant  well.  But  forget  about  it;  forget about me and my father-it's  too late." 
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rr WAS NOT  the  tenacity  with  which  Robert  clung  to any  plan,  any  idea  or purpose,  that  made  him  take the road leading up  to  the Tanner  farm;  it was  more a  certain  fury,  fury  based  on  frustration,  fury  with the whole  situation in which he  found himself. Everything  within  him  resisted  the  restrictions  first  Strubb and  now  Christine  had  imposed  on  his  freedom  to move  at  will,  and  his  tension  made  him  understand more  deeply  the  strain  under  which  she  was  living. 

He  had  never  let  fear  for  his  personal  safety  interfere  with  anything  he  wanted  to  do,  and  her  apprehension  that  her  father  might  do  something  that would only add further disaster to their lives was reason  enough  for him  to  try  to  allay  her  anxiety  once and  for  all.  Then  too,  an  inexplicable  feeling  of  urgency,  a  feeling  that  he  must  lose  no  time,  that  tomorrow it  might be  too  late,  made  it  impossible  for him to reflect as to the wisdom of his actions. 

The house  seemed to be  deserted;  as he  walked  up to its wide front door, nothing stirred. Robert knocked twice before he pushed it open. There was the narrow passage,  characteristic  for  houses  of  this  type,  from which  several  doors  led  to  rooms  on  either  side,  and at the  end,  as  Robert could  tell  by  the  smells  coming from it,  lay  the  kitchen.  He  called,  but  nobody  answered. Had Aleman already driven over to  settle  the deal, and  were both men  out inspecting the property? 

But he had seen no car parked anywhere. 

He  went  outside  again,  passed  a  small  fenced-in 94 
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vegetable garden and came around to the back of the house where  the hay was  stored.  He  heard  the  loud barking of  a dog and, at the same time, saw the man he had been looking for. Tanner was wearing no shirt, only  a  pair  of  faded  trousers  and  on  his  head,  an old  army  cap.  For  just  a  moment  they  stood  rigid, Robert,  Tanner,  and  the  dog,  as  if the amazement of facing  each  other  so  unexpectedly  had  paralyzed them and robbed  them of speech. Then a tiny, bluish butterfly left the top of a yellow flower and Hew in an almost  straight  line  between  them,  and  the  air  was tom  by a  sharp command,  ''Caesar, fass!" And  as  the huge,  totally  black  Alsatian  leaped  like  lightning  toward Robert, Tanner rushed into the house. 

Before  Robert  could  lift  an  arm  to  jam  it  into  the wide open  mouth of  the animal  and  render his fangs harm1ess,  he was  thrown  to  the  ground,  the  animal standing above him,  the saliva  dripping  foamily from his  mouth,  his  yellow  eyes  sharply  intent  on  any possible  move  his  prey  might  make,  his  breath  hot and threatening, and Robert knew that if he  so  much as  stirred,  the  Alsatian  would  go  for  his  throat.  So he  lay  absolutely  still,  waiting  for  Tanner  to . return, knowing  with  certitude  now  that  Christine's  fears had been  justified.  After  a minute or two he  saw,  out of  the  corners  of his eyes,  Tanner  coming  from  the hay  barn,  gun in  hand.  He  was  moving  slowly,  as  if his body were being  propelled by  some  outside force, but  suddenly  he  changed  bis  pace  and  walked  very fast  until  he  reached  Robert.  Then  he  stopped  and stared  down  at  his  victim  as  if  he  wanted  to  make quite  sure there was no  mistake  and that it  was Robert Brisson lying there, held dO\:vn  by his dog. 

"Call oH your dog, Tanner." 

The  m"rnent  he  heard  the  stranger's  voice,  the dog began to snarl,  but  Tanner said nothing,  and  now Robert  could  see  that  the  man  had  aged  even  more than  he  had  thought  that  morning.  He  tried  to  speak calmly  but  with  authority.  "A  Tanner,"  he  said, 

"would not kill a man who is down and defenceless." 
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"And what defence did I have when you pickea me as the man who would best suit your purpose?" 

Robert's lips parted to reason with Tanner, but then he  remembered  what  Christine  had  said,  something to  the  effect  that  only  Tanner's  belief  that  he  had been  used  as  a  scapegoat  had  preserved  his  sanity, and  with  an  effort  greater  than  he  had  thought  it would cost him, he said instead, "Drop the gun. " 

Very  slowly  Tanner  shook  his  bead.  Some  of  the dog's saliva  dripped  down  on  Robert's  cheek  and he had  to  exact  all  his  self-control  not  to  move.  "All right  then,  shoot.  What  a  glorious  end  for  the  Tanners!  Your  daughter  and your  grandchildren  will certainly  be  proud  to  have  as  an  ancestor  a  man  who was a traitor and a murderer." 

He watched  a blue fire  flash in  the  old  man's  eyes, saw him tremble, but went on  as if  he was not aware of  Tanner's  reaction. "What  an  egoist  you  are,  Count Leopold  Tanner.  Your  name  obviously  matters  more to  you  than  your  daughter's  peace of  mind." And  oh God, he thought, here I am caught up in the romantic idiocy  of  European  aristocracy!  He  saw  Tanner  step back  as if to  take  aim,  but  then he  seemed  to  think better of it. "Caesar, let go." 

The  dog  looked  at his  master,  then  jumped  away from Robert  only  to  lie down next to  him,  front paws out-stretched,  head  resting  on  them;  but  his  hind legs  remained  unrelaxed,  his  ears  still  pricked  up, alert, his back arched. 

Robert  sat  up,  tore out a handful of the  sweet-smelling  grass  and  wiped  his  face.  Like  the  dog,  Tanner watched  him. But  Robert  shook  his  head.  ''No. rm not going to  take the gun away  from  you. You are  the master  of  your  fate,  and  of  your  daughter's. "  Yes, he  thought,  listening  to  himself  and  taken  aback  by the dramatic tenor  of  the  sentence-this  was  the  way to  talk  to  these  people who couldn't  grasp  what  had happened  to  their  world,  who  still  believed  in  the power  of  an  empire, who  were  used  to taking  their glory  from  their  majesties  like  the sun  reflected in  a mirror, and had seen both  majesties  and  empires  re-96 
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duced to ashes. And suddenly he could imagine Tanner as a young man, dancing in a resplendent uniform under the glittering lights of chandeliers,  riding a  white Lippizaner,  being host on a bear hunt in Hungary,  ordering  a  shepherd  to  kill,  or  perhaps  himself  killing the beast with all  due respect for an  animal that  had taught  man  so  many  elementary  skills,  walking straight  up  to  the bear,  a  knife  in  his  le£  t   hand,  his right  arm  in position to  smash  it  from  wrist  to  elbow into the animal's mouth, both of them-man and beast 

-meeting upright in a deadly embrace. And  he  could feel  the  desperation  this  man  must  have  felt  after the First  World War,  when his country  had been degraded  to  a  small  state,  a  republic;  the  empire  lost to  Czechoslovakia,  Poland,  Italy;  and  Hungary  independent. But  particularly  he  could  grasp  what  it must  have  meant  to  a  man  like  Tanner  when  Germany  had  annexed  what  was  left  of  Austria  and  it had  ceased  to  exist  as  a  nation,  and  how  then  his name  had  become  the  last,  the  only  thing  left  to  be proud of. 

In  a  voice  high  with  disbelief,  Tanner  said,  "You refuse to  fight me?" 

'1  have  no  reason  to  :fight  you,  nor  have  you  any reason to kill me." 

"I was framed,"  said Tanner,  "and you  framed me. 

Because  I had no money and couldn't find a  job and had  to watch  my  wife  dying  helplessly,  you  thought I :fitted the role  . . .  " 

"That  isn't  true." Robert interrupted  him,  but  very calmly. "In no  way  true." And as  if taking for  granted that  Tanner  wouldn't  doubt  his  assertion,  he  reached for  his  pipe  and  pouch.  "I  don't  know  if  you  were framed  or  not,  but I had nothing  to do  with it.  I give you  my  word of honor." 

"Do Americans know the meaning of honor?" 

Robert  struck  a  match.  "Some  do,  some  don'tjust like Europeans. People  don't differ that much." 

"But  you  believed  that  I  could  have  done  it.  You did nothing to  help,  you who  knew me,  who  had had endless  talks  with  me,  who knew  what I  stood  for-97 
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you  refused  to  come  forward  and ,tell you� p�mple, 'I know  this  man,  he  is  honorable.  You  d1dn t  stand up for me, you ... " 

The gun in his hand was shaking, and Robert knew that  it  was  senseless  to  try  to  tell  the  old  man  that the C,I.C. would never have resorted  to  such methods to  solve its  problems,  or  that he  had  seen  Leiter,  the Russian  spy,  on  his way up  to their apartment,  or any of  the  other  reasons  which,  at  the  time,  had  convinced him of Tanner's guilt . 

.. Mistakes  are  possible, "  he  said.  "And  if  one  was made,  I  want  to  help  remedy  it.  I  have  heard  that you need money to arrange for a new trial." He pulled out  the  check  he  had  written  in  the  church  on  the little hill,  and Tanner began to laugh,  a bitter  laugh, fi1led vvith anger and contempt. 

"Do  you  really  think  it's  as  easy  as  all  that?  That you can buy your life, or a clear conscience? How like an  American!  No,  Brisson.  Don't  insult  me  on  top of everything else," 

"I  know  you  don't  need  my  money,"  Robert  said, watching  the  shadow  of a  cloud  darken  the  grass  on which  he  sat.  "I  know  you  are  ready  and  willing  to sell  this  place,  but  it  isn't  so  much  that  I  care  what will  happen  to  you�I  am  interested  in  your  daughter's happiness. She doesn't  want  the farm to be sold." 

"My  daughter  would  do  anything  to  restore  the honor  of  our  name."  No  question  as  to  how  Robert came  to  know  so  much  about  the  Tanners'  affairs, no  surprise  at his  frequent  mention  of  Christine-the man was totally absorbed by his mvn  affairs, obsessed, just as Christine had said. 

"Because  your  daughter  loves  you  more  than  you love  her, " Robert went  on,  "she is ready  to  sacrifice her happiness for your illusions." 

"Illusions?"  Tanner  cried.  "What  do  you  mean?  I am innocent, and by God I shall prove it." 

"I doubt it," Robert  said. "I  doubt it very  much. All circumstantial  evidence  was  against  you,  and  you know it." 

The  gun  moved  in  Tanner's hand. Robert  chose  to 98 
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 ignore  it.  ''But if  you  accept  my help,"  he  went  on, 

 "if I appear  as  a witness  for you,  you might have  a 

 chance." 

 Tanner was staring at him, and now his whisper was almost  inaudible.  "You . . .  you are going to help me? 

 When did you change your mind?" 

 "fll  help  you  on  one  condition:  that  you  don't sell  the  farm  until  we  see  if  this  loan  won't  suffice to get your case reopened." 

 "Swear  it,"  said  Tanner.  "Swear  it."  And  now  his voice was as loud and firm as it had been faint before, a  voice  used to  giving  orders.  Robert lifted  his  right hand,  then held out  the  check once  more.  But Tanner didn't move. 

 Robert rose. ''Take it or leave it,"  he said,  dropping the  check  on  the  grass,  then,  as  Tanner  still  stood there  immobile,  he  began  to  walk  away,  followed  by the growling of the black Alsatian. 
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"I TRIED TO  reach you by telephone," said Leopold Tanner,  smiling  apologetically  at  Aleman.  "But  you  must have left the hotel right after lunch." 

"I drove around a bit." Aleman followed Tanner up to  the  house. 'Where  I  come  from  the  landscape  is more  imposing,  but  I prefer the  charm  of  the  scenery here. What  did  you  want  to  reach  me  for?  Change the hour? I hope I'm not inconveniencing  you. If  you have other plans, I can come back later," 

Tanner hesitated, then  shook his  head and pointed to   an old long bench in the  shadow  of the eaves. Aleman  sat  down  and  looked  at  him  questioningly. "It's just that I wanted  to  spare you  the trouble  of  driving over. You see, the place is sold." 

'What?" 

"The place has been sold," Tanner repeated. 

"I don't understand." 

"It's been sold," Tanner said a third time. 

Aleman  exploded.  "Good  Lord,  I  don't  understand you.  I  must  say,  I  don't  understand  you  at  all.  Ever since  you  took  possession  of  it,  I've  been  offering   to buy  it.  And  you've  turned  me  <lown  time  after  time. 

You  said  it  would  break  your  daughter's  heart.  Not that  I  ever  believed  it.  I  thought  you  were  holding out  for a higher price," His  eyes narrowed. "When did you sell it?" 

"This morning." 

"This morning? After I'd talked to you? And do you 100 
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think that's fair? I  thought you  were a man of  honor. 

I thought your word could be trusted." 

Tanner reacted sharply. "I never gave you my word on  it. I merely  said I  was  prepared  to  discuss  a possible sale." 

"But you should have let me have the £rst offer. You should at least have mentioned that there was  another prospective buyer.  I would  have met his ptice,  if not topped it, You know that I love the farm." 

"I  know,"  said  Tanner.  For  Aleman  was  right.  To him  it  must  seem  that  he  was  being treated  unfairly. 

And  he wished  that he  hadn't  given  in  to Christine's insistence  to  tell  the  South  American  that  the  place was  sold, rather than  the truth-that  he  had  received a loan  which  made  the  sale  of the  property  unnecessary for the time being. The lie went against the grain. 

But  what was  a man  in  his  position  to  do? A certain amount  of  evasion  seemed  inevitable.  And  as  he thought of the tum events had taken, he still  couldn't believe  in  their  reality.  Dear  God,  if  he  had  shot the  man.  He  shuddered.  \Vhy  had  he  wanted   to  kill Robert Brisson in the first place? It was hard to understand  now why  he  had  ever  believed  that  a  murder would  somehow  prove  his  innocence.  He  must  have been  insane.  Strubb  had  always insisted  that  the  idea was crazy  and  had  tried to make him see  reason.  But Strubb  had  not been  able to  hold out any  hope;  and Christine's acceptance  of the past, her insistence  that it  did  not  matter  as  long  as  they  lmew  better,  had only  deepened  his determination  to  fight for  the  restoration  of  his  reputation with every  available means. 

'Tm  sorry,"  he  said,  'but  you  see,  the  buyer  is  a friend of ours, an old friend. And of course . • .  " 

"Who is he?" 

«Someone called Btisson,  Robert Brisson." 

When  Aleman  had  asked  who  the  buyer  was,  he had wanted  to know the name  in  order  to  be able to see the man  and offer  him whatever he  might ask for the  farm,  but  Tanner's  answer  changed  all  this.  Brisson.  So  that was  why Brisson  hadn't come  back to  the pool. He had been driving to Tanner's instead. Brisson. 
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Well  he  couldn't  afford  to  have  Brisson  become  the own;r  of  this  property.  It  had  been  inconvenient enough  to  find  it  suddenly  inhabited  after  no  one had  lived  there  for  so  many  years.  He  had  done  his best  to  prevent  it,  and  failed.  But  Brisson  .  •  .  here 

. . •  on  this property . . .  climbing  around  • • •  Aleman closed his eyes. 

The years fell away, and he could see himself hiding in  a  small  hay  shelter.  1945.  The  spring  of  1945. 

A  man  dangling  from  every  street  lantern,  any  man who,  without  marching  orders,  had  tried  to  escape the  German  front  and  reach  home  to  tum  himself into  a civilian,  or have  the British  or Americans  take him prisoner.  Every  time  he  recalled  the  expressions on  their blue faces,  the eyes popping out, the tongues unnaturally long, or remembered the  way  the  corpses had moved gently,  set in motion by the weight of the dead  bodies,  he  shuddered.  He  wasn't  going  to  be caught. 

He  didn't  know  the  neighborhood  too  well.  Even though he had  been born in  Salzburg,  he  was  barely a year  old when his  parents  had decided  to  try  their luck  in  Argentina,  where  his  father's  brother  was working  on  a  sheep  ranch.  So  he  had  growh  up  in South America, and if his Austrian grandfather hadn't fallen  ill  and  expressed  the  desire  to  see  his  only grandchild before he  died,  Aleman  would  never have found  himself  during  the  summer  of  1939  in  what had  now become  a  part  of  Germany.  He  had  been drafted  into  the  German  army.  For  nearly  six  years he obeyed  orders, but he was not  going  to  throw  his life away when even high-ranking  officers were  trying to  escape  obvious  doom.  Somehow  he  made  it  into the Dienten  mountains. He knew  that his  grandfather had  died  shortly  after  he  had been  drafted,  but  his grandmother was still living,  and it was his hope  that she  might  hide  and  feed  him.  The  hiding  had  been quite  easy,  the  feeding  much  more  difficult, and after a week of  near-starvation, he  had  ventured  out to  see if he  couldn't  kill  some  animal,  a  deer  perhaps.  He had reached the meadow where she had  told  him he 102 
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might sight one  grazing,  when  he  heard the noise  of an  army jeep,  coughing  up the  mountain  side,  and  he had  hidden  in  one  of  the  little  hay  shelters. Lying trembling on  the bare Hoor-all the  hay had been  used up  during the winter-he  had  looked  through  the  slits in the fu logs and seen the jeep stop,  and after a while, a  second one,  then a third. Five  soldiers  began to unload one  big  box  after  the  other and  carry  them  over the  rocks  up  to  a  cliff  on  which  sparse  grass  grew, back and forth, back and forth. 

They passed by so  close to him he could understand snatches  of  their  conversation  in  the  clear  mountain air. Two or three seemed to  be convinced  that all  was lost, and that what they were doing was a  sheer waste of time; they should rather beat  it and try to get back behind  their  lines  and  out  of  uniform,  or  make  it over to  the  Americans  and  surrender  to  them  before the  Russians  got  them.  But  the  others  maintained that  no  order  to  hide  those  boxes  would  have  been given  if  the  Germans  weren't  expecting  to  use  what was  in  them-well,  maybe  not  now;  but later. There was a sixth man, an officer in the black uniform of the S.S.,  walking  on  ahead  in  long  strides,  but  whenever he  stopped  to  let  the  men  catch  up  with  him,  they stopped  talking.  Later,  from  above,  had  come  the sound  of detonations. 

When  darkness  fell,  he  left  his  hiding  place,  which seemed too close to the one where the men were camping,  and  found  another,  higher  up  on  the  mountain. 

In  the  early  morning  there  were  more  detonations, this  time  below  him,  then,  all  of  a  sudden-silence. 

When  he  thought  surely  all  of  them  were  gone,  he moved cautiously between some rocks. But they hadn't left.  They  were  still  there.  Two  of  the  men  were lowering  themselves  by  a  rope  over  a  cliff,  and  they vanished  into  what seemed to  be a  hole  in  the  wall  of rock,  then  the  other  three  let  the  boxes  down  on  another  rope,  under  the  supervision  of  the  officer,  one after  the other.  At dusk,  every  one  of the  boxes  had disappeared  and the  two  men  emerged  from  the  face of  the  cliff-it  was  as  if  the  mountain  had  spat  them 103 
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out-and  when  they  had roped themselves  up to the meadow  again,  the officer  lined up  the  five  men  in  a row. It  looked  as  if he  were  going  to  address  them. 

Instead he  shot  them,  all  five  of  them. One  of  them tried to run away, up toward where Aleman was hiding,  but the  S.S. man  got him  with  one  shot,  and  the man died ten feet away from him. 

In  1939,  Aleman  was  eighteen,  a  more  or  less  ordinary  fellow  without  great  ambition,  but  six  years of war had steeled an instinct for  survival in  him  and brought him to  the  realization that life  wasn't worth living unless you were in command. He had two hand grenades left and he flung them at the officer with the precise aim  the  German army had taught him,  ldlling him  instantly.  A  long  time  afterwards,  he  lowered himself down  on the rope which was still fastened to its iron hook, and entered the cave. When he  came out again,  he dragged the  officer  and the  five  men to the edge of the cliff and threw them down,  one  after  the other,  listening  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction  to  the sickening thud their bodies made as they hit the  rocks far, far below. Whoever found them could never possibly  connect  their  bodies  with  the  spot  where  they had originally  been killed. Then  he climbed down  to where the jeeps  were parked and drove them, one by one, to  a spot where he could push them over a precipice. 

At first the  fact of  being  rich  had so  overwhelmed him that no  idea  had  entered  his  mind but to  enjoy the fortune he  had  come into.  Then,  after a  relatively short  period,  he had  come  to  realize,  incredible  as  it seemed,  that  he  was  bored  by  the  very  things  that once  had  seemed  not  only  to  be  unattainable  for  a man in  his position, but to  promise  the  fulfillment of all  his  dreams. As  soon  as  the  fascination  of  the unknown  had  worn  off,  he  ceased  to  enjoy  staying at luxury  hotels, being  waited  on  by  servants,  eating caviar  and  pate  de  foie  gras,  and  drinldng  the  best champagne  France  could produce. Part of  the  reason was, of course, that there  was no one to share it with. 

He  didn't  know  any  of  the  better-class  people  who 104 
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frequented the  places where he  now stayed;  the only 1  ones who wou]d keep him company were cheap women and   nouveaux  riches   like  himself.  With  the  money he  could  spend,  he  didn't  impress  anyone  but  himseH and those who accepted his tips, who were servile and  contemptuous  at  the  same  time.  Even  when  he had  learned  to  dress  correctly,  to  modulate  his  voice and  move  with  a  certain  easy  elegance,  he  still  felt that he was respected only because he was rich. 

He  began  to  study.  It  came  hard  to  him,  for  his mind  hadn't  been  trained  to  learn  anything  more  on the   estancia   where  he  had  been  raised  than  was  required for breeding of sheep and getting the best price for  them. But he did have a certain facility for picking up  languages.  German  and  Spanish  he  had  spoken fluently  already  as  a  small  child;  English  and  French came  to  him  quite  easily,  except  for  an  accent  he could not shake off. To read,  though, was  a completely new  experience,  and  he  slaved  at  it,  determined  to master  at  least  an  elementary  education.  But all  his dogged efforts to refine his mind seemed to have  been for  nothing  when  he  finally  felt  ready  to  break  into society.  The  circles  in  which  he  wanted  to  move took  it  for  granted  that  a  man  could  speak  several languages;  they knew how  to   keep  a conversation  going,  how to behave on  every  occasion,  and to control their tempers. An added difficulty was his fear of making himself conspicuous,  of  drawing attention to  himself in any way that might make  people wonder about the  source  of  his  fortune. So  there  he  was,  with  accounts in Swiss  and English  and American banks,  not daring  to  spend  ostentatiously,  and-what  was  worst of ail-without a  goal.  It didn't occur  to  him  to enter the world of  business. Why  should he rack his  brains to  make  more  money  when  he  had  at  his  constant disposal  enough  to  last  him  a  lifetime;  besides,  like most  men  who  acquired  wealth  without  having  had to work for it, he was afraid of  losing  it. 

It was  not until  he  had  settled  down  in  Argentina for  good  that  he  made  the  acquaintance,  quite  by chance,  of a group  of  men,  among  them  some  former 105 
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Nazis who had escaped to  South America,  and others who had been  sent out of  Germany before the  end of the war-engineers, scientists, highly experienced men. 

They  had been landed by  Spanish boats  and German submarines,  saved  from  probable  defeat  and  death for the future,  to  form  a nucleus  from  which to  start anew when the time came. Like him, they  lived under assumed names. 

As  a  boy,  he  had been  fed  on  the  propaganda  of the  pro-Hitler  newspapers  his  father  read,  and  his respect for the Nazis had been dimmed only  by what he  had witnessed  during  the  last months  of  the war, and by his own audacity-that he had been able to kill an  officer  of  the  S.S.  But as  he  sat  among  his  compatriots,  these memories  began  to  fade.  Some  of  the old awe  he  had  felt  for  his  superiors  in  the  army  as a young man came  back  There  was  one man  in  particular who  aroused  his  respect,  a  former  member  of the crew of the  Graf  Spee. When finally, in November, 1943,  Argentina  went  through  the  motions  of clamping down on the freedom  the  "Speers"  had enjoyed. until then, this man's case came under a decree that  permitted  those  who  had  married  Argentine women since their internment to remain at liberty. Instead of being rounded up, all he had to do was report regularly  to  the  officer  in  charge  of  his  district.  Although  most  of  the  important  members  of  the  crew had  managed to  escape  and  go  back  to fight  on  the side  of  the  Germans,  this  man  was  given  orders  to remain  in  South  America  to  carry  on  espionage  and sabotage.  There  was  a  hypnotic power in  his  whole bearing,  the  gestures  of  his  hands,  the  look  in  his eyes,  the  tone  of  his  voice,  and  it  didn't  take  him long to discover  that Jose  Aleman  was  rich  and  apparently willing to  spend money.  Gradually  Jose  was considered. worthy of confidence and made  a member of the secret organization this man had founded. 

Aleman  was  given  a  very  small  position,  nevertheless, it was a position of authority. And he discovered that to be  in command was what he craved-not the 106 
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 abstract authority of money, but authority over people. 

 For the  first time in his  life he  became  deeply interested  in  politics  and  discovered  what  he  had  always known  yet  never  thought  of  in  connection  with himself:  that  other  men  had  risen  from  nothing to a  position  of  great  influence;  that he  was  living  in 

 times  which, in  the  chaos  of  progress,  seemed  destined  to  lend  support  to  those  who  were  determined to seize power.  If you stopped to think for a momentexcept for  a  few  countries  still  ruled  by  royalty,  and they  were  doomed-most  of  the  world  was  ruled  by dictators,  by  little  men  like  himself  who  had  understood  the  times  in  which  they  lived,  had  prepared for the right moment and acted when it came. 

 But where was his chance? And then,  quite  clearly, he  saw that  it lay with these  embittered,  fanatic Germans  whose  crushed  hopes  and  pride  cried  out  for revenge,  who,  like  him,  found  no  satisfaction  in  any aspects of life unless they belonged to the ruling class. 

 He  watched  and  listened.  Their  speeches  filled  him with admiration,  their goals with awe, and the secrecy of  the  whole  thing  appealed  to  his  sense  of  importance.  Rung  by  rung,  and  so  cautiously  and  cleverly that no  suspicion  could  fall  on  him,  he  climbed  from one  important  position  to  another  until-with  a  few of  his  comrades  conveniently removed  by  "accidents" 

 -he  had  become  their  undisputed  leader.  And  suddenly money was of supreme  importance.  Without the cave  and  its  treasure,  he  would  not  be  able  to  maintain his  position. 

 Ever  since,  he  had wanted  to  buy  the  property  to which  he  had  returned  year  after  year,  in  summer and  winter,  but  it  had  been  impossible  to  get  the original owner  to  part  with  it.  Aleman  had  prevented his  heir  from  taking  possession,  but  only  for  a  few years. And now his plan to buy the  place had failed. 

 He  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  at  the  Hochkonig, where-although it couldn't be seen from here-the first spurs  of  the mountain  rose  from  the  little  green  meadow above  the  cliff.  It  was  almost  impossible  for  the 107 
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cave to be discovered, but he couldn't take any chances. 

It  had become his lifeline.  Brisson  could  never  be  allowed  to take possession  of the  Tanner  property.  Besides, there were other reasons why he should be eliminated. 
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nIERE  WAS  a  brook  that  played  Mozart,  or  so  it seemed  to  Robert  as  he  sat  next  to  Christine  in  a flowering field near the Hotel Nepomuk. Unexpectedly he  had seen  the jeep  climb  up from  the lake  and had gone  to  meet  it,  wondering  if  Christine's  father had  told  her to  return  the  check  he  had  dropped  at the  old  man's  feet.  But  she  had  smiled  at  him  and said,  '1  came  to  thank you."  He  had  taken  her  arm, and  they  had  wandered  off  until  they  had  come  to this  spot,  and  she  had  motioned  to  him  to  sit  down. 

They  hadn't  talked,  as  if  anything  they  might  have said would be too much  or  too little, but now  Robert turned  to her.  "Listen.  Doesn't  that  sound  like   Eine Kleine Nachtmusik?" 

Christine  moved a  hand  and pointed.  And  there  it was, a primitive device  made of  wood which dammed the  water  and,  with  slender  hammers  fastened  to  it, pegged out the composition on  bottles  filled  to  differ� · 

ent degrees. Then she spoke with sudden  spontaneity. 

"But  he  could  have  killed  you!"  And  she  looked  at Robert as if even now  she couldn't grasp  that  he  was alive and unharmed. 

"I  realized that." 

'1Iow did you do it? How in the world did you ever convince him,  not only  not to  shoot  you,  but  to  take your check?" 

"I  blackmailed  him,"  said  Robert.  "Didn't  he  tell you? I resorted to bribery." 

Christine shookher head. "He wasn't making much 109 
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sense  when  I  got  back.  He  just  mumbled  someth?1g about your having been there,  and that he was  gomg to accept the loan you had offered him." 

Her  eyes  were questioning  him,  and  for  a moment Robert gazed into them. Like amber, he thought, when the  sun strikes it. "I promised to appear  as a  witness for him if and when his case is reopened." 

"But  how  can  you,  when  you  believe  he's  guilty? " 

"I've changed my mind." 

"From one moment to the other?" 

"No.  Not  exactly."  Robert  stared  up  into  the  sky, so wide, so  high above  them, yet blue enough to lend the  lake  below  its  color.  "Maybe  fve  never  been  a very  good  judge  of  people,"  he  said.  "Perhaps  I've seen  in  them  what  was  convenient  rather  than  taken the trouble to  recognize them for  what they  are. But seven  years  ago  I  was  certainly  much  too  involved with myself and too satisfied with superficial  explanations  to  put  myself  in  another  man's  shoes.  I  really don't know  what made  me  see your father in a different light-you, Strubb, and then .. . " 

"So it was Strubb," said Christine.  "Of course. Why didn't I think of that before?" 

"Strubb ?" 

Christine  nodded.  "He's  an  old  friend  of  Father's. 

They  met  when  they  were  in  the  resistance  against the  Nazis. And  like  me  he  was  afraid  that Papa  . .  ," 

So  Strubb  had  known  all  along  who  he  was  and  of his connection with the  Tanners.  And Robert  remembered  how  the  inspector  had  repeated  his  name, spelled it out. That was why he had been so interested and  spent  so  much  time  with  him. "And  then  I  saw your father," he went on, "and I knew you  were  right. 

He  couldn't  have  lived  with  himself  i£ he  had  committed a treasonable act. " 

He  looked at her and saw that she  was crying,  her sma� face screwed  up in  an  effort  to  control herself, her  full  red lips  trembling,  her  eyes  trying  to  blink away the tears. "Christ! .. . " 

"I  can't help it, "  she  said. "You  can't imagine  what it  meant  to  live  with  him  all  these  years,  and  to  be 110 

[image: Image 120]

afraid . . •  to be afraid all the time  . . .  and now, suddenly"-she  snapped  her  fingers-"it's  all over. As  if it had  never  been.  I  just  . . .  it  makes  me  feel  silly." 

The  sob  rose  in  her  throat, and  she  turned  away from  him, stretching  out  and  burying  her  face  in the grass.  And  watching her  shaking helplessly,  Robert  realized  again  under  how  great  a  strain  she  must have  lived  and  how  hard  she  must  have  fought  to maintain some sanity in  their  lives.  "But wasn't  there anyoner' he asked. "No one to stand by you?'' 

Still  turned  away  from  him, she  shook  her  head 

"No one . . .  after you stopped coming." 

He waited for a moment for her  to go on, but when she  remained  silent  he  knew  that  she  hadn't  meant to  refer  to  the  past, hadn't  intended  to  accuse  him again, and he  looked up into  the sky, its  blue less  intense  now  as  it  faced  the  evening;  the  little  clouds that had gathered aronnd the IGtzsteinhom were gone. 

"I stopped coming," he  said, "because I was in  love. 

Because  I  met  Kate.  We  met  at  a  dinner  a  French colonel gave.  Her  French  wasn't much, or  rather-as I found out later-she !mew quite a bit as far as reading and understanding were concerned but  was shy  about speaking  it.  She  was  aware  of  her  accent  and  didn't know  how  to  turn  a  beautiful  phrase  in  answer  to what  was  being said  to  her.  So  she  stuck  to  me,  one of  the few  Americans  there.  She  was  wearing  something  yellow  that  was  exactly  the  color  of  her  hair. 

You  wouldn't  have  thought  it  would  make  a  good combination, but somehow it was just perfect." 

As  he spoke,  he  noted  ahnost  with  shock  that  this was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  mentioned  Kate  to anyone except his closest friends, and  that  was  a long time ago.  And  never  had  he  spoken  about  the  night when  he  had  first  known  that  from  then  on  there would be no one but Kate for him. 

"We went dancing after the party was over, to some little bar, and  she  broke  the  heel  of  her  left  slipper and gave it to me for luck." 

He  stopped  talking,  reliving  in  his  mind  the  moment  when  she  had  held  the  high,  slender  heel 111 
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out to him,  and  how  they  had  laughed  as  if  it  were incredibly funny. He could even remember saying that she  was  stingy-Cinderella  had  at  least  left  a  whole slipper behind,  and  how  that  remark had  made  Kate serious.  "I  too have  a  stepmother  I  don't  like."  Their whole  mood had  changed  and  they had  sat  down  in a  quiet  comer  and  begun  talking  about  themselves. 

He  didn't  notice  that  Christine had  turned  toward him as if she didn't want to miss a word. =co on." 

'We  were  married  two  weeks  later,"  he  said. "She had  left for Paris. I think she  wanted  to  get away,  to be alone for a while,  to   not be rushed, but I went after her. I asked for ]eave. And when I came back . . . 

" 

It  was  only  then  that  Christine understood  why he was  telling  her  all  of  this.  Of  course,  that  was  it.  A thirteen-year-old  child  could  never  have  meant  anything  to  a  young  man  ten  years  older,  a  young  man in love. Love had wiped out the dreary memory of the two  mansard  rooms,  of  a  sick  woman,  a  desperate man,  and  a  little  girl  whom he  had  promised  to befriend,  And  she smiled,  grateful  for  his  explanation, grateful too for  the fact  that he was  the  kind  of  man who could be troubled over having failed a child. 

"And then  you  went  back  to  America?" she  asked and sat up, pulling  a blade of grass through her  lips, its sharp, tangy taste new on her tongue. 

He  nodded.  "Yes.  We  went  back  to  America, but only  for  a  short  time  because  my job  soon  began  to take me all over the world. And then Kate died." 

"Died?" 

He didn't answer, and she wondered if he had heard her  repeat the  word  and  hoped  he  had  not,  for  it seemed to  make  Kate's  death  more  of  a  fact, for her as well as for him. His face was closed now, masklike, and  suddenly he looked older than he  was and lonelier  than  a young man his  age  should  look,  and  she felt  emotion  stirring  in  her.  And-it  can't  be,  she thought, that I never outgrew my love for him, that  it wasn't  just  circumstances  that  prevented  me  from meeting other men I might have  liked, or my  father's refusal to see people be didn't know,  or my  fear  that 112 
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if  I  brought  someone  home,  my  father  would  immediately  start  talking about his  grievances  . . .  She  sat very  still,  as  if the  slightest  move  on  her  part would somehow disturb the memory of feelings, 

"And  later,"  he  said,  lifting  a  hand  and  letting  it fall,  as if burying  with  one  geshlre  all  the  pain,  the wild  attempts  to  find  consolation  in  a  woman's arms, the  restlessness  he  had  never  been  able  to  conquer, and  the  daring,  adventurous  life  he  had  led  because he  hadn't  cared  what  happened  to  him,  '1ater  there was nothing-just work. And Reid, of course." 

Reid. She had seen the note posted in the desk, asking  anyone  who  might  have  seen  or  heard  about Reid Brisson to get in touch with his brother. She had glanced  at  it  and  forgotten  it,  and  now  it  seemed incredible  that  her  mind  should  not  have  retained the  fact  that  his  brother  had  disappeared,  but  been so completely concerned with her affairs only-her fear for  her  father  and  loss  of  the  farm. And  blamed  him for  forgetting  me,  she  thought,  a  thirteen-year-old girl  he  couldn't  possibly  have  taken  seriously,  and my  father,  who  created  some  embarrassing  moments for a  young  officer. But he,  in spite  of his anxiety,  had cared  about what  was  happening  to  her,  had  driven to Dienten, had gone to see her  father.  And the wording  of  the  note  came  back  to  her,  as  clearly  as  if  it were  printed  in  huge  letters on  the  landscape  before her  eyes.  "But  it's  only  three  days  since  he  disappeared.  People have  survived in  the  mountains longer than that." 

Robert  turned  to  her,  his  face  alive  again. "But Strubb doesn't believe  in  an accident. And to  imagine that  Reid  may  be  involved  with  criminals,  without knowing  it  of  course,  just  as  your  father  may  have unwittingly  known  someone  who  wanted  him  out  of the  way,  and  I  .  .  .  condemned  to  inactivity  like this ... " 

Was  that  why  you  came?  she  wondered. Because you had time on your hands and were looking for distraction?  And  then  she  remembered  the  scene  in  the church  and  felt  ashamed  of  doubting  him,  and 113 

[image: Image 123]

stretched  out her hand impulsively  to  touch his. And suddenly they were in each other's arms, kissing wildly and  desperately  while  the  brook  sang  on  and  the scent of flowers was heavy with the  onset of evening, and somewhere behind  the  mountains the  setting sun illumined the sky a fierce red. 
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FINALLY  SUNDAY was done.  The  musicians who  played for  the amusement of the summer  people had picked up their instruments and withdrawn. The steamer that plied  the  lake  was  made  fast  at  the  pier,  and  most of  the  restaurants  and cafes  were  closed.  Only  a  few cars  were  driving  back  from  a  day's  outing  on  the Grossglockner. The natives had gone  to  bed long ago, and  the  guests were  just  turning  in.  Anton knew this was  so  because  he  could  hear  the  nuns  hurrying  to chapel  for  midnight  mass,  He  liked  the  nuns.  They wore blue dresses that looked as if they were cut from a  piece  of  spring  sky,  and  he  liked  their  enormous wimples  that  reminded  him  of  the  eternally  white snows  in  the  high  mountains  where  there  was  peace, and  at  the  same  time  made  the  faces  beneath  them so insignificant-he could  forget  they were human.  Altogether,  he  liked  the  nuns  because  they had  rescued him  and  nursed  him  and  fed  him  and  prayed  over him;  still,  you  could  never  be  sure  of anyone. If  Inspector Strubb were to have  a heart-to-heart talk with the Mother Superior, she  might  tell  that he was hiding out in the bell tower. The moment mass was over,  Anton  left  the  convent,  to  which  he  bad  run  when  he had heard  the  fire  sirens  and  seen  the  smoke  on  the other  side  of  the  lake,  coming  from  the  direction  of the house in which Annette Huber lived.  Fires  always frightened him. Years ago he had almost been  burned in one. 

As  he  crept  through  the  darkness,  keeping  well  to 115 
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the  left  of the  road on  which  it was  improbable  that cars  would  pass  at  this  time  of  night,  he  debated  if he should stop  over  at Michael's.  Michael never asked any questions, and Anton could sleep with the wooden masks  all  around  him.  They  always  amused  him. 

He could even try some  on  and  imagine  that  his  face was as  beautiful as the masks  no  one could carve  like Michael  any  more.  Rut he  rlidn't  like  to  disturb  the old man,  so  he trotted on. 

It  would take  him  at  least  five  hours  to  cover  the thirty  kilometers  to  Dienten,  even  if  he  walked  fast. 

But by eight, he  should be  up  at the  fourth meadow, and by then Lise would have put  in  two  good hours of work at least,  and be busy  in the kitchen.  Even if she  saw  him,  she  wouldn't  say  a  word,  maybe  just that  she'd  seen  him-more  she  couldn't  say  because she  wouldn't  know any  more-and  that he  had taken some eggs  and milk.  But that was  all. The  few cows, brown  and white Pinzgauers,  never minded him.  He milked them often,  they were  used  to  his  hands  and came to where  he  was  sitting  on a three-legged  stool when  he  whistled.  And  higher  up,  the  two  sturdy Ha.flinger  horses  would  be  grazing.  They d  neigh  a little to let him know they had recognized him, maybe the mare  would  come  to  nuzzle  against his  shoulder. 

And  he  would  give  her  a  piece  of  sugar  on  the back of his hand before he would disappear-not down the  almost  perpendicular  wall  where  you  needed  a rope, the  way the men who had put a lot of boxes in the  other cave must have  used, but through  a field of scree  to  the rock that jutted  out like  a  cliff.  Between the boulders there was an opening. If he sucked in his breath  and  didn't  get  panicky  that  at  any  moment he  wouldn't  be  able  to move  bacl-ward,  forward  or sideways,  he  could  slip  in  and  reach  his  cave,  a  tiny room-you  could  almost  stand  up  in  it.  At  the  other end of it there was  another opening, very like the  one he  had  just  crept  through.  Here  the  rocks  formed  a corridor that led, after a few yards, into a much larger cave, where it was airier, because this was the one that opened  out  onto  the  sheer  drop  of  about  a  hundred 116 
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 feet and contained the boxes with  iron bands  and red lettering.  He  had  never  seen  anyone  in  it,  but  sometimes  he  imagined  that  a  few  of  the  boxes  had  been rearrange.cl. 

 He  had  found  the  caves  early  in  194.5,  when  his chance  had  finally  come  to  run  away  from  the  Germans,  and  he had  hidden  in  them  for  weeks.  During past  years  they  had  become  a  sort  of lair  for him  to which he returned whenever  he  couldn't stand  people any longer and felt like screaming or jumping at their throats.  He  liked  the  smaller,  first  cave  best  because it  was  untouched  by  human  hands. It  was  his  private  domain,  and  he  kept  it  well  stored.  For  this he  learned  when  he  had  first  hidden  out-you  could survive  without food  for  quite  a  long  time,  but  not without  water.  He  always  kept  a  couple  of  gallons on a  ledge,  and  some  dried  cheese-the  kind  that was famous  in  the  region  when  it  was  fresh  and  softand,  like   a  squirrel,  a   plentiful  supply  of  nuts.  Nuts were  easy to chew,  and  nourishing  because   they  held so  much  fat.  A  few  candles  and  matches,  and  that was  really  all  he  needed.  For   if  he  hid  for  a  longer period,  he  would  venture  out  every  now  and  then and  grab  a  goat  and  steal  some  milk  from  her,  or whistle  for  the  cows.  Unlike  the  horses,  they  were afraid  of  the  steep ascent  and  seldom  came  up as  far as  the  little  meadow  that  formed  the  roof  of  his hiding place. 

 It was  about eight o'c1ock-Anton  could  tell  by  the sun-when  he  vanished  between  two  1arge  boulders and,  like  a  snake,  wound  his  way  into  his  cave.  As usual after entering, he crept through the  dark corridor to the big cave,  just to  make  sure  that everything was the  way  he  had  seen  it  last,  with  nothing  to  indicate that anyone  had  been  there.  He  peered  . . .  and  held his breath.  Someone was there.  A man.  A tall man.  He was  lying on the floor. 

 Anton  withdrew  to  his  hide-out.  His  heart  was pounding.  Almost  an  hour  passed  before  he  felt equal  to  taking another  look,  and  then  he  did  so only because,  during  the  entire  time,  he  hadn't  heard  a 117 
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sound. The second time he looked, he knew why.  The man  couldn't  move.  His  legs  had  a  funny  look about them. It was as if they had a life of their own, a broken life. He  looked,  drew  back,  thought,  looked  again, chewed  some  nuts,  and  looked  again.  Then  he  listened, listened for a long time. He couldn't just let the man lie there. 

But there were those boxes,  those boxes which had 

"Property  of  the  German  RP.ich"  .�tamped  on  them. 

And he was afraid of them.  They  brought back things he  wanted  to  forget-the  day  they  had  come  to  take his  mother  away,  two  men in black  uniforms  wearing high,  shiny  boots.  When  the  one  who  had  ordered his  mother  to  follow  them  made  as  if  he  were  going to grab her,  Anton had bitten  him, bitten him  on his outstretched hand, right through the palm, and though the  man  had shaken him  and  kicked him,  crying  out loud in his pain, Anton had not let go, and the strange man's blood  had  filled  his  mouth  and  dripped  down his face onto his throat and shirt. He had held on until the second man, who had been searching the house, came back and tore him  away  and lifted his  gun, but the first one had shaken his head and said something Anton had not understood,  and  the  second  man  had gone out again. When he came back he brought a rope with  him,  and  the  first  man fastened  it  around  Anton's  neck. 'lf  you behave  like  a  dog,  you  shall  be treated like a dog . . .  " He had been tied to a tree and beaten. Later he had been taken away by the  man  and told  to  walk  on  all  fours  like  Emil,  the  little  dachshund  they  had  once  owned.  A  dog  house  had  been built  for him,  and  he  had  been  made  to  live  in  it, chained,  with  his  food  thrown  at  him,  mostly  bones, sometimes  scraps.  Every  now  and  then  they  had pulled  him  out  to  be  beaten  and  kicked,  and  when visitors  came,  they  whistled  for  him  to  come  out a:r;id  perform-he  had  to  bark,  sit  up  on  his  hind legs  and  beg,  catch  things  that  were  thrown  at  him in his open  mouth  .  .  . Anton  shuddered. The boxes, he knew, were  inanimate  things,  but  there were  moments when  they  seemed to  come to  life  and assume 118 
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the  features  of  his  torturers.  No.  He  couldn't  go  in there. But he should. He had to. 

He  forced  his  small  body  through  the  rocks  that blocked the  entrance  from  corridor  to cave.  The  man was  dead.  If  he  was  dead,  though,  he  should  stink. 

But  he  didn't.  Carefully  Anton  put  his  cheek  to  the man's  heart.  It  was  beating,  faintly,  irregularly,  but beating.  The  man  was  alive.  Alive,  with  his  legs smashed. Someone had put him there, 

He fetched  the candle he had stood  up in the opening  and,  by  its  flickering  light,  took  a  closer  look  at the  man.  He  could  see that  his  hair  was  blond  and that he  was the  man who had asked him that morning, that  Friday  morning,  if he could  phone  from  the cafe;  the  man  for  whom  Inspector  Strubb  and  the other  young  man  who  resembled  this  one  here,  his brother,  had asked. Shaking  all  over,  Anton  crouched against  the cold  rock.  He  didn't know what  to  do.  If he  went  to  tell  the  inspector that he  knew  where  the man  they  were  looking  for  was,  his  cave  might  be discovered. And that would never do. Never. 

For half  an  hour  he  debated  whether  he  should  do something  for  the  man.  In  the  end,  he  did.  He  felt along  the man's legs. They were  broken  at the  thigh. 

Using  some  of  the  wood  from  one  of  the  crates  that had been cracked open,  and the  iron  bands  and cord, he  made  two  splints.  Then  he  pushed  a  container  of water  next  to  the  motionless  figure,  just  in  case  the man  should  come  to  and  want  a  drink.  After  that  he went  back  to  his  cave  and  crawled  onto  the  shelf where  he  always  slept,  and  wrapped  himself  in  the blanket he kept there.  He  decided  not  to budge  from his hole. 

All  of  a  sudden  the  thought  came  to  him  that  he had  done  a  foolish  thing  in  helping  the  man.  He shouldn't  have  touched  him.  Suppose  the  man  got up  and  managed  to  get  away?  Then  he  would  tell about  the cave and the whole place would be  swarming.  Maybe  he  should  go back.  All  he  had  to  do  was pick  up  a  stone  and  hit  the  man  over  the  head,  and there  would  be  no  one  to  betray  him.  On  the  other 119 
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hand,  it  was  very  unlikely  that  the  man  would  be able to move. Friday  to   Monday  . . .  three days. Three days  without  food,  without  anything   to   drink,  and two broken  legs.  No,  the  man  would  die.  It  wouldn't take much  longer,  either.  Anton  wouldn't  do  a  thing. 

Not  a  thing.  He  would  just  wait  until  the  man  was dead.  He blew out the candle. 
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 MONDAY  BROUGHT  another  disappointment.  Robert had  hoped  that  Reid's  office  would  know  whom  his brother  was  meeting  in Austria,  but  the  answer  was no.  "I  can't  W1derstand  it.  Isn't  that  very  unusual?" 

 he  yelled  into  the  receiver,  as   if  Reid's  secretary was being secretive and stubborn on purpose, or had somehow failed in her duties. 

 "Not at all." The voice was polite and unruilled, and Robert  could  suddenly  see  the  elderly  woman  who had been with  Reid since his brother  had  started  his own law £rm, sitting quietly in her small, private office, holding  the  receiver  between  cheek  and  shoulder  so as  to  use  her  right  hand  to  make  a  note  of  Robert's call,  time,  place,  and  every word  he  said.  "Mr.  Brisson  often  tells  me  where  he  can  be  reached  only  in an emergency,  sometimes  not even  that  if  he  doesn't want  to  be  disturbed  for a  couple  of  days.  Besides,  I was on vacation when he left." 

 "And  you  haven't  heard  from   him  since  he  went away?" 

 "Only a change of address.  All  I know  is  that he is in Zell at the Nepomuk, until Sunday." 

 ''Have  you  any  idea  who  made  the  plane  reservation for  him  when he left for Europe?'' 

 '1 don't believe it was made from the office, but hold on ; • .  " A few seconds later, her voice came back. Now it  was  no  longer  calm  but  trembling,  as   if   she  were fighting for control even  as  she  reaffirmed  her  answer concerning the reservation. "No  . . .  not from the office. 
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But ... is it  true?  You see,  I  didn't  have  a chance to look at the papers yet,  I just heard when I questioned Miss  Morse  .  . .  that  Mr.  Brisson  is  .  .  ."  and  a  sob crossed the transatlantic  cable from New York to Zell. 

It  was  childish  to  hesitate  before  answering,  but Robert  did.  Somehow  it  seemed  to  him  that  by  not con£rming  the  fact,  it became  less of  a reality.  Then, realizing  that  the  news  about  Reid's  disappearance might  sound  even  more  dramatic- in  the  American papers  than  in  the  local  tabloids,  he  forced  himself to speak calmly,  reassuringly.  Yes,  Reid was evidently lost  on  some  mountain  climb,  but  everything  was being done to Bnd him. He hung  up before she could ask  any  more  questions  for  fear  his  answers  might reveal  his  own  deep  an�iety.  Then  he  called  Strubb to let him know that New York had not been able  to furnish  anything  that  could  be  of  the  slightest  help and to ask  if the inspector had come across a possible lead  in the  meantime.  When  Strubb  said  no,  Robert shouted  at  him  that  he  had  had  enough  of  sitting around  idly  like  a  punished  child,  and  that  he  was going to take matters into his own hands. 

"You'll  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Strubb,  in  his most  authoritative  voice.  'Tve  ordered  two planes  up to comb the mountains. I  did  the  same  thing  yesterday.  Hut owners  are  being questioned.  The  gendarmerie  of the entire  neighborhood and  the  police have been  noti:6ed.  All  hotels  and  inns  are  being  investigated. There's  nothing  you can  possibly  do  but  be patient." 

But  patience  was  not  one  of  the  Graces  who  had stood by  at  Robert's birth. He  began  to  pace  up  and down  his  room,  twenty  feet  from  balcony  to  door, eighteen  from bed to window,  and as  he  counted his steps in an  effort to  block out all thought, as someone trying  to  fall  asleep  counts  sheep,  he  could  imagine Tanner pacing his cell, trying to find an explanation  as  to  why  he  should  have  been  condemned  for something he hadn't done. And suddenly the old man's obsession with the loss of his  reputation,  his  interpretation  of  how  it  had  all  come  to  pass,  no  longer 122 
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 seemed  to be stupidity  or  madness,  and  Robert  was glad he had acted   as he had.  He could  see Cl1ristine's face,  screwed  up  in  her  effort  not  to  c1y,  could  feel the  touch  of  her  hand  on  his  ann,  her  mouth  as  his lips  had  closed  over  it,  and  the  violent  ckspair  with which  they had  clung to  each  other,  as  if what  might have been a  coming together was  a  parting.  And  in  a way  it  had  been  just  that,  for  both  of  them  had known  that  under  the  circumstances  nothing  really mattered  but  to  £nd  Reid.  And  his  mind  swung back  to  his  brother.  What  could  possibly  have  happened  to  him?  Who would want  to, who would  dare to kill him? 

 He began to leaf through  the pile of  local and  foreign  newspapers  which  carried  the  news  about  Reid A.  Brisson's  disappearance.  There  was  a  picture  of Reid,  taken  years  ago  when  be  had  won  first  prize in  a  slalom  race.  There  he  stood,  with  a  silly  little woolen  cap  on his head,  his  eyes  still  shaded  by  dark glasses,  his  wide  mouth  grinning as  if  obeying  a  photographer's  request for  a  smile.  But Robert  could  only see  Reid  as  he  had  seen  him  last,  on  the  day  of  his departure  for Argentina.  Reid had  been  sitting  in  his strangely old-fashioned  bedroom.  He  had  been  read• 

ing   but had put his book aside arid looked up and  listened  to  what  Robert  had  to  say,  and  he  smiled  and said,  "Are  you trying to  become  persona  non grata  in Argentina  too?"  He was referring to  the  two  countries which had asked Robert to leave when his  articles had annoyed some government officials. "If you aren't careful,  you11  be  out  of  a  job."  Tall,  blond,  blue-eyed, looking  quite  a  bit  like  Robert,  yet  so  different.  The difference lay   not only in the  disparity of certain  features  but  in  the  immobility  of  Reid's  face.  It  hardly ever  registered  what  he  felt,  and  though  his  mouth might  part  in  a  smile,  his  eyes  remained  shaded  by his  heavy lids,  like windows across which a curtain is drawn.  And  his  voice,  so  soft  that  it  was  sometimes difficult  to  understand  what  he  was  saying.  Robert couldn't  recall  ever  having  heard  it  excited  or  loud, not even  during  the  scenes  Reid's  wife  had  made  be-123 
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fore he had  divorced her. The  sparseness  of  his  gestures-even  in  the  exercising  of  sports,  he  always retained  complete  control  of face  and motion. Could this quiet, composed, almost  stoic exterior hide a very di.Herent  man?  Could  Reid's  success  as  a  lawyer  include  connections  with  crooks  who  paid  handsomely for  his  services?  Preposterous!  Robert  was  aghast at the idea. What was wrong with him? 

He sat down  on the  balcony,  trying  to concentrate on  what  he  was  writing  about Argentina. But  South America seemed far away,  a country  in a dream,  and the people he had talked to  there had  lost all reality. 

Did Reid mean  so much to him that he was unable  to collect  his  thoughts  for  something  that  had  always been  of  the  utmost  importance  to  him,  something that  had  been  capable  of  taking  him  out  of  himself in many  a personal crisis- his work? He flung his pad aside and began to pace his room again. 

Like  patches  of  fog,  consciousness  came  and  went. 

When he was  able  to  penetrate  the vapor,  Reid  could see  himself  coming  from  the  Bockkar,  stopping  to reflect  whether he  shou ld  follow  the  regular  trail  or try an unlmown path to Dienten, and deciding on the path  he  had  taken  before.  Anything  strange  always fascinated him. When the fog in his mind grew denser, he  could  remember  only  coming  out  of  a  heavily wooded  area, and  a herd of  deer grazing  in  the  early dusk  of  evening  opposite  where  he  was  resting.  But the picture was unclear. For always there was the pain, an  unbearable  pain  shooting  up  from  his  hips  to  his head,  back  to  his  thighs  and  down  to  his  toes. Dear God,  he prayed,  stop that pain. It's  too  much. I can't take it any  longer. He  wanted  to  scream but couldn't. 

His  lips were too parched, his throat was too dry. Suddenly the pain stopped, then came again, but it hadn't really  stopped-all  that  had  happened  was  that  he had fainted. 

He couldn't tell how long he had been unconscious, if it had been just a  moment  or for  hours.  The  cave was dark  except for the  light  that  filtered in from  the opening,  and his watch  with  the  illuminated dial had 124 
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stopped working long ago. But he lmew he was lying in a  cave. At some time or  other  he had  recognized  it as the one he had been in before. When? He told  him

self that it  was  important  to  remember,  to  remember precisely,  so   that  he could  write   it   down.  There  had been  that  herd  of  deer.  He  had  seen  them  clearly through his  glasses-a stag, five does,  and three  fawns, speckled  as  if  they  had  been playing in  the snow and not yet shaken it off. Then suddenly the stag had given warning,  and  they  had  hoofed  off  with  long,  elegant jumps.  But  that  wasn't  important.  He  mustn't  linger there. Important was  that,  as  he  turned  his  glasses,  a man  came  unexpectedly  into  focus,  a  man  dangling on a rope over  a  sheer  cliff,  as if helpless, with a drop of at least a hundred feet below him. It  had been too late  in  the  day  for  climbing,  and  Reid  had  crossed over  to see if he  could  be  of any  help.  But  again he had  no  strength  left  to  think.  Buffeted  by  pain,  he tried  to  breathe  deeply.  Perhaps  his  chest  had  been crushed too.  The effort to feel  his  ribs was  too  much, but he forced himself to go on remembering. 

When  he  had  finally  come  to  the  spot  where  the man  had  seemed  to  be  floundering,  there  had  been nobody,  but  he  could  hear  the  sound  of  hammering from  below  the  cliff  and  became  suddenly  curious, remembering  the  stories  told  in  this  neighborhood of  jewels and  gold hidden in the  lakes and  mountains and  deserted  pashrres.  But when  the  man  had  finally appeared above the rock,  it had  been too dark to see his face. And then later . . .  oh,  much later . . .  be had lowered  himself  and  found  the  cave.  And  the  pain came again,  violently,  savagely,  and  again  he wanted to scream,  and couldn't.  His tongue was like a strange, heavy animal in  his  mouth.  A large  animal.  Why  did it seem so important to  hear  a  voice,  even  if only  his own? Once more, he knew. He had  been  lying  helpless in this dark cave for days . . .  this dark cave . . .  and the boxes . • .  a great many of them . . .  some of them had been  opened,  and the iron  bands  that held  the  wood together  removed.  He  had  reached  into one and  seen that  it contained  shares,  German  shares  that weren't 125 
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made  out  in  the  owner's  name  but  to  the  bearer. 

Where  were  those  boxes?  They  couldn't  have  been removed.  They  must  not  be  removed.  Those  shares were negotiable by anyone who could prove they were his property. Whoever was  hoarding  them in  here . . . 

Reid  tried  to  lift himself by  propping  his  hands  on the  stony  ground.  Impossible.  He  sank  back  screaming.  Only  he  didn't utter  a  sound.  Again  the  scream was  caught by the  fat  animal  between  his  teeth  and pushed  down  into his  chest and  there it  sat,  pressing on  his  heart.  But  he  had  to  tell  someone  that inside each  box,  with  typical  German  methodicalness,  an envelope had been  glued,  an  envelope  that  contained not  only  a  list of the  contents  but  also  the names  of the  former  owners  of  every  share.  "Police!"  Reid wanted to  shout.  "Police!"  Here  was  the  property  of thousands  of people  who  had  died  in  gas  chambers, been mowed down by machine guns  into  graves  they had first to  dig for themselves,  tortured  to  death,  the property  of  men  and  women  who  had  opposed  the Hitler  regime  or,  because  they  didn't  belong  to the master race, had been disowned and killed. Police! 

Why  hadn't he  gone  straight  to  the  police?  Some  of these people might still be  alive, destitute  and  old  in foreign  countries,  or  their  relatives  might  have  survived. 

Reid  began to  scratch  the  ground  with  his  £ngers. 

Someone  had to  hear him. If only he had  a match. li only  he  could  crawl  to  the  opening,  to  where  a faint streak of light seemed to glimmer. Police! 

After  a  long  period  during  which  he  blacked  out again, he  recalled  why  he had  decided  not  to  notify the police after he had  left the  cave.  Because of  Robert.  Because  here,  perhaps,  was  an  example  of  the proof Robert had been loolcing for.  Those boxes could be the source that furnished money for false passports which  made  it  possible  for  men  to  live  undetected in  foreign  countries  under  assumed  names,  money that  Bnanced  strikes,  demonstrations,  vandalism,  sabotage,  revolution.  It was  what  Robert  suspected.  If Robert  could  get here without delay  . . .  but  Robert 126 
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was  in the  States.  He  didn't know anything about it Reid tried to tum on his left side, then  on his right. 

He  couldn't.  His  body  wouldn't  obey  him. His  body was useless. In a bout of  defiance, he stretched out his arm.  His  left  hand  touched  something  that  made  a funny  sound. A  container.  Water. Reid  drank. And the water ran  out  of  his  mouth like  the  saliva  of  an old man too senile  to  work his lips properly. Water ..• 

He  lay  back  and  drank  again,  slowly  now,  in  small sips. He hadn't known what a source  of  revival water could  be.  Of  course  he  had  phoned  Robert. Not  right away,  because  Robert couldn•t have  got  back yet,  but early  the  next  morning.  Where  had  he  spent  the night?  In  the  house  where Aleman had  found  a  room for him until he  could get  one  at the  Nepomuk, when he  had  decided  to   stay  out  the  week and  get in some climbing?  Where  was  he?  Friday. Yes. Friday  morning. Early  Friday  morning. Suddenly  the  fog  cleared and he could see Aleman. And the  gun. 

Even  now,  it was incredible. Reid  drank  again. The surprise  had  cost  him  the  split  second  in  which  he might  have  disarmed  Aleman.  Aleman.  Years  ago, when he  had  been skiing in this neighborhood,  a mutual  acquaintance  had  introduced  them. A  year  later Aleman had  got  in touch  with  him  in  New York  and asked Reid  to  represent  him  in a  big  real  estate  deal. 

Two  years later, he had proposed  that Reid take over the representation of his European business. Last Monday,  Aleman  had called and asked  him  to  come  over and confer about a new company  he  intended  to buy in Germany. In Salzburg,  over  dinner, they had talked about  it at  length. A  third  man had  been  present  • • •  

a  German  lawyer  .  .  .  Reid  hadn't  liked  the  cagey smile  with  which  he  had  mentioned  that  even  the Americans  were  finaJly  seeing  daylight  and  giving more  and  more  support  to  the  extreme  right. And then  they  had  gone  to  the  opera.  What  opera?  He couldn't  remember,  because  there  was  Aleman  holding  the  gun  in  his  back  and  saying,  "One  move  and I'll shoot," forcing him out of the office, into the empty cafe  • • •  where  was  the  little  runt  who  had  shown 127 
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him  the  phone?  Across  the  sidewalk  and  into  a  car parked at the curb, hitting him  over the head . . •  

Aleman  and  the  man  Reid  had  seen  on  the  rope were one and the same person. He must have watched Reid,  just  as  Reid  had watched  him;  must have  seen him climb around the cliff to a path that led down  to a small  Alm,  and how  he had sat there for a long time until an old woman had come out of the house to keep him company  for a while. When he had left the   Alm, he  had seen an  old man leaning  against a tree,  a man too old to  have  been the one who  had been  dangling on the rope, yet the man had seemed to follow him, at least  to  where  a  farmhouse  stood.  He  had  hitched  a ride  to  Dienten  and  from  there  had  taken  the  bus into Zell  Suddenly  very  hungry,  he  had gone  to  one of the  popular  restaurants  and  later  sat  for  hours in the  bar,  lost  in  thought  yet  glad  o£  the  people  all .. 

around him,  and  their  chatter.  Somehow it had made it easier to while away the time until he could be  sure of  reaching  Robert.  He  must  have  drunk more  than he  had  realized,  for  quite  suddenly  it  was  dayught; he  must  have  fallen  asleep  and  not  been  noticed  or left  undisturbed  by  a  good-natured  waiter.  But  the telephone  booth  had  been  out  of  order,  and  he  had left the restaurant to walk  to the Huber house.  Quite suddenly  then  he  had  had  the  feeling  that  he  was being followed,  and he had  turned  into  the  first cafe. 

After a long  time,  Robert  had  answered. Not wanting to reveal what his call was about, he had been searching  for a phrase that would give  Robert  an inkling  of its  importance,  when  there  had  been  the  gun  in  his back He could  remember being forced to  climb with the  gun  in  his  back  . . .  when  had  that  been?  After he had turned down Aleman's offer of a fantastic  sum if he would keep silent about what he had  seen.  And suddenly he had been pushed and had fallen . . .  fallen 

. . .  He  must have been lowered into  the cave  like  an inanimate  piece  of  material.  But  why?  Because  the fall  hadn't  killed  him,  and  Aleman  hadn't dared  risk that he might be found  . . .  or shoot him . . .  What a clever way to get rid of him, where no one could find 128 
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him,  where  he  could  die  conveniently  of  starvation and thirst. There  wasn't a chance in the world of  getting away. But ... he had to get away. Good Lord, he had called Robert,  and Robert would  come,  and Aleman . , . 

He reached  for the  water container  . . .  the  water container  .  ,  .  and  suddenly  he  realized  that it hadn't been  there  when  he  had  first  come  to,  nor  the  day after that . . .  Someone had put it there  today!  Someone had found him! 

Hope came  winging  back,  filling  his  entire  being 

'With an upsurge of strength. With a superhuman effort, he  forced  the sounds  from  his  lips. The  a  . . .  aaa.,  e 

• . .  eee,  u  ,  ,  . uuu  that  paleontologists  working  in caves used to signal  that they  were ready  to go on or wanted to rest or be pulled back  into safety. But there was no answer. No  answer. Then the pain came  again . 

.. 

129 

, 

[image: Image 140]

 16 
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ON WEDNESDAY,  shortly  after  Strubb  had  told  Robert, with icy impatience, that he was crazy to expect a man to be found  in a mountainous region as vast as this  if he  had  chosen  to  disregard  all  the  rules  of  safety,  or that a murder could be solved in a few days, Christine knocked  at  his  door.  He  looked  at  her  gloomily.  "I thought it was  one  of  the  reporters.  They've  been  a pest.  Did  Strubb  send  you  to  see  that  I  didn't  do anything he wouldn't approve of? " 

She  shook  her  head.  "It's  my  afternoon  off, "  she said. 'Would you like  to spend it  with me? I thought you might be  restless.  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  see  the farm you helped us keep. " 

They drove in his car to Dienten, and up to the old house which, as on the day Robert had faced Tanner, seemed strangely  deserted.  Then  they  began to  walk. 

As  they  wandered  higher  and  higher  up,  through stands  of  timber  and  meadowland,  she  began  to  talk about  herself.  "As   a  child  I  didn't  think  anything  of trudging along for an  hour  and  a  half  to  get  to  the 

 Alm,  but  now  I'm  glad  we  have  the  jeep  when  I want to go up  there after I've  been working.  Isn't  it beautiful?  Oh,  but Aleman was mad  when he heard the  place  had  been  sold. Poor  Papa.  How  he  hated to lie." 

Not  even  two  days  had  passed  since  Robert  had dropped  his  check  at  Tanner's  feet,  and  already  it seemed  as  if  it  had  happened  years  ago. 'There  are other places he  can  buy, " he  said,  trying to  recall the 130 
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 bland  features  of the man  who  had won  at  dice  and suggested  a  bottle  of  champagne  for  his  winnings. 

 "Why did he want it so much anyway?'' 

 He's  just  making  conversation,  thought  Christine. 

 He's  not  really  interested.  But  she  could  understand his  indifference  and  went  on  trying  to   distract  him. 

 "He just likes it. He always has.  But then, you can  see, it  is lovely. And it's  so sheltered,  hardly  any  fog,  good skiing,  and  not  overrun  by  tourists  in  spite  of  the lift. I remember when we flrst  came  here.  He  stopped by   to  ask   if  Papa  would  mind  if  he  hunted  on  the grounds as he had been doing for years.  There's plenty of deer, and  way up,  above  the Alm,  there's the  most beautiful  spot  in  the  world,  a  steep  cliff  with  a  roof of green grass. Maybe we'll have time for it today." 

 Robert  couldn't  have  cared  less.  Nahue  had  never meant  as  much  to   him  as  man-made  things.  It  was Reid  who  loved  the  mountains  and  oceans,  the  trees and  cloud  formations,  the  incredible  light  of  the  sky on  different  latitudes,  the  little  brooks  and  majestic rivers,  but  now,  as  a  stand  of  cool,  shady  forest  fell away  and they  came  out  on  wide-open  meadowland, like a green sea above the valley,  protected in the distance  by  the  first  spurs  of  the  Hochkonig  as  if  by waves of frozen  stone, he  felt unexpectedly enchanted. 

 There was a tiny  house,  two oxen  and  about six  cows, some  chickens  and,  higher  up,  gamboling  among  the boulders,  a few goats. 

 "This is  just  summer  grazing  ground,'' Christine  explained,  "not  like  the  big  Almen  that  send  milk  and cheese down by lifts, or those belonging to a community."  Suddenly  she  waved,  and  Robert,  following  the motion of her hand, saw an  old  woman  coming  out of the house. "That's  old  Lise,"  Christine  told  him,  "who took care of me when  Strubb fetched me from Vienna after the  deed  was  fina1ly  cleared.  The  farm  was  left us by a great-cousin who made  a mesalliance and was ostracized by the rest of the family. My father was the only  one  who  didn't  drop  her.  Lise  has  lived  and worked up here ever since she  can  remember.  Come and meet her." 
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The  woman  was  quite  old,  around  seventy,  if not more.  Her face was  wrinkled  and brown  as  the  shell of a  walnut,  except  for her high  pink  cheeks  and the tip  of  her  nose  which  her  wide-brimmed  straw  hat didn't  shade. Age had eaten like a moth  into her eyebrows,  so  that  they were nothing but  little  clusters of hair,  but below  them  her  dark  eyes  shone  as  bright and alert as a child's. She wore  a white,  short-sleeved blouse  under  a dotted blue  vest  that  left  her  tanned, sinewy  arms exposed. She came  running to  meet  them on  bare  feet,  but  stopped  short  suddenly  as  if  she hadn't been aware that Christine was not alone. Then she  caught  herself  and  smiled,  the  Jmowing  smile of old women. "Ah, so you finally  got yourself a young man.  Well,  what  takes  long  usually  turns  out  right." 

Her glance wandered over  Robert, taking him in from head to  foot, not unlike the  way  Robert had  sized up Christine when he had first seen her; then she frowned, shrugged-the  resigned  shrug  of  someone  who   has 

had  to  give  up her  conception of the man  she would have  wanted  for  the  girl  she  loved,  and  Robert  had the  feeling  that  Lise  did  not  altogether  approve  of him. Her next words, though, were uttered in an eager ahnost happy voice,  as  if nothing  mattered  as  long  as Christine was content. "Come on in, come on in, " she cried. "There's  sour  milk and black  bread and sugar." 

"Later, " Christine  said.  'We  want  to  walk on  up  a bit. Oh, Lise, there's a letter for you. I picked it up this morning at the post office. " 

Lise  turned  the  letter  around  and  around  in  her hand as if she wanted to  prolong her  anticipation  of the  contents.  "From  America, "  she  said,  her  whole face lighting up.  "From  my brother." Then,  as  if  impatient  for  the news,  she  reached  into  the  pocket  of her  dress,  brought  out  an  old-fashioned  pair of steelrimmed  glasses,  but  suddenly  put  them  back  again. 

"No time now.  Two  cows  sti1l have  to  be  milked, the chickens have to be fed, quite a few chores still to  do. 

The day is never long enough. " 

'TH  feed  the  chickens  for  you, "  Christine  said. 

"It's  getting  too  late  anyhow   to   go  all  the  way  up." 
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She  fetched  a  basket,  and  holding  it  in  the  crook  of her ]eft ann, made some clucking sounds. 

Robert  sat  down  on  the  grass  and  lighted his  pipe. 

He  watched  the  chickens  come  scurrying  from  every direction.  No  big,  two-storied  coops  here  with  blue fluorescent  lighting  that  burned  all  night  to  fool  the hens into laying more.  Bees hummed. From  nowhere, a  little  wind  waved  through  the  meadow  grass  like  a sigh.  Old  Lise,  her  legs  spread  wide  apart,  sat  on  a backless bench, moving her  lips  as she  read. "Helene's coming  back!"  she  exclaimed  suddenly,  but  when Christine  turned  to  her  questioningly,  she  shook  her head. "No one you know. My, my!" 

Cowbells  rang,  and one  big brown  and  white  cow came  trotting  like  a  dog  to  rub  her  head  against Christine's  arm.  "Hello, Pauline,"  Christine  said,  as  if to an  old  friend.  A  kitten  jumped  from  the  roof  of  a hay shelter,  where it had been sleeping in the sun, and leaped playfully, trying to  catch its own shadow. Robert,  who  couldn't  remember  ever  having  lingered  in such  pastoral  surroundings,  realized  with  astonishment  that  it  was  apparently  possible  for  some  people to  be  perfectly  happy  with  what  he  would  consider nothing at all, not even electric light-he could see two oil  lamps  standing  on  the  window  sill;  without  nmning water-there was the  hollow branch of  a tree with a  primitive  iron pipe  that  led to  a  dammed-up  brook; with  no  central  heating,  as  betrayed  by  the  neatly stacked  pile  of  wood,  and,  looking  up  at  the  roof, of  course,  no  television.  The  very  thought  made  him smile.  What  marvelous  self-sufficiency  it  required  to live  up here alone. 

"Isn't  she  too  old,"  he  asked,  when  Christine  sat down  next  to him,  "to  be  all  by  herself,  working  all day up here without a soul?" 

"Without  a  soulr'  Christine  smiled.  "There  are  the animals.  Besides,  Papa  and  I  come  up  almost  every day to see if eve:rything's all right. It only takes nventy minutes  in  the  jeep.  Lise  wouldn't  dream  of  staying down  at  the house  in the  summer.  She  thinks  the  air down  there  is  atrocious,  and  there's  too  little   to   do. 
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She loves it up here, and so do I. The best time of my life was spent with her. " She picked up the kitten and began to scratch it behind the ears. 

"When  you  were  a  little  girl,  you  said  you  didn't like the mountains. You wanted to come to the States. " 

''They  wouldn't  have  issued  a  visa, "  she  answered impulsively,  and  blushed.  She  hadn't  meant  to  refer to anything she had suffered as a consequence  of her father's  indicbnent,  But  Robert  seemed  unaware  of the implications of what she  had just said.  I'm asking too  much,  she  thought.  I'm  asking  him  not  only  to see but to feel the beauty  around  us;  and I'm  asking him  to  be  interested  in  me.  How  can  I,  when  his whole  mind  must  be  occupied  with  the  fate  of  his brother? His kiss meant nothing. 

She began to play with the kitten again,  stretching out full length on her back and  raising the tiny animal high up in the air between her hands. But Robert had grasped  how many plans  and dreams  she had had to forgo because  of  her  father's  situation,  and  suddenly he  was  absorbed  by  her. In  the  tall  grass  she  looked like a  child,  a graceful  child who had  run away from the cruelties of life to find peace and protection in the beauties of nature. Protection, he thought. It had been the  first emotion  he  had  felt  for  her,  then  and  now, almost  like  a  need.  And  it  had been this  feeling that had  set  in  motion the  new  relationship between  the child  he had disappointed and  the  young  woman  she had become. Watching her, he knew suddenly that she had never let herself be kissed before, because  in  her response  there  had  been  the  passion  of  someone starved,  of  someone  who  had  suppressed  and  controlled all the wildness of desire. Yet she had faced him the  next  morning  with  no apparent memory  of  their embrace, and had asked him today to  spend the  afternoon  with  her  without  referring  in  any  way  to  that intimate  moment.  She  had  understood  what  many older  and  more  experienced  women  might  not have grasped, or ignored with  such grace-that when a man was worried, be would take  a girl in bis arms, any girl who happened to be there. 134 
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Old Lise was coming toward them to spread a homespun piece  of  linen on  the  ground,  and  Robert  wished he could tell her  to  go away and  attend  to  her  chores, but  Christine  sprang  up  to  help  fetch  three  earthen-

. ware  bowls,  a loaf of black bread,  and the  sugar  that was  shaken  :fingerthick  over  the  sour  milk,  'We're going  to need  a  fourth,"  Lise  said  suddenly,  shading her  eyes  with  her  hands.  "There's  your  father."  And Robert could  see  Tanner  appear  from  the  heights  to which  Christine  had  planned  to  take  him. He  was carrying a gun, and  the  black dog was running ahead of him. 

The  animal  stopped  when  he  got  Robert's  smell, then  shot  forward,  growling  furiously.  Tanner  cried sharply,  "Caesar!"  and  Christine  jumped  into  the path of the Alsatian, taking him  quickly by the collar. 

"'What's the matter  with you, Caesar?  What's  wrong?" 

And turning to Robert, "He's usually friendly." 

Robert  knew  then  that  Tanner  had  not  told  his daughter  that  he  had  set  the  dog  on  him,  and  he smiled. "Maybe he's just allergic to  me."  He  saw Tanner's  grateful  nod,  and  held  out  his  hand for  Caesar to  smell,  as if  he  had never  encountered  the  dog  before. Old Lise got up and curtsied and sat down again only  after  Tanner  had  taken  his  place,  but  then,  by eating and talking with them freely, she  demonstrated within  a  few  minutes  the  change  that  had  taken place,  the  results of democracy,  since  the  day  in  1914 

when  the  Emperor,  with  one  stroke  of  the  pen,  had robbed  himself  of  his  empire.  To  Robert,  watching Tanner  now,  the  man  became  a  symbol  of  Austrian history. 

"Don't  tell  me you climbed up again  all  that  way?" 

Christine said. She sounded worried; she was scanning her father's face for telltale signs of exhaustion. 

'1  walked  up  this  morning  when  it  was  still  cool, and  I  took  it  easy."  He  pointed  to  a  small  knapsack he had put down beside him. 

"But why? What were you doing up there?" 

"Nothing,"  said Tanner.  "Just sitting and  thinking." 

"About what?" 
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Tanner  looked at  Robert,  hesitated,  then,  unexpect� 

edly  provocative,  said,  'What  if  Mr.  Brisson  doesn't keep his word?'' 

"But,  Papa . .  ," 

"It could have been   a  trick." 

"But  why?''  Christine  pushed  her  bowl  away,  her eyes  narrowing  with dread.  Please  God,  she  thought� 

not  another  relapse.  What  happened?  What  makes him  feel  animosity  again?  Everything  seemed  to  be going all right. 

Tanner's  eyes too had darkened,  and  the  color had drained  from  his  face. He  turned  to  his  daughter. 

"He hadn't a chance  that day," he  said  slowly. '1£ you must lmow- the dog was holding him down. I had my gun  in  my  hand;  he  might  have  promised  anything to save his life." 

A great pity welled up in Robert. Instead of anger or  impatience  he  could  feel  only  compassion  for  a man who had been desperate so long that he could no longer believe in good fortune. But  he was also  aware of Christine's ambiguous reaction, of her rapidly awak� 

ening sense  of  doubt,  the  same doubt  her  father had just expressed.  He looked from  one to  the  other and then at Llse, as if he expected the old woman to come to his help with a peasant's instinct for truth. 

"There was no  need  for me to  say anything I didn't mean."  He  spoke  deliberately,  intoning  each  word slowly. "You wouldn't have killed me anyhow. You're not  the  man  to  commit murder. You  might  want  to, you  might  talk about it, you may  even have  intended to  do  it."  He  shook  bis  head.  "No,  Tanner,  I  don't believe it." 

He felt more than saw Christine lean back, the tension  leaving her face and  gratitude  .6lling her  eyes  as her  lips  parted  to  confirm   his   words,  to  him,  to  her father, to  herself. But Tanner shook his head. "I wish it  was  true.  But  it  isn't,  Brisson,  it  isn't. I  almost killed you the first time I saw you.  If  I bad had a gun, I'd have  shot you  then."  And as if  ashamed,  he  covered his face with both hands. 
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 me?  I  don't understand.  What  first  time?  I  came  to see you on  Sunday,  Sunday afternoon, two days  ago," 

 Tanner  shook  his  head.  '1  saw  you  before  that, on Thursday.  Thursday night." 

 "What  are  you  talking  about?  On  Thursday  I  was still  in New York" 

 "I  saw  you  on  Thursday."  Tanner's  voice  was  the voice  of  an  old  man,  a  little  querulous  because  obviously  no  one  believed  him, and  he  hated  to  have his  capacity  to  remember  put  in  doubt.  "I  had  been watching some deer. There was an old buck . . •  " 

 "But that's impossible!" 

 "Let it  go," Christine  whispered,  putting  her  finger to  her  lips.  "He's  got  things  mixed  up.'' Then  the expression in  her  eyes  changed  as  they  grew wide  with sudden  recapitulation.  Thursday  night,  the  night  her father  had  awakened  with  the  terrible  groans  of  his nightmare,  the night  he  had  threatened  to  kill  a  man he had seen . . .  'When did you arrive, Robert?" 

"Why, you  know when I arrived-on  Saturday. I  met you that evening.  I left New York Friday night and got to Salzburg on Saturday at two in the afternoon." 

 ''Your  brother,"  said  Christine.  "Robert,  does  your brother resemble you?" 

 "Yes.  Quite  a  bit  if  you  don't  look  too  closely. 

 We're  the  same  height;  we  have  the  same  coloring. 

 Why?" 

Her   father's  nightmare  . . .  it  had  been  brought  on because  . . .  Christine shivered.  "Then my  father must have seen your brother." 

 For just a moment Robert's mind spun wildly, came to  a  stop  and  began  to  spin  again.  He  rose,  and  the black  dog  growled,  and  somehow  his  growling  made everything come clear.  Of course  . . .  the man Tanner had  seen  on  Thursday  evening  and  mistaken  for  him could only  have been  Reid.  And he shuddered to think that  Tanner  might  have  killed  Reid  because  he  had mistaken his brother for him. 

 "That's why," Lise  said  suddenly,  shaking her head, 

 "that's why I wondered . .  ," She paused, fell silent. 

 "Wondered what?" asked Christine. 
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<Whv  he  behaved as if we hadn't met before  when you introduced your  young  man.  Now I  see it  wasn't he who stopped and talked to me, but his brother." 

'What  are  you  saying?"  Robert  wasn't  aware  that he  was  shouting,  nor  that  he  was  shaking  old  Lise. 

'When  did  you  see  my  brother?  When  did  you  talk to him?'' 

"Same evening," said Lise, unperturbed. "Must have been the same  evening the Herr Graf saw  him, Thursday.  I  came  out  of  the  kitchen  and  there  he  was,  a strange young man,  looking  very  much  Hke  you."  She pointed  to  the  bench  where  she  had  sat  a  few  moments  ago,  reading  her  letter  from  America.  "He asked  if I minded  if he sat there  for a while. I offered him  some  milk,  but  he  didn't  want  anything.  All  he wanted  was  to sit  there  and think. So  I went back in. 

An  hour later he was still there, quiet as  the  evening, staring  up  at  the  mountains.  I  always  feel  sorry  for a person who won't talk, when you can  see his  mind is  troubled,  so   I  talked to  him  a  bit.  He  told  me  he loved  the  mountains  and  lmew  them  well,  and  that he had been exercising for two days to get used to the heights again. And when I  said I couldn't understand all those  people  who  risked  breaking  their  necks  in the  mountains  instead  of  just  looking  at  them,  he laughed and said  he was going to climb in the Hochkonig massif next day."' 

"Friday! Did  he  say  he  was  going to  climb  in the Hochkonig massif on Friday?" 

"I just told you," said Lise.  "He said  next day. After Thursday comes  Friday." 

"Now  you'll  believe  me,"  cried Tanner.  ''Thursday evening  I saw  him  up  there,  at  the  first  spurs  of  the Hochkonig,  coming  from  the  direction  of  the  spot Christ!  is  so  fond  of  . .  ,"  But  neither  Christine  nor Robert were paying  any  attention to  him;  they  were running, running as fast as  they could down the slope toward the farm. By the time they reached the house, the  whole  valley lay  in  shadow  with  only  the  snowcapped  mountains  retaining  an  illusion  of  light. 
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"They can search with torches," Christine said, as Robert  rushed  to  the  phone  to  call  Strubb.  "And  if  we don't  find  him  tonight,  we  can  try  tomorrow.  I'll make you some coffee. They can't get here for  at least half an hour." 
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 17 

THEY  SEARCHED  all  night,  and  they  searched  all day  Thursday-in  vain.  But  for  Robert,  hope  had been  raised too  unexpectedly  to  give  up after thirtysix  hours,  only because the  results had  been  negative. 

The  idea  that  Reid  had  planned  to  climb  in  the Hochkonig  massif  had  taken  possession  of  him,  but no  one had seen or heard of  Reid Brisson,  not  in  the neighborhood,  not  at  Saalf elden  or  Bischofshofen  or M uh.Ibach,  points  from  which  the  Hochkonig  could also be  reached.  And his  last hope,  that  Reid  might have  attempted  to  climb  the  so-ca1led  Wetterwand, with  its  famous  South  Pillar,  was  shattered  on  Fri� 

day, when the  report  came  that no trace  of  Reid had been found there either. 

"You  look exhausted," Christine said when he  drove into  the  parking  lot  of  the  Nepomuk  late  that  afternoon. In spite of Strubb's reluctance to  let him  search by  himself,  Robert had  gone  up  with  the  helicopter pilot of the  rescue  squad,  driven  to  as  many  huts  as were  accessible to  study  their  guest books,  talked  to the  men who  ran  the  inns,  huts,  shelters,  and  to  as many  guides  as he could get hold of. All  to  no avail. 

Now he looked at Christine, then at the clock on the dashboard. All this time she  should have been aboard the bus on  which  she normally commuted. "Have you been waiting for me?" 

� 

"Of  course."  She  slipped into  the  seat  next to  him. 

"Come and have dinner with us." 

He  shook his  head,  then,  glancing  up  at  the  hotel, 140 
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 knew  that  he  couldn't  stand  the  loneliness  of  his 

 room, and started the motor. "But I'll  drive you home." 

 He must have something to do,  she thought, even if 

it's   only driving,  and she let  him have  his way.  For  a while   they  drove  silently,  then  he  said abruptly,  in  a 

 voice  flat with  strain  and despair,  "Strubb  thinks  . . . 

 that  I'll   have to  give  up  hope  of  finding  him   alive." 

 Christine  didn't  answer. \Vhat   was  there  to  say? 

 "He  thinks,  if  he  hasn't  been  murdered,  that  he 

 might  have  fallen  into  one  of  those  karst  holes  you 

 can't  spot  UDtil  it's  too  late.  Strubb  almost  lost  his 

 life  one  winter  in  the  Tennengebirge,  skiing,  when 

 for no  reason  at all some  sixth  sense  made  him  probe 

 the snow  with  his  stick.  It tore  like  rotten  silk  nearly 

 to  the point where  he  was  standing,  revealing  one  of 

 those  steep  crevasses  from  which he  couldn't possibly 

 have  got  out  by himself.  If  anything  like  that's  happened to  Reid, the chance that even  a shepherd looking for a stray sheep might find him is  nil.  His  shouts 

 wouldn't be  heard from  below." 

 Since that wild,  desperate  kiss,  they hadn't touched 

 each  other,  but now,  spontaneously,  she  put her  hand 

 over his, a slim,  tanned hand, its  back a little freckled. 

 "And are you  going to?" 

 "Am I what?" 

 "Going to give up?" 

 "I  suppose so." 

 «And when will you leave?" 

 "Tomorrow,  I  guess.  Some  time  tomorrow. Strubb 

 will  go  on  with  the  search,  but  he's  right-it  would 

 be  senseless  for  me   to  stay  any  longer.  I  have  work 

 waiting for  me." 

 "And where will you go?" 

 "I  don't lmow. It  depends on  my  paper  and  where 

 they  want  to  send  me.  I have  no  suggestions  to  make 

 right now. I  couldn't care  less.  But I'll come  back," he 

 went  on,  trying  to  force  a  smile,  "whenever  your 

 father  needs  me.  You  know  that,  don't you,  Christ}?" 

 But Christine  hadn't  been  thinking  about  his  prom� 

 ise.  She  was  thinking  that  whenever  he  thought  of 

 her,  he  would  think  of  her  in  connection  with  his 
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brother's death, and in the end he would perhaps decide  to  put  her  out  of  his  mind  altogether  because the  memory  of her  would always  be  connected  with pain. 

"Don't you trust me? " he asked, when she remained silent. "Not even now? " 

"Yes, yes," she said. "I do. Of course I do." 

They  had  left  the  village  behind  them  and  were rounding  the  last curve  to  the  farm.  "And  you  won't change your mind and come in?  Not even to say goodbye to Papa?" 

'You  do  it  for  me.  He'll  understand."  He  stopped the car. For a moment Christine hesitated, then, when he  came  around  to  open  the  door  for  her,  she  got out. 

"Are you going back to the N epomuk? " 

"Eventually.  I  might  stop  to  see  Strubb  for  a mo

ment.  Cod  knows,  the  man's  done  everything  possible." 

She  hesitated,  then  lifted  herself  on  tiptoe  and kissed him quickly and  lightly.  "Good-bye  then,  Robert. And thank  you.  Thank  you  for  everything.  And take care of yourself. Adieu." 

She  was  gone before he could  answer,  running  up the  path,  and  as  he watched  her  disappear  into  the house, it  took all his  self-control not  to  rush  after her and hold her close. But  this was  how he  had  planned it, planned  it  already  that  afternoon  two  days  ago when he  had  watched her playing  with  the  kitten.  If Reid wasn't found, he would say good-bye as casually as possible and go away, hoping that when he returned he  would  be  sure  that  it  wasn't  only  loneliness,  the primitive  need  for warmth and tenderness,  that drew him  to  her. 

In Zell he stopped  at the gendarmerie and was  told that the inspector was not there,  that he had  gone  to the cemetery as he did nearly every evening. His wife, Robert  remembered  Christine  having  told  him,  had been shot by the  Germans  when  she had  refused  to give  away  where  her  husband  was  hiding. Another lonely  man,  he  thought. No,  it  wouldn't  do  just  to 142 
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leave a note  or pick up the  telephone later. To  Strubb he  couldn't  just  say,  "Thanks  for  your  efforts,"  and be on his way, 

But he couldn't flnd Strubb at the cemetery. Nobody seemed to  be  there  at  this  hour,  yet Robert lingered. 

The quietude and  sadness  matched  his  m,,od,  and  he sat down on one of  the benches.  Friday. Tomorrow it would  be  a  week  since  be  had  arrived  in  Zell,  only to  learn  that  Reid  had  vanished.  I'll  sell  the  house, he thought. "What do I need a house for? I can live in a hotel Anyhow, I won't be in New York much. 

He started when a hand touched his  arm. He hadn't heard  anyone  approach. "I see you got  here  all right, young man." 

A high,  plaintive voice. mere had he heard it before? The old woman from Idlewild Airport who  had let  him  have  her  seat  on  the  plane  to  Munich-Salzburg. He had forgotten all about her. 

"Don't  look  so  surprised,"  she  said,  sitting  down next to him.  •1  told  you I  was  going to  Zell,  didn't I? 

Well,  here  I  am.  Didn't  get  in  until  today.  Takes  a long time to cross the ocean by boat." 

"Why, yes." Robert remembered with what satisfaction  she  had  waved  her  steamship  ticket  in  his  face a week ago. 

"But what a place to meet you," she prattled on, peer• 

ing at him. "A graveyard.  Got somebody here?" Robert sighed, almost said yes, then shook his head. 

"That's  good,"_she said.  "As  for me  . . .  fm  telling you,  young  man,  I  feel  like a  fool.  To  think that for seventeen  years  I've  been  longing  to come  home  and what do I find when I get here? Everybody dead.  Not a friend  left  in  the  world  except Lisi,  not  a  soul who remembers me. mat a miserable thing it is to be old, with ahnost everybody you grew up with tucked away in a box,  My old man's there." She pointed to  a grave. 

"That's why I came here first. To bring him some Bowers.  fll  have  to  grant  him  that-he  took  care  of  the grave  just  as  he  promised,  Hannes,  I mean,  though in all other things . . .  " And suddenly she began to  cry. 
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sorry. Finally  she stopped crying, and he asked her if there was anything  he could  do  for  her.  "What?"  she said,  with  a peasant's  realism. "Can  you  make  any  of them come back?" and she pointed to a row of graves. 

"What's  the  use  of  being  alive  all  alone?  But  I  don't want  to go  back  to South America. Oh,  at  first  I was glad  when  he  took me away,  my  grandson,  I mean

Hannes.  Who  would have  wanted  to  stay  here?  The mess things were in . . •  and  then of  course  I wanted to  see  my  daughter  again.  It  had been  such   a  long time. But rm not  cut out  for  luxury. I  need  work to feel  alive. And the  language  they  speak over there.  I 

never  did  catch  onto  it."  She  lifted  her  head  and stared up  into  the  evening  sky.  "It's  going  to rain.  I 

can feel it  in my  bones. No,  there's nothing you can do for me, young man. You'd better go  before  it starts pouring," and  she stubbornly  refused  his  offer  to take her  somewhere.  "Just  let  me  sit  and  think   a  while," 

she told him.  ''I'll  find a place  to  go. I might  even  go up  to  Lisl's.  Just  don't  breathe  a  word  to a  soul  that 

 I'm back." 

"I don't know anyone here," he said. 

'Well,"  she  sighed,  "that  makes  two  of  us. Run along,  run  along,"  and  she  waved  her hand  as if  he were a child bothering her. 

He left her and drove back to the N epomuk, moved by  the  thought  of an  old  woman,  sitting  on  a  bench in the  darkening  cemetery, lost  between  two worlds; but  he  forgot   all  about  her  when  he  saw  Aleman, standing  in  the  courtyard  smoking  a  cigar. He  had never  made  his  excuses  to  the  man  for not  having joined  him  at  the  pool  for  the  champagne  he  had ordered.  "I'm  sorry," he  said,  walking  up  to  him. 

"I've  been  meaning  to  apologize  for  days  for  not coming back to join you, but  something prevented me. 

Also  I want to tell  you  that I talked the Tanners  into selling the farm to me because .. . " 

'"'Forget  it,"  Aleman  told  him.  "There  are  other farms.  It  just  riled  me  for  a  moment.  I  hope  you'll enjoy it. What about your brother? Any news?" 

"Nothing." 

144 

[image: Image 156]

Of course not. Aleman stubbed some ash from his cigar, There  had been  moments  during  these  last  two days, while the Tanner place was being searched so intensively, when tension had held him like a vise, and he  had  had  to  tell  himself  that  if  the  cave  had  not been  discovered  in  seventeen  years,  the  odds  were against its being found now. After all,  it wasu't a  natural cave, no one could expect to flnd it there; and no one was alive who knew it even existed. But the possibility  could  not be  denied  that,  with  so  many  people combing the  district,  someone  might stumble on  it by chance,  today,  tomorrow-any  time.  As  long  as  people believed that it had been Reid Brisson's  intention to  climb  in  the  Hochkonig  massif,  they  would  keep looking.  Oh,  not  all  the  time,  but  at  intervals; Strubb in particular  would never give up. And now, as from  the  start,  it  was  out  of  the  question  to  remove the  treasure.  That  half-hour stretch  of  rock and  scree made  quite  a  bit  of  climbing  necessary.  It  couldn't be done at night without using lights which would be seen,  and  during  the  day,  anyone  lugging  heavy boxes  or suitcases  across  a  place  like that  would immediately be suspect. And  there  was  such  a  lot left. 

During the first few years after  his  discovery,  he  had taken  away  very  little  because  he  hadn't  been  at  all sure  how to turn it into  money  without  endangering himself;  besides,  for  his  private needs,  he  hadn't  had to more than  scratch  the  surface  of  what  was  there. 

Later,  when  he  had  learned  the  ropes  and  his  needs had  grown,  he  gradually began  to  remove  more,  but not much  more,  not  at  one  time.  You  couldn't  travel with  your  baggage full  of  gems  and  German  shares. 

The problem  had always been  where  to  store it. The cave  was the  ideal  place,  as  had  been  clear  to  those who had put the stuff there in the first place. 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  in  the  impersonal  voice  any sympathetic  stranger  might  have  used.  Nothing  in his face betrayed the hatred he felt for Robert,  a  hatred  that was  intensmed by  the  fact that he was now not  only the  man  whose  articles  about Argentina  had convinced  Aleman  that  Brisson  was  on  his  way  to 145 
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discovering  their. secret organization,  and  how  it  was being financed-he  was  also  the  owner of the  Tanner property  and  the cave.  Well,  he  would find  a way  to eliminate him. 

"If you  think  it  would  take  your  mind  off  it,"  he said, "join us after dinner for poker." 

"Thanks,"  said  Robert.  "Another  time,"  and  he walked into the lobby, followed by Aleman. 

The  clerk  motioned   to   Robert  as  soon  as  he  saw him  enter.  "There  was a  call for  you  at about  noon, from  Gastein.  But  we  couldn't  find  you  anywhere." 

Robert stepped up  to   the  desk.  For  just  a  moment, hope swept over him like a tidal wave. "Gastein? What is it?" 

The  clerk  cleared  his  throat. 'Tm  sorry, Mr.  Bris

son," and he looked away.  "From  the  morgue.  A  rescue  team  has  found  a  body  below  the  Hochalmspitze. "  He  paused,  touched  somehow  by  the  pale face  struggling  for  control,  and  handed  Aleman  the keys  to his  room  quite  automatically  before  he  went on. 'They  say  it . ..  he  looks like  ... the  description they have of your brother. " He swallowed, then  spoke very  quickly.  'They  want  you  to  come  over and  take a look at it, maybe identify it." 

"Is it too late now?" 

The clerk shook his  head.  "No. They'll wait  for you. 

Do  you  want  me  to  call  up  and  say  you're  on  your way? " 

"Please."  Robert  turned  on  his  heels  and  went back to the parking lot from  which he  had  just come. 

Of course. There it was . . .  what Strubb had  warned him  of.  This  was  the  fact  on  which  he  had  had  to count.  And  yet . .. 

He drove through  the early evening, hying to brace himself to face Reid's dead body. It was beginning to rain softly, just as the old woman had predicted. When he turned into Gastein, the streets of the old spa were almost  deserted,  as  if  the  sick,  who  had been  coming here  since  Roman  times  to  cure  their  rheumatism and other illnesses, had vanished, just as the emperor, his  court,  and  other  royalties  who  had  frequented 146 
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this  resort,  had disappeared, leaving only the  untitled rich  and thousands  of  tourists to seek  relief  from pain, to  climb  the  surrounding  mountains,  or  to  ski. But  it was so still only because everyone was at dinner. 

At the waterfall,  spraying across the  sidewalk,  Robert stopped to ask an  old man,  who  was  staring  up at the  tremendous  height  from  which  the  water  cascaded, the  way to the  morgue. After  a  moment, taken aback,  the  man  pointed  the  way. It  wasn't  far.  An officer  was  waiting for  him,  nodded  when  Robert  introduced  himself,  and  asked  him  to  follow  him. And Robert  thought  of  his  first  year  as  a  police  reporter, how  unfeelingly  he  had  entered  the  big  city  morgues and watched an attendant or doctor pull out a drawer, and bow it  had  a11 been just a story,  and he  had scribbled some remarks about the body on his pad,  and the circumstances  under  which  it  had been  found.  Somehow  it  now  came  as  a  relief  to  see  that  they  hadn't stuck  Reid  into  a  refrigerator,  but  that  there  was  a table  with  a  body on  it,  covered  with  a white  sheet, Reid. Yes, Robert told himself, I can't hope any longer. 

He  nodded  to  the  officer  standing  at  the  head  of  thf' 

table,  waiting  considerately  for  him  to  give  the  sign when he was  ready to face the corpse. 

But  it  wasn't  Reid. It  was  a  stranger.  A  tall,  blond man,  and,  like  Reid,  in  his  middle  thirties. But  not Reid.  Just  a  blond  young  man.  "No.  It's  not  my brother." 

"You are certain?" 

"Absolutely." 

"I  am  glad,  sir.  Thank  you  for  having  come.''  The sheet  fell back,  the  light was turned  out,  and  Robert followed  the  man  into  his  office,  filled  out  some papers,  and  found  himself  in  his  car  again,  driving through  the  rain  down  the  long,  winding,  empty road. 

He was going  very fast,  too  fast.  He knew it, but  he didn't  care.  Senseless  anger  and  grief  combined  to make him reckless, and a depression, so deep he couldn't fight  it,  filled  him. The  mangled  body  he  had  just seen  seemed  to  have  fastened  itself  to  the  wind-147 
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shield. Reid would look like that  if he was ever found, his body  broken,  the  neck no  longer  able to  support the weight of his head. Accident or murder-what did it matter?  What  did  anything  matter?  He  rounded  a curve  and,  like  something in  a  dream,  saw a trnck, a big trnck, standing in the middle  of the  road.  Robert braked  as  hard  as  he  could,  the  little  car  swerved wildly,  almost across  the  road  and  over  the  embankment,  then  almost into  the truck,  then he had  control of it again and could stop. He jumped out, looking for the driver,  and  found him  standing beside the  raised hood,  poking  at  the  motor  by  the  beam  of  a  flashlight. "Have  you  gone  crazy?"  Robert  yelled.  "Have you completely lost your head? What do you mean by parking  your  truck  in  the  middle  of  the  road  on  a curve without any lights?" 

'There's a light," said the man, a big, sturdy  fellow. 

"I  can't  help  it  if  you  didn't  see  it."  He  scowled. 

"Seems  she's  run  out  of  gas,  and  I  was  supposed  to deliver this load tonight." 

Had  he  overlooked the  taillight?  Robert  shrugged. 

"Well, get your truck to  the  side  or there  may  be  an accident." 

"'Who's  going  to  move  it?"  asked  the  man.  "You? 

fve tried, and it won't budge an inch." 

"!11 give you a hand. Let's try together." 

Robert  walked  around  the  car,  and  there   was  the taillight  he  hadn't  seen. It  was  his  fault. Lost  in thought, he had  driven  too fast. He  leaned against the truck with  his  whole  weight. "Come  on.  Where  are you?" 

"Coming," said the man. "Coming." 

Maybe it was because  he couldn't hear the driver's steps,  or maybe just a sudden inexplicable feeling that something  was  wrong  made  him  duck,  and  the heavy  iron bar smashed  into  the  truck instead  of  on his  head.  The  next  moment   the  driver  was   on  top of him. 

It had  been  years  since Robert had been  in a fight, years since he had been attacked by an  outraged Japanese  in  Tokyo,  but  after  he  had  narrowly  escaped 148 
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death, he had realized how necessary it was  to   be able to  defend  himself  if  he  was  going  to  report  as  he pleased  about  countries  and  people  who  didn't  like 

 his   point  of  view. So  he  had  taken  lessons  in  jujitsu. 

And  now,  seemingly  from  nowhere,  the  knowledge came  back,  and  all  the  anger  and  grief  and  frustration  that  had  built  up  in  him  since  Reid's  disappearance  and  hadn't  been  satisfied  by  merely  driving  at breakneck speed, finally found a vent. 

The  man  fought  savagely,  as  if  he  sensed  with  a feeling  of  terror  that  his  opponent  drew  strength from  a  source  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  physical superiority  and  against  which whatever he  might  do would be useless. And it was this that in the  end gave Robert  a chance  to  reach for  the  iron  pipe  and crack it across  the  man's  chest. For a  few  minutes  after it was   all   over,  Robert  remained  kneeling  on  the  dark, slippery  road,  breathing  painfully,  heavily,  his  ears humming,  his  throat  aching  from  the strangling  grip of the driver's hands, his thoughts confused. But  when his  mind  cleared,  he  knew  that  what  had  happened had  not  been  an  accident,  not  a  sudden  decision  on the  part  of  the  driver  to  hold  up  a  tourist,  but  a planned  attack  on his  life.  He lugged the  man  by his legs to the car, and into the  back seat. He stopped only once on his  way   to  Zell, at a  filling  station,  to  tell the attendant  about the  stalled truck,  and  to  call  Strubb. 

A little  later he reached  Zell  and  the  gendarmerie. 

Strubb  was  waiting  in  front  of the  building. He  took one look at Robert and shook his head. "I think you'd better see a  doctor." 

'Tm  all  right," Robert  told him. "But he  might  be dead for all I know." 

"That  would  be  a  pity,"  Strubb  said  drily. "I  was looking  forward  to questioning  him."  He  opened  the door of the  car  and  peered at  the truck  driver.  "Never seen  him  before. Well,  let's  get  him  to  the  hospital, and you too." 

Time  passed  slowly,  time  during  which  a  nurse bandaged  a  gash in  Robert's neck  where  a  stone had cut him, made  him  lie down,  and gave  him  something 149 
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to  eat  and  drink. "No  sleeping  pill,"  Robert warned her.  "I  want  to  be  as  wide  awake  as  possible."  At intervals,  Strubb  looked  in  on him,  once  to ask  who had  known  that  Robert  was  going  to  Gastein,  the second  time  to  tell  Robert  that  there  seemed  to  be nothing  fishy  about  the  call  from  the  morgue.  The body brought in had fitted the description of Reid Brisson,  and the hotel had been notified accordingly.  The third time  a male nun.e came  in  to  say  that  the  truck driver was coming to. Most of his ribs were broken and his neck was badly wrenched,  but he  could talk,  and the  inspector  would  prefer  to  interrogate  the  man for a while alone. 

There  was  a  guard  at  the  door  of  the  room  in which  the  truck driver  lay  when  Robert  was  £nally called.  The man was lying  on a  narrow  hospital bed, the upper half  of his  naked  body  heavily  taped. He no longer looked helpless or stupid. He stared at Robert with narrowed eyes, as if he couldn't believe even now  that  a  man  built  so  much  less  powerfully  than he could have overpowered him. "I  told  you, "  Strubh said,  "that  Mr,  Brisson  was  alive  and  could  swear that  you  attacked  him.  Will  you  tell  us  now  who hired you  to kill him?" 

The  man  didn't  answer.  Strnbb  turned  to  Robert, 

"His  name  is  Rudolf  Schmidt.  He's  from  Graz.  He swears  that   you   came at   him   and  tried to  kill him  because  he  almost  caused  you  to  smash  up.  He insists he acted in self-defense. Nobody ordered him to park the trnck in the middle of  the road and wait for you there." 

Robert  stepped up  to  the  bed.  "But  you  wouldn't say  that  under  oath,  would  you?"  he  asked  softly. 

"You aren't  such  a fool,  are  you,  Schmidt? "  He  held out a cigarette.  "VVhat do you know  about Reid Brisson?" 

The  man  ignored  the  cigarette  and  the  question. 

"Reid  Brisson, "  Robert  repeated.  "Ever  hear  the name?" 

"I  asked  him  that,"  said  Strubb.  "He  won't  talk, All  I've been  able  to  get  out  of  him  is  what  I've  just 150 
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told  you."  But  the man  had  to  be  made  to talk,  and for  a  horrifying  moment,  Robert  felt  that  all  means, any means, would be justi6ed, to make the truck driver speak.  He  said  in  English  to  Strubb,  "Have  you tried everything to get him off guard?" 

And it  was  then  that  the man lifted himself on  his elbow  and  shouted.  "Down  with  foreigners,  liberals, reds, and all bastard races!" 

In  spite  of  the  fury  with  which  he  spat  out  the words,  he  pronounced  them  clearly,  in  a  way  that made  it  obvious  he  wasn't  using  them  for  the  fust time.  Strubb's  eyes  narrowed. "Looks  as  if  we  have a  political  agitator  here,"  he  murmured.  'They  almost ruined  the season for us last year in South Tyrol." 

For a moment  Robert  could  see the  man  standing in the  back  room of an  inn  or  at  a  street  corner,  distributing  provocative  leaflets,  gathering  a  crowd,  addressing  them  as he had  been  taught,  trying  to   appeal to   their innate  fear  of  everything  they  didn't  understand or didn't have, their stubborn, convenient  belief that not they but others were to blame for what didn't satisfy  them. His  jaw  set.  They11  never  die  out,  he thought.  They're  like  a cancer  in the  body  of  peace. 

Nationalism  or  communism-they're  a  tide  licking  at the  shores  of  democracy,  carrying  away  one  little piece  after another until  the  undermined  land  begins to slide. And what can we do to stem the flood of those who ride the crest of the wave and use men like this to help  them fulfill their dream of power? How this  new breed  followed  blindly,  with  only  a  lust  for  fighting and  killing  and  avarice  to  drive  them,  ready  to  obey the  small  fry  who  had  sprung  up  to  leadership  here, there, everywhere-you had never beard of them; then suddenly  they  were  in  charge.  People  would  never leam. 

"Go  on,"  he  said  to  the  man.  'Tm  interested  to know what makes you hate so  deeply that you're ready to kill on orders a man you  don't even know." 

The man's lips parted as  if he were going to answer, then  closed  again  tightly.  And  Robert  realized  that, after  he  had  failed  and  found  himseU  cornered,  his 151 
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outburst  had  been  an  automatic  escape  into  something that had been drilled into him. 

'Who  gave  the  orders?"  Strubb  asked  again,  and fleetingly  it  occurred  to  Robert  that  this  attack  on his  life  might  have  nothing  to  do  with  Reid  but might  perhaps  finally  be  the  threat  to  his  life  come true. Perhaps  the  chance  to  kill  him  in  Europe  had seemed  easier  to  his  anonymous  enemies  than  to attempt  the  crime  in  the  United  States;  it  would look as  if it bad nothing to do with politics if a tourist met with an  accident on  a  winding  mountain  road in Austria.  Then  he  dismissed  the  idea-not  because  it was  so  improbable but because,  if  the attempt  on  his life  were  somehow  connected  with  Reid,  there  was still  hope  of  finding  out  what  had  happened  to  his brother. 

Strubb  was  staring at  the man  as  if he  were  trying to  hypnotize  him.  "If  you  would  tum  state  witness," 

he  said  slowly,  penetratingly,  but  the  man  didn't even  let  him finish. In a  climax  of  frustrated  rage  he spat at the inspector before he turned his face  to  the wall. 

"These  fanatics  . . . 

""  Robert  began,  outside  in  the 

corridor, but Strubb interrupted him.  "I know.  But if it's  the  last  thing  I  do,  I'll  find  the  people  behind Rudol!  Schmidt.  It may  not bring your brother back, but  at  least we'll find  out  if  there  is  any  connection between  his  disappearance  and  the  attack  on  you." 

He  swung  sharply  to  the right and toward  the room in which Robert had been treated. "You'd better sleep here  tonight,"  he  said.  "There's  nothing  you  can  do now, and I want you in a safe place." 

"Nonsense!" 

"You  do as I  say." Strubb  spoke  with  authority,  an authority that had deepened since the attack  on Robert  had  proved  the  theories  he  had  had  all  along  to be  correct.  ''Besides,  I  want to  keep  the  whole  thing secret as long as I can." 
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 WHEN  ROBERT  woke  up,  dawn  was  just  breaking. 

 He  had  slept  deeply,  dreamlessly,  and  felt  strangely refreshed  and  unburdened  by  recollection,  until  he realized  the  meaning  of  the  narrow  little  room,  the bare walls,  the  high bed, the coarse shirt he was wearing instead  of  his pajamas,  and  his  memory  began  to work  full  speed.  With  it  came  a  strange  restlessness. 

He   dressed  and  managed  to  get  out  of  the  hospital without  being  stopped  or  questioned.  Something stronger than he  made him move,  almost like a  sleepwalker.  He  got into  his  car,  which  was  stained  with dry  blood  and  smelled  of  the  many cigarettes  he  had smoked  going  to  and  coming  from  Gastein,  and  of the  man  he  had  thrown  like  a  lifeless  bundle in  the back,  The  roads  were  still  wet,  but  it  had  stopped raining  and  the  sun  was  trying  to  break  through. 

He  passed through Zell and drove through Dienten and up  to  the  farm.  But  only  when  he  turned  off  the motor was he  fully conscious of his surroundings.  Had he come  here  to  see  Christine?  He  didn't  know.  The geraniums  at  the  windows  of  the  old  farmhouse looked like  blood.  Behind  them  nothing was  moving. 

 Everyone  was  still  asleep.  The  dog,  chained  outside, barked once, then was silent. 

 Robert  began  to  walk  up  the  hill  to  the  first  meadow,  through a stretch of trees-birches, firs,  and larch 

 -across  the  second  meadow,  another  stand  of  trees, a third,  and  on  until the  leaf trees  fell back  and  only the silky  larches were left. Somewhere a bird was sing-153 
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ing.  A little later,  he reached the meadow where  old Lise  lived.  And  there  she  was  sitting,  her  wide  old straw hat shading her face, her bare feet planted wide apart in the cool grass. Next to her sat another woman, a scarf wound around her head,  milking a cow. "My," 

she  was  saying,  "it's  a  long  time  since  I've  milked. 

I forgot how hard it is on the thumb.  Would  Hannes let me do  an  iota  of work?  No.  Not  a  thing.  I  got  so bored." 

The  old  woman  again,  of  course.  She  had  mentioned  that  she  might  visit  someone  called  Lisl,  but he hadn't  connected the  Sennerin   on  the  alm  with the one  old  friend  the woman  had  left.  ''You  don't  have to  run  away,"  Lise  said.  "It's  only  Christi's  young man." 

'1  know  him,"  the  woman  said,  and  laughed.  "Mr. 

Brisson and I are old f1iends, aren't we?" 

"Indeed we  are."  Robert  smiled  when  he  saw Lise's incredulous eyes. "But don't tell a soul." 

"Oh,  I'm  safe  up  here,"  the  woman  said,  "as  safe as in Abraham's lap. Have some milk, " and she dipped a ladle into the pail of still warm, frothy milk. 

He drank and moved on,  climbing up to where  the first  spurs  of  the  mountain  showed  gray  above  the grass.  For  two  whole  days  they  had  searched  this neighborhood but found nothing. He reached the  cliff beneath which a sudden abyss  yawned and lay  down on the green  grass, not  thinking  anything,  just watching  the  sun  climb  higher  and  higher,  and  the  sky darkening to  a deeper blue, and as he lay there quietly 

-his knees drawn  up, his arms  folded under his head, with  nothing  around  him  but  the  sky-a  feeling  of peace  came  over him. The  peace  of  acceptance?  No. 

Rather a feeling of revelation,  of knowing  something he  hadn't  known before-that  he  cared  more  for  life than  he  had  been  aware  of.  If  his  life  hadn't  been challenged  last  night, he might never have known  it. 

But his life had been challenged before  and he hadn't reacted  to  it  like  this.  Where  was  the  difference? 

And it came to him  slowly  that whatever he had  done up to  now,  he  had  looked  at  it  as  something  anyone 154 
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could  do-a  little  worse,  a  little  better-but now suddenly there were things only he could do. One was to find  Reid's  murderers;  the  other,  to  make  Christine happy, I'll  stay,  he  decided. I'll  stay until  I've  done both. I  can Bnish off my assignment right here. I al

ways  thought  the  articles  might  make  a  book.  What other  people  have  written  until  now  has  never  been taken seriously enough. I might be able to write something  to  which  they'd  listen. I  can  take  a  leave  of absence. But fust  I  must  get  to  the  bottom  of  what happened to  Reid. 

Several times  during  the  last  few  days-he  had   set aside  a  nut  for  each  one,  to  keep  track  of  them

Anton  had  crawled  through  the  rock  and  scree  that blocked  the  entrance  to  his little  cave  to see  if  all was clear so that he could go out for some milk. And every time he  had looked,  there  had  been  someone  around. 

The  place  was  crawling  with  people,  and  he  had withdrawn,  his  heart beating  wildly in his  throat,  his palms wet. What if they discovered his hide-out? Then he tried to cahn  himseH  by thinking  that this  was not likely to happen. None of the men were small enough to worm their  way into an opening  only he  could use. 

But now  he  had  run  out  of  everything  to  drink,  and the man in the big cave was in bad shape. He was unconscious  for  hours  at  a  stretch;  even  then  he moaned,  and  when  he  talk�d,  nothing  he  said  made sense. The  question still was-should Anton leave him to  die  or  should he  give  away  his hiding  place,  crawl out  and  go  to  the  gendannerie,  or,  as  the  man  had said over  and over  again  on that fust  day  when Anton had  found  and  almost  killed  him,  "Go  to  Robert  . . . 

to Robert Brisson." Or  was he getting the names mixed up? Had the  dying man said,  "Aleman  ... at the  Nepomuk?"  Well,  it  didn't  matter,  because  he  would never go to the N epomuk. 

First  things  Brst,  thought Anton,  and the fust thing was  to  get  them  something  to  drink. Then he  could decide  what  to  do. If  in  the  end  he  decided  to  rob himself  of  the  only safe  and  private  place  he  had in 155 
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the world,  he would put the container with  milk next to  the  dying  man  and  make  his  way  down  to  the Tanner house  and  perhaps talk  to  Christl,  or he  could go  to  the  Mother  Superior  and  ask  her  advice.  But whomever  he  told,  the  results  would  be  the  samethey would find out about the caves. 

Once  he  had  made  up  his  mind  that  it  was  the milk which  mattered most,  Anton  began to  crawl.  He stuck his  little  head  out  of  the  opening  like  a  lizard, ready to  slide back  out  of sight  at the  slightest  noise. 

How  good  it  felt  to  breathe  the  cool,  clear  air!  He wished he could grasp it and carry some  of it  back to the man. The air was really foul  down there,  although the  cave  in which  the man lay  got  more  air  than  his. 

Carefully  he  emerged.  No  one  to  be  seen;  not  a sound to be heard.  He began to brush  off the  dirt,  reflecting  whether  he should risk  scrambling  down  the rocks  and  crossing  the  meadow  above  LisYs  house, where  he  might  be  seen,  or  climb  up  the  rocks  to the top  of the cliff where the goats sometimes  grazed. 

He  decided  on the latter. A few yards  to the  left  and across  a ledge,  there  were  some  rocks that were  not too hard to climb. 

He  took  off  his  shoes  and  set  out.  A  loose  stone. 

Watch  it,  Anton  told  himself.  You  don't  want  to  be hit  on  the  head.  Another.  Anton  ducked.  Another. 

He  had  forgotten  about  them.  If  only  they  didn't make  so  much  noise  when  they  hit  the  rocks  below! 

When  the  second  stone  hit  bottom,  Robert  looked up.  The  goats  mus,t  have  loosened  some  stones.  But the  cows  were  still  on  the  meadow  below  him,  and the  goats  were  playing  quite  some  distance  from  the cliff  he  was  lying  on,  that  jutted  out  into  rn?thing. 

Knowing  how  treacherous  grass  could  be  when  still wet  from  rain  or  heavy  dew,  he  moved  on  his  belly toward  the  edge,  inching  forward  carefully  until  he could  look  down,  and  there,  only  a  few  feet  below him,  probing  for  a  foothold,  stood  the  young  man who  looked like a very old  one,  Anton,  Anton who had disappeared.  He was stretching up, his  fingers  touching,  grasping,  probing,  his  eyes  scanning  the  rock 156 
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above  him,  and,  seeing  Robert,  he  screamed,  and screamed  again  as  he  fell-a  high-pitched  scream  of terror. 

Later Robert could never recall how long he had lain there,  too  paralyzed  to  move,  but  before  he  rose,  he had realized that there was no way of  getting  down to Anton  without  equipment,  not  unless  he  wanted  to risk his own neck. When  he moved,  he ran  as  he had never  run  before.  Lise  and  the  old  woman  met  him before  he  reached  Lise's  house.  "Are  you  all  right? 

We heard a scream. Who screamed?" 

"Anton," 

"You  mean  the  little  fellow  the  Germans  made behave like  a  dog?  The  one  with the  white hair  and the stutter?"  Lise  was  looking  up  at  the  cliff  that  jutted out into  nowhere. "He  sometimes  hides  up  there. 

What happened?" 

"He fell. I've got to get help,"' and Robert ran on. 

But  it was  only  when  they  brought  Anton  in, his neck  broken,  and  Strubb  turned  to  Robert  to  ask exactly where  he had seen Anton, that Robert recalled Lise's words:  "He sometimes hides up there." 

"Come  on, " Robert  said  to  the  inspector. ''I'll  show you. Anyway, I want to look myself." 

Strubb  seemed perplexed. "I wonder what  sort of  a hiding place he had. Couldn't have been a cave. There aren't  any  caves  around  here.  Now  in  the  Dachstein group,  and  in  the  Steinemes  Meer,  and  around  Lend 

• . .  " but he was  just talking  to  get over his  disappointment.  He  was  certain  now  that  Anton  had  known something about the fire in  which  Annette  Huber had been  kil1ed,  and that  the  boy  had nm away  to  avoid being  questioned.  But  he  was  talking  also  to  distract  Robert.  Brisson  looked  terrible.  He'd  been through a lot this week. 

They climbed up  in  silence,  but when they reached the  top, Stru bh asked,  "Who  told you  Anton  used  to hide somewhere up here?" 

Robert couldn't remember whether it had been Lise or her friend. ''The old women. " 
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''What old women? " 

"Lise ... and I don't know who the other one is. She lived  here  years  ago  and  for  some  reason  or  other never  had  a  chance  to  come  back  until  yesterday.  I met her in New York." 

"Helene  Schreiber. "  Strubb  sighed.  "I  saw her  last night in  the  cemetery.  I  was  taking  some  flowers  to my  wife's  grave,  and  there  she  was,  looking  at  the tombstones,  crying.  I  pretended  not  to  sec  her. She moved  to  Argentina  shortly  after  the  war  was  over. 

She had  a  daughter  there,  or  a  son. Now,  where  did you see Anton?" 

"He was standing just below here. " 

Robert  pointed  to  the  spot  below  the  edge  of  the cliff.  Strubb  secured  a  hook  and,  pulling  the  rope around  between his legs to form  a seat, lowered himself about twenty yards-then Robert saw the rope jerk abruptly. 'What is it?" 

But  Strubb  didn't answer.  His face was pressed  to the rock, his hands were groping . . .  touching , . .  suddenly, he disappeared. 

There  are  moments when,  without warning,  reality becomes  a nightmare  and  a  nightmare  reality.  Even as he knelt beside  Reid,  Robert was  unable  to  decide what  was  imagination,  what  truth.  There,  caught  in the  beam  of  Strubb's  flashlight,  were  the  smashed limbs,  the  pale,  lifeless  face,  the  eyelids  that  didn't move,  the  mouth  that  no  longer  seemed  to  hold breath,  just like the  man he had  seen last night at the morgue, just like Anton. But the truth, so unbelievable, was  that  Reid  was  still  alive.  His heart  was  beating, very faintly,  very  irregularly,  but  beating. 

Neither Strubb nor Robert spoke,  only their glances met,  then  the  inspector  disappeared,  trying,  ewm  in his hurry  to  get help,  to  avoid  making  any  noise  that might  disturb  the  miracle  life  was  demonstrating here.  And  as he  knelt  beside  his  brother,  all  Robert could say and repeat stupidly over and over again was, 

"It's all right, Reid. Everything's going to be all right. " 
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 rr  wAs  ALMOST   three  hours  later  before  Robert  returned to the cave. Two gendarmes were sitting on the grass  above the  steep wall of the cliH  over  which  Robert  had  crawled  to  see  Anton  fall  to  his  death.  They were  smoking  and  talking,  but  sprang  to  attention when they saw him approach. One handed him  several typed  lists,  inventories  of  the  boxes,  which  Strubb must have had  made  from  the  originals  in  the  meantime;  the other  asked  if  Robert  wanted  him  to  climb down into  the  belly  of the rock  with  him.  But  Robert shook bis head. He preferred  to be a lone. 

 For a long time he sat, legs pulled up,  arms hugging his  knees,  at  the  spot  where  Reid  had  been  found. 

 There were a few empty film  rolls  on the floor, betraying  the  fact  that  a  photographer  had  taken  pictures, but  otherwise,  though  every  box  had  apparently been opened  and  examined,  everything  had been put back the  same way.  Robert  smiled.  Good  old  Strubb. 

 He picked up the little pail that had stood next to Reid and  turned  it  around  in  his  hands,  ahnost  with  a caress.  If it hadn't  been  for  Anton,  Reid  would have died.  But  at  what  point  had  Anton  found  Reid?  The day  after the  fire?  Probably.  And  how  long  had  Reid lain here, tom with pain, before Anton had  discovered him? 

 There  were  so  many  questions,  and  none  of  them had  been  answered.  Only  once,  in  the  ambulance  to Gastein,  had  Reid  opened  his  eyes,  looked  at  Robert as  if  it  were  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world  to 159 
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find  his brother  sitting  next  to  him,  and  murmured, 

"Sorry. I  fumbled  badly,"  and  sunk  back  into  coma. 

The  doctors  at the  hospital were pretty  sure  he'd  pull through,  but  had  advised  against  any  attempts  to make  him  speak  until  the  specialist,  called 'in  from Vienna,  would  arrive.  Sorry,  I  fumbled  badly. 

Robert could hear Reid's  voice, impersonal  even in its weakness,  and  he  almost  laughed,  remembering  that there  had been  a  few  moments  during which he  had imagined Reid involved with crooks.  But  Strnbb had been correct in his  asswnption that Reid had stumbled on some dangerous knowledge. V\lhy hadn't Reid gone to  the police at once? There must have been time and opportunity,  otherwise  he  couldn't  have  made  the cail to  New  York.  And  then,  suddenly,  Robert  could answer the question- because of him, because Reid had wanted him to be the fust to know. 

Now  Robert  laughed,  laughter  that  was  close  to tears. Had Reid never given a thought to the fact that he  could  have been watched  entering . the  cave,  that to  keep . his  knowledge  to  himself  until  Robert  got there might cost him his life? Reid had taken the risk in  order  to  present  his  brother  with  a  sensational story-the discovery of loot stolen from Hitler victims, boxes full of  shares, boxes glittering with  gold ingots, boxes  full of  gems,  the property  of  thousands of  persecuted  people. Well,  all  that  would  have  to  be  attended  to later. V\lhat  mattered  now  was  to  find  the man who had left Reid here for dead. 

Mechanically  Robert began  to  examine  the  lists  he had been handed. All of them were alike, methodically listing  the  contents  of  every  box.  Only  one,  near  the end, seemed  to be a record of things removed-shares, each share  entered with  the date  when  and  to whom it  had been sold;  and some of the items on which the money had been spent were listed  too,  starting with  a trip to Vienna for two, two plane tickets to Argentina, a long stay in  Switzerland,  another in France; what it had  cost  to  legally adopt  the  name  of  a  relative;  the expenses for a house, an  apartment, a hotel suite, cars, servants,  on  and  on  to  the  financing  and  founding 160 
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 of  various  clubs  which  sounded  harmless  enough, membership  lists,  and  then-not  so  harmless-the  cost of  arms,  munitions.  Other  trips,  a  hotel  bill  from Vienna,  a  sum  paid  for  the  acquisition  of  a  cafe,  a sum paid to a man called George . • . 

 "George?"  Robert  spoke  the  name  alcud,  as  if   by pronouncing  it  he  could  make  George  materialize. 

 George.  There  were  millions  of  Georges.  Why  should this name on the  list make him  pause?  He looked at it again.  There  was  a  date.  No-just the  place  and  year 

 -Vienna,  1955. 

 Vienna, 1955. 

 Tanner's  trial. The man who had  sworn under oath that  already  on  other  occasions  Tanner  had  handed him  material  for  the  Russians,  the  man  Robert  had seen near the door of Tanner's  apartment-George Leiter. 

 The list dropped from Robert's hands. He was crazy, of  course, but-could there be a connection? A connection  between  the  George  mentioned  on  the  list  and the  man  Tanner  had  sworn  he  had  never  seen.  The deeds  to this farm  . . .  why  had  it  taken  such  a  long time  to  have  them  cleared?  Because  the  cave  lay  on the  Tanner  property?  Had  Tanner  been  framed  because  the  man  who  knew  about  the  cave  was  trying to prevent anyone from  living there? 

 He  rose and  walked  over  to  the  long  row  of  open boxes.  There was one filled to the brim  with diamonds broken  from  their  settings,  diamonds  worth  millions. 

 He  stuck his hand into the  cold blue-white stones ab• 

 sentmindedly,  letting  them  slip  through  his  fingers  as other  people,  to  calm  their  nerves,  play  with  beads. 

 Christine's  voice:  He  always  loved  the  farm  . . . he 

 used to hunt up there. I remember when we fir� came, 

 he stopped by  to  ask Papa if  he would mind . . .  But no, it was impossible. Just another of his crazy hunches. 

 Yet  excitement  swept  through  him.  He  withdrew  his hand abruptly,  and a stone  that had wedged  between his  fingers  dropped to  the  ground.  He  picked it up,  a large,  beautiful stone;  a large,  beautiful  stone  such  as he had  seen  on an old woman's arthritic  hand;  an old 161 
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woman  who  had  run  away,  who  was  afraid  of  her grandson,  who didn't want anyone  to  know  that  she had  returned  to  Zell; and  Strubb  mentioning  something about her having moved to Argentina.  Oh,  was 

 Aleman  mad  when  he  heard  the  farm  had  been  sold 

•  .  .  He might be  in  Salzburg  when  the  plane  lands 

 and send me right back  ...  She moved to Argentina; 

 she had a daughter there  ... The  voices rang louder and louder  until  they  blended  into  a  crescendo:   Aleman,  Aleman,  Aleman. 

The old  woman  was in Lise's  kitchen,  searing the last  small feathers  from  a  fat  chicken  when  Robert entered  and  walked  up  to  her. At  once  he  saw  the ring  he  had  found  so  incongruous  on  her  arthritic hand,  lying   next  to  her  on  the  primitive  sink. He picked it up. "Is it real?" 

"Bite  on  it, and  you'll  see,"  she  said. '"I'd  rather have  had an  epitot,  the brown  stones, you know, that come  from  around  here  and  are  so  hard  to  cut. But Hannes insisted. " 

Hannes-Jose, Robert  thought. Not  even very  orig

inal. "Hannes," he repeated. 'That's  the  name of your grandson, isn't it?" 

"That's right." She nodded and  sighed, 

"Hannes what?" 

"'Schultz." 

uSchultz?" he  repeated.  "You're  sure  he  doesn't have another name?" 

She  peered  at  him.  "My  daughter  married  a  man called  Schultz, they  had  one  son. It  £gures, doesn't it?'' 

"A  lot  of  people  take  new  names,  for   instance

Aleman." 

She knifed the chicken open deftly,  but her  hand, pulling out the fowl's entrails, trembled. "I don't lmow anyone who calls himself Aleman." 

"Jose Aleman, " said Robert. 

She  shook  her  head. "What's  the  idea  of  coming here and confusing an old woman? His name's Hannes Schultz." 

"The country you  ran  away from, "  Robert went on, 162 
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as  if  he  hadn't  heard,  "was  Argentina. Why  did  you run  away? " 

"That's none of  your business." 

"If you won't tell me, I'll ask your grandson." 

She  swung  around  then,  with  a  speed  quite  extraordinary for someone  so   old, her eyes  wide and  horrified,  all  efforts  at  pretense  wiped from  her face.  'Did 

you see  him? Is  he  still around? Where?  Did  you  tell him  about  me?"  And  suddenly,  apparently  mad  with fear, she lifted the knife, still bloody from the chicken. 

 "You   gave  me  your  word  you  wouldn't. Did  you? 

Did you?" 

He  took  the  knife  from  her  and  pushed  her  gently into  the  old  rocking  chair  which  stood  between  sink and  table. "Not yet.  But  I  will,  unless you  tell  me all you know." 

A  dull  desperation  replaced  the  terror  in  her  eyes. 

"He'll put me away again," she whispered. 

"Put  you  away?" 

"In  that  dreadful  place.  Oh,  you  don't  know  how terrible it was." She  shuddered.  "The  barred windows, just like in a  prison. And the rooms . . .  cells, they were 

. . .  and the dining hall,  where  the  harmless  ones  were allowed  to  eat,  but  how  some  of  them  ate-like  pigs. 

One girl .. . she'd take a big gulp of soup, keep it in her mouth and  then spit  it out across  the  table  and  laugh and laugh, and a nurse would beat her. And the nights, when  you  heard  the  screams,  you'd  have  thought wild animals  had got  in." 

At  the  airport  in  Id]ewild,  he  had  thought  she might be  a  little  cracked,  now  he  was  convinced  she was absolutely  sane. "Why  did your grandson put you in  the asylum?" 

The  dullness  left  her  eyes  and  was  replaced  by fear.  "I  don't  know,"  she  said.  "I  don't  know. I  liked him  at  first;  he  seemed  a  nice  youngster  when  he came to visit tis,  even  though  he  was  just  like  the rest of them,  those  Nazis . . . but  you  can't really blame  a boy for wanting to be like  his  father. I let him take me to  Argentina  because  I  wanted  to  see  my  daughter, and  there  was  nothing  to  eat  here,  and  because  he 163 
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promised I could come back after a  few months,  but when the time came, he wouldn't hear of it. If it hadn't been  for  my  daughter,  I'd  never  have  got  out. But somehow she managed it for me. She sold some of the jewelry  he  had given me. Oh,  he  was  very  generous. 

He took us  all away from Maipu, where my daughter's husband-Cod rest his soul-had been working, to Mar del Plata,  right by the sea,  only I  don't  like  the  sea. 

We had a big house and servants and cars  ... he gave large  sums  of  money  away  to  all  sorts  of  charities and he was always ready to help  people with  cash or loans. He was famous for his generosity." 

"But why did he put you away?" 

"I told you-I don't know. " 

"But  you  do,"  Robert  insisted.  "He  had  you  put away because you eavesdropped on him, and he found out." 

She stared at him as  if he were the devil incarnate, and began to  sob.  "Come  on,"  Robert said  softly. '1f you tell me  everything,  you'll  never  have  to  see  your grandson again." 

"You mean that?" 

Robert nodded. 

"Hal"  And  now  her  old  face  was  masked  with viciousness, the viciousness of hatred.  "If only I could trust  you!" Then, as  if she  had suddenly decided she might as well tell all she knew, since Robert had found out that Jose  Aleman was her grandson,  she  straightened  up  in  her  chair. "You  were  right,"  she  said.  "I eavesdropped  on  him,  not  just  once,  many  times. 

There  were  so  many  strange  things  going  on.  He'd lock  himself  in  his  room  for  hours  and  talk  into  a little machine. Well, if you stick a glass between your ear  and  the  wall,  you  can  understand  quite  a  bit more  than  you  would  otherwise.  I  thought  I  wasn't hearing right, but I can tell you-what he was  saying into  that little  machine  sounded  exactly  like  Hitler's speeches.  Just  as  crazy.  Then  he'd  take  those  little spools out and put them in  envelopes  and mail them, Not many people came to  the  house, mostly he  went to  them,  but  sometimes,  late  at  night,  men  would 164 
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 come,  and  there  were a  few who  looked  exactly  like the  ones  whose  pictures  I'd  seen  in  the  papers,  but they were supposed to be dead.  And they'd  stick their heads  together  and  talk  and  talk  and  talk. I  couldn't make head  or tail of  it, all I could  tell was, they \vere out  to  make  trouble-not  in  Argentina,  !nind  you-in Europe. It  was all about how Germany had to become a great power  again.  And  one  day  I  told  him- I  said I'd  had  enough  trouble,  and  if  he  kept  on  meddling with those Germans, I'd . . .  " 

 "You'd what?" 

 "It was  stupid of me, I know," said  the  old woman, 

 "but  it never  occurred  to  me  to  be  afraid  of my  own grandson.  Somehow  you  always  see  them  as  youngsters.  You  never  think they could do  you  any  harm.  I told  him  I'd  write  a  letter  to  the  genda1meric  in Zell,  or maybe directly to Vienna,  and  tell  them  where they could  find  some  of  the  men  they'd  been  looking for  for  years,  men  that  should  have  been  hanged years  ago.  I  couldn't  help  it  .  .  .  the  idea  of  all  the money he  was  handing  out  to  those  men  . . .  it  gave me  the  shivers.  What  a  dangerous  thing  a  tongue  is, just like a wild horse-it runs away with you. You mean to say a little and before you know it-it's too late. Yes. 

 That's why he had me locked up." 

 Robert  stared  at  her  without  seeing  her.  Here  it was-the proof  he had  been  looking for  in  Argentina when  he  had  tried  to  track  down  the  militant  group that  was  rumored  to  be  financed  by  fortunes  stolen from Hitler victims. 

16S 
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 20 

 � 

ALEMAN's  SUITE  at  the  Nepomuk  gave  out  onto  a large  balcony  that  overlooked  the  lake.  A  pleasant place   to have  breakfast.  Aleman  liked to  eat  a  lot  in the  morning.  It  set  him  up  for  the  whole  day,  and the food  he  consumed  somehow  never  put   an  ounce on  his sinewy  body.  He  was  having  breakfast  now.  It had grown  rather  late last night,  with  the  antes being raised  higher  and  higher  as  the  hours  advanced  and the  losers  wanting  another  chance,  and  another, which  the  winners  couldn't very  well  refuse.  Personally, he hadn't minded. The  game  had  taken  his  mind off Brisson.  Still,  he  was  astonished that he  had  slept so long and so  well. Past eleven, Well, it only  showed that  his  nerves  weren't  easily  shattered.  All  a  man really  had  to  do  was  believe  in  his  luck.  This  was undoubtedly  the  reason  why  some  men were  successful and others were  not. 

"When  there  was  a knock  at  the  door,  he  expected it to be the waiter he had sent for  an extra pot of coffee, and  he  didn't  look  up  from  his  paper  until  Strubb and  Robert were standing  in  front  of  him.  For  just  a moment,  the  sight  of  Robert Brisson made bis mouth go  dry.  Something  had  gone  wrong.  Either  there had  been  no  chance  for  the  truck  driver  to  kill  him or  . . .  then  he  relaxed.  Even  if  the truck  driver had talked,  the  thread  linking  Aleman  to  the  man  who had  actually  given  the  order  was  so  tenuous  as  to  be almost undetectable. It could  never be  traced. Besides, the members of the various  cells would rather die than 166 
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give  anything  away,  perhaps  if  only  because  they were  smart  enough  to  realize  that  any  traitors  wonld be  killed  sooner  or  later.  Aleman  smiled  pleasantly. 

"Good morning, gentlemen. What gives me the honor?" 

"You're  under arrest," said  Strubb. 

Nothing  in  Strubb's  voice,  in  the  expression  of  his face, in the way he stood, showed  any of  the  emotions that  swept  through  him  at  this  moment  of  gratifica◄ 

tion. For  it was as if he had finally justified his life and his  profession.  And  the  fanatic  righteousness  with which  he  had  bolstered  his ego  gave  way to a  feeling of  gratitude.  God  was  just,  but  not  everyone  was  allowed to  see justice  demonstrated. 

Arrest  .  .  .  it  was  a  word  Aleman  had  always dreaded,  a  big  word  with consequences one could not foresee.  It  stabbed  through  him  like  a  lmife. Bnt  he was  innocent.  He  had  to  keep  in  mind  that  no  one could  connect  him with  any  attempt on Brisson's  life. 

He  grinned  as  if  the  inspector  had  made  a  joke, lopped  oH the top  of his egg  with  one  quick  stroke  of his  Jmife,  and  said,  'What  have  I  done  now?  Parked overtime? Fished  without a permit?" He bent over the egg.  It  wasn't  quite  fresh.  There  was  definitely a smell to it. He looked up again and could see a police car coming slowly up  the  road.  He  glanced  at the  two men 'standing  at  his table. What had  they  discovered? 

he  asked  himself  as  coldly  as  if  he  were  asking  it aloud. Nothing  about  the  cave,  nothing  about  Reid Brisson,  nothing  in  connection  with  the  attack  on Robert-of all that he  was sure. But it might have something to do with the .fire. Well,  what if they  had found out that he  had been  there? A man could  drop a  cig◄ 

arette  and not lmow that it  had caused  a  blaze. Why shouldn't he  have an affair with Annette Huber which, as a  married man,  he  had  wished to keep  secret?  Had the  girl talked? Funny-he  would  have  sworn that  he could  have  trusted  her  discretion.  But  women  . . . 

they  gossiped. Had  Annette  after  all mentioned  that Reid Brisson had spent a  night in her house,  and that Aleman  had  brought him  there?  And  how  would  he l67 
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explain  that? Time,  thought Aleman.  What I  need is time. 

"You  can  see  that  I  am  breakfasting,"  he  said, 

"and  I like  to  do  so undisturbed.  111 be  at your disposal in-let's say, half an hour." 

Strubb took a typewritten sheet of paper out  of the inner  pocket  of  his  jacket  and  pushed  it  across  the table. "I think it would be wise if you would read this before you make any further statements." 

Aleman  didn't  even  glance  at   the  paper.  "I  just said I'd be with you in half an hour." 

''I'd  like  to  save  that  time,"  Strubb  said  quietly. 

"That's  why  we  had  a  talk   with  your  grandmother, Helene Schreiber, before we came to see you." 

"My grandmother," Aleman said,  "is  in Argentina." 

Strubb  was  talking  nonsense. How  could  that  old woman,  safely  tucked away,  guarded  by nurses  who had strict orders  never  to let her  out of their sight, be anywhere  but in  the  asylum  where  he  had  put  her? 

But  now  he  looked  at   the  sheet  of  paper.  Could she have managed to write  the  letter she had  threatened him with, and got it mailed? Strubb pushed the paper closer, pointing to a signature. Aleman knew the handwriting. He began to read. 

He  read his own story  with  the boredom  of a man who  had  never  heard  of  anyone  called  Hannes Schultz  in   his  life.  Then  he  shrugged. "She's  been crazy for years.  The  doctor  who  committed  her   will be glad  to confirm it any time. Poor soul." He  pushed the  paper  away  as   if  it  were  none  of  his  concern. 

But something like  a shudder  he  could barely  control ran  down  his  spine. How  had  she  gotten  out?  'Why hadn't he had her put to sleep  long ago? Strange,  that sentimentality  should  have  restrained  him.  And  his mother  had helped  her,  that meek little  woman  who had  never  dared  to  speak  up to his father and  him. 

For a moment Aleman could see  her standing on  the fl.at  stretch  of  country  between  Maipu  and  Dolores, staring  at  the  thousands  of  sheep,  tears  in  her  eyes. 

She  had  always  hated  sheep,  always  been  afraid  of them,  but  she  had  moved  to  Maipu  only  after  his 168 
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father's death. How happy she had been when be had brought her mother over, how  grateful  when  he had taken the two women to Mar del Plata, and given her some of  the luxuries she had  always  craved. How  she had  assured  him  of  her  undying  gratitude, thanked God for having a son  like him, so goocl.,  so  considerate, so  generous-yet she had  betrayed  him.  And  now at least  two  men  were  endangered.  Re  had  to  warn them. Later . . •  later • . , now he had first  to reflect on what  immediate  consequences  her  statement  might have for him. 

He sat  back in his  chair  and  lighted  a cigar. There was  only  the  old  woman's  word  against  his,  and  who would believe her? "I must warn you, Inspector, you'd better have her watched. She may become violent."' 

The  inspector  shook  his  head,  '1  don't  think  she will. Would you please follow me quietly." 

"Follow  you?  I  wouldn't  dream  of  it."  Alemans voice  was  void  of  excitement  or  obstinacy, rather like  the  voice  of  a  schoolteacher,  disappointed  in  a pupil's  performance.  "I  think  you're  overstepping your authority, Inspector." He  pointed to the sheet  of paper. "'"A  crazy  old  woman's  ramblings  don't  suffice to issue a warrant for arrest." 

For the first time then, Robert moved. Until now he had stood almost motionless, his face white and hard, never taking his  eyes off  Aleman,  watching every  expression  of  the  man's  face, every  gesture.  When  he had found  Reid, it had been hard to  believe  that his brother's  shrewd  judgment  of  people  should  have been  so  misled  as  to  blind  him  to  Aleman' s  true character. But  now,  observing the man's cool, unrufHed behavior,  his  attitude  of  superiority  in  a  situation which  the  man must  know  was  hopeless, Robert  understood  how  Reid  had  been  fooled. Just  as  he  had been.  For  he.  too,  hadn't recognized in  the  man  the hidden  power  of  evil.  Nothing  in  Aleman's  physiognomy  beb'ayed  any  of  the  greed, the  ambition,  the brutality,  the  will  power, and  the cunning  he  so  obviously  possessed.  On  the  contrary, his  was  a  rather bland  face  with  by  no  means  impressive  features; 169 
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even the eyes, though alive, rarely showed a flicker of astuteness. They were  in  no  way  the  proverbial mirrors  of  the  soul. Aleman's  physique  was  deceptive, too,  the physique of  a man  interested in  sports  rather than  politics.  "Go  slow,"  he  had  asked  Strnbb,  who would  have  preferred  to  see  Aleman  alone  but  felt Robert  was  entitled  to  be  present,  yet  hadn't  been able  to  grasp  why  Robert  should  want  Aleman's arrest   to   be  handled  in  a  manner  different  from  the usual procedure. Now, as Robert moved, Strnbb moved too. He was not going to take any chances. 

Aleman  noticed  it  and  nodded  at  Strubb,  as  if  he wanted  to  assure  the  inspector  that  he was  perfectly able  to  take care of  himself.  Then he turned to  Robert. "Yes?''  he  said  coolly,  like  a man  condescending to be interviewed. 

'We've found my  brother. Alive." 

"Congratulations, " said Aleman. 

They  were  trying  to  trap  him.  Reid  Brisson  was dead. Reid Brisson couldn't prove anything. They were lying.  But what if  it was  true?  Prison. Very  well  . . . 

that  could  be  survived.  Others  had been  imprisoned and it  hadn't  ruined  their  careers.  And  after  a time, when things had calmed down, one could get paroled, or escape. He had to get a lawyer; he had to contact a lawyer immediately . .. 

He  had half  lifted himself  out  of his  chair,  when a sudden  realization  struck  him  like  a  blow,  and  he fell back. It  didn't  matter  if  Reid  Brisson  was  dead or alive, whether he  could  testify against him  or notif  Reid Brisson  had  been  found,  the  cave  had  been found. His cave. His  source  of  power.  The backbone of  his  existence.  Without  the  fortune  hidden  in  the cave,  he  was finished.  Oh  yes,  he  was  rich  enough without it  to  live a life of  luxury wherever he  pleased; whatever  he  had  touched  in  the  way  of  business  in the  past  years  had  been  successful,  but  that  wasn't enough.  It  wasn't  enough  to  finance  and  keep  on  financing  those  secret  militant  groups,  training for  the 170 
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day  when  they  would  take  over,  and  he, Jose  Aleman • . •  

"These  rerords  heret  Strubb  was  pointing  to  the sheets  on  which  Aleman  had  kept  his  accoUDts.  Aleman stared at them.  It was  true. They had found the cave . • •  

Annette Huber. The fire. The attack on Robert's life. 

The  payment  of  quite  a  large  sum  to  a  man  called George Leiter • . .  what  did it matter? The  incredible fact  was  that,  from  one  moment  to  the  next, he had been reduced  to  nothing.  He would never again  give orders and see them  carried  out  without  the  slightest doubt  or hesitation by  men  who felt  it  was  their fanatic  duty to obey him; he would never sit in front of a map again and stick pins with colored heads into  this or  that  area,  this  or that  city, planning  what  should happen  there,  when, where;  he  would  never  command  awe,  enthusiasm, adoration, fear  .  .  .  the  fear of others • • •  his power would never be openly recognized. 

"They  aren't  important!"  he  screamed, glaring  at Strubb and Robert. 

How stupid they were, these two, bothering about a young woman being bu.med to death and an old man's reputation being ruined;  or whether au  American lawyer had  been  found  alive  or  not.  "Nothing  is  important in the world, nothing, nothing, but . . .  " 

"The movement?"  asked  Robert,  and  his  eyes  narrowed as he thought  of how many  people  could have been  indoctrinated,  bought,  bribed,  armed,  made into  saboteurs  and  killers  from  the  fortune  in  the cave.  One  did  it  too  much  honor  to  call  it  a  move• 

ment.  It was political  gangsterism, with  cells  all over the  world,  ready  to exploit  anything  that  came  their way-native  fascism,  racial  hatred, poverty,  stupidity, bigotry,  and ·prejudice,  working  hand  in  hand  with communism if it suited their purpose. 

"I  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about."  Aleman rose.  Like  someone mortally wounded,  he reeled past Strubb  and  Robert,  into  the  bathroom. There  was  a 171 
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little pill,  one  of those  little  pills  that were  supposed not  to  cause  any  pain.  Robert,  anticipating  Aleman's intention,  rushed  after  him.  He  came  seconds  too late. Aleman had slumped to the floor. 

Christine  lay  in  the  flowering  meadow where  they had kissed so  wildly, so unhappily, almost a week ago. 

She  lay  on  her  back,  her  arms  folded  underneath her head in the tall,  sweet-smelling grass,  and Robert did not see her until he was  close  enough  to hear the brook's little melody-then he saw that she was asleep. 

For a moment he stood very  still, staring  down  at her as  if  he  were  seeing  her  for  the  first  time,  then  he stretched  out next to  her  noiselessly.  But  she  felt  his nearness  and  opened  her  eyes,  blinking  a  little  and looking  about  her  as  if  she  had  forgotten  they  had agreed to meet here. 

"Go back to sleep, " he whispered, and stretched out his  arm  for  her  to  rest  her  head  on,  and  Christine moved closer and laid her head on his shoulder. There was no need for words,  and for a long time neither of them  interrupted  the  silence.  And  even  when Christine-remembering that Robert had gone to the hospital before coming to the meadow-asked how Reid was, she hardly stirred. 

"He  hasn't  been  able  to  speak  much  yet," Robert told  her,  ''but  the  doctor  says  he's  going  to  be  all right.  Anton  did  a  surprisingly  good  job  with  those splints." 

"His  grandfather  was  a  shepherd.  He  learned  it from him. " 

Again they were silent;  each 1mew what  the  other was  thinking  without  having  to  talk.  "Of  course," 

Robert  said  after  a  while, "it will  take  a  long  tirnemonths, before Reid will  be able to walk  again  without pain. I don't know yet  what to do-fly him back to New  York  as  soon  as  he  can  be moved  safely,  or  let him  recuperate  here.  But  whatever  he  decides,  I want to be with him as much as possible. " 

"Of course. " She nestled back into  the  closeness  of 172 
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his  arms. "I've  always  hated  to  see  tears  in  a  man's eyes,"  she  said,  "but  today  Father  cried  because  he was so happy." 

Robert stared up into the wide blue sky, reliving the moment when he had stormed into the farmhouse, the proof  of  Tanner's  innocence  in  his  h:mds,  experi

encing  in  a  flash  everything  that  had  led  up  to  that particular  point,  from  the  beginning  in  the  Tanners' 

miserable  mansard rooms  to  Aleman's  body slumping to the floor  in  the  hotel  bathroom,  scene  after  scene, as if someone were  holding a kaleidoscope  to his eyes and, with  each  gentle  shake,  rearranging  the  pieces of  his  life  in  ever  changing  shapes  and  colors.  But when he looked at  Christine,  a   great  deal  of  it began to make sense. 

She was  smiling at him. "I had forgotten how beautiful life can be." 

"So had I," he said. "So  had I." 
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