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CHAPTER ONE
Nor take her teawithout a Stratagem.
edward young: Love of Fame

Carmd Lacy isthedlliest woman | know, which is saying agood ded. The only reason that | was having
teawith her in Harrods on that wet Thursday afternoon was that when she rang me up she had been so
insstent that it had been impossible to get out of ; and besides, | was so depressed anyway that even tea
with Carmel Lacy was preferableto Stting done a homein aroom that still seemed to be echoing with
that last quarrel with Lewis. That | had been entirdly in theright, and that Lewis had been insufferably,
immovably, furioudy in the wrong was no particular satisfaction, since he was now in Stockholm, and |
was gtill herein London, when by rights we should have been lying on a beach together in the ltdian
sunshine, enjoying the first summer holiday we had been able to plan together since our honeymoon two
years ago. Thefact that it had rained dmaost without ceasing ever since he had gone hadn't done anything
to mitigate his offence; and when, on looking up " Other People's Wesather" in the Guardian each
morning, | found Stockholm enjoying a permanent state of sunshine, and temperatures somewherein the
seventies, | was easly able to ignore the reports of awet, thundery August in southern Italy and
concentrate steedily on Lewiss sinsand my own grievances.

"What are you scowling about?' asked Carmel Lacy.

"Was|?I'm sorry. | suppose I'm just depressed with the weather and everything. | certainly didn't mean
to glower at you! Do go on. Did you decideto buy it in the end?’

"I haven't made up my mind. It'saways so terribly difficult to decide . . ." Her voicetrailed away
uncertainly as she contemplated the plate of cakes, her hand poised between ameringue and an eclair.
"But you know what they're like nowadays, they won't keep thingsfor you. If | wait much longer they'll
amply sl it, and when that happens, one redlizes one'sredly wanted it like mad dl dong.”

And if you wait much longer, | thought, as she selected the eclair, it won't fit you any more. But | didn't
think it unkindly; plumpness suits Carmel Lacy, who is one of those blonde, pretty women whose looks
depend on thefair, soft colouring which seemsto go on indestructibly into middlie age, and tofind a
whole new range of charm when thefair hair turnswhite.

Carmel-whose hair was il arather determined shade of gold-had been my mother's contemporary at
school. Her kind of prettiness had been fashionable then, and her good-tempered softness had made her
popular; her nickname, according to my mother, had been Caramel, which seemed appropriate. She had
not been aclosefriend of Mother's at schoal, but the two girls were thrown together in the holidays by
the nearness of their families and by professiona connections between them. Carmd's father had owned
and trained race horses, while my grandfather, who was a veterinary surgeon, had been, so to spesk,
surgeon in attendance. Soon after the girls | eft school their ways parted: my mother married her father's
young partner and stayed in Cheshire; but Carmd left home for London where she married
"successfully”; thet is, she acquired awedthy London banker whose dark, florid good looks told you
exactly the kind of man hewould bein hisforties, safely ensconced in the Jaguar belt with three carefully
gpaced children away at carefully chosen schools. But the marriage had not worked out. Carmd, to all
gppearances the kind of soft maternal creature whom you would have sworn would make the ideal wife



and mother, combined with this a possessiveness so clinging that it had threstened to drown her family
likewarm treacle. The eldest girl had gonefirg, off into the blue with acasudly defiant announcement
that she had got ajob in Canada. The second daughter had torn hersalf loose at nineteen and followed
her Air Force husband to Mata without a backward |ook. The husband had gone next, leaving apositive
embarrassment of richesin theway of evidence for the divorce. Which left the youngest child, Timothy,
whom | vaguely remembered meeting around his grandfather's stables during school holidays, adight,
darting, quicksiIver boy with ahabit of sulky silences, readily forgivablein any child exposed to the full
blast of hismother's devotion.

She was moaning comfortably over him now, having disposed (asfar as| had been ableto follow her) of
her dressmaker, her doctor, her current escort, her father, my mother, two more cream cakes and, for
some reason which | cannot now remember, the Postmaster Generdl. . . .

"...And asamatter of fact | don't know what to do. He's being so difficult. He knows just how to get
on my nerves. Dr. Schwapp was saying only yesterday-"

"Timmy'sbang difficult?"

"Well, of course. Not that hisfather wasn't just the same, in fact hisfather started the whole thing. You'd
redly think hed have the decency to keep out of Timmy'slife now, wouldn't you, after what he did?"

"Ishe coming back into Timmy'slife?"

"My dear, that'sthewhole point. It'sal just come out, and that'swhy I'm so upset. He's been writing to
Timmy, quite regularly, imagine, and now gpparently he wants him to go and see him.”

| said, feding my way: "He's abroad, isn't he, your-Tim's father?"

"Graham? Y es, he'sliving in Vienna. We don't write" said Carmel with what was, for her, remarkable
brevity.

"And has he seen anything of Timothy sincethe divorce?’ | added awkwardly: "I didn't know what the
arrangementswere a thetime, Aunt Carme."

She said with an irritation momentarily more genuine than any feding she had shown up to now: "For
goodness sake don't call methat, it makes me fed ahundred! What do you mean, you don't know what
the arrangements were? Everybody knew. Y ou can't tell me your mother didn't tell you every single
detail at thetime."

| said, more coldly than | had meant to: "1 wasn't a home, if you remember: | was il in Edinburgh.”

"Wdll, Graham got access, if that'swhat you mean by "arrangements.’ But he went abroad straight away,
and Timmy's never seen him since. | never even knew they werewriting. . . . And now thisl" Her voice
had risen, her blue eyes stared, but | ill thought that she sounded aggrieved rather than distressed.

"I tell you, Timmy just burst it on me the other day, boys are so thoughtless, and after adl I've been to him,
father and mother both, al the poor boy has. . . And al without aword to me! Would you believe such
athing, Vanessa? Would you?'

| hesitated, then said more gently: "I'm sorry, but it seems quite naturd to me. After dl, Timothy hasn't
quarrelled with hisfather, and it seems a pity to keep them apart. | mean, they're bound to want to see
each other now and again, and you mustn't think you mean any the less to him because he sometimes
feelsthe need of hisfather. I-it's none of my business, Carmel, and I'm sorry if | sound a bit pompous,
but you did ask me."



"But not to tell me! So underhand! That he should have secrets from me, hismother . . ." Her voice
throbbed. "I fed it, Vanessa, | fed it here." She groped for where her heart presumably lay, somewhere
behind the ample curve of her left breadt, failed to locate it, and, abandoning the gesture, poured hersalf
another cup of tea. "Y ou know what it saysin the Bible about a thankless child?'Sharper than a
something's paw it is,' or something like that? Well, | can tell you asamother, that's exactly how it fedd
Sharper than the whatever-it-is. . . . But of course, | can't expect you to understand!”

The more than conscious dramawhich was cregping into Carmel's conversation had dispelled any pity
which I might have been feding for her and centered it firmly on Timothy. And | was wondering more
than ever just where | camein. She had surely not telephoned me so urgently just because she needed an
audience; she had her own devoted bridge set, with whom, doubtless, dl this had aready been gone
over; moreover, she had managed to makeit clear dready that she didn't expect elither sympathy or
understanding from anyone of my generation.

"I'm sorry, I'm not being unsympathetic, | am trying to understand; but | can't help seeing Timothy'sside
of it too. He's probably just wild to get aholiday abroad, and thisis a marvellous chance. Most boys of
his agewould grab at any chanceto go to Austria. Lord, if I'd had arelative abroad when | was that age
I'd have been plaguing the life out of them to invite me away! If hisfather redly doeswant to see him-"

"Graham's even sent him the money, and without a word to me. Y ou see? Asif it wasn't hard enough to
hold them, without him encouraging them to leave the nest.”

| managed not to wince at the phrase. "Well, why not just be sweet about it and let him go? They dways
say that's the way to bring them back, don't they? | know how you fed, | do redly; but Mummy used to
say if you hang onto them too hard they'll only stay away, once they've managed to get free.”

As soon asthewordswere out | regretted them; | had been thinking only of Timothy, and of somehow
persuading Carmel to do what would in the end hurt hersalf and her son the least; but now | remembered
what my mother had been speaking about, and was afraid | had cut rather near the bone. But | need not
have worried. People like Carmd areimperviousto criticism smply because they can never admit afault
in themselves. She could see no reference to her own triple domestic tragedy, because nothing would
ever persuade her to believe that any part of it was her fault; any more than those people who complain
of being unloved and unwanted ever pauseto ask if they arein fact lovable.

Shesad: "Y ou havent any children, of course. Doesn't Lewiswant them?”
"Have aheart. Weve not been married al that long.”
"Two years? Plenty of timeto start one. Of course," said Carmdl, "he's not at home much, ishe?"

"What have my affairsand Lewiss got to do with this?' | asked, so sharply that she abandoned whatever
tack she had been starting on.

"Only that if you had children of your own you wouldn't be so gay and glib."

"If I had children | hope I'd have the sense not to put fences round them.” That | till spoke sharply was
not entirely due to exagperation with Carmel; the trend of this futile conversation was, minute by minute,
reminding me of the fencesthat only ashort while ago | had been trying to put round Lewis. | added:
"Besides, Timothy isn't achild, he'ss what>-seventeen?| think it's you who don't understand, Carmdl.
Boysgrow up.”

"If they didn't grow away so. My baby son, it ssemsonly yesterday-"



"When does hisfather want him to go?'

"Whenever helikes. And of course heswild to go." She added, with a spite that sounded suddenly,
shockingly genuine: "Asamatter of fact | don't mind him going. | just don't want him to fed he owesit to
Graham."

| counted ten and then said mildly: "Then send him off straight away, and let him think he owesit to you.”

"I might, if | thought-" She checked hersdlf, with aquick look | couldn't read. She was fiddling rather
conscioudy again with the bosom of her dress, not her heart thistime, but what lay more or less directly
over it, the very beautiful sapphire and diamond brooch that had been one of Graham Lacy's guilt
offeringsto her. Then she spoke in quite adifferent tone: "Asamatter of fact, Vanessa, I'm sureyou're
right. I ought to let him go. One ought to make oneself redlize that one's babies grow up and that one's
own fedings hardly maiter. After al, they havether livestolive"

| waited. It was coming now, if | was any judge of the signs.
"Vanessa?'
IIYS?I

She pricked her finger on the brooch, said aword which one never imagines that one's mother's
generation ever knew, blotted the bead of blood on her table napkin, and met my eyesagain, thistime
with asteely determination which didn't quite match the suppliant's voice she used. "1 did wonder if you
could hdpme.”

"1? But how?"'

"| redlly do agree with dl you've said, and asamatter of fact it would suit me quite well to have Timmy
away for alittlewhilejust now, and | redly would like to let him go but, you see, Timmy is such a young
seventeen, and he's never been away from home before, except to a school camp, and that's different,
isntit? And | can't go with him mysdlf, becauseit would be quite impossible . . . meeting Graham ... |
don't mean | wouldn't willingly sacrifice mysdlf for him, but he wasredly quite rude when | suggested i,
and if hedid go off with Graham, then I'd be on my own, and | hate foreign countries, they're so
uncomfortable, besides not speaking English, and you can say what you like, I'm not going to let that
child go done among foreigners. So then | thought of you.”

| stared at her. "Now | redly don't understand.”

"Well, it'squite smple. | knew you'd been going on holiday with Lewis thismonth, and then he had to go
on busnessingtead . . ." Being Carmel, she couldn't, even when she wanted afavour from me, quite
repressthat look of malicious curiogity. "But | did think you'd probably be joining him later, and if you
were, thenif you and Timmy could travel together it would solve everything, don't you see?"

"No, | don't. If Graham'sin Vienna, | can't see how [-"

"Thething is, you'd be there, and you've no ideawhat that would mean to me. | mean, just letting him go
off like that to meet Graham, with no idea of what their planswere or anything, and Timmy never writes,
you know what boys are, and of course I'd sooner not be in touch with Graham mysdf, a all. Butif |
knew you and Lewis were somewhere around-1 mean, Lewis must know hisway about in foreign
countriesby now, and | expect he'sfarly reliable on thewhole, isn't he?"

She madeit sound arather doubtful quality. Just then Lewiswas at rock bottom in my estimation, but |
defended him automaticaly. "Naturaly. But | can't gowith Tim, I'm afraid. . . . No, Carmel, pleaselisten.



Itisn't that | wouldn't do it like ashot if | were going to Vienna, but we're going to Italy for our holiday,
and besides"

"But you could join himin Viennafirg. It would be more fun, wouldn't it, and salvage abit of the holiday
you've missed?’

| stared &t her. "Join him in Vienna? But-what do you mean? We can hardly ask Lewis-"

"If it'sthefare, dear,” said Carmd, "well, since you'd be sort of convoying Timmy, 1'd expect to take care
of thet."

| said with some asperity: "I think | could just about manageit, thank you."

It was one of Carmel's moreirritating characteristics to assume that everyone el se was penniless and that
Lewis, who made what seemed to me avery good thing indeed out of hischemica firm, would hardly
have been ableto afford acar if it hadn't been run on an expense account. But then, my standards were
not Carmel's. | said dryly: "1 expect I'd be able to swop the tickets, thank you."

"Then why not? What'sto stop you joining him out there, once his businessisfinished? It would save him
having to come back herefor you, and you'd get the extratime, and abit of extrafuntoo. | mean, I'd be
happy to stand you both the difference in the fares. But you can seethat it did seem the most marvellous
piece of luck that Lewiswasin Austriaand you might be thinking of joining him? Assoon as| knew, |

rang you up."

"Carmel. Look, stop these wonderful plansand just listen, will you?I'm not likely to be going to Vienna,
now or later, for the smple reason that Lewisisnot in Audtria. HE'sin Sweden.”

"In Sweden? When did he leave Audtria?”

"He didn't. HE's been in Sweden dl aong. In Stockholm, if you want to know. He went on Sunday, and |
heard from him on Monday."

| didn't add that the only message in four days had been avery brief cable. Lewiswas as capable as|
was of holding tightly to aquarrel.

"But you must bewrong. I'll sweer it was Lewis. And Molly Gregg waswith me, and Angela Thripp, and
they both said, 'Oh, that's Lewis March!" And it was."

| said: "I don't know what you're talking about.”

"Well, yesterday.” She made it sound asif | was merely being stupid, as | had been over Timothy. "We
were shopping, and there was an hour to Angy's train and we wanted somewhere to Sit, so we went to
the news cinema, and there was something-a disaster or something, | sSmply can't remember what-but it
was Austria somewhere, definitely, and Lewiswasinit, asplain asplain, and Molly said to me, 'Oh,
that's LewisMarch!" and Angelasaid, 'Y es, look, I'm sureit is!" And then the camerawent closer and it
was, I'm quite certain it was. So of course | thought straight away of you, and | thought you might be
going there too, any day, so when Tim got too maddening and sulky about it, | rang you up.”

| must have been looking more stupid even than she had been implying. "Y ou're telling me you saw
Lewis, my husband Lewis, in anewsred of something happening in Austria? Y ou can't have done, you
must be mistaken.”

"I'm never mistaken,” said Carme smply.



"Wdll, but he can't be-" | stopped. My blank protestations had got even through Carmel's absorption in
her own affairs; in her eyes| could seethelittle flicker of mdicious curiogty flaring up again. In
imagination | could hear Angelaand Molly and Carmd and the rest of them twittering over it. ... "And
he's gone off and she didn't know, my dears. Do you suppose they had arow? Another woman,
perhaps? Because she obvioudy hadn't the faintest ideawhere hewes. . . ."

| glanced at my watch. "Well, I'll have to be going, honestly. | wish | could help you, | do redlly, but if
Lewis has been in Audtria somewhere it would just be aflying trip down from Stockholm. Y ou wouldn't
believe the way they push him about sometimes. | never quite know where hell turn up next. ..." | pushed
back my chair. "Thanks awfully for the teg, it waslovely seeing you. | must say I'm intrigued about this
newsred. . . . Areyou absolutely certain that it was Austria? Whereabouts, do you remember? And can't
you remember what was happening? You said-adisaster . . ."

"I tell you, | can't remember much about it." She was rather pettishly fishing in her bag for her purse. "l
wasn't redlly noticing, | wastaking to Mally, and it was only when Lewiscameon ... Well, that's that, |
suppose. If you're not going, you're not going, and Timmy can't go ether. But if you change your mind, or
if you hear from him, you'l let me know, won't you?'

"Of course. If you'reright, there may be something waiting for me a home." | hesitated, then said, |
hoped casudly: "Which cinemawasit, did you say?'

"Leicester Square. And it was him, it redly was. We al recognized him straight away. Y ou know the way
hehas"

"l know al thewayshe has," | said, more dryly than | had meant to. "At least, | thought | did. And you
redlly can't remember what was happening?’

She was busy applying lipstick. "Not really. Something about acircus, and adead man. A fire, that was
it, afire." She put her head to one Sde, examining the curve of her rouged lipsin thetiny mirror. "But it
wasn't Lewiswho was deed.”

| didn't answer. If | had, I'd have said something I'd have been sorry for.

The news theater was dark and flickering, and smelt of cigarettes and wet coats. | made my way blindly
to aseat. At thistime of day the place was half empty, and | was glad of this, asit meant that | could dip
into aback row where| could sit done.

A coloured cartoon was in progress, with animas quacking and swaggering across the screen. Then
came some sort of travelogue; Denmark, | think it was, Hans Andersen's country, but | sat through it
without seeing it. It seemed along time before the news came round, and longer still before we had done
with the big stuff, the latest from Africa, the Middle East, the Grand Prix, the Test . . .

All a oncethereit was. "Circus Firein Audtrian Village. . . Sunday night . . . Province of Styria.... An
elephant loosein the village street . . " And the pictures. Not of thefireitsef, but of the black and
smoking aftermath in the grey of early morning, with police, and grey-faced men in thick overcoats
huddled round whatever had been pulled from the wreck. There was the circus encampment initsfield,
the caravans, mostly streamlined and modern, the big top in the background, and behind it aglimpse of a
pine-covered hill, and the glint of awhitewashed church tower with an onion spire. In the foreground was
ascreen-asort of temporary hoarding-with advertising matter pasted on it; a photograph | couldn't see,
some man's name, and something about " Eine absolute Star-Attraktion,” and then alist of prices.
Then something must have shoved againgt the screen, for it fell flat on the trampled grass.

Yes, it was Lewis. He had been standing in the shelter of the screen, and for amoment, obvioudly, had



no ideathat the cameras were now on him. He was standing quite still, on the edge of the crowd that was
watching the police, staring, like dl of them, at the burnt-out wreck, and at something which lay il
hidden from the cameras. Then he moved his head in the way he had-oh yes, | knew that way-and,
amazingly, | saw the expression on hisface. He was angry. Quite plainly and smply angry. | wasdl too
recently familiar with that anger . . . but there, where every other man wore the same expression either of
solemn respect or of shocked horror, the anger was somehow incongruous and disturbing. And this quite
gpart from the fact that thiswas certainly Austriaand not Sweden, and that on Monday morning | had
had a cable from him from Stockholm. . ..

Therewasagirl besde him. Asshemoved, | saw her beyond him. A blonde, young and rather more
than pretty in that small-featured, wide-eyed way that can be o devadtating, even in the early morning
and dressed in ashiny black raincoat with ahigh collar. Her hair hung inlong fair curls over the glossy
black collar, and she looked fragile and smdl and lovely. She was pressed closeto LewissSde, asif for
protection, and his arm was round her.

She looked up and saw the cameras on them both, and | saw her reach up and touch him, saying
something, aquick whispered word that matched the intimate gesture.

Ninety-nine people out of ahundred, in that Stuation, would glance ingtinctively at the camera, before
ether facing it self-conscioudy or turning out of itsrange. My husband didn't even look round. He turned
quickly away and vanished into the crowd, the girl with him.

In the same moment the circusfield vanished from the screen, and we wereinsde a sagging canvas tent,
where an € ephant rocked solemnly at her moorings, gpparently muttering to herself.

". .. Thetwo dead men. The police continue their investigations,” the commentator was saying, in that
indifferent voice, asthe picture changed again to a bathing beach on the south coast of England.

The Mirror had it-adozen lines at the bottom corner of page six, under the headline: circus blazeriddle.

Police have been called in to investigate a fire which caused a night of terror in a small Austrian
village near Graz. Elephants ran amok when a caravan belonging to a travelling circus took fire,
knocking down and injuring a six-year-old girl, and causing havoc in the village. Two men who
had been sleeping in the van were burned to death.

The Guardian gaveit eight lines just above the bridge game on page thirteen.

Two men wer e burned to death on Sunday night when a wagon belonging to a travelling circus
caught fire. The circus was performing in the village of Xlhalf\Wfen, in the Styrian province of
Austria, near Grab.

Next morning, Friday, | did hear from Lewis. It was anote in his own handwriting, dated on Monday
and postmarked Stockholm, and it read: Have almost finished the job here, and hope to be home in
afew days time. I'll cable when You can expect me. Love, Lewis.

That samemorning | rang up Carmd Lacy.

"If you till want acourier for your baby boy,” | told her, "you've got one. Y ou were quite right about
Lewis. .. I'vehad aletter, and he'sin Austria, and he wants meto join him there. I'll go any time, and
the sooner the better. . . ."

CHAPTER TWO

Not yet old enough for aman, nor young enough for aboy; as a squash is before 'tis a peascod, or a



codling when ‘tisalmost an gpple: ‘tiswith him in standing water between boy and man. Heisvery
well-favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly: one would think his mother's milk were scarce out of him.

Shakespeare: Twelfth Night
Timothy Lacy had changed, in that startling way children have that one ought to expect but never does.

He had grown into atal boy, resembling asfar as| could see neither parent, but with astrong look of his
grandfather, and a quick-moving, amost nervous manner which would weather with timeinto the same
wiry, energetic toughness. He had grey-green eyes, afair skin tending to freckles, and alot of brown hair
cut fashionably long in astyle which hismother had deplored loudly but which | secretly rather liked. The
expression he had worn ever snce hismother had officially handed him over in the mainlounge at
London Airport-much as she had handed over her spoilt spaniel in my father's surgery-had been, if one
put it kindly, reserved. If one put it truthfully, he had looked like asmall boy in afit of the sulks.

He was fumbling now with his seat belt, and it was obvious from his unaccustomed movementsthat he
had never flown before; but | dared not offer to help. After Carmel'stearful- and very public-handing
over of her baby, it would have seemed like tucking his feeder round his neck.

| said instead: "1t was clever of you to get these seatsin front of thewing. If only theré's no cloud welll
have amarvelousview."

He gave me aglance where | could see nothing but didike. The thick, silky hair made awonderful
ambush to glower through and increased the resemblance to a spailt but wary dog. He did mutter
something, but at that moment the Austrian Airlines Caravelle began to edge her silky, screaming way
forward over the concrete, and he turned eagerly to the window.

Wetook off exactly ontime. The Caravelle paused, gathered hersdlf, then surged forward and rushed up
into theair inthat exciting lift that never failsto give me the genuine old-fashioned thrill up the marrow of
the spine. London fell away, the coast came up, receded, the hazy silver-blue of the Channd spread out
likewrinkled silk, then the parcelled fields of Belgium redled out below us, fainter and fainter with
distance asthe Caravelle climbed to her cruising height and levelled off for the two hours strideto
Vienna Clouds flecked the view below, thickened, lapped over it like fish scales, drew ablanket across
it. ... We hung seemingly motionlessin the sunlight in front of our whispering engines, with the marvellous
pageant of clouds spread, at no more than the speed of drifting surf, below.

"Angds eyeview," | said. "We get alot of privileges now that only the gods got before. Including
destroying whole cities at ablow, if it comesto that.”

He said nothing. | sighed to mysdlf, gave up my attempts to take my own mind off the Situation ahead of
me, and opened amagazine. Lunch came, and went, temptingly foreign, with Apfelsaft or red wine or
champagne, the boy beside me so pointedly refraining from comment on what was obvioudy aburstingly
exciting experiencefor himthat | felt aflicker of irritation pierce my own preoccupations. The Caravelle
tilted dightly to starboard; Nurnberg must be somewhere now below that cloud, and we were turning
southeast for Passau and the Austrian border. The trays were cleared, people stood, stretched, moved
about, and thetrolley of scent and cigarettes was wheeled up the aidein nicetime to block the
passengers accessto the lavatories.

The pretty stewardessin her navy uniform bent over me. "Would you care for cigarettes, madam?
Perfume? Liquor?'

"No, thank you."



Her eye went doubtfully to Timothy, who had turned back from hiswindow. "Cigarettes, Sr?"

"Of course" He said it promptly, and rather too loudly, and | caught the edge of aglance at me. "What
kind haveyou?'

Shetold him, and he made his choice and fumbled for the money. As she handed him the statutory
packet of two hundred, | saw his eyeswiden, but he successfully hid dismay, if that was what he was
feding, and paid. Thetrolley moved on. With some panache, but without another glance at me, Timothy
tucked the cigarettes down into hisairline holdall and got out a paperback mystery. Silence hovered
again, conscious, ready to strike.

| said: "You know, | couldn't redly carelessif you want to smoke dl day and dl night till you die of Sx
sorts of cancer al a once. Go right ahead. And as a matter of fact, the sooner the better. Y ou have the
worst manners of any young man | ever met."

The paperback dropped to his knees, and he looked at mefull for the first time, eyes and mouth startled
open. | sad: "I know quite well that you're perfectly capable of travelling done, and that you'd prefer it.
Well, so would I. I've got troubles enough of my own, without bothering about yours, but if | hadn't said
I'd go with you, you'd never have got away. | know you're Sitting there fuminating because you've had a
kind of nursemaid tagged onto you, but for goodness sake aren't you adult enough to know that there
aretwo sdesto everything? Y ou know you'd get on fine on your own, but your mother doesn't, and
ther€'s no sense in making gestures to reassure onesdf, if they're only distressing other people. Surely al
that really matters now isthat you have got your own way, so why not make the best of it? We're stuck
with each other till 1 get you-or you get me-safely into Viennaand you meet your father. Then were both
freeto go about our own affairs.

Timothy swallowed. The action seemed to use the muscles of hiswhole body. When he spoke hisvoice
cracked infuriatingly back for amoment into falsetto.

"I-I'm sorry," he said.

"I didn't want to make you talk if you'd rather read or watch the view," | said, "but as a matter of fact |
aways get nervous on take-off, and if one chatters abit about thingsit takes one's mind off it."

"I'm sorry,” said Timothy again. He was scarlet now, but his voice had got back to the norm required of a
young man who could comfort a nervous woman on take-off. "I hadn't redlized you were fedling like that.

| was so-that is, it'sall been so.... | couldn't think how | wasgoingto . . ." He stopped floundering, bit his
lip, then said with devastating smplicity: "The cigarettes were for Daddy.”

Asan amende honorable it was superb. It aso had the effect of taking thewind right out of my sails.
And he knew it. | could seethe glint in the grey-green eyes.

| said: "Timothy Lacy, you have dl the makings of adangerous young man. I'm not in the least surprised
your mother's afraid to let you out alone. Now tell mewhat to cal you. | know your mother callsyou
Timmy, but it sounds a bit babyish to me. Do you prefer Timothy or Tim?"

"Il sttlefor Tim."
"Wdl, mingsVanesa."
"That'san awfully pretty name. Areyou caled after Vanessa Redgrave?'

| laughed. "Have a heart, I'm twenty-four. | don't know where they got the name from, probably just
something my mother found in abook. Asamatter of fact it'sabutterfly, or rather afamily of butterflies,



rather pretty ones, peacocks and painted ladies, and so on. Fair and fickle, that's me, born to flit from
flower to flower."

"Wadl," said Timothy, "that's abond between us, anyway. They used to cal me Mothy for short at my
prep school. | say, you can see abit now through the clouds. There'sariver. . . . Do you supposeit'sthe
Danube?'

"Could be. We more or lessfollow it the last part of theway."
"If you're going to be frightened when we land," he said kindly, "I'll hold your hand if you like."
"lan't she beautiful?' asked Timothy.

The clouds we drifted across now, a mile above our own shadow, were Austrian. They looked just the
same. Timothy, dightly crumpled-looking, and melting minute by minute into relaxation, had got to the
stage of showing me photographs. Thisonewas of agirl onagrey pony. It was an oldish print, fading a
bit, and in the girl, plump and fair and sitting solidly in the saddle, | was a bit startled to recognize Carmel.

"Er, yes." Nothing that her son had told me up to now- and he had poured out a good dedl about the
Lacy menage which | was sure Carmel would prefer me not to have heard- nothing had led me to expect
the enthusiasm with which Timothy now held out his mother's photograph. | asked rather lamdy: "How
old was shethen?"

"Pretty old when that was taken. About fifteen. Y ou can tell by thetail."
"You cantel by thewhat?"

"Thetall. Actualy that pony's of the Welsh Starlight strain, and they're pretty long-lived; they don't sart
tolook oldtill they'redying onther feet." Then he recollected himsdlf. "Gosh, listen to metdling you! As
if you didn't know dl that, being practicaly avet."

"Not so much of the 'practicdly,’ please. | qudified just before | was married.”
"Didyou?| hadn't redized."

"If it comestothat,” | said, "l was'practicdly’ avet, asyou cdl it, before | even started at the Dick
Vet-that's the veterinary college in Edinburgh where | went. Y ou can't be brought up dl your lifeina
veterinary surgeon's house and not learn aheck of alot about the job."

"I supposenat. . . . It'1l belike me, getting sort of brought up with the horses at my grandfather's place.
Did you ever practise?'

"Officidly, only for about six months, but in actua fact you do alot of practicad work as astudent,
especidly inyour find year. Youtravel out to farms, and handle the animals, and you learn to make your
own diagnoses, use X rays, assst operations-the lot. After | got my diplomal started work as Daddy's
assstant, but then | met Lewisand got married.”

"What exactly does he do, your husband?*

"He's employed by Pan-European Chemicas. You'll have heard of it; it'snot asvast as1.C.l., but it's
getting on that way. Lewisisin the sales department. He's planning to change over now to another
branch, because hisjob takes him abroad too much-he used not to mind, but we hardly seem to have
seen each other since we were married. To begin with | used to go home while he was abroad, and work
with my father, but then | started helping out now and then at the P.D.S.A .-that's the Peopl€'s Dispensary



for Sick Animas-near wherewe livein London, and that keepsmy hand in."

"Gosh, yes: I'm sorry about the ‘practicdly,’ it was ahowling insult.” He sat quiet for amoment, riffling
through the remaining photographsin his hands. | saw that they were mostly of horses. He seemed
completely relaxed now and at ease, his random remarks and silences coming as easily asamong his
contemporaries. Which, in fact, | now felt myself to be: oddly enough, this was the effect which my
schoolmistressy outburst had produced in both of us, asif we had quarrelled and now had madeit up on
equd terms, with alicence to say what we felt.

He said suddenly: "I hate London. It wasdl right when Grandfather was dive, | was allowed to go there
alot in the hols. Mummy didn't seem to want me around so much then, when the girlswere still home. If
only she'd kept the place on ... got somebody in to manageit ... not just sold it . . ." He snapped the
photographs together into a pack, pushed them into their envel ope, and tucked them decisively down into
theholddl. "And now that I've left school it just looked asif it was going to be London al summer, and |
felt | couldn't gtick it. So | had to do something drastic, hadn't 17"

"Like harrying your poor mother into parting with you? 1 shouldn't worry; shell surviveit.”

He gave me aquick, bright glance and seemed about to say something, but thought better of it. When he
did spesk, | felt sure thiswas not what he had been going to say. "Have you ever been to Vienna
before?'

"No."

"I wondered if you were interested in the Spanish Riding School. Y ou know, the team of white Lipizzan
gdlionsthat give those performances of haute ecole to music. I've wanted to seethem dl my life."

| said: "1 know of them, of course, but | can't say | know much about them. I'd certainly love to see them.
Arethey in Viennanow?'

"They livein Vienna The performances are put on in amarvelous building like abig eighteenth-century
ballroom, in the Hofburg Palace. They perform every Sunday morning, only, I'm afraid, not in August.
They'll begin againin September. . . ." Hegrinned. "If | know anything about it, I'll still be here. But one
can go into the stables any time and see them there, and | believe you can get to the training sessions and
seethework actudly going on. My father's been in Viennanow for sx months, and I'm hoping hell know
afew of the right people by now, and get me in behind the scenes.” He glanced away out of hiswindow.
"I think were beginning to lose height.”

| looked thoughtfully at his averted profile. Here was yet another change. Now that he was launched on
something that appealed to him, that genuinely mattered, his voice and manner had lost the remaining
touches of awkward youth. Thiswas ayoung man talking about his subject with the air of knowing far
more about it than he was bothering to impart. But not quite, yet, with the air of knowing exactly where
he was going: there was alurking trace of defiance still about thet.

| asked, to keep him talking: "Why isit called the 'Spanish’ Riding School 7

"What? Oh, because the Lipizzan stud was founded originally with Spanish horses. | think it's about the
oldest breed of horse we've got-they go right back to the Romans, Roman cavary horsesin Spain being
crossed with Arabians and so on, and they were the best war horses you could get, so they were sold
right, left, and center dl over Europein the Middle Ages, and when the Austrian stud was founded at
Lipizzathey bought Spanish stock for it."

"HencethenameLipizzan. . .. Yes, | see. Didn't Audtriagive up Lipizzato Itay after thefirst war, or



something?'

He nodded. "One gathersit was amarvel the horses didn't disappear atogether, when the Austrian
Empire broke up. | suppose when the Republic was started nobody was much interested in arelic of,
well, high life, but then they startedgiving public performances-they'd become state property, of
course-and now the Audtrians are frantically proud of them. The stud had a pretty ropy time at the end of
thelast war, too, when Viennawas bombarded; Colond Podhgsky, the Director, got the stallions safely
out of Vienna, then the mares were rescued from Czechod ovakia by the American Army, and the stud
was set up in some barracks or other at Welsin the north, before they got resettled at Piber.”

"Yes, | knew that. Piber, wasit? Where's that? Somewhere in the south, isn't it?"
"It'sdown in Styria, not far from Graz. What's the matter?'
"Nothing. Go on. Tell me about the stdlions.”

Helooked a mefor amoment asif to see whether | was genuinely interested or not, then he went on, his
manner arather touching blend of didacticism and boyish enthusiasm.

"Well, they're bred at Piber, then when they're four the best of them go to Viennato betrained. The
othersare sold. The ones at Viennatake yearsto train. | suppose one of the things that makesthe
performance so exciting isn't just that it's beautiful, but that-" He glanced at me again, hesitated, then said
amogt shyly: "Wdl, don't you think there's something a bit thrilling about the-the oldness of it dl,
movements and figures passed down right from the year one, right from Xenophon, you know, the Art of
Horsemanship-ian't it rather marvellousto think of theidea of haute ecole going right back to thefifth
century B.C.? But with the Lipizzansit isn't even ordinary haute ecole; after al, you can see normal
dressage anywhere at shows. . . . What's so beautiful isthe way they've blended the dressage movements
in to make the 'figure dances like the School Quadrille, and then of course the ‘airs above the ground." "

"The what? Oh, you mean those marvellous legps the horses do."

"Y es, they cdl them the Schulen uber der Erde,” said Timothy. "They're asold asthe hills, too. They
were the old battle movements al the war horses had to learn if they were to be any good-I mean, if you
were using both hands for shield and sword or what not, you had to have a horse that would jump to
order in any direction at amoment's notice. Half aminute-if you'd liketo look &t these. . ."

He bent to fish in hisholdal. We were coming down through cloud, steadily losing height, and aready
here and there people were making small movements of preparation for landing. But even the novelties of
flying seemed lost on Timothy now.

He dtraightened up, dightly flushed, eagerly producing abook heavily illustrated by photographs.

"See, there they are, these are the different figures." He pushed the hair back out of his eyes and spread
the book open on my knee. "All the stallions can learn to do the ordinary dressage movements-like the
piaffe, that'sasort of high trot on the spot; and that lovely dow trot they call the Spanish trot-but |
believe only the best of them go on to the actual leaps. There, see? They're terribly hard to do, and some
of the horses never do manage them. They take yearsto train, and devel op terrific musclesfor it. ...Look
at that onethere. . . he'sdoing the levade, it looksjust like rearing, except for the way he bends his
hocks, but | believeit'saterrific effort to hold.”

"It looksit. That'slike the pose you seein dl the old statues, and old battle pictures and so on.”

"That's exactly what it is! If somebody took a swipe at you in battle your horse was supposed to get



between you and him, poor thing."

"Wl | hopeit had armour, that'sdl,” | said. "These arelovely, Tim. Oh, he'sabeauty, isn't he? Look at
that head, and those wise eyes. He knows athing or two, that fellow."

"I'll say," said Timothy. "That's Pluto Theodorosta; he was the absolute tops, | believe; he died just
recently. He was the Director's favourite. | don't know which isthe top stallion now, | think it's Maestoso
Mercurio. There, that's him, and that one's Maestoso Alearyou can see their heads are similar, coming
fromthesame dtrain. . . . That's Conversano Bonavista-he was afavourite of the last Director's. Look,
isn't thisamarvellous photograph? That's Negpolitano Petra doing the courbette; | believeit'sthe most
difficult legp of thelot. There was some story, | think it was about him; they were going to present him to
some Eastern potentate or something, for acompliment, but hisrider killed him, and then shot himsdf so
they shouldn't be parted.”

"Good heavens. Isit true?"

"I don't know. They don't put that sort of thing in any of the books about the stallions, but | heard quite a
lot about them from an Austrian trainer who was in England for years and used to visit my grandfather.
I've probably got the story wrong, but actudly, | wouldn't be surprised: Y ou know how you can get to
fedl about horses.. . . And when you've worked as these men do, every day with ahorsefor-oh, lord, for

twenty years, perhaps..."
"l believeyou. Therésadark one, Tim. | thought they were al white?'

"He'sabay, actualy, Neapolitano Ancona. They used to be dl colours, but they've gradudly bred the
coloursout, al except the bay, and now there's dways one bay in the show by tradition.”

"Where do they get their names? That's two Neapolitanos and two Maestosos.”

"They dl comefrom six origind stalions. They taketheir first name from the stallion and the second from
their dam.”

| said, with genuine respect: ™Y ou seem to know an awful lot about them.”

He hesitated, flushed, and then said flatly: "I'm going to get ajob thereif they'll have me. That'swhy |
came”

"Arethereredly six sorts of cancer?’ asked Tim. "Aretherewhat?' After hislast bombshell, | had not
felt called upon to make, or even capable of offering, any comment, and a pause had ensued, during
which the flight hostess announced in German and English that we were gpproaching Vienna, and would
we kindly fasten our seat belts and extinguish our cigarettes.

We dropped out of cloud, and-it seemed close below us now-flat, cropped stubble fields of Austria
unrolled and tilted. Somewhere ahead in ahazy summer's evening was Vienna, with her woods and her

grey, girdiing river.

And now Timothy appeared to be distracting me with cheerful small talk from the gpproaching terrors of
landing.

"I meant the Sx sorts of cancer you can get from smoking.”

"Oh, | remember,” | said. "Wdll, | expect there are, but don't take it to heart, if you're worrying about
your father. | dare say he can take care of himself."



"l wasn't worrying about him. At least, not in the sense you mean.”

There was something in hisvoice which told me that thiswas not, after al, merdly abit of distracting small
talk. On the contrary, the carefully casua remark dangled in front of melike bait.

| rosetoit. "Then what are you worrying about?'
"Isyour husband meeting you at the airport?’

"No. He-I'm to get in touch with him after | get there. I've booked aroom at ahotel. So, if | may, I'll beg
alift into town with your father and you. Unless, of course, you want to shake off your nursemaid before
you megt him?"

But hedidn't smile. "Actudly, he's not meeting me.”
"But your mother said-"
"l know shedid. But he'snot. I-I told her hewas, it made it essier. It wasalie.”

"l see. Well then-" Something in his expression stopped me. He had pushed the thick hair back and was
half turned to face me, no longer sullenly ambushed, but cornered, committed, ready to defend himsdlf.
The seat belt holding him down hel ped the impression of something trapped and &t bay. "Doesit matter
al that much?" | asked.

"That'snot dl." He cleared histhroat. "It's-| thought it would be dl right, but now it's cometo the point
I'm beginning to wonder. | dare say," he added with a sudden, fierce bitterness that disturbed me, "I dare
say she'sright, and I'm a stupid kid who shouldn't be out loose, but I-" He swallowed. "Did you say
you'd got ahotd ?"

"Yes. It'sright in the center. On the Stephansplatz, opposite St. Stephen's Cathedral. Why? Would you
liketo go therefirst with me?’

"If you dont mind.”

"Fing" | said briskly, "well do that. Look, have you room in your holdall for these magazines?'
"Yes, here, let me. Mrs. March-"

"Vanessa, please. Y ou know, you don't have to tell me anything you don't want to."

"I think I'd better."

"Here, Tim, relax, it can't be as bad asthat. What have you done? Forgotten to tell him which day you're
coming?'

"It'sworse than that. HE's not even expecting me. He didn't ask meto comeat dl. | madeit dl up, to get
away. Infact," said Timothy desperately, "he hasn't written to me since he left. Not once. Oh'-at
something which must have showed in my face-"1 didn't mind, redlly. | mean, we were never dl that
close, and if hedidn't want to, well, it was up to him, wasn't it? Y ou're not to think | told dl those liesto
Mummy about him writing because |-because | felt he should have done, or something. | only did it so
that | could get away.”

Hefinished the terrible little confession on anote of apology. | couldn't look a him. It wasdl | could do
not to state loudly and clearly just what | thought of his parents. "In other words," | said, "you're running

away?'



"Yes. Inaway. Yes"

"And now that you're stuck with anursemaid who looks like handing you over persondly, you've had to
tdll her?'

"It waan't that." He looked grateful for the calm neutrdity of my tone. "'l could have got away from you
eadly. It just didn't seem fair, when you'd be the one to be left with dl the row.”

"l see. Thank you. Well, well haveto think this out, won't we? How are you off for money?
"I've got about twenty pounds.”

"If your father didn't send you the money for the fare, where did you get it?"

"Widl, | supposel soleit,” said Timothy.

"My poor Tim, you are breaking out, aren't you? Who from?'

"Oh, nobody. It was my Post Office account. | was supposed to leave it donetill my eighteenth birthday.
That," said Timothy clearly, "is pretty soon, anyway.”

"Am | totakeit you didn't intend to get in touch with your father at all”? Did you only use the fact that he
livesin Viennaas an excuseto get awvay?'

"Not redlly. I've got to live somewheretill | get the job, and twenty poundswon't last forever. | expect
ther€lll beabit of aturnup, but you get over it."

He spoke without noticeable apprehension, and | was reassured. Perhaps he was tougher than | had
thought. It seemed asif he might need to be.

| said: "Well, welll go together to my hotd firgt, shall we, and have awash and so forth, and ring your
father up. | expect hell comefor you. . .. That is, if héshome. | suppose you don't know if he'sin
Viennanow? It's Augug, after dl; he may be away on holiday."

"That'swhat the twenty poundsisfor,” said Timothy. "The-wdl, the interregnum.”

| got it then, with abang. | turned to stare at him, and he, back in ambush behind the heavy lock of hair,
eyed me once again warily, but thistime-l thought-also with amusement.

"Timothy Lacy! Areyou trying to tell meyou've lied to your poor mother and gone blinding off into the
blue without having the foggiest ideawhere your father even is?"

"Wdll, hedoeslivein Vienna, | know he does. The money comes from there-the money to pay for
school and so on.”

"But you don't actually know his address?"
“No."

There was arather loaded slence. He must have misunderstood my hdf of it, for he said quickly: "Don't
think I'll be anuisanceto you. If it'stoo late to get hold of Daddy's bank or something, I'll just take a
room at the hotd till Monday. Y ou don't need to bother about me at dl. I'll be fine, and there's masses of
things| want to do. When's your husband joining you?'

"l don't quite know."



"Y oulll beteephoning him tonight?'

Another pause. | took a breath to speak but | didn't need to. The grey-green eyes widened. The lock of
hair went back.

"VanessaMarch!" It was awickedly perfect imitation of the tone | had used to him, and it crumbled the
last barriers of status between us. "Are you trying to tell methat you've lied to my poor mother and gone
blinding off into the blue without having the foggiest ideawhere your husband evenis?'

| nodded. We met one another's eyes. Unnoticed, the Caravelle touched down as smoothly asagull.
Outsde the win-dowstheflat fields of Schwechat streamed pagt, lights pricking out in the early dusk.
The babel of foreign voices rose round us as people hunted for coats and hand baggage.

Timothy pulled himsdlf together. "The orphans of the storm," he said. "Never mind, Vanessa, I'll look
after you."

CHAPTER THREE
In dl the woesthat curse our race Thereisalady in the case.
W. S. gilbert: Fallen Fairies

In the event, Timothy's father proved very easy to locate. He was in the telephone book. It was Tim
himself who discovered this, while |, sitting on my bed in the large, pleasant, and rather noisy room of the
Hotel Am Stephansplatz, was telephoning our first tentative inquiries down to the reception desk about
banking hoursin Vienna

"It must be him," said Timothy, pushing the directory page under my nose. "L ook, thereitis. Prinz
Eugenstrasse 81. The telephone number's 63 42 61."

"And the banks are shut now, so he may be there, or someonell be there who knowswhere heis. Hell
have a housekeeper, surely?' | cradled the receiver and swung my legs down off the bed. "Wdll, if only
Lewisisaseasy tofind, al our troubleswill be over by dinnertime, At least," | amended it, "some of
them. Go ahead then, it'sdl yours. . . and the girl at the switchboard spesks English.”

"It'snot that. My German's not bad, | did it for A levels, and as a matter of fact I'm panting to try."
"Well, then?' And, ashe gill hesitated: "Beyour age, Tim."
He made aface at me, then grinned and lifted the recaiver. | went into the bathroom and shut the door.

Under the circumstancesit seemed aremarkably short conversation. When | went in again he had put
back the receiver and was leaning on the window sill, watching the crowds thronging the pavement
outside St. Stephen's Cathedral.

He said, without looking round: "He wasn't annoyed.”

| opened a suitcase and began to lift my things out. "Oh, he was there, was he? Good. Well, that's one
trouble on the way out. I'm very glad. Is he coming for you, or will you get ataxi?*

"Hewasjust going out, asamatter of fact,” said Tim. "Hewon't bein till pretty late. HEsgoingto a
concert with hisfiancee."

| shook out adressrather carefully and hung it away. "1 suppose you didn't know about her?”



"No. | told you he never wrote. Her name's Chridtl. | think it's short for Chrigtina.”

"Oh? Audrian?'

"Yes. Viennese. It'sarather pretty name, isn't it?'

| lifted another frock from my case. "'l don't suppose hed tell you much about it on the phone.”

"Not much. | told him you were here. He said he couldn't get out of the concert, but would we meet them
afterwards for supper at ... | wroteit down ... at Sacher's Hotdl. It's by the Opera House. Eleven o'clock
inthe Blue Bar."

He had turned back now from the window and was watching me. His face gave no clue to what he was
thinking. | raised an eyebrow. "Hying high on your firgt night out of the nest. 'Eleven o'clock in the Blue
Bar.' It soundslike something out of 1an Fleming. What price the gpron strings now?"

"Well," hesad, "it'swhat | wanted, isnt it?"
"My dear," | said, "do you mind?'
"To be quite honest, | don't know. Should 17?*

"It would be very understandable if you did. It's rather athing to havethrust at one just like that, a parent
marrying again.”

"Y es. My mother's going to marry again too.”

It was one of those thingsto which there seemsto be no reply at dl. | couldn't think what to say. | just
stood there with my hands full of stockings, and probably looking as stupid as| felt. "I had no idea," |
sadat lagt.

"Oh, it'snot officia, and as amatter of fact she said certainly not when | asked her flat out, but I'm pretty
aure. Infact I'd takeasmal bet."

"Doyoulike him?'
"He'sdl right. It'sJohn Linley, the publisher; do you know him?*

"No, but I remember your mother did mention the name." | hoped | hadn't sounded asrdlieved as| fdt:
compared with some of Carmel Lacy's 'men around town," a publisher sounded the height of
respectability. Not that it mattered to me what happened to Carmel Lacy, but | was beginning to find that
| rather cared what happened to Timothy.

Hedidn't pursue the subject. He said: "What doesthis hotel charge for bed and breakfast?!

| told him. "I suppose your father won't have had time to make arrangements for you? | was wondering
whether we'd have to take your case along to Sacher's, or cdll for it here later.”

"Well," said Timothy, "that's rather the point. He didn't say anything about my joining him. In fact, | got
the impression that it was the last thing he wanted. Oh, | don't mean my coming to Vienna, hetook that in
his stride, after he'd got over the surprise; and as a matter of fact he was rather decent about it. He-well,
he obvioudy isn't going to send me back or anything, and I've got- afedling he might even be pretty
helpful about the job. There wasn't timeto talk about it, because he wasin ahurry getting ready to go
out, and he just said something about work permits, and thinking it over later on, but why not smply have
aholiday to start with, and was| dl right for cash.”



" likethe sound of that last bit," | said. "Wdll, anyway, | expect you'l get things fixed up when you see
him tonight. Hell probably want you to move in there tomorrow.”

"That'sjust what | wouldn't bet on," said Timothy. "I told you he was pretty nice about my suddenly
turning up likethis, but I think it rather threw him. He wanted to see me, al right, but I'm certain he didn't
want me staying with him, and that's one reason why he was so dashed forthcoming about money." This
wasn't cynicism, but merely amatter-of-fact observation of the kind that would paralyze most parentsiif
they could know what their children know about them. "Actudly,” he added, "I got the impression that he
has someoneliving with him dreedy."

| looked at him for amoment, was satisfied with what | saw, and said: "Then let us hope, Tim dear, that
it's Chrigtl, or thingswill begin to get dtogether too complicated.”

"Poor Father," said Timothy unexpectedly, and laughed. "I've put him in aspot, haven't 1?1 expect he's
swesting on the top line now. Well, I'd better seeif | can book that room. | hope they've got one; they've
probably only got suites, or something with private bathrooms and dl that jazz."

"Wedll, it'sabit late for you to find anywhere ese, and | gather your father's prepared to finance you. I'd
go ahead. Dashit, he owes you the night'slodging at least!”

"Dead right he does. And then theré's dways blackmail. I've agolden future, haven't 17 And Timothy
crossed to the telephone.

Well, | thought as | stowed away the last pair of shoes, this wasindeed what he had wanted. But there
must be easier ways of growing up than tearing onesdf loose from the apron strings, and then being
thrown into the cold and foreign winds by a careless mae hand, with afew coinsflung after you. It was
surprising, redlly, how norma and nice Timothy appearedto be. . ..

"That'sal right,” said Timothy, putting down the receiver. "Number 216, one floor up. That's me settled.
Now, what about you? Are you going to stay in and do your telephoning now, or go out and get
something to est first? | don't know about you, but | can't wait till eeven. I'm starving.”

| glanced up. "Y ou're being very tactful. Doesit hurt? Y ou must be wondering like mad what I'm playing
a

Hegrinned. "Wel, | don't just fed I'min apostionto criticize."

| shut the wardrobe door and sat down in one of the armchairs. "If you can hold off from food for five
minutes 'l tell you."

"Only if youwant to."

"Fair'sfair. Besdes, I'd liketo tell somebody. It's very smple and rather depressing and probably abit
sordid. And | dare say it happens every day. Only | thought it wouldn't ever happen to me. We were
going away on holiday, Lewisand I, and it was thefirst redly long bresk since we were married just over
two years ago. | told you he worksfor P.E.C., and they dave-drive him, only they pay pretty well, and
he's always enjoyed the travelling. He never knew whether held be sent to Hong Kong or to Od o next,
and it suited him. Then we got married. And he said held change hisjob, only it would take timeto train
his successor, so we decided wed just takeit asit came for acouple of years. It was Lewiswho
suggested giving it up, not me. | know I've not behaved particularly well, but it was hisideain thefirst
place. Y ou see, we both want afamily, and, the way things are now, it wouldn't befair onthem. . . the
children.



He didn't say anything. He was back at the window again, and appeared to be tracing out with hiseye,
stone by stone, the massive facade of St. Stephen's.

"Wdl"-I tried hard to stop sounding defensive-"he told me finally he wasleaving the department in
mid-August this year, and we were going to have a holiday, awhole month, and go just where |
wanted-he didn't care, held seen it all, he said he just wanted to be with me. It was, you know, another
honeymoon. Thefirst was only ten days. Then, just before we were due to go, they asked him to take on
one more assignment. A week, two weeks, they couldn't be sure how long it would take. Just when we
were getting ready to go; wed got the tickets, | was packing, and everything."

"What arotten thing," said Timothy to St. Stephen's.

"That'swhat | thought. And said. Thething was, they couldn't order him, they made it arequest, but he
said he couldn't turn it down, hed have to go himself, therewas no one else. So | said what about the
man they'd been training, but Lewis said this was something that had come out of hislast job and hed
haveto doit himsdlf. And of course| was so disappointed that | went all feminine and unreasonable and
threw a scene, one of those classic scenes, 'you think more of your rotten job than of me," and that sort
of thing. And I've dways despised women who did that. A man'sjobishislife, and you've got to take it
asit comesandtry to beasloya toit asheis. ... But | wasnt."

"Well," said Timothy, "I don't blame you. Anybody would have been upset.”

"The trouble was, of course, that Lewiswas furious, too, with having to change his plans. He said
couldn't | seethat he didn't want to go at dl, and that it wasn't anything to do with not wanting to be with
me, but that there was no aternative. So | said well, why couldn't hejust take mewith him thistimefor a
change, and when he said he couldn't, surely | knew that by thistime, | redly blew up. Then he got
furious, and we had the most dreadful row. | said the most awful things, Tim, | ill think about them.”

Helooked at me with agravity that somehow seemed enormoudy youthful. "And now you're just
torturing yoursdlf al the time because you've hurt hisfedings?"

"Lewis," | said, rather too carefully, and forgetting momentarily who | wastaking to, "is sdfish, obstinate,
and arrogant, and has no fedings of any kind whatsoever."

"Yes," sad Timaothy, "1 mean no. But if you know he doesn't want you to join him, why did you come,
epecidly if youredill so furiouswith him?"

| looked down at my hands, which were clasped together rather too tightly on my knee. "That's more
sordid fill, I'm afraid. | think he'swith awoman, and that's something | can't quite laugh off the way we
did with your father."

"Vanessa"

"I'm sorry, Tim, I'm not behaving well. I'm certainly not afit and proper person to chaperoneyou, let
alone preach to you, with the damned nerve | had, but I'm so unhappy I've got to do something. That's
why | came."

"Please don't be unhappy.” He was as awkward with his comfort as any man isat any age, but touchingly
kind with it. "I'm sure you must be wrong. Whatever anyone's been telling you, you'l find there's nothing
init"

"Yes. Yes, I'msureyoureright.” | sat up Straighter in the chair, asif by doing so | could shake off my
thoughts. "And it wasn't anything anyone told me, it was just an impression | got, and I'm sureit was



wrong; al that's the matter with meisthat | do fedl guilty about thethings| said. It would have been all
right if he hadn't had to go straight away. When you get married, Timothy"-1 managed asmile a him-
"never part on aquarrd. It'shel. When | think about it now . . . Hejust went storming out of the flat, and
then, when he got to the door, he stopped, asif held suddenly thought of something, and came back to
me. | wasn't even looking at him. He kissed me good-bye, and went."

| looked up at him somberly. It wasardief to put it at last into words. "It only came to me afterwards,
but it was the way aman would act if he knew he was going to do something dangerous, and he didn't
want to part like that. And now | know that'strue. That'swhy | came.”

Hewas staring at me. "What do you mean?'Dangerous? What sort of danger could he bein? How can
you know?'

"l don't know. Let metell you therest; I'll beasquick as| can.” And | told him all about the newsredl
and the chain of events which had made me decide to come out to Austriaand see for myself what was

going on.
Helistened in sllence, perched now on the arm of the other chair.

When | had finished, he was quiet for aminute or two. Then he pushed the hair back from hisforehead
with agesture that | was beginning to recognize asasignd of decison.

"Wadl, asfar aslocating the circusis concerned, that'll be dead easy. There are hardly any tenting
circuses-that'stravelling circuses-left these days, and everyonein Audtriawill probably know where this
onewas. We can ask the hall porter and go on from there. Shall we go and do it now?"

| stood up. "No, welll et first. WEl go out and find ared Viennese restaurant and do ourselves proud,
shall we? Then when we fed abit stronger I'll tackle the Case of the Vanishing Husband, and you can
take on the Father and the Fraulein.”

"WEIIl both tackle them both." He uncoiled hislength from the arm of the chair and stood up. He was half
ahead tdler than | was. He looked down at me, suddenly shy. "'l was an awful assthismorning. I-I'm
terribly glad we came together after dl.”

"That makestwo of us," | said, reaching in the wardrobe for my coat. "For heaven's sake, let's go and

Not only did Tim's German prove more than equa to the occasion, but the hall porter was every bit as
helpful asthe telephone directory had been. He identified the circusimmediately asthe Circus Wagner,
and the village where the accident had taken place as the village of Oberhausen, situated some way
beyond Bruck, in the Gleindpe, the hilly region that lies to the west of the main road from Viennato Graz
and the Y ugodav border.

"Redlly, there's nothing to this detective business," said Timothy, relaying thisinformation to me. My own
German is of the sketchy variety which alows me to understand public notices and to follow smple
remarks reasonably accurately if they are made dowly enough, and preferably with gestures; but Tim's
schoolboy German, though certainly dow and liberdly laced with pantomime, seemed fairly fluent, and it
got results.

"Ask him about thefire" | said. "It may have been aserious oneif they know so much about it up herein
Vienna"

But no, thiswas not the case. The hall porter's very gestures were reassuring. The only reason he knew



S0 much was because he himself came from the village near Innsbruck where the Circus Wagner had its
winter quarters, and not only did he know the owner and some of the performers, but he seemed to have
afair ideaof their summer route through the country. Thefire? Ah, that had been aterrible thing; yes,
indeed, two men had been killed, afearful affair it was, aliving-wagon burned in the night, and the men
with it. Who were they? Why, one of them was the horsekeeper. The hall porter, it appeared, had
known him, too, a good man, good with the horses, but he drank, you understand. . . . No doubt he had
been drunk when the accident happened, knocked over alamp, been careless with the bottled ges. . .
these things were too easy to do in such cramped quarters, and something of the sort had happened once
before. . . . The only reason they kept him on, poor old Franzl, was because he was some sort of relation
of Herr Wagner himsdlf, and then he was such a very good man with the horses. . . .

"And the other man?"

But herethe hall porter'sinformation ran out abruptly. | didn't need German to understand the lifted
shoulders and spread hands. This he did not know. It was no one belonging to the circus or the village.
Herr Wagner himself had not known him; he had not known, even, that there had been a second manin
old Franzl'swagon that night. There were even rumours-he himself had heard them-that it had not been
an accident, that Franzl had been involved in some crime, and that he and the other man had been
murdered as aresult; but then there were always such rumours when the police would not close acase
Sraight away; whereas anyone who had known old Franzl would redlize that such an ideawas absurd,
quite out of the question.... Asfor the other man, he believed that he had been identified, but to tell you
the truth, he had not read about thisin the papers, or had forgottenit if he had. . ..

He smiled deprecatingly and shrugged his wide shoulders once again. "It is over, you understand,
gnadige Frau, and the newspapers lose interest. Indeed, they would hardly have taken the trouble to
report poor old Franzl's death, if it had not been for the elephant. ... A circusisaways news, and
particularly if thereisan elephant. . . . Y ou saw some of the stories, perhaps? The truth of the matter was
that there was only one elephant, avery old one, kept just for the parades, and she had in fact broken
her rope, but had gone only alittle way into the village, and had touched no one. Thelittle girl who was
reported to be injured had falen down while running away in terror; the e ephant had not touched her at
al”

"Ask him," | said, "ask him if he'sever heard of aman cdled LewisMarch."
"Never," sad the hdl porter, for once mercifully brief.

| wouldn't have ventured the question but that it was obvious that the man was so ddighted to have an
audiencefor hisstory that it never occurred to him to wonder at our interest. A few more questions, and
we had gathered al that we had wanted to know. Two days ago the circus had still been in Oberhausen,
detained there by the police; its next stop was to have been Hohenwald, avillage some fifty kilometers
deeper into the Gleinape. Therewas atrain at nine-forty next morning which would get meinto Bruck
before midday, and it was even possible that the local bus service might operate asfar as Oberhausen,
or, if necessary, Hohenwald, by the very same night. It was certainly possible to find somewhere to stay
inany of these villages, there was an excdlent smal Gasthof in Oberhausen itsdlf, caled (inevitably, one
felt) the Eddweiss, and | must, also inevitably, merely mention the hall porter's name to Frau Weber, and
| would be more than welcome. . . .

"Gosh," said Timothy aswe et oursalves out of the hotel again into the brilliant noisy square and turned
towards the Karntnerstrasse, "1 wish | was coming with you. I've always wanted to get insde the works
of acircus, if that'swhat you cal them. Y ou'll promiseto ring me up tomorrow night, won't you, and tell
me how you got on, and what's happened?’



"l promise-that is, if | know whereto get hold of you."

"Theresthat,” he agreed. "Well, if Father and Christl won't have mel'll come with you. | redly don't fedl
you ought to be dlowed to go dl that way on your own. Are you sure you wouldn't like me to come with
you and buy the tickets and find out about the buses?'

"I'd loveyou to. | might even hold you to that. And now, if we'reto get to Sacher'sin time, we'd better
get amove on. Can you redly eat another med? | thought you were abit rash with that
Huhnerleberrisotto at the Deutsches Haus."

"Good lord, that was hours ago!" Timothy had quite recovered his buoyancy with the med; he charged
chearfully aong the crowded pavement, examining the contents of every shop-window with such interest
and enthusiasm that | began to wonder if we would ever reach our rendezvous. "What isthis Sacher's
anyway? It sounds abit dull, ahotel. Will there be music?*

"I'veno idea, but it certainly won't be dull. Everyone who comes to Viennaought to go there at least
once. | believeit'sterribly glamorous, and it's certainly typicd of Old Vienna, you know, baroque and gilt
and red plush and the good old days. It was started by aMadame Sacher, ages ago, sometimein the
nineteenth century, and | believeit'sill fairly humming with the ghosts of archdukes and generdsand all
the Viennese high society at the time of the Hapsburgs. | think | even read something in a guidebook
about an archduke or something who went there for a bet in absolutely nothing whatever except his
sword and maybe afew Orders."

"Bang on," sad Timothy, "it soundsterrific. What would my mother say?"

Sacher'sHotel wasdl that | had imagined, with its brilliantly lit scarlet and gold drawing rooms, the
Turkey carpets, the oilsin their heavy frames, the mahogany and flowers and spacious |ast-century
atmosphere of comfortable leisure. The Blue Bar, where we were to meet Graham Lacy and hislady,
was asmallish, intimate cave lined with blue brocade and lit with such discretion that one almost needed a
flashlight to find one's drink. The champagne cocktails were about eight and sixpence aglass. Tim'sfather
produced these for the company with very much the air of one who was producing a bribe and trying not
to show it. Chrigtl, on the other hand, did her best to pretend that thiswas a perfectly ordinary occasion,
and that she and Graham had champagne cocktails every evening. As, perhaps, they did.

Somewhat to my own surprise, | liked Chrigtl. | don't quite know what | had been expecting, a predatory
Nordic blonde, perhaps, on the model of the one | had seen with Lewis. She wasindeed a blonde, but
not in the least predatory, at least to the outward eye. She was plump and pretty, and looked asif she
would be more at homein the kitchen putting together an omelette for Graham than sitting in the Blue Bar
at Sacher's, taking him for a champagne cocktail. She wore a blue dress which exactly matched the
colour of her eyes, and there were no rings on her hands. Timothy's father was gtill recognizably the man

| remembered, with the years and the weight added to the florid good looks, and the extra heartiness of
manner added by the embarrassment of his son's descent on his Viennese idyll with a presumably
virtuous femae companion.

That it was an idyll was not long in doubt. He was in love with the girl-she was some twenty years
younger than he was -and he made it plain. He dso (though to do him justice he tried not to) made it
plain that Timothy's gppearance in Vienna at this moment was, to say the least of it, inopportune. By the
time he had shepherded us through into the dining room for supper | saw with misgiving that resentment
or insecurity had brought the sullen look back to Timothy's face.

| saw that Christl waswatching him, too, and saw the exact moment at which-while Graham was busy
with the menu and the headwaiter-she set herself ddliberately to charm him. 1t was beautifully done, and



was not too difficult, Since she was not much older than he was, was very preity, and had in full measure
that warm, easy Viennese charm which (as Viennasfriends and enemies both agree) "sings the song you
want to hear." Before the wine was half down in our glasses, Timothy was|ooking entertained and
flattered, and eating asif he had seen no food for afortnight, while hisfather, dso visbly relaxing, was
ableto devote himsdlf to me.

He had dready thanked me very pleasantly for accompanying Timothy across the Continent, and skated
skilfully enough over the reason why he couldn't offer his son his own hospitdity that night. He asked now
with civil indifference after Carme's hedlth, and with equa indifference about that of my family, but it was
soon obvious that he was curious to know what | was doing in Viennaand just how Carmel had
managed to involve mein her affairs, so | gathered that Timothy had said nothing to himin their brief
telephone conversation.

"Oh, I'mjust on holiday," | said. "My husband was called away to Stockholm just as we were setting of f
for aholiday together, so | came on here mysdlf, and helll be joining me soon.”

"InVienna?'

"No, in Graz. We planned amotoring holiday in South Austria, and I'm going down there tomorrow
myself. It wasjust luck that | happened to be heading thisway at the same time as Timothy."

"Indeed,” said Graham Lacy politdy. "That should be ddightful. Where were you planning to go?"

Since | had only that moment, so to spesk, launched mysalf and Lewis on amotoring tour of southern
Austria, | naturaly hadn't the faintest idea. But | had had two years experience of the married woman's
way out of any difficulty. | said immediatdy: "Oh, | left dl that to my husband. Hesworked out aroute,
and to be quite honest | can't redlly remember exactly where he plansto go. | just sort of relax and go
dongwithhim."

"Ah, yes" said Graham Lacy, and then, to his son: "And what are your plans, Tim?' Timothy, caught off
guard by the direct question, swallowed, flushed, and said nothing. He had been listening to my string of
lieswith no betraying gleam of surprise, even, perhaps, with amusement; but now, faced either with
confessing that he had cometo Vienna naturaly expecting hisfather to take himin, or with himself
inventing some spur-of-the-moment story, he was dumb. There was a painful pause.

| opened my mouth to say something, but Christl rushed into the pause, saying in her pretty, soft voice:
"Widl, of course, he has cometo see Viennal What se? Timmy"-she said it charmingly, Tim-mee-"|
wish | could show Viennato you mysdlf! Thereisso muchto see, | should loveto take you
everywhere-d| the placesthe tourigts vist, the Hofburg, Schonbrunn, the Prater, Kahlenberg, and then all
the places that the Viennese themselves go to-but | cannot, | am going out of Viennatomorrow. | am so
very disappointed, but you see | have promised; it is so many months since | have seen my parents, and
they have been pressing me, and | have promised to go.”

"But-" began Graham Lacy.

She touched his hand, and he stopped obediently, but the look of surprise on his face was adead
giveaway, and it was not difficult to interpret the look she gave him. It was quite obviousthat she
intended to clear hersdf out of Graham's gpartment with the greatest possible speed, so that he would be
free-indeed, obliged-to do theright thing by his son.

"Well . .." began Graham Lacy. He cleared histhroat. "Tomorrow's Sunday, so I've afree day. What do
you say, old man, shall | come along about eleven or so, and collect you and your stuff? Then after
you've settled in we could go out and do some of the Sghts? | don't have agreat deal of time during the



week, but you'll soon find your own way about.”

Timothy's glance went from one to the other. | redized that he had seen asmuch as| had. Hewasalittle
flushed, but he said composedly enough: "That'sterribly nice of you, Daddy, but | won't descend on you
just yet. I'd actudly planned to go south with VVanessatomorrow.”

If Graham or Chrigil felt relief, they neither of them showed it. Graham said: "Indeed? It's very nice of
Mrs. March to ask you, but if she and her husband are setting off for their tour, they'll hardly want-"

"Wewon't be starting for aday or two," | said quickly. "I'm till not quite sure how soon Lewiswill be
abletojoin me, so I'll have abit of timetofill in before we set off. I'd love to have Tim with me.”

"Don't worry, | shan't land mysdf on them," said Timothy cheerfully, and quite without irony. "In any case
I've been planning to get down into Styria somehow and visit Piber, and see the Lipizzan stud there, so if
Mrs. March wants company it'll bekilling two birds with one stone. If you don't mind being called abird
inpublic, Vanessa?'

"Ddlighted,” | sid.

"Then," said young Mr. Lacy camly, "that's settled. I'll ring you up, Daddy, when I'm coming back to
Vienna" And heturned his attention to the sweet trolley, from which he presently sdlected aquite
enormous portion of Sachertorte, arich and very sweet chocolate cake topped with whipped cream.

| had the strong impression that the company settled down to drink their coffee with adistinct air of
relaxation and relief dl round. When wefindly |left the dining room Timothy and hisfather vanished in
perfect amity in the direction of the cloakroom, and when they returned | thought | could see from their
differing expressions of satisfaction that Graham had " come through™ quite handsomely with funds,
without his son's having to resort to the blackmail he had threstened.

"Wdll," said Graham as we bade each other good night, "I hope you enjoy yourselves. Take care of Mrs.
March, won't you, Timmy? And let me know when you're coming back to Vienna. If only you'd thought
to let me know thistime. . ." He added, awvkwardly, "I'm afraid this has been arather odd welcometo
my long-lost son.”

The cliche, would-be jocular, fdll rather sadly among the shadows of Viennas midnight pavement.
Timothy said cheerfully: "I'll remember next time. And thanksfor tonight, it's been smashing.”

The Peugeot drove off. Timothy and | turned to walk back to our hotel.

"Do you mind?' he asked.

"You know | don't. | told you I'd be glad to have you.

That, at least, wasn't alie. . .. And talking of lies, we brushed through that pretty well, wouldn't you say?
Shesanicegirl, Tim."

"I know that. | did mind at first. | couldn't helpit. But | don't now, not abit." We were passing the lighted
windows of Prachner's bookshop: | saw that he had alook | had not seen in him before, buoyant and
clear and free. "After dl," he said, "he's got a perfect right to hisown life, hasn't he? Y ou can't hang onto
people forever. Y ou've got to et them go."

"Of coursg" | said.



CHAPTER FOUR

Ay, now | amin Arden; themorefool I. When | was at home | wasin abetter place; but travellers must
be content.

shakespeare: As You Like It
We droveinto the village of Oberhausen at about five o'clock next day.

Now that Timothy was coming with me, | had abandoned my origina plan of going by train to Bruck or
Graz and hiring a car from there. Moreover, it was Sunday, and | was not sure if such arrangements
could be made on a Sunday afternoon. But in Vienna, it seemed, anything could be arranged at more or
lessany time, especidly with the efficient and willing help of the desk staff of the Hotel Am Stephansplatz.

So it came about that Timothy and | left Viennain ahired Volkswagen shortly before noon next day,
making our way out through the mercifully thin Sunday traffic with me at the whed and Timothy, map on
knee, guiding me with remarkable efficiency out dong the Triester Strasse, past the car cemetery, and on
to the Wiener Neustadt Road.

It was abeautiful day. Aswe ran southwest from Viennaaong the Autobahn the countryside, at first dull
and scabbed with urban industry, began to lift itsalf by degrees from the flat monotony of the plain.
Beyond Wiener Neustadt we found ourselvesin arolling landscape of forested dopes, green pastures,
and romantic crags girdled by slver streams and crowned with castles.

It was a scene from theidylls rather than from romance, pastord rather than Gothic. The valley bottoms
were rich with crops, and the hayfields stretched golden right up to the spurs of the hills. Even when the
road-magnificently engineered-began itstwigting climb to the Semmering Pass, there was ill nothingin
the grand manner about the scenery; the great dopes of pine forest were only ashelter and aframefor
the peaceful human picture below.

We ate & Semmering-aresort which, at four thousand feet, is sunny al winter and which now, inthe
height of summer, had air so dizzyingly clear asto make Timothy extraravenous even by his sandards,
and to restore to me something of the appetite which had been taken away by the nervous tension that |
hadn't yet admitted, but which increased steadily aswe neared the end of the journey.

We were on our way again by three, descending through more and more beautiful country till, afew
kilometers beyond Bruck, we left the main road and its accompanying river and turned up the valley of a
tributary.

| pulled off the road onto averge felted with pine needles.
"Y ou've got alicence, haven't you, Tim?Would you liketo drive?’
"Loveto," hesaid promptly. "Areyou tired?"

"A hit. It'sabit overconcentrated, with the left-hand drive, and driving on the wrong side, and dl the cars
out for the Sunday afternoon stampede. | must say you were marvellous over theroad signs. | hope I'll
do aswell for you, or have you got your eyein by now?"'

"l think s0," he said aswe changed over. "It doesn't look asif therell be much traffic up thislittle road,
ayway."

Hetook afew momentsto examine the controls and play with the gear box, and then we moved off. Not
much to my surprise-I had long since ceased to underrate Timothy-he turned out to be agood driver, so



that | was ableto relax and think about what lay ahead of me, while | pretended for pride's saketo be
admiring the scenery.

Thiswas not difficult. The road ran a firgt through pine trees with awidish tumbling stream to the right,
then, rounding agreen bluff, it began to climb, curling dong under cliffs hollowed by quarries and heavily
overhung by the forests above, while beside us the stream fell ever more steeply through a series of
rapids, and on the far bank the rocks crowded in.

But soon we were out of the narrow defile into awide placid basin girdled by hills. Here the road ran
straighter, bounded to either side only by green meadows knee-deep in white and yellow flowers. Behind
the meadowsrose the hills; at first softly, furred with grass, their green curves framed by the pineswhich
flowed downhill to fill every fold and crevice of the dopes, asif the high forest were crowding so thickly
on the crests that it overflowed down every vein and runne of the land below, like whipped cream
running down the sSide of a pudding. At the upper limits of this dense crowded forest soared the cliffs
again, shining escarpments of silver rock threaded in their turn by the white veins of faling water.

But these were dtill in no sense overpowering hills. They fell short of mgesty, staying, asit were, onthe
periphery of vision, while the eye was held by the nearer landscape with itsrolling, golden greens and the
cheerful domestic charm of the small houses that were clustered here and there round their churches and
farms. The hay had been cut and was drying, woven round its poles like dark gold flax round the
spindles, while below it the shorn fields lay as smooth as plush. Here and there were shrines, liketiny
churches cut off at the gpse, with flowersin front of some painted statue, and martins wheeling in and out
under the shingle roof. The village houses, too, were painted, the wals al washed with pink, or pae blue,
or white, while every window had itswindow box tumbling with petunias, geraniums, marguerites. Every
house, it seemed, had its smal orchard heavy with apples and peaches, and its gpricot tree trained
agang the bright wall. Everything glittered, wasrich, shone. Thelittle village churches, humbly built of
paint-washed plaster and roofed with wooden shingles, each thrust up a spire or an onion dome topped
with aglittering gold weathercock. The cattle grazing peacefully in the fields were honey-coloured and
bore large, deep-ringing bells. The valley scene was so rich, so sunlit, and so peaceful, that the eye hardly
strayed up to the rocks behind. They were only abackground to this entrancing pastora, painted in with
the long shadows of |ate afternoon.

Thefirgt thing | saw, asweran into the village of Oberhausen, was the poster, circus wagner, wrapped
round atree trunk. The second wasthe circusitself in afield to theright of the road, amotley collection
of tents, wagons, and caravans, grouped in an orderly confusion round the big top.

Timothy dowed to a crawl as we both craned to see.
"Wdl," hesad, "they're dill here. That's something, anyway. What are we going to do first?”

"Go graight through and try to find the Gasthof. Didn't the hdl porter say it was a the far end of the
village? Let'sfind it and get oursaves settled before we do anything ese”

"Okay."

The village street closed in. It was narrow, with no pavements, apart from afoot or two of beaten dust
which formed averge to either sde and which was separated from the road by trees. Here and there a
gabled window, or aflight of steps, thrust out to the edge of the road, forcing the people to abandon the
footpaths and walk among the traffic. Thisthey did with the utmost casuaness. in fact the road, being
smoother walking, was fuller than the footway's, as the dow aimless Sunday crowd strolled about it at
will, crossing in front of the carswithout aglance. Since (asin most Austrian villages) the use of the horn
was forbidden, our progress was very dow and circumspect. Timothy's pungent but perfectly cheerful



running commentary was mercifully audible only to me,

At length we emerged from the narrows into an open square where an old well stood and seats were set
under the trees that surrounded the cobbled space. Ahead of usachurch lifted a pretty onion spire with a
gilt arrow for weathercock. The road divided to either side of the church.

| said: "I think we'd better stop and ask the way. If we go up the wrong street, among these crowds,
heaven knows where welll get to before we can turn.”

He drew carefully in to the Sde, stopped in the shade of aplane tree, and leaned out of hiswindow. He
hadn't far to go for help: acheerful trio of women was passing the time of day in the middle of the road
with haf adozen children skirmishing round their skirts. They al answered him at once, with explicit
gestures, while the children, apparently stricken dumb and paraytic at the sound of Timothy's accent,
crowded round, staring at uswith round blue eyes.

At length hedrew hishead in. "Don't tell me," | said, "let me guess. It'sthe road to theright.”

He grinned. "And we can't missit. They say it'svery nice dong there, and quiet, because the other road's
themainone. | say, | likethis place, don't you? Look at that thing in the middle, thewell or whatever itis,
with that wrought-iron canopy. It's rather fine. Gosh, do you seethat Konditorei, the baker's shop with
the cafe tablesinside? | could do with some of those cakes, couldn't you? We could come out and buy
something as soon aswe get settled . . "

He chattered on, pleasantly excited, hanging out of hiswindow in the hot sun. But | had ceased to listen,
or even to see. The pretty village, with itslively, milling crowds, had faded away, to become a shadowy
background only for one person. | had seen Lewiss blonde.

She was pausing beside the well to speak to someone, an old woman in black, who carried an armful of
flowers. She was hdf facing the other way, and was someforty yards off, but | thought | could not be
mistaken. Then sheturned, and | was sure. Thiswasthegirl | had seen in the newsred. Moreover, inthe
flesh, and in the bright light of day, she was prettier even than | remembered. She was of small to medium
height, with adender curved young figure, and fair hair tied neatly back in apony tail. Gone wasthe
"kinky" look that the black waterproof and disheveled hair had given her; she was charmingly dressed
now in the traditiona white blouse, flowered dirndl, and apron. She looked about eighteen.

As| watched her she bade alaughing good-bye to the old woman and came straight towards the car.
"Tim," | said softly, "pull your head in and shut the window. Quick."
He obeyed immediately.

"That girl, coming towards the car, the pretty one, the blonde in the blue dirndl-that'sthe girl | saw inthe
news-reel. No, don't Stare a her, just notice her, so that you'll know her again.”

She came gtraight towards us, through the banded shadow of the tree trunks, and passed the car without
aglance.. | didn't turn, but | saw Tim watching her in the driving mirror.

"She's going straight on down the street. Shdl | wait?!
"Yes. Try to see where she goes."

After apausehesad: "l can't see her any more, there are too many people milling about, but she was
heading straight down the Street, the way we came.”



"Towardsthe circusfidd?’
"Yes. Would you like me to do aquick recce and see just where she goes?'
"Would you?'

"Surething." Hewas dready haf out of the car. "I've dways fancied mysdf in the James Bond line, who
hasn't?Y ou stay there and pay the parking fine."

The door dammed behind him. | tilted the driving mirror so that | could waich histal young figure striding
back down the middle of the street with al the magnificent loca disregard for traffic. Then he, in histurn,
was|ost to view.

| leaned back in my sest, but not to relax. It was no surpriseto fee myself trembling alittle asmy eyes
reluctantly yet feverishly searched the crowds.

It was true, then, that my eyes had not deceived me: so much of it wastrue. Now that | had had this
confirmation, | found it a profoundly disconcerting experience. The sight of Lewisand the girl in the dark
cinema, that flickering brief scene till echoing with ugly tragedy and made more mysterious by itsforeign
setting, had been like a dream, something distant, unreal, gone as soon as seen, and believed no more
than adream in daylight. And as dways, the light of day outside the cinema had set the dream even
further gpart from the world of redlity. My own hasty action in coming out to Austria had seemed even
whilel did it asunredl asthe dream itsdlf; and up to now the enchanting strange prettiness of the country
hed helped theillusion thet | was Htill far astray from redlity.

But now ... Oberhausen, the circus, the girl hersdlf ... And next, Lewis. .. ?
"What, no parking ticket?' It was Tim, back at the window.
"No parking ticket. Y ou made me jump, | never heard you."

"| told you I'd found my vocation." He folded hislength beside meinto the driving seat. "I shadowed your
subject with the greatest possible skill, and she did go to the circus. | think she must belong there,
because she went straight in through the gate and then round towards the caravans. The village
people-quite alot were there with children-were being dlowed in, but they al went to the other sde;
theré's amenagerie or something there, open to the public. There was aman taking the money at the
gate, but | didn't ask questions. Was that right?*

"Yes, quite”

"And I've got newsfor you. They're leaving tomorrow. There was a sticker across the poster, last
performance tonight at eight o'clock.”

"Oh?Werejust lucky, then. Thanksalot, Tim."

"Think nothing of it. It wasfun. | tel you, I've cometo the conclusion I'll be wasted on the Spanish Riding
School. James Bond isn't init-though as amatter of fact Archie Goodwin's my favourite detective; you
know, Nero Wolfe's assstant, handsome and efficient and a.devil with women."

"Well, now'syour chance" | said. "If we don't fall over Lewis pretty soon, I'll send you &fter the girl.”

"Whet they call 'scraping an acquaintance? Can do,” said Tim cheerfully. "Golly, if thisroad gets much
narrower well scrape morethan that. . . . Wait amoment, though, | believethisisit.”



The Gasthof Edelweiss was charming and, in spite of its name, without ahint of chichi. It wasalong, low,
single-storied house with ashingle roof where doves sunned themsdlves, and window boxes full of
flowers. It lay at the very edge of the village, and in fact the road petered out in front of it to continue on
past the house as a country track leading to some farm. Between house and road lay a space of raked
gravel where tables stood under chestnut trees. There were afew people sitting there over coffee or
drinks. Between their feet the doves strutted and cooed. Swallows, thinking aready perhaps of the hotter
south, whedled and twittered overhead. One could smell the pines.

Timothy and | were offered adjacent rooms, giving on the wide verandah at the back of the house. Here
the windows faced the fields, and the small spotless rooms were very quiet. Mine had a pinewood floor
scrubbed white, with two smdll bright pseudo-Persian rugs, solid pine furniture, and one reasonably
comfortable chair. There was aredlly beautiful old chest of dark wood with painted panels, arather
inconvenient wardrobe, and alot of heavy wrought ironwork in the lamp brackets and on the door,
which was studded and barred like something from a Gothic cathedrd. On the wals were two pictures,
bright oily colours painted on wood; one showed an unidentifiable saint in ablue robe killing adragon;
the other avery similar saint in ared robe, watering some flowers. It seemed that in Austriathere was a
pleasantly wide choice of saintly qudities.

| unpacked quickly. | had thought | would be glad to be done, just to think about what wasto come, but
infact | found that | was refusing to think about it. | had, asit were, switched my mind out of gear and
was concentrating only on folding awvay my clothes, on sdecting something fresh to wear, and on the
drink which I would shortly have with Timothy under the chestnut trees.

But when | wasready to go | till lingered. | pushed the long windows wide and went out onto the
verandah.

Thiswas set only two or three feet above ground leve, so that immediately beyond therail, and directly,
it seemed, beneath one's fet, the fields began. These had been recently mown, and the dmost forgotten
smell of new-mown hay filled the | ate afternoon. Beyond the stretches of shorn velvet theriver ran, sunk
deep in trees, and behind this feathered girdle of ash and willow rose the pines, dope after dopeto the
slver mountaintops. One Sde of the valey was deep in shadow. It was nearly haf past six.

A sound made melook round. Timothy had come out of hiswindow onto his section of verandah. He
had put on aclean shirt and looked dert and excited.

"Thereyou are, | thought | heard you. | wondered if you'd decided what to do next?"

"Actudly, | hadn't. I'm sorry, I'm afraid I'm abit of adead loss. | haven't got over seeing that girl. It was
abit of afacer if you want thetruth, like seeing aghost.”

"Y ou mean you didn't redly believein her till now? | know exactly what you mean," added Timothy
surprisingly. "l felt abit the same about Christl. But you know, | don't know why you're worrying, not
about her ... | mean, if there was any connection . . . seeing them together on the newsred likethat ... it
wouldn't be-" He hesitated, trying to choose hiswords, then abruptly abandoned finesse. "Dash it, she
may be pretty and dl that, but you don't need to worry about her! Y ou're beautiful. Did no one ever tell
you?"

It was afact that, now and again, people had; but | had never been so touched-or so completely
deprived of speech.

| said eventudly: "Thank you. But I-it's not just that Sde of it that'sworrying me, you know. It'sjust that
I've no businessto be here at dl, and now I'm not so much wondering how to find him aswhat in the
world to say to himwhen | do. ..." | turned my back to the fields and straightened up with what might



passfor decison. "Oh well, it's done now, and the circusis the obvious lead. Did you say it Sarted at
eight? Then welve plenty of time. We can have amedl, and talk to Frau Weber, and then wak down
through the village. If thisvillageis anything like our village at home, the bush telegraph's fagter than the
speed of light. Infact, if he'shere dill, he probably knew al about us within thirty seconds of my signing
the hotdl regigter.”

"If thisisthe last performance, they'll start the pulldown the minute it's over, and they'll be clear of the
place by morning.” He eyed me. "1 thought-shdl | just go aong there now and see about getting tickets?"

"But if they've been stuck here aweek ther€lll be no rush, and-" | laughed. "Oh, | see. Well, why not? If
you do track down 'the subject,’ you won't do anything rash, will you?' "The soul of discretion,” he
promised. "l won't say aword.

I'll be back in good time for dinner.”

"I bet you will," | said, but he had aready gone.
CHAPTER FIVE

| see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books.
Shakespeare: Much Ado About Nothing

The shadows of the chestnuts lay lightly acrossthe cafe tables, and there was adight warm breeze which
fluttered the red checked cloths. Curled in the roots of one of the trees, an enormous St. Bernard dog
dept, twitching dightly from timeto timein his dream. The place was quiet and very peaceful. | sat
gpping my vermouth, telling mysdlf that | must think, must think . . . and dl thetime my eyeswerefixed
on the street up which presently, | was sure, Lewis must come.

So strong was my imaginative sense of his presence that when, in fact, Timothy resppeared, coming a
high speed up the street, | was dmost startled to see him. Next moment | was genuinely startled to see
who he had with him. Not Lewis but-inevitably, it now seemed-Lewiss blonde.

Next moment they were standing besi de the table and Timothy was performing introductions.

"Vanessa, thisis AnnadlisaWagner. She belongsto thecircus. . . . Y ou remember we saw acircusin the
fiedld the other sde of the village? Miss Wagner, thisisMrs.-" Too late, he saw the pitfal. He stopped
dead.

| sad, watching the girl: "My nameisMarch. VanessaMarch.”

"How do you do, Mrs. March?' There was no flicker of expression outside the norma noncommittal
politeness. She had, | noticed sourly, acharming voice, and her English was excellent.

"Won't you join usfor adrink, Miss Wagner?'

"Why, thank you. If you would please cal me Anndisa?’
Timothy said: "What will you have?'

"Coffee, please.”

"Only coffee? Not avermouth or something?'

She shook her head. "Y ou'll find that we circus people drink very little. It's something that doesn't pay.



Just coffee, please.”

Timothy lifted a hand to the passing waitress, who responded immediately-an unusua circumstancein any
country, but in Austria (I had aready discovered) amiracle. It ssemed he was even going to passthe
waiter test with honours. He and the girl sat down, Timothy telegraphing "Over to you" with asubdued
ar of triumph that had nothing to do with the waitress, Annalisawith a smile and agraceful spread of the
blue flowered skirt.

Seen a closerange, shewas till very pretty, with an ash-blonde Teutonic prettiness quite different from
Chrigtl's. One could not picture Fraulein Wagner as dtogether at home in akitchen. She would seem
more in place anong those dim, tough beauties who win Olympic medasfor skating, or who perform
impossible feats of skill and balance in the daom. | wondered if the impression of fragility and helpless
apped that | had got from the newsredl had been assumed for Lewiss benefit or if it had merely shown
up in contrast to hissize and air of tough competence. Or perhaps- | redlized it now, more charitably-she
had just been caught in amoment of shock and distress. It appeared that it was her circus, after all.

| saild asmuch. "Y our name's Wagner? The circus must belong to you, to your family?"
"To my father. Timothy saysthat you are coming to seeit tonight?'

"Yes. We're looking forward to it. Weve only just arrived, but | understand that you're leaving
tomorrow, so we don't want to missyou.”

She nodded. "We move on tonight, after the show. We have aready been heretoo long.” | waited, but
shedidn't pursuethis. She asked: "Y ou are keen on circuses?

| hesitated, then said truthfully: "Not atogether. I've never liked performing animas much, but | lovethe
other acts-high wire, trapeze, the clowns, dl the acrobats.”

"Not the horses?'

"Oh, I didn't count the horses as'performing animals! | meant bears and monkeys and tigers. | lovethe
horses. Do you have many?'

"Not many, weareasmall circus. But acircusis nothing without its horses. With usthey are the most
important of al. My father worksthe liberty horses: we think oursalvesthey are as good asthe Circus
Schumann, but of course we have not so many.”

"I'll look forward to seeing them, | dways love them, and they're my friend's ruling passion.”
Shelaughed. "1 know. | found him down in the horselines. | don't know how hegot in."

Timothy said: "I took aticket for the menagerie, but you couldn't expect meto look at parrots and
monkeyswhen | could see the horses just round the corner.”

"No, it isnot agood menagerie, | know. It isjust aside show for the children.”
| said: "What good English you speek.”

"My mother was English. | dill get plenty of practice, because acircusisavery mixed place, redly
internationd. We have just now dl sorts: the clowns are French, and the high-wire act is Hungarian, and
the trampoline artistes are Japanese, and there is a comic act with adonkey which is English, and an
American juggler-besides the Germans and Augtrians.”



"United Nations," said Tim.
"Indeed.” She dimpled at him. "And on thewholeredly united. We haveto be."
"Have you an act yoursdf?' | asked.

"Yes. | hep my father with the liberty horses. . . and thereisa sort of rodeo act near the beginning. But
my own act isariding one. | haveaLipizzan gdlion-"

"Y ou haveawhat?' Timothy'sinterruption was robbed of rudeness by his obvioudy excited interest.
"A Lipizzan gdlion. Thisisabreed of horse-"

"Yes, | know about them. I'm hoping to get to Piber to see the stud, and later on to see aperformancein
Vienna. But do you mean you have atrained stdlion?| didn't think they ever sold them.”

"Heistrained, yes, but not at the School. My grandfather bought him as afour-year-old, and my uncle
tranedhim...and medso."

"In high school work?!
She nodded.
"And you have ariding act of your own? Y ou're aawhat isit?-an ecuyere?"

She had soared, | could see, in Timothy's estimation, from being "the subject” or "Lewissblonde" to star
billing in her own right. | redlized that my own estimate of her had been right: ayoung woman who was
capable of the concentrated skill and strength needed to put a high school stallion through his paces was
about asfragile as pressed stedl. "Gosh!" said Timothy, glowing with admiration.

She amiled. "Oh, not what you will seein Vienna, | assure you! None of the 'airs above the ground'
except the levade, and sometimesthe croupade . . ." Sheturned to me. "Thisisalegp right off the
ground where the horse keeps hislegs curled up-isthat the word?'

"Tucked under him," supplied Tim.

"Hislegstucked under him, and lands again on the same spot. Wetried to teach him the capriole, where
he legpsin a croupade and then kicks the back legs straight out, but thisis very difficult, and he cannot
doit, sonow | leaveit done. Itismy fault, not his"

Inview of the admiration in Timothy'seyes | haf expected him to contradict this, but he didn't. Hewas,
like her, dedicated enough to know that it is never the horsg's faullt.

She added: "But in the other exercises he iswonderful. He is one of the Maestoso line, Maestoso Leda,
and heissomusgicd . . . but thereisno need for meto tell you. Y ou will see him for yoursaves tonight,
and if heisgood tonight I will try the croupade, especidly for you."

We murmured our thanks. Tim's eyes were shining. | was going to have my work cut out to keep
Anndisaas Suspect Number Onein my Case of the Vanishing Husband.

Hewas saying: "'l can hardly wait. Was he with the other horses? | didn't see him.”

"Y ou were a the wrong end of the stable.” Shedimpled at him again, charmingly. "Y ou should have
trespassed fird at the other end. Yes, heisthere. Would you like to come round tonight after the show
and see the horses? There will be time before we pull down.”



"You bet | would!" Then recollecting himsdlf, with aglance a me, "V anessa?'
"I'd liketo very much,” | said. "How many have you?"

"Altogether twenty-saven, and then the ponies. The liberty horses are very good ones, you'll like them,
Timothy, they are palominos, and we have twelve, very well matched. Therewill be only ten of them fit to
work tonight, but it is<till very beautiful to wetch.”

" 'Httowork'?" | asked, wondering if she intended what the phraseimplied, or if her English had itsblind
moments. "1s there something wrong with the others?!

"Not redlly, but they're so vauable that one must be extra careful. There was an accident last week, and
some of the horses were hurt. One of the wagons caught firein the night, quite near the stable lines, and
some of the horsesinjured themselves, with fear, you understand.” She added quietly: "But it was more
serious than afew horses hurt. There were two men in the wagon, and they were killed, burnt to desth.”

"How very dreadful. How did that happen?”’

"Weare dtill not very sure.” | thought she was going to stop there, but then she lifted her shouldersina
shrug and went on: "But if you are staying in the village you will hear dl about it, everybody in
Oberhausen talks about nothing else for aweek. Thisiswhy the circus has had to stay here so long,
because the police came and made inquiries.” She made alittleface. "That iswhat they call it, 'making
inquiries-hour after hour they asked questions and raked about and only today they say, Tomorrow you
may go. Itisover.'"

"I'm sorry. It must have been very distressing.”

"It was abad time for my father." The blue eyeslifted to mine. "The wagon belonged to Franzl Wagner,
hiscoudin. .. my uncle Franzl. | dways caled him that, though redlly he was my second cousin ... |
suppose he dways seemed old to me. He joined uswhen | was alittle girl.”

| forgot al my preconceived fedings about her in agenuine rush of sympathy. "My dear Fraulein ... my
dear Annalisa, I'm sorry. | hadn't redlized it wasardative. . . that'sawful. Y ou must have had aterrible
time"

She shrugged again, not uncaringly, but dismissvely. "It isover."
"And the other man? There was another, you said?" .

"He was nothing to do with the circus. He must have met my uncle Franzl somewhere and gone back to
hiswagon for adrink-atalk, who knows? We did not know there was anyone el se there with him. They
pulled my uncle Franzl out....

Helived for alittle, only afew minutes. But it was only when the wagon was nearly dl burnt that they
foundthe. . . the other one

"l see" | was slent for amoment. Perhaps | ought not to press her, but though she had spoken somberly,
the subject didn't appear to distress her unduly now. She must have repeeated al thisahundred times
during the past week. "But they did find out who the second man was?"

She nodded. "He was an Englishman. His name was Paul Denver, and he belonged to some British firm
which hasabranchinVienna. ... | didn't understand what sort of work, but | think it was something to do
with farming. My father had not heard of him, and we don't know how Uncle Franzl met him-we had
only arrived that day in Oberhausen, you understand. We don't usudly give a performance on a Sunday,



s0 they think that Uncle Franzl went out that evening drinking somewhere, and met this man, and got
talking to him, and then they came back together and . . . perhapsthey talked late, and drank alittle more
... You can pictureto yourself how it might be. . . ."

Shepaused, and | said: "Yes" | could pictureit only too well. The wagon would burn like atorch. And
beside it the stables, the plunging, panic-stricken horses, the screaming from the menagerie, the chaos of
shouting.

"It wasthelamp that fdll," she said. "Afterwards they found the hook had broken that held it. It wasthe
noise from the horses that gave the darm. Then people began shouting that there was someone else in the
wagon, but it was burning hard by that time; and then the other Englishman came running out of the dark
and helped to pull him ouit. It turned out that he knew him; he had come to Oberhausen to meet him.”

It was Timothy who said: "The other Englishman?’

"Y es. Heworksfor the same firm, and he had just arrivedin Oberhausen, driving from Vienna, and he
saw thefireand cameto hep."

It was till Timothy who asked: "And when did he leave?’

"Leave?' sad Anndisa. "Heis4ill here. He-" Then she stopped and smiled, and with the smile the
strained look lifted and the sparkle came back. She was |ooking beyond me, to where someone had
comein from the street. "Why, hereheis," shesad.

A man had just turned in from the street under the dappled shade of the chestnut trees. He paused there,
looking towards our table. | believe | was dready half out of my chair, regardless of what Annalisamight
think. I heard Timothy say something, some question. And then the newcomer moved forward from the
patch of shadow into the sunlight, and | met, full on, hisindifferent, unrecognizing eyes and dight look of
surprise.

| think | said: "No, no, it'snot," to Timothy as| sank back into my chair.

Acrossme Anndisawas caling out: "Lee! Comeand join ugl”

Then the newcomer was standing over us and introductions were being made.

"Leg" said Anndisg, "thisisVanessaMarch. Vanessa, Mr. Elliot. . . . And thisis Tim."

| murmured something, heaven knows what, and the two men greeted one another. Mr. Elliott pulled up
achair next to mine.

"| takeit you must just have arrived here, or we'd have heard dl about you long ago. In aplacethissize
every movement is reported.”

| managed to pull mysdlf out of the turmoail into which the gppearance of the"other Englishman’” had
plunged me, and answered him civilly, if dightly at random. "Oh, | can believethat. Y es, weve only been
here an hour or so. We came from Viennatoday by car."

"And what brings you to Oberhausen?’

"Oh, judt. . . touring around." | caught Timothy's eye on me, worried and speculative even while he

replied to some remark of Annalisas, and made another effort. "Actualy, we -1 was expecting to meet
my husband down here. . . that is, in Graz . . . but after we got there we heard that he couldn't make it
after all. So we thought we might aswell take arun out to see the countryside whilewe were here. . . .



Itsvery lovely, isn't it?"
"Very. Youredaying inthevillage, then?

"Only for the night. We're here, at the Edelweiss. Well go back . . . that is, well go inthe morning. Tim's
got plansto vigt Piber, you know, the Lipizzaner stud, so welll probably go back that way. | can put in
thetimetill | get amessage from my husband.”

Some fragment of what | was feding must have shown through the carefully sociad mask | had put on. He
sad in atone which seemed meant to sound comforting: "I'm sure that will be soon.”

| managed a creditably bright smile. "l hope so! But meanwhile Tim and | intend to enjoy ourselves,
darting with the circus tonight.”

"Timisyour brother?' Thiswasfrom Anndisa. "He didn't tell me his other name. Not March?"

"No, anyway that'd have made me a brother-in-law,” said Timothy. "My name's Lacy. No relation. Just
companion, chauffeur, and genera dogsbody.”

"Dog's body?" She made two words of it, puzzled. "Why do you call yoursdlf that? To me, it sounds not
a dl polite

"Itisn't,” | sad. "Hestrying to make out that he getsall the work to do organizing our trip. | must say |
wouldn't have got far without his German. All right, dogsbody, organize adrink for Mr. Elliott, will you?'

"If you can do that in under twenty minutes," said Mr. Elliott, "you're worth your weight in platinum.
Good God!"

This asthe walitress, obedient till to Timothy's lightest gesture, paused by our table. The three of them
plunged into adiscussion, Mr. Elliott in what sounded like, and probably was, flawless German.

As she sped away | turned to him, composed now.

He had taken apipe out of his pocket and was lighting it. It made him look very English. Apart from this,
in his nondescript and rather shabby clothes, he might have been anything, anybody, from anywhere. He
wastalish, and toughly built, and when he moved, it was with akind of springy precison that indicated
strength and muscular control. But his voice and persondity, while pleasant enough, struck methen as
being singularly colourless. His hair was brown, his eyes of an indeterminate shade somewhere between
blue and grey. His hands were good, but | could see abroken nail, and dirt ingrained in them asif he had
been working hard at some dirty job. Since | had gathered from Annalisathat he washereasa
representative of hisfirm, this hardly seemed in character, but perhaps he had been lending akindly hand
around the circus. His clothes bore this out; they looked like cheap holiday clothes which had recently
had rough and even dirty wear.

| said: "And you? | understand from Fraulein Wagner that you're down here on business. | wasvery
sorry to hear about the accident.”

"Shetold you about that, did she? Y es, one of the men who died was a colleague of mine. Hed come
down here on aproject investigating farming methods and use of fertilizers, and | was actudly on my way
to meet him when it happened.”

"I'm sorry." We exchanged afew commiserating phrases, then | asked: "What isyour firm, Mr. Elliott?"

"Our Viennaconnection is Kalkenbrunner Fertilizers."



"Oh? Perhaps you know my husband's firm, Pan-European Chemicas?'

"Of course, though | can't for the moment recall any of their people. Stewart, did he work for them?
Craig?| may have met your husband, but | don't remember, I'm afraid. Ishein Viennaoften?'

"l haven't thefaintest ideg,” | said, with perfect truth, though not perhaps with perfect civility. | wasfeding
the strain of this polite conversation about nothing. "Here's your drink. Have you been here ever sincethe
accident happened?’

"Y es. The policeinquirieswent on rather along time, and snce my firm waswilling to give meleavetill
things were cleared up, | stayed and gave ahand where it was needed.” He smiled. "Not with the police,
with the circus. Theres your definition of adogsbody, Anndisa. . . what I've been doing for the past
week."

"You?Y ou have been marvellous" The look she gave him was amost as glowing asthe one Timothy
had given her. "Mrs. March, youvenoidea... | told you we were asmal circus, and this means that
everybody hasto work hard. And after Uncle Franzl'sdesath ... | think we had not realized how much he
did. Perhapsthisis aways the way when someone dies? He was not a performer, you understand. He
was awonderful rider, but he would do no circus work-I mean, he would not work an act. . . . But he
wasin charge of the horses, and | told you, he trained Maestoso L eda, and taught memy act. . ."

It seemed to be somekind of release to her to talk, and we dl listened quietly. Beside me, Mr. Elliott sat
very dill and rlaxed, his eyes never leaving the girl.

"I remember it well,” she said, "when he joined us. It was ten years ago, when | was eight, and my
grandfather was dtill dive. We were near Wels, in Upper Austria, and my grandfather had just bought
Maestoso Leda, and the Lipizzans themsalves were staying in Wels a that time, and we went to see
them. Y ou can imagine'-thisto Timothy-"how excited they made me! Therewasdso abig horsefairin
Wds, and thiswas the lucky thing, because my uncle Franzl happened to be there with a deder he went
with after he left the Czech circus where he had worked. | think before that he wasinthe Army. . .. He
had not been close to the family, you understand. But he came to see my grandfather, and when we went
north that night, into Bavaria, he went with us." She smiled. "Now, | can hardly remember the time when
he was not part of our circus. | even forgot that his name was not Wagner. . . . My grandfather wished
him to changeit, and he did. He took charge of dl the stable work, and the-what do you call the saddles
and the bridles and things? Not harness.. .."

"Tack?' suggested Timathy.

"Thank you, yes, that's it. He was a so the vet-the doctor for the horses. So you can imagine what it has
been like, with so many of the animas damaged with the panic on the night of the fire, and my father with
S0 much to attend to. He had no time for the horses, and Rudi, that's the chief groom, broke hisarm
getting the horses out. ... So I've had to do it, and Lee has helped me. Of course some of the artistes
have helped aso, but they have to practice for themselves every day. ... It has not been easy.”

"Il say," said Mr. Elliott with feding. "Who wasit said that hell was a paradise of horses?'
"Nobody," | said dryly. "They said England was a paradise for horses and ahell for women.”
"Isit?" asked Anndisa, interested.

"It hasits moments. Go on, Mr. Elliott. Are weto understand that you've been grooming twenty-seven
horsesfor aweek?' For thelife of mel couldn't help glancing at his clothes.



Hesaw it and grinned. "'l haveindeed. | have ministered, you might say, to every detail of their toilet. The
grooming'sthe easiest part, once you've discovered that the hair grows from bow to stern, and you have
to brush that way; from the bite to the kick, you might say. The extraordinary thing is, they likeit. At
least, one gathersthey do most of thetime. I've only been bitten once.”

"You poor thing," | said. "And | believe poniesareworse."

"A Hungarian gentleman did them. He has the advantage of only being three feet high himsdlf. Oh, it's
been amost ingtructive week, | shal be sorry to leave.”

Anndisasaid: "l wish you would not leave. We shdl not know whét to do without you."

"I must say it'll be abit deadly to go back to the old routine,” said Mr. Elliott. He glanced at his watch.
"Annalisa, | hate to break the party up, but | really think we should be going. All those beautiful horsesto
get ready for the show.”

"Goodness, yes!" She got to her feet. The waitress gppeared at Timothy's elbow aswe dl followed suiit,
and there was the inevitable polite wrangle between Timothy and Lee Elliott over the bill. Timothy-I
would have backed him anywhere by now-won easly.

"Whll, thanks very much,” said Mr. Elliott.

"It's been lovely to meet you,” said Annalisa, "and we shdl see you later? When the show isfinished, just
ask anybody, they will tell you whereto come." Shelaughed unaffectedly. "1 shal fed like aprimadonna
with vigitors coming to ask for me after the show. | hope you enjoy it. Kommst Du, Lee?"

They went. We sat down. | said: "I thought you'd have wanted to go and help.”

"| thought I'd better stay with you," said Timothy. Helooked at me. "Do you fed al right?Y ou look
awfully funny.”

"Funny? How d'you mean?"

"Wadl, when he came you went aswhite as asheet. | suppose you were expecting your husband.”
| nodded.

"Sowas|. When she said 'the other Englishman' was here, | thought we were home and dry."

| shook my head. "No. When she heard my name was March, she never reacted. If aMr. March were
hereinthevillage-"

"Dash it, how stupid can one be? I'd forgotten that!" Then he frowned. "But that was at the very dart . . .
before the Elliott chap turned up. Why did you still think it could be Mr. March, when she said, 'Here he
is?'

"l didn't. | thought it was. Thereésadifference. . .. Listen, Tim-" | found | was clutching afold of the
tablecloth so tightly that my nails had gone through the thin materid. | let it go and began to smooth out
the crushed fabric. "I-1've made a dreadful mistake. When | saw Mr. Elliott first, | thought for amoment
that it was Lewis. When he came nearer, into the light, | saw | waswrong. Now do you seewhat I've
done?'

Hedid indeed. He was ahead of me. "'Y ou mean he-this Elliott chap-was the chap you saw with Anndisa
on the newsred, not your hushand at al? That he's enough like him for you to-that he'sa sort of double



of your husband? Gosh!" For thelife of him he couldn't quite suppress agleam of pleased excitement, but
thisfaded abruptly as hetook in the further implications of what | had said. "Gosh!" It was a different
intonation thistime. ™Y ou mean that you've come al thisway to Audtria, and dl thetime heisin
Stockholm, just where he said he was?”

"Just exactly thet," | said.

Therewasasdlence, so full of comment that it Szzled.

"It's... abit complicated, isn't it?' he said.

"That, my dear, isthe understatement of the year."

"What are you going to do?'

| said: "What would you do, chum?'

"Well, edt, to Sart with,” said Timothy unhesitatingly, and looked round for the waitress.
CHAPTER SIX

To see afinelady upon awhite horse.

NURSERY RHYME

Understandably, there was something alittle depressed about the Circus Wagner that evening. Normally,
as Timothy pointed out, asmal travelling circus stays only for one night in a place like Oberhausen, but
the Circus Wagner had been obliged to stand for aweek. | gathered that there had been no performance
on the week nights following the disaster of the fire, but the normal two Saturday performances had been
permitted, and now with the Sunday show the circus was attempting to recoup some of its losses; but
since most of theloca people and those from the nearby villages had aready been to yesterday's
performances, attendance was thin, and Timothy had had no difficulty in getting what he called
"star-back” seatsfor us. These, the best seats, were rather comfortable portable chairs upholstered in red
plush, right at theringsde. Aswe sat down | saw that the place was hdf full of children, many of themin
the ringside seats. It turned out that Herr Wagner had reduced prices al round for today, and the children
from thisand the surrounding villages were perfectly happy to fill the places and see the same show over
again for the price. It wasagood move; it brought in alittle money and saved the performers from the
depressing echoes of an empty house.

A dwarf in ascarlet baggy costume sold us our programme and ushered usinto our chairs. The tent was
filled with music from some vast anplifier: asdwaysin Audria, the music was pleasant; eveninasmal
village circus we were expected to listen to Offenbach and Suppe and Strauss. The tent was not abig
one, but the floodlights on the poles at the four "corners® of the ring threw so much brilliance down into
thering that above them the top of the tent seemed avast, floating darkness, and very high. Caught by a
flicker of light, the high wire glittered like athread. On their platforms near the tops of the polesthe
electricians crouched behind their lights, waiting. There wasthe circus smell, whichisamingling of sharp
anima sweet and trampled grass, and with this the curioudy pungent smell of Continental tobacco.

The big lights moved, the music changed, and amarch blared out. The curtains at the back of thering
were pulled open and the procession began.

For asmdl circus, the stlandard of performance was remarkably good. Herr Wagner himself wasthe
ringmaster, ashort stocky man who, even in the frock coat and top hat of his caling, looked every inch a
horseman. The "rodeo,” which followed the procession, was an exciting sSsampede of horses-redl



old-fashioned "circus" horses, piebad and dun-coloured and spotted-supporting a Wild West act with
some clever rope work and voltige riding. Annalisa appeared only briefly, barely recognizable asa
cowgirl eclipsed by aten-galon hat, and riding a hideous spotted horse with a pink muzzle and
pink-rimmed eyes, which looked as clumsy as a hippo and was as clever on itsfeet as the Matese Cat.
Then came a comic act with adonkey, and after it Herr Wagner again, with hisliberty horses.

These were beautiful, every one a gar, ten well-matched paominos with coats the colour of wild sk,
and manes and tails of creamy floss. They wheded in under the lights, plumestossing, manesflying,
breaking and re-forming their circles, rearing one after the other in line, so that the plumes and the
floss-9lk manes tossed up like the crest of abresking wave. Rods and shafts of limelight, falling from
above, wove and crisscrossed in patterns of golden light, following the golden horses. Light ran and
glittered on them. They were sun horses, bridled and plumed with gold, obedient, you would have sworn,
to the pull of those rods of light, asthe white horses of the wave crests are to the pull of the moon.

Then the tossing plumes subsided, the flying hoofs met the ground again, the music stopped, and they
were just ten self-satisfied horses, queuing at Herr Wagner's pockets for sugar.

Timothy said in my ear: "Y ou can't tell me those pampered darlings ever bit anyone."

| laughed. "Y ou mean Mr. Elliott, our horse expert? He did agood job of grooming on them, anyway.
They looked wonderful.”

"If he's as green abouit it as he makes out, he's ahero to take on thislot. Funny sort of chap, didn't you
think?"

"Inwhat way, funny?'

"Odd. If he's an executive type you wouldn't expect him to stay on here and get down to ajob of hard
work likethat. Bit of amystery about it, | thought.”

"Perhaps he'skeen on Anndisa.”

"He'stoo old-" indignantly.

"No man'stoo old till they hammer down the coffin lid."

"They screw down coffin lids"

"Goodness, the things you know. Cometo that, he's no older than Lewis. Do you see him anywhere?’
"Who?'

"Mr. Hlliott."

"No," said Timothy. "H€ll be out the back madly brushing Maestoso L eda from bow to stern and
combing out hisrudder. Did you mind coming tonight?"

"Mind?Why should |?"
"Well, you must be beastly worried. | must say you'retaking it marvelloudy."

"What else can | do?If you want thetruth | fed abit punch drunk; it'saright pig'sear, asthey'd say at
home. In any case, theré'snothing | can do till tomorrow, so we may aswell enjoy ourselveswhilewe



Timothy said: "It occurred to me, if you cabled Stockholm-"

But here, with adeafening crash of brassand awild cheer, the clowns came tumbling in, and Timothy,
clutching his programme and rocking with laughter, took a dive straight back into childhood. And o, to
befair, did I. It was an act which needed no interpreting, predictable to the last laugh, being aversion of
the old water act, and the wettest one | had ever seen, with agrand finale involving avery old e ephant
who routed the whole gaggle of clownswith awater-spouting act of her own which-to judge by the
gleamin her clever piggy eye-she much enjoyed.

After the clowns a couple of girls dancing on atightrope with pink parasols. Then atroupe of performing
dogs. And then Timothy took hisfinger out of his programme, turned and grinned at me, and whispered,
"Wait for it."

The trumpets brayed, the ringmaster made his announcement, the red curtains parted, and awhite horse
broke from the shadows behind the ring and cantered into the limelight. On his back, looking prettier than
ever, serene and competent, and tough as awhiplash in adark blue verson of a hussar's uniform, was
Anndisa. Thishorse was not plumed and harnessed as the liberty horses had been; he was dressed for
business, but the bridle was amagnificent affair of scarlet studded with gold, and his saddlecloth glittered
and flashed with colour asif every jewel that had ever been discovered was stitched into its Silk.

"Oh boy," said Tim reverently.

His eye was on the sdlion, not on the girl, and, remembering the picture of Carmel on her pony, | smiled
to mysdlf. But here the rider did deserve some of the reverence. | knew that dl the steps and figuresthe
gdlion was now performing so fluidly and easly took years of intensive and patient training to teach.
Even though she had not hersdf done dl thetraining, it took greet skill to put a horse through these
dressage movements as she did, without any of her own guiding movements being visible. She seemed
samply to sit there, part of the horse, light and graceful and motionless, asthe white stallion went through
hislovely bdlet.

Prompted by Timothy'swhisper, | recognized the movements:. the dow, skimming, Spanish Wak; the
dancing fire of the ganding trot, or piaffe; the shouldering-in which takes the horse diagonaly forward in
an incredibly smooth, swimming movement; and then, as she had promised us, the "airs above the
ground.” The stalion wheeled to the center of thering, snorted, laid back his ears, settled his hind hoofs
inthe sawdug, then lifted himsdlf and hisrider into a levade, the classic rearing pose of the equestrian
statues. For two long bars of music he held it, then touched ground again for amoment, and-you could
see the bunch and thrust of the muscles-launched himself clean into the air in astanding leap. For one
superb moment he was poised there, high in the air, caught and lit dazzingly white by the greet lights, all
four legstucked neetly under him, dl hisjewdsflashing and glancing with amillion colours, but nat, it
seemed, more brilliant than the gleam of the muscles under the white skin or the luster of the steady dark
eye. Onelooked for hiswings.

Then he was on the ground again, cantering round the ring, nodding and bowing his head to the applause
which filled even that half-empty tent. Then, still bowing and pawing the ground, he backed out of thering
and was logt in the darkness behind the curtain.

| let out along breath. | felt asif | had been holding it for hours. Timothy and | smiled at one another.
"What'sthe anticlimax?' | asked him.

Helooked at his programme. "Oh, heré's your absolute Star-Attraktion . . . Sandor Balog, he's called.
"It's'Balog and Nagy,' the highwire."



"For goodness sake, it dwaysterrifiesme.”

"Metoo," said Timothy happily, settling back as the high wire sprang into the light and the two men
garted their racing climb towards it. The music swung into awatz, one of the men started out dong the
wire, and in the carefully wrought tensions of the act al other preoccupationsfell away, and
tomorrow-Lewis or no Lewis-could take care of itself.

When we came out of the circus tent with the crowd we found it was quite dark.

"Thisway," said Timothy, leading me round to the |eft of the big tent. Here, earlier in the day, there had
been an orderly crowd of wagons and tents, but many of these had now gone. Already workmen were
attacking the big top, the tent men unhooking the sides or walls of the tent, rolling the canvasto leave for
thetrailer mento pick up. Lightswere till on inside the big top, presumably to help the work of the
pulldown. | saw the two high-wire artists now clad in sweaters and jeans and plimsolls, dismantling their
gear from the top of the king poles. The hum of the big generator had stopped, and a small donkey
engine had taken over, fussly supplying the remaining lights by which the circus people worked. Menin
overdls hurried past us carrying ladders, boxes, crates, baskets of clothes. A tractor pulling some large
trailer churned itsway dowly and carefully over the uneven ground towards the gate.

"Thelions, I think," said Tim. "Can you smell them? The stables are round thisway. Mind your foot."

| dodged a bit of rope trailing from some bundle that a couple of girlswere carrying. | recognized one of
the dainty young dancers from the tightrope act looking no less graceful but very different in tight
close-fitting black pants and swester.

Next moment awel coming shaft of light shone out across the trampled grassin front of us. It spilled out
from the door of acaravan where, silhouetted againgt the light and holding back the rough curtain which
had covered the doorway, stood Anndisa, peering out into the night.

"Tim, Mrs. March, isthat you? I'm sorry | couldn't come to show you the way, but | was busy changing.”

She ran down the steps. Gone was the smart young hussar in blue velvet, and here once more wasthe
dender girl with the blonde pony tail. But she hadn't gone back to the blue dirndl. She was wearing-like
the other artistes we had seen- pants and sweater. Hers were dark blue. She had cleaned the circus
makeup off her face, and this now looked fresh and scrubbed clean, without even any lipstick. She
looked businesdike and ready for work, but asfeminine asever.

"I'll take you to see the horses straight away. They will not be moving till they are taken to the morning
train, but they'll be being bedded down now. Did you enjoy the show?"

"Very muchindeed,” | said, "and you mogt of dl.... That's quite honest, Anndisa, you were marvellous. It
was awonderful act, one of the best things I've ever seen. . . . And thank you very much for the
croupade, you both did it beautifully, we were terribly impressed.”

"It wasterrific!" Timothy chimed in with enthusasm, and we both praised her warmly, and as we walked
aong between the lighted windows of the rows of vans | could see how she glowed with unaffected
pleasure.

"It istoo much-you aretoo good . . ." She sounded dmost confused by our praise. "Hedid do it well
tonight, did he not? It wasagood evening ... | am glad for you. . . . One cannot dways be sure. | think, if
there had been more timeto train him, he could have been a very good horse. But in acircus, you see,
thereis no time; we cannot afford to keep ahorsefor dl the timeiit takesto train them in the advanced
legps, they have to work, and this spoils them, they are never polished. In the Spanish Riding School they



cantrain for years before they let them perform. Even then, some of the stallions never get to do the
legps. Thisiskept for the best ones.™

"Wdl," | said, "it still looked pretty good to me. . . and the pal ominos were magnificent.”

"Ohyes, they arelovely. Wdll, herethey are. | brought some pieces of carrot if you would liketo give
them... ?

The horses were housed in along tent, which, on the inside, looked every bit as solid and permanent asa
gable. A few lights burned, showing up rows of horses rumps haf hidden by their rugs, tails swishing
lazily. There was the siweet ammoniac smell of hay and horses, and the comfortable sound of munching.
Farther down the stable a couple of men were working, one forking straw, the other, duster in hand,
shining up the metd studding on a piece of tack hanging from a pole. From a corner in the shadows came
the whicker of greeting, and | saw the beautiful white head flung up asthe stallion looked round a
Anndisa

Shorn of hisjewelled trappings and standing at ease, Maestoso Ledawas till beautiful, even though not
S0 impressive as he had been on parade. Seeing one of the famous Lipizzans now for thefirst time at
close quarters, | was surprised to redlize how smdll they were; fourteen hands, | supposed, give or take
aninch, stockily built with well-set-on shoulders, and sturdy legs and feet, big-barrelled, big-chested,
with the thick stallion neck and the power in the haunches that was needed for the spectacular legpsto
which these animals could be trained. Something about the shape of his head recalled those old paintings
of horses that one had aways dismissed as inaccurate-those creatures with massive quarters round and
shining as apples, but with swan-curved necks and small heedswith tiny ears. now | could see where
they came from. Hiswas-if one could use the word-an antique head, narrow and scul ptured like a Greek
relief, while the rest of hisbody was massively muscled. The eye was remarkable, big and dark and
liquid, gentleand yet mde.

Hewhickered again at the sight of the carrots and bent his head to receive them. Anndisaand Timothy
fed him, and the two of them were soon busy with him, almost crooning over him asthey handled him. |
watched for alittle, then wandered off down the linesto look at some of the others. They were mostly
gdlions, the palominoslooking at this close range agood ded more impressive than the Lipizzaner, but
all relaxed and resting comfortably. | noticed one or two bandaged |egs among the others, and a nasty
graze skinning over on one palomino rump, but on the whole it seemed to me that the Circus Wagner had
got off lightly. Nothing terrifies horses so much asfire, and if even one or two, in their panic-stricken
plunging, had lashed out or broken loose, they could have caused immense damage to themselves and
others.

At the far end of the stable one or two horses were lying down dready, so | didn't go past them, since no
horse will dlow you to pass his stal without his getting up, and | didn't wish to disturb them. But the
ponies | talked to, mischievous shaggy little beasts, twice as quick and twice as naughty astheir big
brothers, and at this moment al twice as wide avake. By thetime | had worked my way back to the
beginning where Anndisaand Timothy still stood talking softly in the roya box, the two stablemen had
gone, and dl seemed settled for what remained of the night. In the stall next to the end one-opposite the
white gtallion-stood another horse of much the same height and build asthe Lipizzaner, but very different
to look a. He was apiebald, with ugly markings, and he stood with his head drooping and mane and tail
hanging limply, like uncombed flax. | thought at first it was the clever ugly beast that Anndisahad ridden
in the rodeo, then saw that this was an older horse. His feed was scarcely touched, but his water bucket
was empty. As| watched, he lowered his head and blew sadly around the bottom of the dry bucket.

| spoke softly, then laid ahand on him and went in.



Annalisasaw me and came across.

"Because we spend so much time with the king horse, you talk with the beggar? | am sorry, thereisno
carrot |eft.”

"I doubt if hewould want it," | said. "He hasn't touched hisfeed. | wasn't just being democratic; | thought
helooked ill."

"Heisdill not eating? He has been like thisal the week." She looked from the full manger to the empty
bucket, and a pucker of worry showed between her brows. "He was my uncle Franzl's horse, the poor
old piebdd. . . . Ever sncethe fire he has been like this; nobody elselooked after him, you see, dways
my uncle. Heisold, too, my uncle used to say they were two old men together.” She bit her lip, watching
the horse. "1 think heis-what is the word?weeping for my uncle."

"Fretting. That may betrue, but | think theré's something wrong physically too. Thehorseisin pain.” |
was examining him as | spoke, running ahand down the neck, turning back the rug to fed the withers.
"See how he's sweating; he's wringing wet over the withers and down the neck, and look at hiseye. ..
his coat's as rough as a sack, Anndisa. Has anyone seen him?'

"Thevet came from Bruck after thefire, and he has been twice more since then. On Thursday he was
here

"And helooked at thisone?'

"He looked at them all. Not this one, perhaps, after the first time, because there was nothing wrong." She
looked doubtfully a me, then back at the old piebald. "Yes, | can see he does not |ook very good, but if
there had been anything . . . anythingto see. . ." She hesitated.

Timsad: "Vanessdsavet."
Her eyeswidened. "Y ou? Are you? Oh, then-"
"Has the horse been working?' | asked.

She shook her heed. "He doesn't work, heisold, | think more than twenty. My uncle Franzl had himin
Czechodovakia even before he joined usten years ago. They tried at first to use him-they had aliberty
act then with mixed horses-but he was dow to learn, so he has done very little. He was a pet of my uncle
Franzl's, or perhaps my father would not have kept him. | told you, we cannot afford to keep a horse that
does not work, so in the old days, before there was money for dl the tractors and motor caravans, he
helped to pull awagon, and Uncle Franzl used to ride him, and giveridesto the children. But now"-she
looked distressed- "if heisill ... we are moving the horsesin afew hours, and in three days we leave
Audriaand crossthefrontier. | am afraid of what my father will say."

"Y ou've found something?' said Timothy to me.

| had indeed found something. Just above the knee on the off foreleg was anasty swelling. | showed this
to them, investigating further, while the old horse stood with drooping heed, turning onceto nuzzle me as
my fingersfelt and probed the leg.

| said to Tim: "Hold hishead, will you? Gently, there, old man.”
"What isit?" asked Anndisa, peering over my shoulder.

"It'sahaematoma, a bloodswelling. He must have hurt himsdf during thefire, or perhaps had akick from



aloose horse, and he'storn one of the flexor tendons. . . . Look, these, here. ... It wouldn't show for a
day or two, and if he isn't working nobody would notice. And the rug's been hiding the swelling. But it
must be dealt with now. It'savery nasty leg.”

"Yes, | can seg, it looksterrible. But how 'dedlt with? What will you do?!

| looked up. "I”?1'm not your veterinary surgeon, Annalisa

You'l haveto get the man from Bruck. | ought not to interfere.”

"He ought not to have missed it,” said Tim roundly. "Anybody could see the beast'sill."

"No," | said, "befair. I'm surein the norma course of things somebody would have seenit, but the
circuss own horsekeeper is dead, and Herr Wagner's had far too much on his plate this past week. | told
you thiswouldn't develop straight away, and if no one called the veterinary surgeon's attention to it later,
it could easily have been overlooked.”

"What will haveto be done?' asked Anndisa
"It ought to be lanced-cut-and drained, and the leg titched.”
"Could you do it?"

| straightened up. "If you mean do | know how, yes, | do. But you have aveterinary surgeon, Annaisa,
you should get him."

"On aSunday night? At nearly midnight? And we leavefor thetrain a Sx?"
Timsad: "Couldn't you, Vanessa?'

"Tim, | shouldn't. | don't know wheat the etiquette is here and I've no business to walk in and do the man's
work for him. Cometo that, it is professona ‘work." It's probably even illegd, without permits or
something. Besdes, I've no ingruments.”

"Thereare Uncle Franzl'sthings," said Annalisa. "They were saved. | have them in my wagon. Please,
Vanessa"

"It's nothing to do with the chap from Bruck, anyway," said Tim. "H€ll have been paid, hasn't he? Now
the circus moves on, and that's an end of him."

"Yes!" Shetook him up eagerly. Between them the old horse stood motionless, his coat rough under my
hand. It felt hot and scruffy. ™Y ou will be our new vet! | gppoint you, | mysaf! Andif itisnot legd, then
nobody need know!"

A new voice spoke from the tent door, startling usal.
"If what isnot legd ?'

CHAPTER SEVEN

Dost think | am a horse-doctor?

marlowe: Doctor Faustus

Herr Wagner himself stood there, athickset, powerful-looking man, with a big head and amane of



brown hair going grey. He had aruddy, weather-beaten complexion, and brown eyes under fierce
brows. These now took in the scene with lively curiosity.

Behind himwasatdler man, adim, wiry figurein black whom | recognized asthe Star-Attraktion of the
high wire, the Hungarian Sandor Balog. He had dark hair dicked back above abroad forehead with thin
black brows "winged" above eyes so dark they were amost black. The nose was flattish and the
cheekbones wide, and when he amiled, the lower lids of his eyeslifted, tilting the eyes and giving the face
aMongolian look. The nostrils were prominent and sharply carved, thelipsfull and well shaped. A
disturbing face, perhaps acrue one. He wasn't amiling now. He was |ooking, not (as one might have
expected) a the two strangers near the horse's head, but with fixed intensity at Anndisa

"Who areyour friends, Lied?" asked Herr Wagner.

"Father! Lieber Gott, but you startled me! | never heard you! Oh, thisisMrs. March, sheisEnglish,
gaying in thevillage, and thisis Tim, who travelswith her . . ."

Sheincluded the Hungarian in her introductions. | noticed that she didn't look directly a him, whereas he
never took hiseyes off her, except to brush me, momentarily, with an indifferent glance. Herr Wagner
greeted us courteoudy, then his eyes went to the horse.

"But what wasthis about avet? Did | hear properly? And what is'not lega'?!

Anndlisa hestated, started to speak, then glanced at me. "Y ou permit?’ Then, turning back to her father,
she plunged into aflood of German which, from her gestures, was the story of her acquaintance with us
and the recent discovery of Piebad'sinjury.

Todl this, after thefirst minute or so, the Hungarian paid little attention. | noticed that asthe name of Lee
Elliott occurred in the narrative his gaze sharpened on the girl, so that | wondered if Sandor Balog, like
me, had credited Mr. Elliott with "intentions" in that direction. If so, he didn't likeit. But after a bit, it
appeared, the narrative bored him. He wandered into the next stall-the end one of the row, where
harness hung and trestles stood with saddles over them-and stood there, idly fingering the bright jewd lery
on Maestoso Ledas saddle, but still watching the girl.

She finished her story on astrong note of persuasion, where | caught the word "Bruck,” and asignificant
glance a her watch.

But-not much to my surprise-Herr Wagner didn't lend hisweight to her gppedl. Heturned to meand in
broadly accented but quite fluent English thanked me for what he called my "trouble”’ and "greet
kindness" but findly "believed he must not trouble me."

"My daughter isyoung, and alittle"-he shrugged hiswide shoulders and smiled charmingly-"alittle
impulsive. . . . She should not be asking you thisthing. You areavigtor, alady, thisisnot athing to invite
alady todo."

| laughed. "It's not that. | am a veterinary surgeon, and I'm used to worse jobs than this, it was only
that-wdll, it Smply isnt my affair. Y ou have your own man. He'd certainly come tonight if you telephoned.
If you haven't got the telephone here, I'll do it for you, if you like, from the Gasthof Edelweiss ...or rather,
Timwill. He spesks German.”

Herr Wagner didn't answer for aminute. He had come into the stall and was examining the horse with
some care.

"...Yes | see | see. | am ashamed that thiswas not seen. | will speak to Hans and Rudi; but you



understand, gnadige Frau, there has been so much . .. and dways my cousin Franzl he seesto thisold
horse himsdlf. The boys perhaps were doing their own work-their own regular horses, verstehen Se?-
and thisold one he is missed. The poor old one, yes. . ."

He ran acaressing hand down the horse's neck, gaveit apat that had something vaedictory about it, and
graightened up.

"Wedll, itislate. Y ou will have some coffee before you go, eh? No, no, | meanit. My Lied aways makes
the coffee at thishour. . . . Thisiswhy | cometo find her, sheis neglecting her old father."

"Thanksvery much,” | said, "but if I'm to ring this man up for you, I'd better get Straight back. It's after
midnight.”

Herr Wagner said: "I shall not trouble you, gnadige Frau.”

It was Timothy who understood before | did, who had seen the significance of that farewell caressand
had added to it Annalisas reiteration that "no circus can afford to keep ahorse which does not work."
One could not blame Herr Wagner for his decision to jettison old Piebad now; he hadn't earned his keep
for quite sometime and, according to Annalisa, hadn't even qualified for apension. A working circus
cannot keep pets.

| saw Timothy stiffen, still holding the headstdll, his eyesfixed on Herr Wagner. Hisfree hand crept to the
horse's nose, cupping round the soft muzzle in agesture at once protective and patheticdly futile. The
horse lipped hisfingers. Tim looked a me.

| said: "Herr Wagner, I'll operate now, if you'll let me. It1l be over in half an hour, and once I've got the
leg fixed up you can move him to thetrain. HEll be asright asrain and fit for work in three or four
weeks."

Herr Wagner stopped in the tent doorway. | thought he was going to brush the matter aside, but Tim said
"Please," in avoice as young and unprotected as hisface, and | saw the older man hesitate.

"Yes, Father, please" said thegirl.

The Hungarian said nothing. Y ou would have thought we were al of us separated from him by aglass
screen. He had Annalisa's saddle and cloth over hisarm now, and was waiting to follow Herr Wagner
out of the stable.

Herr Wagner spread his hands wide in agesture of deprecation. "But we cannot ask you-" he began.

"I wishyouwould," | said, and smiled. | put everything | had into that smile. "That's al we need to make
itlegd."

Anndisasaid suddenly: "No! Itisl who ask! After dl thistalk, itisl! | had forgotten! Thiswas Uncle
Franzl's horse, so now itismine. . . ." She swung round on her father, hands spread in what was dmost a
parody of hisown gesture. "Isthis not so, Father? Did not Uncle Franzl leave medl histhings... al that
were saved, the pictures, and hisflute, and the parrot . . . and old Piebad too? So if heismine, and | ask
Vanessato look after him . . . and if hecan gotothetrain...?

She finished back on the note of pleading, but her father was aready laughing, his square brown face lit
up and rayed with wrinkles.

"S0. .. you see how sherulesme, this child of mine? Always areason she findsto have her way-like her
mother sheis, very the same as her mother. Oh yes, it istrue that Franzl wished you to have everything



..itistrue perhapsthat the horseisyours. . ." He gave his great ringmaster's laugh, so that the deeping
horses gtirred in their galls, and the chainsjingled and rang. "All right, al right, if you wish, if you wish,
children al of you. What do you need, gnadige Frau?"

"Theingruments Annadisasaid she had. Hot water. Nylon suturing materid. I'll haveto give an
anti-tetanus injection; have you got the stuff? Good. And more light. | don't want to move him, 1'd rather
doitinhisown gdll, it'll upset him less, but | must have some sort of spotlight.”

"l have agood flashlight,” said Anndisa. It'sin my wagon. And Sandor has one too. Will you get it,
Sandor, please?’

"Naturlich." It was asif apuppet had spoken-or rather, a creature from the ballet stage, so remote
from us had that black-clad graceful figure been in the shadows of the end gdl. His voice was curioudy
light and hard. He spoke pleasantly enough, without emphasis, and had turned to go, when | stopped
him.

"No, please. . . . Thank you al the same, but it doesn't matter. A flashlight won't be enough. | wondered
if someone could rig alight down here off along flex? Y ou know, awire."

"That iseasy to do," said Herr Wagner, adding in German, " Sandor, would you be good enough to do
thisfor them?Y ou know whereto find the flex and al the things you need. Don't lumber yoursdf with
that saddle, just leave it here, Anndlisawon't mind if it stays here for the night for once."

"l was going to take it to my own wagon to mend it. | see some of the stitching isloose."

Timtrandated inmy ear: "It'sal right. He's only taking the saddle to dump in his own wagon, and then
he'sgoing to get aflex and rig the light. | say, I'm sure he was going to have the old horse put down."

"| thought so too."

"Isthisabad operation?'

"Not at al. Have you never seen thiskind of thing before?"

"No, only the usua minor things, fomentations and so on.

I'm afraid | shan't be much help, but I'll do my best if you want.”

"Herr Wagner probably knows al about it, but thanks al the same. I'd alot sooner have you than the
boy friend, anyway."

"Him?Y ou don't think heis, do you?'

| laughed. "No, only that he'd like to be. He doesn't look the type to run errands for girls otherwise. And
what ese did he come here for? Just to carry her saddle away for her? He didn't look too pleased to be
co-opted aslighting expert.”

"If it comesto that," said Tim, "he offered to titch it up for her, or something, if | got it right. His
German'salot worsethan hisEnglish.”

"Well, thereyou are," | said vaguely, then forgot about Sandor Balog. What mattered now wasthe
horse.

Once Herr Wagner had made up his mind to let me operate he was helpfulnessitsalf. The stablemen had
al gone off duty; they had the early start to face, and were getting their deep. But Herr Wagner and



Annalisastayed, and we had asurprise helper in the shape of the dwarf who was the clowns buit in the
entree. His name was Elemer and, like Sandor Baog, he was a Hungarian, being, | supposed, the
"Hungarian gentleman” who "had the advantage of only being three feet high" and who had been helping
Mr. Elliott with the stable work in the recent emergency. He certainly seemed to know where everything
was, unlike Baog, who did bring flex and tools as requested, but thereafter restricted his help to watching
the dwarf and lifting him to reach the light socket-this last with some comment in Hungarian which made
the little man flush angrily and compress hislips. And when the light wasfindly rigged, the
Sar-Attraktion retired gracefully into the shadows of the next sl to watch the performance, while the
dwarf bustled to help Annalisaand Timothy.

They had conjured up a Primus stove from somewhere, and on it had managed to bring alarge enamel
bucketful of water to the boil whilethe light was being rigged and |, with Herr Wagner watching, checked
over the contents of the dead Franzl'sinstrument case.

It held everything | could want: scalpd, knife, dressing and artery forceps, suturing materia, cotton wool
gdore. All these went into the bucket to bail, while Annalisa and Timothy went off to her wagon for
another pan for metowashiin.

In aquarter of an hour or so al wasready. The light was rigged and steady, the boiling water drained off
the sterile instruments, and | had washed up and started work.

| noticed that Herr Wagner was watching closdly. Even if he did not value the horse, he was too good a
horseman to hand over the anima to someone and then leave them unsupervised. He said nothing, but
washed up himsdf and then stood near me, obvioudy condtituting himsdlf my assgtant.

| clipped the horse'sleg and cleaned the areawith surgical spirit, then reached for the hypodermic. As
Herr Wagner put it into my hand, | caught sight of Tim'sface, taut and anxious, watching acrossthe
horse's neck. There was nothing for him to do, so he stood by the animal's head and spoke to him gently
from timeto time, but in fact the boy seemed much more disturbed by the operation than the patient, and
looked so anxious at the Sght of the needle that | gave him areassuring grin.

"I'm going to give him aloca, Tim, don't worry. Hewon't fed athing, and twenty minutes from now hell
be doing a capriole.”

"What dyou give him?"

"Procaine. It goes by some German trade name here, but that'swhat it is. That's it between the vasdline
and that brown tube |abelled Koloston. I'm going to infiltrate the procaine right round the area. Now
watch. Y ou run the needle in under the skin, near the swelling . . . There, he never blinked: and that's the
only prick hélll fedl. Then you dideit dong under the skin, likethis. . . . That'sthe one side done. Then
you put it in again, at the end of the anaesthetized bit . . . see? He doesn't fed that. . . and run it dong the
second side of your square. Thisway, you deaden the whole area. Then thethird side. . . and the last.
Now, giveit time, and when | incise the haematoma he won't fed athing.”

The beam of light shifted, sending the shadowstilting. | glanced up quickly, before | remembered that it
was the dwarf Elemer who was holding the wooden batten to which the lamp had been hooked.

"That is better now?" His deep guttura came from elbow height, and | glanced down, sdlf-conscious now
and hating mysdlf for showing it. He was in degp shadow behind the bright bulb, and | couldn't seethe
misshapen body or thetiny armsthat clutched the batten, but the light reflected on his upturned face,
which was the face made familiar by so many of the old tales that take deformity for granted, Snow
White, Rumpelstiltskin, and the rest. Only the eyes were unexpected; they were dark, theirisasdark as
the pupil, big eyes fringed with thick short lashes; eyes where thoughts could not be read but only



guessed at. Not for thefirst time reflected that the normal, let alone the privileged, have aburden of guilt
laid automaticaly on them from the cradle.

| said: "Thank you, it'sfine." In spite of mysdlf, | spoke just ashade too heartily. | saw him smile, but it
was akind smile. | turned quickly back to thejob.

"Scapd, please,” | said, and reached out awet hand. Herr Wagner put the scalpel into it. The beam of
light was steady on the haematoma. | bent forward to cut.

The cut was about four incheslong. The swelling cut as cleanly as an orange, and, as cleanly amost as
orangejuice, the serum flooded out of it and down the horse'sleg, followed duggishly by the blood,
which, in aweek, had formed asizegble, stringy clot. Y ou could dmost fed the relief asthe thing split
and the pressure was lifted. Old Piebad's ears moved, and Tim whispered something into one of them.

"Forceps,” | said.

| don't know whether Herr Wagner knew the English words, but he obvioudy knew the drill; ashe
handed me the dressing forceps | saw from the corner of my eye that he dso had the artery forceps
ready in case of any seepage from my cutting. And when | had pulled away the clotted blood with the
forceps, the cotton wool was ready to my hand without my having to spesk.

In ashort time the wound was clean. | dusted it generoudy with sterile penicillin powder and reached
slently for the suturing needle. It wasthere. Six blanket sutures, and the thing was done, and Herr
Wagner had ready the pad of dry cotton wool rolled in bandage, to put over the wound for protection.

| smiled up at Timothy, who gtill watched rather tautly across Pieba d's unmoving (and you would have
sworn indifferent) head.

| said: "That'sthat. HE's survived, and he hasn't bitten me -yet. Y ou see this pad Herr Wagner's made for
me?Wecdl that adally. | stitch it on now-"

"You stitch it on? Y ou mean you gtitch it to the horse?”
"Where ese? Only to the skin-and hewon't fed it any more than he'sfelt the rest. Watch."

| laid the dolly-the size and shape of ageneroudly filled sausage-aong the line of the stitched cut, then
knotted the nylon suturing thread in the skin to one side of it, carried the thread close acrossthe dally,
and knotted another stitch in. It took four stitches, then the dry pad lay snugly over the wound.

"Won't heworry at it and pull it off?" asked Tim.

"Not unless the wound's infected and startsto itch or hurt him, but it looked beautifully cleanto me. It's
my guess hélll never even know the dolly's there. It can come off in three or four days time. Now, there's
just his anti-tetanus shot and penicillin, and that will bethat. Pull his mane across, will you, Tim, I'll put
thisinthe neck. . . . Thereyou are, old darling, that'syou. ..." | smoothed my hand down the drooping
neck. "I think youll live."

"Yes," said Herr Wagner, behind me, "thanksto you, gnadige Frau, hewill live"

There was something in his voice that made it more than just a phrase. Timothy's eyes met mine, and his
face broke into agrin. Old Piebad rolled abig dark eye back a me and said nothing.

"You'll have some coffee now?' said Anndisa



It was not so much aquestion as an order, and | didn't protest as she led the way to her wagon. | was
suddenly very tired, and longing for the day to be over, but in the predawn chill the thought of coffee was
iresdible

Behind us, in the stable, Elemer and Herr Wagner were settling Piebald for what was | eft of the night.
Sandor Baog came with us. | gathered that it had been kind, even condescending, of an artist of his
caiber to have helped so far.

It seemed that hiskindness-or hisinterest in Anndisa- didn't impel him to anything more domestic. He
settled with me on the bench at the table in her wagon and alowed her to serve the coffee done. Timothy
did offer help, but was re-fused, and sat down beside Sandor, looking round him with frank pleasure.

The living-wagon was-just a present-very untidy, but still rather attractive. Though it wasanewish
caravan, the pattern of circuslife with its century-old traditions had modified its streamlined modernity to
giveit the authentic old gypsy wagon flavour. The stove near the door was of white enamel, and burned
bottled gas, but the lamp swinging over it looked like an old converted storm lantern, and thelittle table
was covered with a brilliant red cloth with afringe, for al theworld like agypsy's shawl. A faded striped
curtain hung over the forward doorway through which could be glimpsed the corner of atumbled bunk
covered with clothes; the light caught the edge of the blue velvet riding costume and glittered off the
jewelled handle of awhip. On ahook near one window hung the hussar's cap with dl its amethysts and
diamonds and its osprey plume which wavered and tossed alittle in the warm draught from the stove.
Between window and stove was the dressing shelf, with candles stuck to either Side of a square mirror
with a chipped corner. The candles had guttered down into big blobs of grey wax and the shelf itsalf was
smeared heavily with red and carmine and the white of powder. There was asplash of pink liquid
powder acrossthe looking glass. A wicker cage, swinging from ahook and shrouded with agreen
kerchief, completed the gypsy picture. Our voices roused the inmate to a sort of deepy croak, and |
remembered Annalisas saying something about Uncle Franzl's parrot.

"But thisisterrific, it redly id" Timothy was enthusiastic, and very wide awake till. "1t'sjust how I've
adwaysimagined it. Aren't you lucky? Gosh, fancy living in ahouse when you could have awagon, and
move on every day or so!"

Shelaughed. "I wonder if you would say the same thing at five o'clock in the morning? Sugear, Vanessa?'
"No, thank you."

"Thisisyours, Sandor. Sugar, Tim?"'

"Yes, please”

| curved my hands round the hot blue cup. The coffee was délicious, fragrant and strong, and through the
coffee scent came, seductively, another even more ddlicious-the smell of hot, freshly baked bread.
Annaisaput adish on thetable; croissants, flaky and rich, flat buns shining with sugared tops and il
steaming, fresh sweet bread with new butter melting onit.

"Gotterdammerung,” said Timothy reverently, if ingppropriatdy. "Did you meke them?'
Shelaughed. "No, no! They come from the village bakery. Lee brought them.”
Sandor looked up. "Heishere still?!

"He goes back tomorrow. Oh, you mean is he here, in the circus? No. He came down to the stables
while Vanessawas busy with the horse, but only for aminute.”



"Didhe?' | said. "l didn't seehim.”

"Hedidn't stay. He only watched for aminute, then he went to get the bread, but he wouldn't stay for
coffee ather.”

"Woas he at the show?" asked Sandor.
"l don't think so. | didn't see him. Did you?' Thisto Tim and me.
"No."

To my surprise, thisdidn't please Sandor either, but then it appeared that aLee Elliott safely anchored in
aringside seat was preferableto aLee Elliott at large backstage. . . possibly in Annalisal's wagon.

He said, with a savage intengity that seemed out of place and somehow shocking: "I don't know what he
isdoing here till. He did what he came for on Monday, then why did he not go back?"

"Because | asked himto stay.” Anndisasvoice waslight and cold. "More coffee, Vanessa?'
"Thank you. It'slovdy."

"You asked him to stay?'

"Y es. Why not? What objection have you got, Sandor Balog?'

It was obvious that, whatever his objection was, it was aviolent one. | thought for amoment that he was
going to explode into words. The black eyes glittered, the nogtrilsflared like ahorsg's, but then thefull
lipsfolded sullenly over hisanger and helooked down, tirring his coffeein slence. | found myself hoping
for Anndisas sake that her cool manner hid no warmer feding for him; he might be playing lap dog now,
but it seemed to me athin disguise for a creature much nearer to the wolf.

"Tim," said Anndisa, "have some more. Ancther croissant?"

"I'd loveit. Thank you. Persondly," said Timothy, mus-cling in on histhird bun with undiminished zed,
"I'd say Mr. Elliott had red executive sense. Thisisaterific idea, raiding abakery in the middle of the
night. | must do it some day. Will you thank him for usif you see him again?’

"We shall be gone before he gets up. Y ou may see him yoursdlf.”

"Where's he saying?'

"He deeps over the bakery; it'sthe onein the square, there's aFrau Schindler who lets aroom there.”
"Bigded," sad Tim. "I told you he was smart. | wish weld thought of that."

"Gimme abit, you greedy bastard,” said the parrot suddenly, directly over my head. | jumped, and spilled
coffee, and Anndisaand the parrot laughed heartily. The green kerchief, twitched aside by a powerful
beak, came down over my head like an extinguisher.

"Levez, levez," said the parrot, "Shake aleg, Peter, changez, hup! Get your mane hogged, you goddam
limey, you! Gib mir was! Gib mir was!"

"For Peté's sakel" said Tim. Hetore off abit of croissant. "All right, old chap, here. No, not like that, you
fool, likethat. There."



"Put your comb up,” said the parrot, accepting the bread.
"I'm not aflipping cockatoo,” said Tim.

"Don't teach him any more words, please,”" said Anndisa, laughing, "and keep your nose away from the
bars, Tim, he'saterrible bird." She was helping me to emerge from the folds of the green kerchief. "l am
sorry, heisso terrible. ... 1 do not know who had him before Uncle Franzl, but he'svery. . . what isit?....
he'sarea Weltburger, and from al theworst places!™

"A cosmopolitan,” said Tim. "Dead right, heis! That bird's been around.”
The parrot made acomment, thistime in German, that got Annalisato her fest.

"Please, we must cover him up again before heredlly starts! I'm sorry, Vanessa, did the scarf go in your
coffee? It'squite clean.”

"Let me," said Sandor Balog. He, too, waslaughing, and it transformed him. Therewas (I saw it
snkingly, because | was getting to like Anndisa) quite apowerful animal attraction there. Heand Tim
draped the cage once more, while Annaisatried to get me fresh coffee, but thistime | refused.

"We must go. Look at the time, and you people have an early sart. No, redly, it was nothing, you're
very welcome. . . ." Thisas she began once again to thank me for what | had done.

"If you come near usagain," she said eagerly, "please come to see us. We shall be leaving Audtriain two
or three days time, but we go today to Hohenwald, and after that to Zechstein. If you are near us, on
your motor tour, you will cal, will you not? If you wish to watch the show again, it will be apleasure, any
time; we will keep you the best seats. But in any case my father and | would be glad to welcome you.”

Sandor Balog rose also. "1 shall seeyou to the gate." When we protested that there was no need, he
produced adim flashlight from his pocket. "Y es, please. The ground isdl muddy where the tractors have
been, and thereis not much light. Please dlow me."

"Inthat case," | said, "thank you. Good night, Anndisa, and auf Wieder sehen.”
" Auf Wieder sehen.”

"Merde, alors," said the parrot, muffled.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The satements was interesting, but tough.

mark twain: Huckleberry Finn

"Probably just seeing us off the premises," said Timothy later, aswe waked through the deeping village
towards the Gasthof Edelweiss. The air was till and cold. A clock in the church tower struck two with a
thin, acid sweetness. A chain jingled, and adog grumbled in itsthroat somewhere. "I say, you don't redly
think there could be anything between him and Anndisa, do you? | thought he was an absolute wart."

"Not on her side, I'm sure. Anyway, you can leave our Sandor safely to Herr Wagner and the parrot.”
He chuckled. "I rather cared for the parrot. I'd like to hear him-That's odd.”
"What's odd?'



"| thought | saw someone over there. . . the other side of the square, by those trees.”
"Wdl, why not?"
"I'm sureit was Mr. Elliott."

"Wdll, why not?" | said again. "He's probably been down for some more bunsfor himsdlf, and now he's
walking off theindigestion. Come dong, Tim, I'm just about dropping.”

But tired as| was, when at length | was ready for bed | found deep far away, and mysalf restless. |
padded across the boards in my bare feet to open the long windows and went out onto the verandah to
look at the night. Next door to mine, Timothy's window was open too, but hislight was out dready. In
the distance the clock struck the half hour. Nearer a hand a soft chiming echoed it asacow stirred in her
gdl.

The night was sweet, cold and clear. The stars seemed close to the mountaintops, asif they were sharp
points of reflection off some high snow struck by the moon, and their light showed the soft dopes of
meadow and fir wood in silver monochrome and shadow. Y ou could have traced the countryside by its
scents done. Immediately bel ow the verandah the clover and mown hay; beyond it pines, and the cold
scent of running water; faint food smellsfrom the Gasthof kitchen; somewhere ahomely whiff of pig, and
the sweet amdl| of the cowswith their bells deepily ringing in the byre.

It was till and peaceful and very lovely. Anybody should be able to deep.

| padded back across boards aready faintly damp with dew and got into bed. The only covering wasa
large eidderdown, or feather puff, light and warm, but apt to expose the feet when one pulled it up under
oneschin. | curled up facing the window, tucked the puff round me as best | might, and wondered about
Lewis. ...

| don't think | was adeep, but | may have been floating into the edge of it, because the tiny noise from
outside brought me fully awake with astart. | didn't move, but strained my ears. Nothing. But | was
certain something-or someone-had moved out there.

Then the hand parted the curtains. He didn't make a sound, just did between them likeaghost. As| sat
up in bed, pulling the puff round me, he was aready turning to draw the long windows shut. They latched
with atiny click. He stood there just inside the windows, quite dtill, listening.

"All right, Mr. Elliott," | said. "I'm awake. What brings you thisway? Couldn't you find your way to
Annalisa's wagon, or was Sandor Baog standing guard?’

He came forward towards the bed. Even on the bare floors he moved without a sound, incredibly quietly,
likeacat. "l think I'mintheright place."

"What makes you think that, Mr. Lee Elliott? What makes you think that after what's been going on you
have the faintest right to come wandering in here like atomcat on the prowl and expect awelcome?’

"Ohwel, if weretaking about rights.. . ." said Lewis, Stting down on the edge of the bed and taking off
his shoes.

"And now," | said, "supposing you start? What in the world are you doing here, and what's your
connection with Anndisa?'

"How like awoman to start at thewrong end,” said Lewis. "I'll ask the questions, please. First of dl,
what are you doing here, and who isthat boy?"



"Keep your voice down, he's next door."
"I know. | looked in when | came aong the verandah. He was sound adeep.”

"Efficient, aren't you? Y ou know who heis, | told you, it's Tim Lacy. Don't you remember Carmel?I'm
sure you met her once. She gave us that horrible decanter for awedding present.”

"Ah, yes, that fair fat female, | remember. All soft and sweet, and full of icy draughts at the edges, like
this damned feather thing on the bed. Must you have dl of it, incidentally? I'm getting cold.”

"Then you'd better get your clothes on again. It would be bad enough if Tim or Frau Weber heard you
and camein, let donefinding you like that-"

"l suppose | had. A life of Snisbeastly uncomfortable,” said Lewis peacefully, Sitting up and reaching for
histrousers.

"Well, for pity's sake, can't you tell me why we're having to lead it? When | saw you standing there
tonight | nearly fainted. I'd have yelled out in another second.”

"I know. That'swhy | gave you the high Sign to say nothing. | must say you passed it off very well. Did
the boy guess?' "No, but hetold me | looked funny.” "Well, so you did. Y ou looked asif you'd seen a
ghost." "Of coursel did! It was the most unnerving thing that ever happened to me. Asamatter of fact,
for one dreadful moment, when you looked straight through me like that, | wondered if | could have been
mistaken. Lewis, those clothes, where did you get them? They were absolutely disgusting.” "Y es, weren't
they?' He sounded remarkably complacent abouit it. "Do you mean to tell me that you honestly did
wonder whether you'd made amistake or not?" "Yes, truthfully.”

"Well-damn, | can't find my sock-I hope I've convinced you now."
"Oh yes. Same old technique, sameold Lewis. It'syou dl right, I'd know that old routine anywhere.”

Hegrinned. "Wdl, so long asyou're sure .. . where the hell isthat sock? Do you think | could put the
light on for amoment?'

"No, | do not. If I'm not alowed to claim you as my husband with benefit of clergy here and now, I'm not
going to let my reputation go straight down the sink by being discovered in bed with you. I've got Tim to
think of "

"Ohyes, Tim. You still haven't told me why you're here with him. Ah, there's the sock. Go on, your
move, I'm ligening.”

"It'snot in the least important how | got here or why I'm with Tim," | said sharply, "but | should have
thought it was perfectly obviouswhat brought me here. Lewis-"

"I'll tell you my part of it later. No, my darling Van, thismatters.... | must know how you found out | was
herein Oberhausen. I'll tell you why al in good time, but you've got to tell me your end of it here and
now. Of courseit's obvious what brought you here; you knew | was here; now | want you to tell me how
you knew."

"l knew you were with the circus, and when we asked in Viennawhere it was, they said the accident had
happened in Oberhausen. We came down. We thought the circus might have aready |eft but that people
would know whereit had gone.”

He was pulling on his sweater now, athick dark affair. Ashe emerged from it he paused for amoment



and turned hishead. He said, in adtilled, listening voice:
"The newsred cameras?’

"Heavens, how on earth did you guess so quickly? Y es, Carme Lacy saw the newsred and thought she
recognized you, and she wanted someone to convoy Timothy to Vienna, so she rang me up. She
assumed I'd be joining you out here sooner or later.”

"l see. | saw the camera, but | didn't know whether 1'd got onto it or not, and of course | was hoping |
wasn't recognizable. | suppose you went to seeit yoursaf?' | nodded. "How recognizable wasit?!

"Fairly clear, I'm afraid. Doesit matter?"

Hedidn't answer that. "Fancy your seeing it. It'sone of those things." He was slent again for amoment.
"It never entered my head it could get asfar asyou. But as soon as| saw you herein Oberhausen |
redized you must have found out somehow, and that wasdl | could think of. Have you any ideaif it got
ontotdevison?'

"Not in England, I'm pretty sure. | usualy watch the news, and | haven't seenit. And I'm sureif it had
been on, and anyone had recognized you, it would have got back to me." | sat up, hugging my knees and
pulling the festher puff round me. "Lewiswhat is dl this? | got your cable from Stockholm on the
Monday. Did you send it?"

"No."

"| thought you couldn't have. And then there was the | etter; that came on Friday. | suppose that was
given to someoneto post for you?'

"YS"
"But-why Stockholm?Why not just Viennaanyway?"

"l had to have somewhere clear away from where you and | were going. It wouldn't have been easy to
stdl you off coming if it had been more or less on theway. Asit happens,” said Lewisalittle bitterly, "I'd
have done better to spare the extrafew liesif | was going to be so bloody cardless asto get mysdlf into
the news"

"And you had to gal me off?"
llYall

| said miserably: "Y ou can see what | thought when | saw the newsred!. | couldn't believe therewas
anything wrong between us, not redlly . . . but I-1'd been so unhappy, and after what we'd said to each
other that dreadful afternoon-"

"That's over. WEIl not talk about that any more." That it was over, had never even been started, had
been agreed between us some haf hour earlier.

"No, dl right. I love you very much, Lewis."

He made the kind of noise ahusband considers sufficient answer to that remark-a sort of comforting
grunt-then reached across to the pocket of hisjacket whereit hung over the chair, for cigarette and
lighter, and lay down again beside me on the single bed.

"There. Decent enough for you? No, keep that beastly puff thing; wrap it round you, Swestie, I'm warm



enough now. . . . | see. You saw this newsred thing, worked it out that | was herein Austriawhen I'd
told you | was going to Stockholm; thought, presumably, that | might have been sent from Stockholm to
Austriaon business; but when you got the note alegedly written from Stockholm on the day you knew |
was near Graz, you decided you'd come to see what it was dl about. That it?"

"Moreor less. | think inasglly sort of way it was CarmelLacy asking meto travel with Tim that reglly
made me decide to come. It seemed to-well, tofit in so. It was asif | was being pushed to Audtria, asif |
was sort of meant to come. Besides, | had to know what you were up to. It was obvious there was
something.”

"And what did you think | was up to?"
"I didn't know. When | saw the girl-Annalisa-she was on the film too, you know-"

"Wasshe? Yes, | see" He sounded rather pleased than otherwise. He blew asmoke ring which
feathered up, ghostly in thefrail light that showed through the gap in the window curtains. "Don't you trust
me, then?'

"No."
"Fair enough,” he said mildly, and a second smoke ring went through the firg.
| shot up beside him. "Lewis!"

"Keep your voice down, for pity's sake." He reached alazy arm and pulled me down closeto him. "You
can, asamatter of fact. | thought I'd just given you the best of reasons why you should.”

"Or why | shouldn'."

"Depending on the point of view? There's something in that." He sounded no more than placidly amused.
"Liedill, girl, and don't be unrestful. We haven't much time, and | want to hear the rest.”

| obeyed him. "All right. And don't forget theres quite alot that | want to hear aswell.” | told him, as
quickly as| could, dl that had happened. "After you'd left usthis evening with Anndisa, | didn't know
whether to tell Timothy the truth or not, but | thought 1'd better wait until I'd talked to you, so | pretended
I'd made amistake. Y 6u'd given me a hint you'd be seeing me soon, so | haf expected you at the circus.”

"| came down later. | watched you operating.”
"I know you did. My spiesare everywhere." | felt him laugh quietly to himsdlf. "What's the joke?"
"Nothing. | takeit you got the buns?'

"Y es, thank you very much. Y ou've alifdong admirer in Timothy; he thinks you show real executive
sense. Why didn't you stay? Y ou must have known | was looking round cornersfor you.”

"| thought I'd keep out of your way till we could talk alone. Anyway, | was afraid of putting you off. Y ou
do anicejob, Mrs. March."

"Poor old Piebald, Herr Wagner was going to put him down, | think. He was Franzl's, and he's pretty
well usdess. However, héll beadl right now, and officidly, | gather, hes Anndisas, and I've afeding
shell let him end hisdaysin peace for her uncle's sake. Incidentaly, | warn you, you're about to |ose her
to Timothy."

"WEell, | hope he can shoot straight,” said Lewis. "Half therodeo act and dl the clownsarein love with



her, not to mention that Balog character, and the dwarf. And if you say ‘Areyou? | shal doyou a
violence"

"Areyou?'

Hetightened hisarm round me, and | snuggled my cheek close into the crook of his shoulder, against the
rough sweseter. There was along, comfortable silence. | heard the tiny hiss of tobacco as he drew on the
cigarette and the fire ate dong the tube.

"Asamatter of fact," | said, muffled, "I don't care any morewhy you're here. You're here, that'sal.
Darling Lewis. The only thing is, mayn't | stay with you? Can we have our holiday now, soon, here?
Whatever it isyou were doing, have you finished it?"

"Almost. Once I've reported back to Vienna, that's probably it."
"Y ou're going there tomorrow?"
"Today. Yes"

"| gather you'd rather go alone. Then if | wait for you here-no, not here, somewhere where you can be
Lewis March-could you come back when you've made your report, and we could have our holiday
together asfrom then?'

"It's possible. What about the boy?"

"Anndisacan havehim,” | said deepily. "Fair exchange. Lewis, you're not lying on this clean bed with
those ghastly trousers on, are you?"

"Good heavens, no. Those were the ones | wore for mucking out the stables.”
"They looked likeit." | chuckled. "Did you redly groom the horses?

"I did. Did I tell you one of those damned yellow ones bit me? Thethings | do for England ... | should get
both danger money and dirt money thistime.”

Therewasadlence.

"Well, | supposeit'smy turn now. Listen, Van, my dear, | ought not to tell you even now, but asthings
are, | think I've got to, and in any case | know by thistime | can trust you with anything I've got and"-1
heard the smile-"I'm quitting, anyway. Besides, I've been thinking, and I've afedling I'll want your help.”
He stretched the other arm and stabbed out his cigarette in the ash tray on the bedside table. Then he put
the hand behind his head. "Now, we haven't much time, because we must both get some deep. I'll make
it fast, and give you only the bare facts. Y ou'll be able to supply the detailsfor yourself, once you know
the score. All thistangle about Stockholm, the cable, the letter, the Lee Elliott nonsense, the lies-youlll
seewhy, when I'vetold you therest.. .."

He paused, then went on softly, his eyes on the celling, where the dark beams were swvimming faintly into
thefird light of dawn:

"What | told you earlier this evening about my job in Oberhausen wastrue, asfar asit went. Paul Denver
and | worked for the same employer, and | was on my way down here to meet him when thefire
happened, and he died. | got into Oberhausen in the smal hours of Monday morning. | knew Denver
was in touch with the circus, and as soon as | got to the village | saw thefirein the circusfield and went
graight in. When | didn't see Paul, and people were shouting about there being a second manin the



wagon, | guessed who it was."
"Anndisasaid you just came running out of the dark and helped them.”
"Y es. When we got him out he was dead. Franz Wagner was il dive."

Hewas slent for amoment. "So much wastrue. Now for therest. Hereit is. My jobat PE.C.isa
perfectly genuine one, but | aso do other jobsfrom time to time for another employer, sometimes under
other names. Thiswas one of them. Some of my trips abroad are for my-well, call it my secondary job.
P.E.C. don't know, of course, and | won't tel you how thetrips are fixed; nor will | tell you the name of
my own Department . . . but take it from me, in the sales department of P.E.C. there's so much coming
and going that al things seem to be possible.” | heard the even, soft voice dter ashe smiled. "There you
haveit, in al its Szzling drama. Some of my jobs-the ones I've refused to take you on -have been what
you'd cal cloak-and-dagger assgnments.”

"Cloak-and-dagger? Y ou mean Secret Service? Lewis!” | struggled to takeit in. 'Y ou mean youre a-an
agent? A ... spy?’

Helaughed. "Take your pick of titles. We're not choosey."
"Lewis, it's-| can't believe-you?"

"Asever was. I'm sorry if it'sawild disllusonment.” He turned his head sharply. "Why, darling, you're
shivering! Honey, it's not dangerous. . . . Wedon't all go roaring off in specia Aston Martins loaded
down with guns and suicide pillssmore likely abowler hat and abrief case and maybe aroll of notes for
bribing some snotty little informer. Good God, you've seen how dangerous this job is-grooming horses.”

" "Thethingsyou do for England.""
"Exactly that. And dl that's happened is| got bitten by apalomino gallion.”
"And Paul Denver died.”

"And Paul Denver died.” The amileleft hisvoice. "Yes, | know what you're thinking, but therésno
evidencethat it's anything but an accident. Heaven knows the police have kept the circus standing long
enough, while they went over everything with afine tooth comb. Franz Wagner had had asmdl fire break
out in hiswagon once before-and he was adrunk. Mind you, that made him the person for Paul, to get
next to, if there was information to be got: another thing, | couldn't see Paul getting equally so sozzled that
afire could break out round him. But the reason for that wasn't far to seek. He'd had a crack on the
head. Which iswhy, with my nasty suspicious nature, |'ve spent so long trying to find some shred of
evidence that would make it something other than an accident. But | can't. On the other hand, there was
evidence that the hook holding the oil lamp had broken and the lamp had falen, and it seemsit could
have knocked Paul silly for long enough to burn him to desth, while old Franz, who was merely very
drunk, survived long enough-he was farther away from the source of fire-to be pulled out. He was able
to speak-just. Oneimaginesthat if thered been 'foul play' hed have tried to say something about it, but
hedidn't." "I hadn't realized he was coherent.”

"He was conscious, but | wouldn't say coherent, poor old chap. The shock had knocked the drink out of
him, but he wasin pain, and besides, there was aterrible flap going on, with men trying to get the horses
out of the stable lines just beside where he was lying, and he could talk about nothing else but the horses
and dl the gear inthe sable.. . . Therewas abit of wind, and a one time they were afraid the stables
might catch fire. Wetried to question him, but al he would do was rave on and on about the horses-the
Lipizzaner, mostly-and some precious saddle or other from Naples that he seemed to set store by."



"That wasd|?"

"Asfar aswe could make out. Wetried to tell him the horses were safe-the white stallion was out first of
al, asamatter of fact-but | don't know if it got through to him. He was il talking about him-the
Lipizzaner-when hedied." He paused for amoment. "It was Anndisahewastrying to tak to. ... Shewas
theredl thetime. It'sfairly distressing to watch anyone die of burns, Van. Afterwards, when the police
descended on them, and her father had to leave her . . "

| knew he was trying to explain, without seeming to explain, the gpparent swiftness of intimacy between
himsdf and thegirl. | said: "It'sdl right, | understand. Y ou're a comforting person to have around.
Couldn't she make out what Franzl was saying, then?"

"Not redlly. She saysthat none of the harnessisitaian, it'sall Austrian made, and theré's nothing of any
vaue, asfar assheknows. It al seemed to mean nothing. So there's your mystery. Whatever Franzl had
on hismind, it wasn't murder. Paul's death |ooks like one of those damned accidents that can cut right
acrossthe best-laid plans. If 1'd got here acouple of hours earlier | might have located himin timeto stop
whatever happened, and to hear what he had to tell me.”

"Y ou say you were aready on your way to meet him. Y ou'd been sent to get some information from
him?'

"Y es. What seems to have happened isthis: Denver's been in Czechodovakia, and he came out afew
daysago. He put in hisreport a Vienna Station-that's what we call our clearinghouse for eastern
Europe-and then he went on leave herein Audtria. Asfar as anyone knew, | gather, he wasjust doing as
he said, and taking a holiday. All right. Next thing, the Department got a message-coded cable-asking for
me to go out immediately, me and no one else. He had made contact with the Circus Wagner, and | was
to pick him up there as Lee Elliott (1'd worked with him under that name before). Well, what Paul asked
for heusualy got, so | came. Therest you know."

"And you've no ideawhy he sent for you?"

"The only clue | haveisthe contact hed made with the circus-that, and the fact that heindgsted on its
being | who joined him. Y ou see, the circusis crossing into Y ugodaviain two days time, and Paul and |
had worked there together before. | speak pretty good Serbo-Croat. Now, Paul's cover and Lee
Elliott's are quite good enough to get across the border without burying ourselvesin acircus, so | can
only imagine that Paul had got himself into the circus because whatever he had found, and was following
up, is centered there."

"Something or someone who hasn't got good cover, trying to get over the border?”

"That's the obvious conclusion. A circusis one group of people that tends to have the freedom of
frontiers, even of Iron Curtain ones, but among | that crowd of men and goodsand animals. . . Well,
without alead, it's hopeless. I've hung around and made mysdlf useful, and fraternized madly -and I've
found nathing."

"And that's your report? Just negetive?'
"A nice useful negative. A olendid last assgnment.”

"Will they leaveit at that? | mean, isthere any chance they'd want you to stick with it-to crossthe
border?’

Hedtirred. "1 don't think they'll send me, no. But . . . well, | can't think why else Paul insisted onthe'Lee



Elliott' stuff if he hadn't expected to go back there.” His hand moved to ruffle my hair. "Don't cross
bridges, darling, it may not be necessary. But if it were, the only risk would be another bite from that
perishing yellow gdlion.”

| said: "What youretrying to tell meis, you might go for your own persond satisfaction?”

Hesaid dowly: "If you put it like that, yes. | don't see that the Department will want meto take it further,
asthingsare; but.. ." He hesitated for thefirgt time. "My own satisfaction, yes, cdl it that. It isn't ahunch:

| don't ride hunches. But | knew Denver, and if he had something to tell me, it's probable that it mattered.
You'l haveto forgive him. He had no ideathat | was going on leave or that | was quitting. I'm sorry.”

"Dont. Welve had dl that. I'm not saying any of thosethings again. If it matters, it matters. The only thing
is, I'll cometoo, thistime. No, don't laugh a me, | mean it. If you're going under your own steam, there's
no reason why | shouldn't, and | may even be able to help. I've got as good a connection with the circus

asyou have-I'm vet-in-chief, and I've been invited in any time like. Besides, I've got apatient | haveto

seeto.”

"Entendu. Have you aso got avisa?'
"NO_"

"Well, then.. . . No, I'm not laughing you off; | told you | want your help, and | do want you to do just
what you've said-stick with the circustill it leaves. Listen to me. I've got to go back to Viennain the
morning, and in any case my reasonsfor sticking around the circus are wearing abit thin and will hardly
survive the pulldown, |et alone the move across the border. But by the sheerest luck you're here, and
you've got this cast-iron-and totally innocent-connection with them. They've got two more nightsin this
country, at Hohenwald, then Zechstein, then the border. Now, if you and Timothy should just happen to
be travelling much the sameroute asthat . . . and if you happened to take such akeen professional
interest in your old piebald patient that you felt you must look in onthem again . .. That'sdl, don't ask
any specific questions, just look and listen. Get in backstage, talk to people, move around, and keep
your eyes open. | told you | don't ride hunches, but | can fed it in my bones, there's something up. . . .
The point isthat whatever'swrong, whoever'swrong, they'll relax once they'rerid of Denver'sfriend and
colleague-me. And if they do relax, you may see or hear something.”

"Andif we do?'

"Do nothing. Understand? Do nothing. Wait for me."
"You'll come back soon?'

"Y es. Possibly tonight. Certainly by Tuesday night.”
"Wheat sort of thing, Lewis?'

"God knows, | don't. Anything that's out of pattern. There may be nothing; but Denver asked for me, and
Denver was heading for the border, and Denver died. . . . You've got it clear? | don't want you to do
anything, and certainly to takenorisksat dl. All you haveto do isforget | was here, forget this
conversation, and stay with thecircus until | get in touch with you again. All right?"

"All right. And you needn't keep reassuring me, I'm not abit nervous, just happy.” | moved my cheek
against the sweater. "Y ou did say 'by the sheerest luck,’ didn't you?"

"That you were here?| did."



"Hush aminute, | think | heard Tim move." From next door came the heavy cresk of the bed as Timothy
presumably roused and turned over. Welay ill, clasped closdy. After awhile there was silence again.

Hesaid very softly: "I ought to go. Damn."
"What about Timothy?'

"Leaveit for the moment. What he doesn't know won't hurt him. Thetroubleisthisbloody dias. ... If you
know his people, hell find out who | am in any case, sooner or later, so well haveto tell him. We can
cook up some story for him- aspecid investigation for P.E.C. involving an insurance clam; something
likethat. I'll haveto think. He may even decide for himsdlf that |'ve some connection with the police, and
that won't matter; it'll help to keep his mouth shut. Hes dl right, isn't he?!

"I'd trust him further than | can see.”

"Fair enough, aslong aswe don't trust him with anythingwe haven't aright to. When | get back I'll talk to
him. I'll reglly haveto go." He sat up. "Now, fina arrangements. Tomorrow, or rather today, you'l be at
Hohenwald. Y ou'd better keep in touch. Try to ring sometime during the evening. The number's Vienna
3214 60. | won't writeit down, | want you to remember it. Got it?"

"] think s0. Vienna 32 14 60. And do | ask for Mr. Elliott?"

"Yes, please. If I'm not there someone ese will answer. I'll tell them to expect your call. The next night
you'l be at Zechgtein, that's the take-off point for the border. I'll join you there. Theré'sahotel acouple
of miles north of the village, anew one; it'sthe old castle, and they've converted it, and | believeit's
rather afascinating place. Try and get roomsthere, anyway. It'safair distance out of thevillage, so that if
| do come and join you there | won't be seen and identified by haf the parish. Have you enough money?"

"For the time being, anyway. Will this castle place be very expensve?'

"Probably. Never mind, I'll seeif | can put you on the expense account! Book double, will you, in casel
canjoinyou asMr. March. Now | redlly must go.”

"l suppose you must. Oh, Lewis, it's beastly cold without you.”
"Isit, swestie? Tuck that thing around you tighter, then, and go to deep.”
"I never fet lesslike deep. I'll seeyou out."

| swung my feet out of bed, reached for my dressing gown, and folded it round me. He had shrugged
himsdlf into his jacket and was Sitting down pulling on his shoes. They were, | noticed, rubber-soled
plimsolls

| dropped akisslightly on his hair. Y ou're too darned good at this, Casanova. Do you suppose you can
get back into your own place without being seen and heard?!

"I'll try. In any case Frau Schindler will only think I've been helping the circus pulldown.”

| unlatched the windows and pushed them very quietly open. The cold scents of the dawn camein asthe
garlight shivered and dackened towards morning. The breeze was rustling the grasses.

Lewiswent past me like ashadow and paused at the verandah rail. When he turned back, | went out.

He said softly: "The breezell help. Nobody'll hear me go." He kissed me. "Y our reputation's safe alittle
longer, Mrs. Prim.”



| took him by the lapels of hisjacket and held on to them rather tightly. "Take care of yourself. Please
take care of yoursdf."

"Why, wha'sthis?'
"l don't know. Just afeding. Take care.”
"Don't worry, I'll do that. Now get yoursdlf to bed, and go to deep.”

And suddenly | wasaone. | thought | heard, over the rustling of the grass, a deeper rustling, and then it
was gone.

| turned back from the verandah rail, to see Timothy, in his pgamas, standing at the open window of his
room, staring at me.

For amoment everything stopped; the breeze, the sounds of the night, the blood and bresath in my body:
for onelong pulse of silence | could neither speak nor move.

He made no movement either, but, though | knew that Lewis had made no sound, | knew aso that
Timothy had seen him.

| suppose we stared at one another for afull half minute. It seemed like ayear. He had not to be told yet;
| had had my ingtructions; and at the unthinking level of fear which had prompted my last exchange with
Lewis, | knew that they might matter. There was only one thing to do; assume that Timothy had seen
nothing, and hope that he wouldn't dare broach the subject without my giving him aleed.

| said: "Hullo, couldn't you deep?’

He came dowly out through the long windows until he was only a couple of feet away. In the growing
light I could see him clearly. There was nothing in hisface that one could put anameto, no curiosity, or
embarrassment, or even surprise. His features had been schooled to a most complete indifference. He
was going to play it exactly as| could have wished.

| think it was hisvery lack of expression that decided me. Boys of seventeen ought not to be able to look
likethat. Whatever Carme and Graham Lacy had done between them to Timothy, | wasn't going to be
respons ble for adding another layer to that forcible sophidtication.

And nothing would serve but the truth. It was emphatically not the time to ask, with exasperated
affection, what he thought | could possibly have been getting up to with Lee Elliott after haf an hour's
acquaintance. He had seen the kiss, after dl. Besides, as soon asthefirst impact had worn off, he would
certainly put two and two together and arrive at the truth. He might aswell have it now, and from me.
Lewiswould haveto forgive me; but if Timothy could be trusted later, he could be trusted now.

| took in my breath and leaned back againgt therail.

"Wdll, it'safair cop,” | said lightly. "Now | suppose I'll haveto confess| lied to you about our Mr.
Elliott."

"Liedto me?'
"Afraid so. Y ou remember | told you he was my husband's double?!

"Yes, of course." Hisface had changed, emerging somehow from that presel ected expression of
indifference. | suppose hislightning conclusion was the obvious one, but somehow the relief and pleasure



on hisface made it acompliment. Y ou mean it was your husband, himself?'Y ou mean that chap
Elliott-your hushand was actudly here dl thetime? The newsred wasright?'

"Just that. Assoon as| saw him | redized he didn't want to be made known-and then Annalisasaid, 'This
isLeeHlliott, so | just shut up and said nothing.”

"In disguise? Redlly? Gosh!" The old familiar Timothy was back; even in the cool haf-light | could seethe
sparkle of excitement. "l said he was mysterious, didn't 1? No wonder you were punch-drunk tonight and
wouldn't make plans about cables to Stockholm!™ He took a breath. "But why? Was there something
wrong about the fire, then, after al?"

"Don't ask mewhy, hedidn't explain, only that there's something involved that hisfirm doesn't want to be
made public, so for the moment well have to keep hissecret.” | gavealittlelaugh. "Thisll be agreat
blow to his pride; he was so sure nobody'd heard him."

"Asamatter of fact | didn't hear him. I'd woken up and couldn't go to deep again straight away, and |
felt abit hot under that eilderdown affair, so | just came over to open the window wider." He added
naively: "Asamatter of fact | got abit of afright. | wondered what in the world he was doing snooping
around here. | wasjust going to tackle him, and seeif you were dl right, when you came out of the
window."

"And you redized it had been areasonably friendly visit." | laughed. "Wdll, thanksfor looking after me.
Now you know al, asthey say. ... At any rate you know asmuch as| do, but keep it dark, theresa
dear. I'm not supposed to have told you who he was."

"Okay. Good night."

"Good night."

And | went back to my cold bed.

CHAPTER NINE

Sometimes hetrots, asif hetold the steps

With gentle mgjesty and modest pride:

Anon he rears upright, curvets and legps,

Aswho should say "L o, thusmy strengthistried.”
Shakespeare: Venus and Adonis

Next morning it was with a sense dmost of shock that, as the car approached the other end of the village,
| saw in place of the bustle and the big top of the circus merely an empty field. There wasthe trampled
circle, with the remains of sawdust and tanbark strewn where the ring had stood. Wisps of blowing straw
were all that wereleft of the warm stable where the horses had dept, and where | had operated last

night.

Tim stopped the car at the gate of thefield.
"It'sfunny, isnt it? Likeafield full of ghosts™

"l wasjust thinking that. It looks quite incredibly deserted, asif Aladdin or someone had rubbed alamp
and the whole thing had been spirited away. . . . Likethe end of astory.” | looked towards the corner of



the field where the blackened grass and afew charred sticks indicated the scene of thetragedy. "And a
sad story, too. | wonder if they were glad to get away? What did you stop for?' For he was getting out
of thecar.

"| thought 1'd get something to eat on theway. | won't belong-that is, unlessyou'd like to come back
with me, and maybe have a cup of coffee at the Konditorei ?"

"Il come."

The smdll of fresh baking from the little bakery-cum-cafe was enough to snare anybody, and it would
have been too much to expect Tim to passit without avist. Thelittle window on the shady side of the
morning square wasfilled with fragrant stacks of breads and excitingly foreign confections. Timothy gave
them hisearnest congderation, while | waited, trying not to look asif dl my attention was fixed on the
sde door, where anotice saying Zimmer frei might indicate that the visitor had areedy |eft.

"Vanessa, do look at the names of these things! Aren't they marvellous? Sandgugelhupf . . . isn't that
smashing? How about anice Sandgugel hupf each? Or a Polsterzipf? Oh, ook, it can't redlly be called
a Spitzbub, can it?’

"l don't seewhy not, anything seems possiblein thislanguage. Schokoladegugel hupf? Oh, and | do
rather carefor the Schnittbrot.”

"| think that only means diced bread,” said Timothy. "It isamarvellous language, isn't it?"

"I'm going to dtart learning it, asfrom today," | said. "I wish there was a shop where | could get abook,
but there won't be one here, and we're not going through Bruck ether, today. Have you got one?’

"Only aphrase book, but you can borrow it if you like. It's quite agood one, asthey go. . . . Don't you
just adore phrase books? The things they imagine one might want to say . . . they'redmost asgood as
one's Greek grammar at school. | remember one of the first sentences | had to put into Greek was 'She
carried the bonesin the basket.' I'm gtill wondering whose bones, and why."

"Well, there you are, it's stuck in your memory al thistime, which iswhat | suppose schoolbooks are
meant to do.

I'll bet you remember that bit of Greek better than any other you did."

"Asamatter of fact it'sabout the only bit | do remember, and just think how useful. The best thing I've
come across so far in my German phrase book isin the section for 'Air Travel." 'Will you please open the
windows seemsto me afunny thing to say to anyone on aplane, somehow."

"Not serioudy? Y ou must be kidding. Isit redlly in the book?'
"Yes, honedtly.”

"Well, if dl the phrases are as useful asthat-"

"Good morning,” said Lewis, just behind us.

He wasn't wearing the plimsolls this morning, but he had gtill moved very quietly. If it was gettingto bea
habit, | thought, it was ahabit he could just get out of again. | didn't want to die of heart failure.

| said, "Good morning,” alittle breathlesdy, wondering as | spokeif | should tell him straight away that
Timothy knew, but Timothy was aready greeting him with aplomb amost as professona as hisown, and



then it was somehow too late.

Timothy said: "Oh, hullo, Mr. Elliott, good morning. Y ou haven't gone yet? | wondered if you'd have left
whenthecircusdid."

"Too early for me. Thelast wagons were dueto go at about five, | think. | didn't hear them.”

"Y ou must be avery sound deeper,” said Timothy cheerfully. "1 imagined thered be alot of coming and
going in the village during the night, but perhapsit doesn't disturb you?"

"Thank you," said Lewis, "no. | had an excdlent night; far better than | had expected.”

"Tim," | said quickly, perhaps even sharply, "you'd better choose what you want in the way of buns and
go in and buy them. Weredly ought to be setting off."

"Okay," said Tim amiably, and vanished through the shop doorway.

"Honours about even,” | said, "but will you please not score your points across my marriage bed? That
boy knows, Lewis."

"Doeshe?' | wasrdlieved to seethat he looked, after the first frowning moment, no more than amused.
"Thelittle so-and-so, does he indeed?’

"I had to tdll him. He saw you leaving last night.”

"I must bedipping.”

"No, it was pure accident. But | had to tell him.”

"| suppose so. Don't worry. How much does he know?"

"Only who you are. He thinksiit's some mysterious business mission for P.E.C. May | tell him you asked
me to keep in touch with the circus?’

"l don't seewhy not. Tdl him the firm may want more details about Denver's death, and | may haveto
come back, so meantime I've asked you to stick around. That's nothing but the truth, after al. Y ou can
refer any other questionsto me.”

"I doubt if helll ask them. Tim'sal right." It was ameasure of what had happened in the last two days that
| knew that the phrase-and dl it implied-wastrue. "When do you go?'

"I'm on my way now. You dl right?'

"Fine. We'rejust setting off for Hohenwad, but Tim was afraid of starving on the way. Have you got a
car here?'

He nodded to one which stood under the trees nearby, a shabby fawn-coloured Volvo which
neverthelesslooked powerful. He was decently dressed this morning, | noticed, though till not
recognizably Lewis March, my husband. Thiswas till the anonymous and professonaly insgnificant Lee
Elliott. | could see now that hisvery ability to melt into gpparent insignificance was one of thetools of his
trade, but nothing, | thought, could take from Lewis the precision and grace of movement which spoke
adways of strength and sdlf-command, and could sometimes-when he allowed it-give him elegance.

Helifted hishead, narrowing his eyes against the morning sun. "What's the boy stocking up with food
for?You haven't agreat way to go . . ." And then, very softly: "Stop looking at melike that, for



goodness sake, my dear girl. You look asif you were bringing me gold and frankincense.”

"And why not? | has my rightstoo, Mr. M." | added doud: 'Exactly how far is Hohenwald, anyway?
How far doesacircusnormaly goin aday?"

"About thirty or forty miles. It'sroughly fifty kilometersto Hohenwald; you should have alovely run. The
gradients aren't bad, and there's some beautiful country. Have lunch at Lindenbaum, and take your time.”

When Timothy emerged from the shop with hisarmsdarmingly full of packages, Mr. Elliott was giving
me directions for a pleasant day's drive, with amap drawn on the back of an old envelope. | noticed that
the envel ope was addressed to "L ee Elliott, Esq., % Kakenbrunner Fertilizer Company, Meerstrasse,
Vienna"

"Wel," | said, "well go. Have agood journey.”

"Andyou," said Lewis. "Enjoy yoursaves. . . . Auf Wiedersehen, then, and remember meto Anndisa.”
Aswe drove off, Timothy shot asdeways glance a me. "Wasthat just acrack?'

| laughed. "No. In any case, you're afine oneto talk about making cracks. | may tell you, Lewisknows."
Helooked startled, then grinned, "Oh, you just told him?Y ou mean he knows | know?"

"Yes, and leaveit at that, will you, before | get muddied. All isnow intheclear . . . and thank goodness
wecantak."

Thiswasthefirst chance we had had of private conversation since our daybreak meeting on the
verandah. Breskfast had been amore or less public function in the Gasthof, with Timothy's devoted
walitress watching our every move, but now, aswe left the village behind us, we had not only the road but
the whole countryside, seemingly, to ourselves.

Theroad was, as Lewis had promised, idyllic. The morning sun cast long, fresh blue shadows, and the
hedges were thick, and full of honeysuckle and white convolvulus. A haycart had been that way, and the
wisps of hay were hanging golden from the hedge in the ill morning.

| began to explain to Timothy what Lewis had asked meto do, indicating merely that Lewisand hisfirm
were not satisfied with the verdict of "accident” on Paul Denver and were ill curiousto know what
connection-if any-the latter had had with the circus people, and if he could have incurred any enmities
which might have led directly to his desath.

"All hewantsmeto do,” | said at length, "is keep in touch with the circus, as veterinary surgeon if they
need me, or just asafriend. He's very emphatic that no questions are to be asked or detective work
done. . . therésno room for your Archie Goodwin act, Timothy. In fact | don't know whether you want
to stay in on thisor not? It chimesin exactly with what I'd like to do mysalf-1 mean, if | can'tjoin Lewis
sraight away, then I'm quite happy to stooge around heretill he comes back, and maybe be of a bit of
help to him at the sametime. And | do want to keep an eye on the old horse. But if you'd rather cut loose
here and now, and go to Piber-"

"No, not abit. Gosh, no, I'd loveto tay, if you'd have me. ..."

His protestations were dmost violently convincing, and only faded into sllence when we caught up with
the haycart. Thiswas enormous, and topheavily laden, creaking aong on its wooden whedl's behind two
plodding sorrel horses. The road was narrow, overhung with high hedges, and with ditchesto either side.



"If you're sure you could do with me?" finished Timothy, aswe negotiated the haycart with three
centimetersto spare on either side, and buzzed happily on up the next incline.

"I'm beginning to think | can't do without you," | said.
"That settlesit then. Hohenwald it is."

Thevillage of Hohenwald was much smaler than Oberhausen. It lay amile or so behind themain road, in
apretty hanging valey, and waslittle more than a cluster of houses grouped round its church whose
tower rose, crowned with abell of grey-green shingles, above splayed roofs and gables of red tile. An
arched stone bridge spanned anarrow mountain river and led what traffic it could into the cobbled
square. To south and west the land fell away in smiling orchards and fields of corn, some of them cut,
golden among the greens; while to north and east the mountainslifted their stepped ramparts of pine
forests. The verges of the gravel road were white with dust.

The sense of loss we had felt in leaving Oberhausen was cancelled here, even before we reached the
village, by the sight of the now familiar posters wrapped round trees and gateposts, and then by the
CircusWagner itsdlf, settled in afield beside theriver. 1t seemed odd to see, in this completely different
Setting, the same tents and wagons and big top, the whole build-up of the circus so exactly the same. It
wasindeed asif some genie's hand had picked it up complete and set it down again here, some thirty
milesaway.

It was midafternoon when we arrived, and the first performance would not start till five, but aready
children were crowding in anoisy and excited mob round the gate of thefield. | saw the dwarf, Elemer,
gtting on the gate and talking to the children, and making them laugh. He looked up and saw us asthe car
went by, and smiled and lifted his small hand in awave of welcome. So the newswould go before us.

There was some coming and going of touristsin the village, but for dl that we got beds easily enough a
another small and scrupuloudly clean Gasthof beside the church. Shortly after four we walked back to the
crcusfied.

Aswe passed the big top | paused and looked inside.

The grass was fresh, the ring strewn with fresh sawdust, and on the platforms that crowned the enormous
king poles, eectricians were busy putting the last touches to the wiring. Thetop itsdlf, with itsfloating
spaces, looked different, lit now from above with the curioudy unredl diffused light of sunshine through
canvas. The whole space echoed to the sound of hammering and shouting as the tent men put up the last
of the wooden tiers of scaffolding and arranged the benches on them. Someone on ahigh ladder was
hanging the rear curtainsin place, the crimson drapes through which the horses would come. A couple of
clowns, dready in costume but without their makeup, stood taking very serioudy in the center aide.

In spite of the differences, it was hauntingly the same aslast night, and though at the moment thiswas only
atent enclosng andien air, | got the strongest fedling that it was full and echoing with the hundreds of
past performances, the music of past songs and dances and laughter.

Aswe emerged again into the sunlight and | saw the strange gate, the Strange village, the strange
bell-shaped roof of the church tower against its backdrop of pines, | found mysdlf experiencing asudden
sharp sense of losswhich | hadn't felt that morning-to redlize that Lewiswas not here. He was possibly
dready in Vienna. Last night's episode might have been adream, gone to join the flickering unredlity of
that dmost forgotten newsred.

Annalisawas expecting us and, to my relief, seemed pleased that we had come, and very eager that |
should take another look at the piebald horse.



"But of courseyou arewelcome! | wish | could ask you both in now, but | am dressing, asyou see.” Al
we had in fact seen of her so far was aface peering past the curtain that hung over the doorway of her
deegping wagon. In spite of her welcoming smile and obvioudly redl pleasure, | thought she looked
pale-the gaiety and sparkle had gone. | wondered if she had had any deep at dl last night. "But you will
come afterwards again and have coffee? Y ou'll go to the performance, yes?'

"Timothy's going to see the show again, and if | know him, helll seeyour act twice" | said, "but | don't
think I will, thank you. I'll just go round to the stables. How's the patient?”

"Better, much better. Hes adifferent horse aready. He hardly limpsat dl, just alittle, asif hewas iff . .
.notared limpat al."

"Wecdl it 'going short,' " | sad. "Ishe egting?’
"Not much . . . but heredlly doeslook better. | am so grateful to you."
"Think nothing of it. | tekeit you'll keep him now?"

| smiled as | spoke, and she responded, but (I thought) with arather wintry charm, and said merely:
"Then | shal seeyou later? Also gut! If you want to come in here and use my wagon, please do so, it's
never shut. Comein and make coffeeif you want it, anything. Just what you wish." The smile again, better
thistime, and the head vanished.

"Shelookstired,” | said. "1 hope she manages her act al right. Wedll, seeyou later, Tim."

The stables, too, were uncannily the same. There was the same smell, the same rows of horses rumps
and idly swishing tails, but the sun was white on the canvas, and the air of deepy peace was gone. The
liberty horses were being prepared for the show. The rugs had been stripped off them, and their skins
gleamed in the light. Half adozen were dready wearing their harness. Men hurried to and fro carrying
rugs, surcingles, plumed bridles. The Shetland ponies, some of them getting excited, were beginning to
fuss, nibbling one another's necks and switching their long tails. The Lipizzan sdlion in hisstal near the
door stood placidly, head down, ears relaxed, taking no notice of the fussand bustle. It was difficult to
redize tha inlessthan an hour'stime he would be in the ring, magnificent in the spatlights, clothed with
gold and jewds and flying through the air. Here in his dim corner he looked ancient and heavy with
wisdom, and as earthbound as a horse of white stone.

Opposite him the piebad stood with drooping head, but as| approached his eye rolled back and he
moved an ear in gregting. What | had taken to be aboy was hunched in the next stall, busy over apiece
of harness, but when he spoke | redlized that it was the dwarf Elemer.

"So you are back to see the suffering one.” | don't know where the dwarf had learnt his English; it was
guttural and stilted, but the vowels were cultured. His voice was degp and pleasant.

"Yes. Helooksalot better."
"He has eaten alittle. Not enough. But hewill mend. .. ."
| went into the stdl to look at the horse. "So Annadlisawas saying."

... Forwhat itisworth," the dwarf said. Helifted the jewelled saddle off its trestle and began to hump it
rather painfully acrossto thewhite stdlion'sstdl. It dmost hid him from sight, and the girth wastrailing,
but | thought | knew better than to offer help.

| turned my attention to the horse. The dolly was till in place, the swelling had vanished, and he accepted



my hands without wincing. | moved him back apacein hisstal and saw that he was putting the leg to the
ground with more confidence dready. The coat gill stared, but his eye was brighter and his generd
countenance very much better than last night.

| straightened up. " "For what it isworth'?" | wasn't quite sureif | had heard the guttural murmur aright.
"Do you mean they won't keegp him?"

He shrugged. The effect, with the tiny short arms and the big shoulders, was awful. | had to exert sharp
control to stop myself from looking away. "Who knows?' was al hewould say, and set one of those
shouldersto the white stalion's hock to make him move over.

Then al of asudden, it seemed, the show was on us. The horses went streaming out for thefirst act. |
saw the "cowboys' swing up into their saddles, and the "Entry of the Gladiators' came thudding from the
big top. The groom Rudi hurried into the Lipizzan's sl and, taking the saddle from Elemer, heaved it
one-armed onto the gtalion's back. | had been wrong about the dwarf's susceptibilities; the groom
cracked some joke in German which, from the accompanying gesture, had some reference to Elemer's
height, but the latter only laughed and went scuttling under the stalion's belly to fasten the girth. |
sraightened up from my examination of the piebad'sleg and stood fondling his ears, while | watched the
white stalion putting on, jewe by jewd, hisroya dress. Then the dwarf came acrossto me.

"They are garting. Are you going in to see the show again?'

| shook my head. "1 waswondering ... | supposethisold chap won't have had any exercise at dl since
the fire? Has he even been out to grass? | thought not. Y ou know, a bit of gentlewalking would do him a
world of good, and a bit of grazing would do even more. | wondered if there was anywhere | could take
him? Do you think the verge of the road? Would it be alowed?!

"Of course" said the dwarf, "you must do as you wish, you know what is best. But do not take him to
the road; there istoo much dust. Go the other way." The little arm gestured towards the far door of the
stable. "Behind thisfield thereisawood, but it is not abig wood, just awhat do you say?-a belt of trees,
perhaps twenty meterswide. Thereisagate, and a path up through the trees, and above themisalittle
ap; itiscommon land, and there is good grass there. Nobody will stop you.”

"Can | leave him grazing theretill the pulldown?'

"Of course. Y ou will not want to hobble him, no? Then if you wait one moment | will get you the tether
and apeg.”

It was easy enough to find the place. At thefar Side of thefield the ground lifted sharply away from the
flat land where the tents stood, and the late sun gilded the young fir coneswith amber and threw into
deep shadow the path that wound upwards through the trees. The wood of the gate was damp, and it
cresked alittle as| opened it and led the old horse through. We went dowly. He put his off fore to the
ground perhaps alittle tenderly, but he was by no meanslame; at most his gait was tiff, and aswe made
our way gently up the mossy track between the pines he seemed to go better with every step. Helifted
his head, and his ears pricked with thefirst Sgn of interest he had shown. Even |, with my poor human
senses, could smell the rich scents of that summer's evening.

Abovethe bdt of pineslay the dp the dwarf had told me of, along terrace of flat green, dotted here and
there with bushes, and walled on every side by the dark firs. Someone had scythed down the long
meadow grass, and the hay lay drying here and therein little piles; where it had been shorn the new grass
was fresh and tender green, and full of flowers. The air smdlt of honey.

The horse shouldered hisway past meinto the sunlight, dropped his head, and began to graze. | left him



toit and, carrying the dack of the tether, took the peg into the middle of the meadow and droveit in, then
moved alittle way off and sat down.

The ground was warm with the day's sun. Faintly from below the belt of pines camethe circus music,
muted and made more musical by the distance. | sat listening, enjoying thelast of the sunshine, while|
contentedly watched the now greedy grazing of the old stdlion. The grasswas thick with familiar
meadow flowers-harebdlls, thyme, eyebright, and, where the scythe had not yet passed, the foaming
white and yelow of pardey and buttercups. What was not so familiar was the fluttering, rustling life of the
meadow: the whole surface of the field seemed moving with butterflies-meadow browns, blues, sulphurs,
fritillaries, and afew of my own Vanessas, the red admirals and tortoise-shells. Their coloursflickered
among the flowers, each vanishing momentarily asit clung and folded, then opening to its own bright
colour asit fluttered on. Even the green roots of the grasswere dive, as countless grasshoppers hopped
and fiddled there. The air droned with bees, al zooming past me, | noticed, on the same purposeful
track, asif on some gpian autobahn of their own. They were al making for alittle hut, the Sze of asmal
summerhouse, chaet-style and beautifully built of pine, and asfull of tiny windows as adovecote. It was,
infact, abeehouse, asort of collective hive for several swarms, each one with its own tiny bee-door,
behind which it made its honey in candle-shaped combs. Amused and interested, | watched the laden
bees aming like bullets each for its own door, remembering how, even afew years ago, in my own
childhood, the English meadows, too, had been aive with wings, and how quiet now was the poisoned
countryside.

From beyond the pines, sounding surprisingly remote, the cracked bell of thelittle church chimed six.
There had been aninterval of silence from the circus. | supposed it was the clowns act, or the performing
dogs: now, faintly and sweetly, but quite digtinctly in the fill clear air, the music sarted again. | heard the
fanfare and recognized it; it was the entrance of Annadisaand her white stalion. The trumpets cut through
theair, slver, clear, and commanding. Old Piebad stopped grazing and lifted hishead with hisears
cocked, as oneimaginesawar horse might at the smell of battle and the trumpets. Then themusic
changed, swest, lilting, and golden, asthe orchestra stole into the waltz from The Rosenkavalier.

There was some enchantment in hearing it a that distance on that lovely evening in the Alpine meadow. |
settled my back comfortably against one of the little soft haycocks and prepared to enjoy the concert; but
then something about the old horse caught my attention and | sat up to watch.

He had not lowered his head again to graze but was standing with neck arched and ears pricked, ina
sort of mimicry of the white stdlion's proud posture. Then, like the white sdlion's, hishead moved, not in
an ordinary equinetoss, but with agraceful, dmost ceremonial movement of conscious beauty. A
forefoot lifted, pointed, pawed twice at the soft ground; then dowly, dl by himsdlf, bowing hishead to his
shadow on the turf, he began to dance. He was old and <tiff, and he was going short on the off fore, but
he moved to the music like a professond.

| sat among the lengthening shadows of the lonely meadow, watching him, somehow infinitely touched. In
thisway, | supposed, dl old circus horsesfelt when they heard the music of their youth: the bowing,
ceremonious dance of the liberty horse was something which, once learned, could never be forgotten.

And then | redlized that thiswas not the movement of aliberty horse. It was not dancing as the palominos
had "danced"; thiswas aversion, stiff but true, of the severely disciplined figures of the high schoal: first
the Spanish Walk, shouldering-in in asmoath skimming diagond;; then the difficult pirouette, bringing him
round sharply to present him sideways to his audience; then as| watched he broke into aform of the
piaffe. It wasatravesty, asick old horse'stravesty, of the standing trot which the Lipizzaner had
performed with such precison and fire, but you could see it wasamemory in him, till burning and dive,
of thered thing perfectly executed. In the distance the music changed: the Lipizzaner down in thering



would berisnginto the levade, thefirg of the "airs above the ground.” And in the high Alpine meadow,
with only me for audience, old Piebald settled hishind hoofs, arched his crest and tail, and, lame forefoot
clear of the ground, lifted into and held the same royd and beautiful levade.

And this, it seemed, had been enough. He came down to all four feet, shook his head, dropped his
muzzleto the grass, and al a once was just an old tired piebad horse pegged out to grazein agreen
mesdow.

CHAPTER TEN

Thisisthe attitude in which artists depict the horses on which gods and heroesride.

xenophon: The Art of Horsemanship

"Tim," | said, "you're not proposing to sit through the whole of the second house too, are you?”
"No, | wasnt, though I'd have liked to see Anndisaride again. Why, did you want me?"

"Yes, and | want you to skip Anndisatoo, if you will. I've got something to show you, and it's something
you won't want to miss. No"-in response to a quick, inquiring look from him-"nothing to do with that.
Something purely persond. Will you come with me?"

"Wdl, of course. Where?'

"Away up the hill behind thefidld. I'm not going to tdl you anything about it, | want you to seefor
yoursdlf."

It was dark now, but the moon was coming up clear of the mountains and the trees. The air was very dlill,
and the bats were out. The horse had moved on alittle, grazing quietly.

"Oh, you've got old Piebad here," said Timothy. "Goodness, he looks a different creature. He's eating
likeahorse, asthey say."

"Exactly likeahorse. But how noble in reason! how infinite in faculty! in form and moving how
express and admirable! . . . the beauty of the world! The paragon of animals!"

"What on earth'sthat?"

"Hamlet, with adash of Nodl Coward. Look, come over here. The grassis damp now, but therésalog;
we can St on that."

"What were you going to show me?"

"You'll haveto wait for it. It's something that happened, and | hopeit'll happen again. Here, sit down.
Listen how clearly you can hear the music.”

"Mm. That'sthe liberty act, isn't it? There, that's the end. Now it'll be the clowns. What isit, Vanessa?
Y ou sounded sort of excited.”

"I am abit. Wait and see. It may not happen, I-1 smply don't know, and | may have been wrong. | can't
help feding now that it was dl my imagination, but if it wasn't, perhgpsyou'll seeit too."

It was abeautiful night, theair clear and till. The butterflieshad al gone, and the bees were quiet in their
beehouse. In the silence | thought | could hear the cry of bats high up above the trees. The swish of the
horse's hoof's through the grass, and the tearing sound of his cropping, were very loud in the fill air. The



moon rose clear of alow cloud that hugged the hill.
| said softly: "Listen, those are the trumpets. Don't say aword, now. Keep till."

At firg | thought it wasn't going to happen. The trumpets shivered the air, distant, slver, brave: the old
horse grazed. An owl flew low acrossthefield, Slent, ghostly white in the moonlight. The horselifted his
head to watch it. The trumpets called on unheeded.

Thewadtz from The Rosenkavalier wound itsway up through the pines. Beside me on thelog Timothy
sat obediently ill.

Thewaltz beat on softly; five bars, Sx bars-and then it happened. The old head lifted, the neck arched,
the forefoot went out in that arrogant beautiful movement, and the pie-bald glided once moreinto hisown
private and ceremonious dance. Thisway and that he went, his hoofs striking the turf softly. The
moonlight flooded the meadow, blanching al coloursto its own ghostly silver. The pineswere very black.
Asthe gdlion rosein the last magnificent rear of the levade, the moonlight poured over him, bleaching
his hide so that for perhapsfive or six long seconds he reared againgt the black background, awhite
horse dappled with shadows, no longer an old broken-down gypsy's piebad, but a haute ecole salion,
of the oldet linein Europe.

Timothy neither moved nor made asound until it was over; then we turned and looked at one another.
"AmI right?' | asked.

He merely nodded, saying nothing. | had a suspicion that he was as moved as| had been by the sight,
and was-boylike -concerned not to show it. When he spoke, it wasin anormal, even casua voice, but |
knew | had been right. "The poor old chap," he said.

"He'sbeen good, inhisday," | said.

"I'll say." His voice sharpened as he began to think. "But, here, | don't understand! If the horse was
trained, why should they talk of getting rid of him?"

"He'sold. | had agood look at him: he's over twenty.”

"But nobody's given his age as areason for putting him down, it's dways been that 'he's no use, he can
do nothing, the circus can't afford to keep a horse who does nothing." Y ou remember Annalisasaid
they'd tried him in the liberty routine and he was no use.”

"If hewas ahighly trained dressage performer when they got him, he'd take badly to anew routine.”

"Yes, but if he's'highly trained,’ you'd think they could use him somehow. Or at any rate sell him. Hed
fetch good money, even at twenty."

"Perhaps,”" | said, "they don't know he'satrained performer.”
Heturned to stare a me. In the strong moonlight it was possible to see one another quite clearly.
"Don't know?"

| said: "Well, they can't know, can they? Y ou've just quoted the thingsthey've said . .. and tonight, again,
| got the impression they thought he was hardly worth my trouble.” | told him what the dwarf had said.

He sat for awhile, frowning down at the grass. "Wdll, where does this get us? Well tell them, of course.
They'll hardly-"



"I'm not sure that we should.”
Hishead jerked up at that. "What d'you mean?"

"I've been thinking," | said. "Thiswas Franz Wagner's horse. Y ou remember what Anndisatold us, that
he joined the circus ten years ago when it was somewhere in the north, and he happened to be working
there with adealer in ahorsefair, and he brought this horse with him from the other circus, the Czech
one. Now, you can't tell methat if heéd owned a horse trained like this one, and with this sort of talent,
held have said nothing about it, if there hadn't been something wrong. Why, if he brings a performing
gdlion with him (and goes on riding him in private, apparently), does he say nothing, not even cashinon
what could be abig asset? Well, it's certainly quite irrdevant to what Lewiswantsto know, but Franz
Wagner is part of Lewiss puzzle picture, after al. '"Anything that's out of pattern,’ he said, and from all
points of view we could bear to know a bit more about old Franzl. If it comesto that, Tim, he changed
his name, remember?"

"So hedid. And refused to work an act . . . appear in public.”

| said dowly: "What if the horse wasredly vauable, and held actualy stolen it from the circushewasin
before? I've afeding that old Mr. Wagner-Annalisa's grandfather-must have known about it, making him
change hisname and dl that; but I'm pretty sure the othersweren't told. . . . Not thatit matters now, it all
happened along time ago, and the man's dead; but if he stole one thing, he may have stolen others, and
congdering hes somewherein Lewiss "mystery,” it might be worth following it up. If hed done anything
bad enough to lie low for, al these years, you might think that Paul Denver's connection with him was-"

"Wels," said Timothy suddenly. " She said Wds, didn't she?'

"l beg your pardon?'

"Annalisasaid that when he joined the Circus Wagner they were playing at a place cdled Wels, inthe
north, near the Bavarian border."

"That'sright, shedid. | say, Tim, you remember she said that the circus was actudly pulling down when
hejoined them? At leadt, sheimplied it. If hewas actually on therun at the time, what better cover could
he have? All the muddle and traffic of the horse fair in the town, and then the circus crossing the border
that very night . . . One more man and ahorse could easily-"

"The Spanish Riding School wasin Welstill 1955, said Timothy.

The interruption was as brief and to the point as hislast one, but, as before, | didn't get theimplications
draight away.

"Y es? Sheld been to see them, she said. What would-"

| stopped short, and | felt my mouth open as| gaped a him. | don't remember either of us getting to our
feet, but | found mysdlf standing there, while we stared at one another.

| said hoarsdly: "It can't be, Tim. It Smply can't be. Thered have been afuss-police-"

"Therewas." He sounded asdazed as| was. "Wait . . . listen . . . it'sal coming clear now. You
remember that story | told you on the plane, the one about the groom cutting his horse's throat and then
killing himsdf? Wdll, | got it wrong. That'san old story, | don't even know if it'strue, but | told you, it
was never published, and of course | never knew the names. But there was another story which was
published; I'd read it in one of these books I've got, and I'd got it muddled in my mind with the earlier
story." Hetook along breath. "Do you remember my showing you the photograph of Negpolitano Petra,



and telling you he was the one who'd been killed? | waswrong. He disappeared, ten years ago this
summer, and one of the stablemen disappeared aong with him."

Therewas aslence. We both turned like puppets pulled by wires, to look at the old piebad grazing at
the other Sde of thefield.

"Themarkings" said Timathy. "How would hedo it?'

"I don't know, it would be easy enough-hair dye, something of that sort.” | swung back on him suddenly.
"That would account for it!"

" Account for what?"

"Thefed of that horse's coat. | noticed today it was il feeling rough and sort of harsh even though the
fever had gone, and his coat shouldn't have been staring any more. I'm sure it was one of the black
patches | was touching, you know how brittle and hard hair feelswhen it's dyed often. It bothered me a
bit, it didn't fed quite right. We won't see much at thistime of night, but I'd like to take alook at those
black patches by daylight! Tim-" | checked myself. "No, look, it'snonsense, al of it! | still don't believe
it!"

"Neither do|," said Timothy, "but it fits, you know, it redly does. Just think, if it was Franz Wagner, how
eadly he could do it; take the stallion out somehow-1've read that conditions at Welswere sometimesa
bit chaotic for the Riding School, and the loca horse fair would make it abit more so-disguise him, and
then smply melt into hisuncles circus, which wasluckily just on the pulldown. Perhaps he did it just on
impulse, because the cover was there handy ... he may even have been drunk . . . and then, when he
redlized what he'd done, he didn't dare confess. And he daren't | et the horse perform in public, either, or
do so himsdlf; but he couldn't resst riding him in private-it's obvious he's kept him in practice of asort.”

"But why? If he was going to make nothing out of it, why stedl the creature?!

Hesaid dowly: "I can't help thinking it was partly bloody-mindedness, asort of revenge. That's what
comesthrough the story as| read it: it said 'the stableman’ had joined the Riding School from some Army
company in Styria, and hed worked hisway up to junior Bereiter-that's arider-but he was abit wild
aways, and quarrelled with the senior riders, and then got the ideathey had a grudge againgt him and he
wasn't being given a chance. Then he did get his chance at a performance, and turned up drunk, and was
put right back to stablehand on the spot. | expect hed have been sacked, but they were having ajob to
get people at al in those years, and he was good with the horses when he was sober.”

Another of thoseslences. " Turned up drunk,' " | said softly. " *An Army company in Styria." | suppose
the Czech circuswas just astory they made up for cover. . . . Merciful heavens, it doesfit. Of course,
none of the books would mention the man's name?"

"No, but it could be found out."
"Yes...yes That'sthesdeof it well haveto think over."
"Y ou seem sure they don't know."

| said: "I can't believe they do. They gave no sign of it over al this business of the haematoma, with the
spatlight-literally-on the old gtalion. . . . Besides, we can't say aword to them oneway or the other till
we're sure, and | don't know quite how to set about it. The Nationd Stud aren't likely to tell usthe name
of the groom, and if we ask the police they may wonder why we want to know, and we might get Herr
Wagner and the circusinto trouble. If you look at it the other way, we ought to tell them firdt, | suppose.”



"I think we can find out fairly easily on our own,” said Timothy.

"No, we mustn't. We can't afford to go round asking all sorts of questions, for Lewiss sake. | told you
the Archie Goodwin stuff was out.”

"Not that. It'smuch smpler. We can find out here and now. Thered Lipizzans-the Riding School
Lipizzans, that is-are al branded. I've dways fdt mysdf that it wasrather apity to disfigure awhite horse
with abrand, but they each carry three. Theré'sabig ‘L' on the near side cheek, that'sfor Lipizzan,
obvioudy. If he'sbred at the National Stud, ther€lll be acrown and a'P for Piber on the flank. And on
the side they do some sort of hieroglyphic which givesthe actua breeding, the siresline, and the dam.
I'mnot a dl surethat | could decipher that, but | think if we find he'sgot all three brands we can be
pretty surewereright.”

"Wel," | sad, "what are we waiting for?"

The moonlight threw our shadows long and black across the turf as we walked over to the grazing horse.
Hewas out of the moonlight now, and in the shadows of the pines, his black patches showing very dark
and hiding hisredl shape so that he looked not like a horse but like floating patches of some moving
ectoplasm.

| said: ™Y ou may beright, dear heaven, you may beright. Y ou notice what alot of black thereison his
near Sde? The cheek, theribs, the flank-all the places where you said the brands would be?' The horse
lifted his head as we reached him, and | took hold of the halter. "They're horrible great ugly marks, too. .
.. Youdthink itwould goto hisheartto. . ."

My voicetrailed off. The horse had pushed his muzzle againg my chest and Tim had run his hand gently
but quickly down past the forelock, past the eye, and over the near cheek. | saw the boy'sfingers, palein
the moonlight, moving over the black skin. They felt, hesitated, then dowly traced out the shape of abig
IIL.II

He said nothing. Nor did I. In silence as he dropped hishand | put mine on the horse's cheek. The skin
was damp where the dewy grass had brushed him. There, ever so

dightly ruffling the hair, | could feel the outline of the old brand. It wasthere, the"L" for Lipizzan. And so
was the crowned "P" for Piber. And so was some complicated pattern on theribs, where, faintly, could
be traced something that might bean "N" and a"P."

Negpolitano Petrablew gusdtily at the front of my dress, pulled his head away, and took another mouthful
of the dew-wet clover.

Stll in silence, Timothy and | turned and left him there, and made our way dowly down the path between
the pines.

Here the moonlight didn't penetrate and it was very dark. For atime we picked our way in silence. Then
Timothy said rather inadequatdy: "Wdll, it is”

| said: "'l wasjust remembering the parrot.”

"The parrot? Oh yes, | remember, those French commands he gave; they were the traditiona high school
ones. He'd have picked them up from Franzl."

"Werethey? 1 didn't know that. | wasthinking of the 'Peter.’ It could be his name for the horse."

We had reached the wicket gate leading from the wood to the circus field. As Timothy swung it open for
me, excitement broke from himin alittle laugh.



"We're getting good and loaded with secrets, aren't we? Do you suppose this on€ell be any good to your
husband and P.E.C.?"

"Heaven knows, but | can hardly wait to unload it on him! I1t's no good ringing him up again tonight: | tried
earlier, and they said he wouldn't be available. But he's coming south as soon as he can, they said, and
when he does, dl our troubleswill be over."

"Famous lagt words," said Timothy, and in his hand the gate creaked shut with what sounded like a
mocking echo.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
A cadlle, precipice-encurled. . .
browning: De Gustibus

Our arrival on thefollowing day a Zechstein had about it the same curious qudity of familiarity that we
had encountered at Hohenwald: the circus pogters, the dow lumbering of the last wagons and caravans
into place in the fields on the outskirts of the village, the big top aready up againgt its background of
green; and the now familiar faces and vehicles seen everywhere.

Thevillagelay inawide vdley where ariver meandered lazily southward. At this point the valley floor
waslessthan amile wide, the ground risng on each Sde at first gently, with rounded hills, then more
steeply into dopes of mixed forest-oak and chestnut, beech and holly-towards the precipitous fir woods
and, findly, towering silver crests of rock. Spursthrust out here and there from the valley walls, forcing
the river to wind in shining detours round their rocky bases. The village, with its pretty church, its bridge,
itsmill, its wineshop with the bush hanging outside, was cradled in one such curve of thevdley, and it
was not until the road rounded the bluff beyond the village that we could see the castle.

Onthefar sde of theriver another great buttress of the mountain had thrust out to deflect the course of
the river sharply back on itsdlf. At the end of this buttresswas a crag, itself rugged and crenellated like a
castle, its precipitous outer side dropping sheer to the river which here did dark and deep round the base
of the cliff. Thishigh promontory was connected to the mountainside by anarrow hogsback ridge
crowded to the top with pines, rank on rank of them, dark and beautiful, contragting vividly with the
swest green of the meadows below and the blazing blue of the afternoon sky. And, perched on the
outermost edge of the crag, like something straight out of the fairy books of on€e's childhood, wasthe
Schloss Zechgtein, aminiature castle, but areal romantic castlefor dl that, aplace of pinnaclesand
turrets and curtain walls, of narrow windows and battlements and coloured shields painted on the stone.
There was even abridge; not adrawbridge, but a narrow stone bridge arching out of the forest to the
castle gate, where some smdll torrent broke the rock-ridge and sent a thin rope of white water smoking
down below thewalls. The castle was approached by a narrow metalled road which, branching at right
angles off themain road in the valey below, led between herddic pillars and over another graceful
bridge, thereafter zigzagging steeply up to disappear in the thick mountain woods. For al its rugged
gpproach and its carefully preserved mediaeva fortifications the place was not in the least forbidding. It
was charming-not a castle for the guidebooks, but acastleto belivedin.

When at length our little car had roared itsway up the winding road to the ridge we found that the bridge
to the castle gate was nothing like so dender asit had appeared from below. It was a stout well-kept
sructure, wide enough to take one car at atime. We drove over it and through an archway into asmall
cobbled courtyard.

Therewas very littlesignin the hal of the castle that the place was now ahotel. It was abiggish square
hall with astone-flagged floor and panelled wals, and awide saircase leading up to agdlery. All the



woodwork was of pine. There was a green porcelain siove in one corner, unlit at thistime of the yesr,
and a heavy wooden table on which stood the register and various other bits of hotel paraphernalia. A
man in shirt deeves and green baize gpron carried our luggage in for us and showed uswhere to register,
then picked our bags up and prepared to lead usto our rooms. | started towards the stairs, but he
stopped me, saying with an over-casud air that did not conced his pride:

"Thisway, gnadige Frau. Thereisalift."

| must have shown my surprise. In aplacelike this, one hardly counted on modern plumbing, et alone
such conveniences aslifts. He smiled. "One would not expect it, no. It hasjust been put in. Thisisthefirst
summer that we have had it. It isagreat convenience.”

"I'm sureitis. How marvdlous."

"Thisway. | am afraid thereisalittle way to go down the passage here, towards the kitchens, but you
will understand the Count did not wish such modern things to spoil the center part of the cadtle. It would
have been apity to cut the pandling inthe hal."

As he spoke he was leading us down along dim corridor, its flagged floor covered with rush matting. |
sad: "The Count?'

"The Count and Countess till live here," the man explained. "Y ou understand this has been their family
home for many generations. They have, themsdlves, their own roomsin that part of the castle, the other
sde." He nodded his head back the way we had come, indicating the rooms to the opposite Sde of the
centrd hall. Thekitchen corridors we were traversing were in the north wing; no doubt the Count and
Countess had kept the southern wing for themsalves, while the main block of the castle, the center block
which faced the entrance and the bridge, was used as a hotel.

| said: "Do they run the hotel themselves, then?”
"No, madam, there isamanager, but the Countess herself takes a great interest. Hereisthellift.”

He had stopped in front of what |ooked like amassive pine door with the huge iron studs and hinges
which | was beginning to expect everywherein Austria. Hidden in the tone to one side of it, in another
tangle of wrought iron, was an e ectric push button. The lift arrived without a sound, and proved to be
one of the most modern possible variety, the saf-service kind of which | am dways stupidly terrified, and
which hasapand of controls and buttons and switchesthat look every bit as complicated as the business
end of acomputer. But it took us safely and smoothly and, it seemed, in about three seconds, to the third
floor.

My room was impressive and rather beautiful, placed about centrally on the main corridor, in ajut of the
eastern wall which alowed itswindows amagnificent view of the valey. It dso appeared to include one
of the charming pepper-pot turrets that gave the castleits fairy-tae appearance, the main part of the
room being square, but with awide round embrasure in one corner which had been charmingly furnished
with alittle writing table and two chairs. There was dso in the embrasure anarrow door which must give
onto some kind of balcony or more probably-and much more romantically-the battlements.

Just as| had finished my unpacking atap on the door heralded Timothy.

"Thisisasmashing place, isn't it? But | must say it scaresmealittle bit. Do you suppose one daresto ask
for sometea?"

"| expect so, though heaven knows how. Perhaps you blow a peal on adughorn, or beat on your shield



with your sword -or, I'll tell you what, if you look around you'll find along embroidered tassel, and if you
pull it you'll hear abell clanging hollowly in some dark corridor amillion miles away, and then some bent
old sarvitor will come shuffling in-"

"There's atelephone by the bed,” said Timothy.

"Good heavens, so thereis. How disappointing. Never mind, you go ahead and order tea. Do you want
it up here? | want to look outside thislittle door if I can.”

Theturret door was unlocked, and it did indeed lead to the battlements. There was anarrow walk which
joined my turret with another about fifty yards away on the southeast corner of the castle. Thewak ran
along the eastern wall of the castle, between the battlements on one side which crowned the sheer drop
to theriver, and the steep pitch of the roof, and ended at the southeast turret in anarrow spira of stone
steps which corkscrewed up round the outsde wall and led presumably to the tiny battlemented roof at
the top. My own turret was charmingly crowned with aspire like awitch's hat, and had as weathercock
aflying dragon. The roof dopes and gables weretiled with red, the castle walls were of honey-coloured
stone, and every spire was tipped with gold- here a globe, there aflying swan, above my head a dragon.
| leaned over the battlements: the stone was hot with the afternoon sun. A codl little breeze stirred the air,
andinit | could hear the deep sound of theriver below the cliff.

Timothy said behind me: "Tedlscoming. | say, what aterrific view. Can you seethe village?'

"No, but those farms down there must be on the very edge of it. Look, can you seethat little white chalet
affair, up in the pines on the other ssde? | think the circusfield must be somewhere below that. |
remember noticing the chalet as we came past.”

"How far away do you supposeit is?'

"Asthe crow flies, only about amile, but by that road, heaven knows. Isn't it aheavenly place?’
"Couldn't be better. Y our husband's a picker, isn't he?"

"Invaridbly."

"All right,”" said Tim, grinning, "I bought that one. Well, | agree. What time do you expect him?"

"I don't know, and they told me nothing when | phoned. Isupposeit's even possible he won't be able to
come tonight, but he did say he would for sure, and the circus goes tomorrow. I'm just hoping.” | didn't
add that | was praying too. It was aso gtill possible that he would have to follow the circusinto

Y ugodavia, and the prospect filled me with fears that were probably absurd, but nonethelessred. "I'll
ring up later,” | added. "If he'saready on hisway | supposethey'll tell me."

"At least I'm supposed to know him now. I'm sure it would have been a bit of agtrain.”
"Onme, perhaps,” | said dryly. "Y ou two seem to take deception in your stride; it's horrifying.”
"I got the impression held take most thingsin his stride, as amatter of fact.”

"You could beright."

"So our next move-after teathat is-isthe circus?' He glanced at hiswatch. "There's bags of time, it'sonly
three now. We can talk to them before the first house."

We had discussed the affair of the old piebad at some length that morning on our leisurely drive from



Hohenwald in the circuss wake, and had made what was redlly the only decision, that we would haveto
tell Herr Wagner and Anndisawhat we had discovered, without waiting for Lewiss possble arrival.

("Because dfter dl," Timothy had said, "Franz Wagner's dead, and hel'sthe crimina, not them. And the
circus crossesinto Y ugodaviain the morning, and after that into Hungary, so if thereésto be any question
of returning the horseit'll have to be decided today.")

"Yes" | said now, "we can be down there well before four. Oh, listen, isn't that the teacoming now? Go
andlet himin, therésadear.”

It was the same servant with the green baize apron. He carried an enormoustray on whichwasa
beautiful antique slver teaservice, and on a Dresden plate some remarkably small and rather dry-looking
biscuits.

| had followed Timothy back into the room. "Oh, thank you very much. Would you mind putting it here,
on thewriting table? Thanks. Are you doing dl the work here today?"

He grinned as he set the tray down. "It fed s like it, madam, but you could say that thiswasamost a
holiday for us. We've had abig party of Americanswho left thismorning, and now thereis nobody but
yourselves, so many of our people aretaking time off. Therésacircusin the village, and most of them
want to go to seeit.”

"It'savery good circus, too," said Tim, "we saw it at Hohenwald."

"Oh, indeed?| shdl go mysdlf a five o'clock, and then come back to let others go. Most of the servants
here are from the village, and they go back to deep a their homesat night.”

An exclamation from Timothy made me turn. He had been standing beside the window embrasure and
now stared out northward. "What in the wide world'sthat? Look over there, over the top of the trees,
clouds of smoke. Do you supposeit'saforest fire?'

| looked over his shoulder. Farther north, up the valley, in the opposite direction from the village, there
were indeed clouds of black smoke gpparently pouring out from among the trees, high up on the hillsde.

| said: "Surely there are no houses up there. What on earth can it be? Do you redly think it could bea
forest fire, er-?' Thisto the servant.

"My nameis Josef, madam. No, that isnot afire, it'sjust what we cal Die Feuerwehr, thefireengine.' "
"The'fireenging?'

"It hasalot of names, Der Flugelzug, the flying train," or some people call it Der Feurige Elias, Fery
Elijah, after the other onein the Salzkammergut. It isalittle mountain train.”

"You mean atrain, ared train?' asked Timothy. "Right up there? Why, that's hundreds of feet up, maybe
thousands.”

"Yes, itishigh, but thisis one of those mountain railways, | don't know the English word for
them-nowadays they build cable cars, and chair lifts, to go up these dopes, that's the modern way, but
thisold railway was built, oh, many, many years ago, nearly ahundred years ago. It runsup on asmal
whed that holdsit, acog, isthat the word?"

"Rack and pinion," said Timothy. "Works on apinion whed and acogged rail. We cdl it arack railway."



Josef nodded. "That isit. A rack railway, I'll remember that. 1t's very popular, partly”-he
laughed-"because it's 0 old-fashioned; the Americanslikeit. It sarts, oh, away down the valley, perhaps
five or Sx kilometersfrom the village here. Therésalittle lake farther dong, and one or two small hotels,
aplacefor tourigts. It's called Zweibrunn Am See. In the summer it can be very crowded.”

"Where doestherailway go to? Right up the mountain?' | asked.

"Yes, right to the top." He pointed again. Y ou cannot see the summit from here, though you can from the
back rooms. From your room, sir, you will seeit. Therailway goesright up between this hill and the next,
to the highest peak, and up there there is alittle Gasthaus-a place where you can have refreshments. Y ou
can imagine the panorama. Y ou can see right across the mountainsinto Y ugodavia, and into Hungary. If
you are going to be herefor afew days, madam, you must make thistrip. The best timeisearly inthe
morning; thefirgt train goes up a seven.”

| said: "'l should loveto go up, but I'm quite sure | shan't manage it at seven. Well, thank you very much,

"Isthat dl, madam?"

"Y es, thank you. Oh no, just amoment, please. Has there been any word when my husband is expected,
Mr. LewisMarch?'

"I had no message, madam, and there is nothing at the desk.”
"l see. Thank you."

Asthe door shut behind him | turned to see Timothy eyeing theteatray with dismay. "Isthat what they
cal tea?'

"For goodness sake, it's barely three o'clock. Don't tell me you're hungry again after that colossal lunch?!

"That was hours ago. | say, do you suppose he's gone? Do you think | could nip along to my room and
get some of thethings | bought? Thank goodness | had the senseto lay in some stores. Y ou wouldn't say
no to someredly nice Gugel hupf, would you?'

"Asamatter of fact, no, I'd loveit. Whereisyour room, anyway? Next door?"

"No, it's on the other side, about two down the corridor. The single rooms aren't nearly as grand asthis,
and minelooks out over the courtyard, but it's till lovely. Y ou can seeright away up to the
mountaintops. D'you think it's safeto go now?"

The door shut cautioudy behind him. | sat down and began to pour tea.

There was nobody in the hall. Somewhat to Timothy's derision, | refused to go down in the lift with him,
but the descent of the wide staircase was sufficiently rewarding in itself, giving asit did on every floor a
meagnificent and dightly different view of the valey. Timothy had aready gone out to the car, and | didntt
follow him immediately but went down the dim corridor towards the kitchen.

| got asfar asthelift door without catching any glimpse of the man in the baize apron, or anyone else.
Ahead of me the corridor stretched blankly with the doors shut and silent. | went dong as far asthe next
corner and there hesitated for amoment, but just as| turned to go back towards the hall | heard a door
open, and next moment an old man came into view. He saw me hesitating there, and approached.

"Good afternoon. Isthere anything | can do for you?' His English was only very dightly accented, and his



voice was gentle. He had athin face and white hair worn rather long, and he walked stoopingly. His
clothes-of some foreign-looking country tweed-were of curioudy old-fashioned cut.

| said: "Oh, thank you, but | didn't want to bother anyone. | know you're shorthanded today, | just
wanted to give amessage to Josef-the man who took our luggage up.”

"Ah, yes, he has goneto the other part of the house. If you comethisway | will send himto you." Aswe
went back the way | had come, towards the hall, the old man added: "My wife sent for him, but | don't
think shewill kegp himlong."

| realized then who he must be. "Forgive me, but are you- perhapsyou are-?" | hesitated, not sure how
properly to address an Austrian Count.

He bent his head in a courteous gesture, which was a once anod and adight bow. "I am Graf Zechgtein,
at your sarvice"

We had reached the hall, and he was leading the way across this towards a heavy carved door on the
opposite side with "Private" engraved on it in Gothic type, but | stopped.

"Then perhaps-if you could spare me amoment, please, it was actualy you | waswanting. | was only
looking for Josef to ask him to take amessage to you."

"Of course. Isthere someway inwhich | can help you?'

| hesitated. "It'srather along story, and of course I'll willingly tell it to you, but what | wanted to ask you
was smply this: isthere astable here at the castle, or anywhere ahorse could be housed for anight or
two-or perhaps, better still, somewhere where it could be put to graze? Y ou might say I've. . . well, sort
of come by ahorse, and | need somewhereto put it a least for tonight. If it'sat al possble?’ | finished a
little doubtfully.

He showed not the dightest surprise. "But certainly there are stables, and if you wish to stable your horse,
naturaly therewill be aplace. You have only totdl Josef. And if you wish to graze him thereisno
difficulty about that; anywhere outsde on the mountain you will find grazing; we are not so very high here,
and there are many spacesin the forest where the grassis good. Josef will seeto thisfor you. When your
horseis brought, just ask Josef where everything is. | mysdlf will give him the message now."

| had opened my mouth to explain alittle further when | redlized that he neither required nor expected
any further explanation. It could be that one smply did not query the eccentricities of one's guests, or
perhaps he himself il vividly remembered a past when everyone arrived with horses; or it might smply
be that he as Count Zechstein had never had to deal with any such request before in person. Thiswasfor
Josef-like, it gppeared, everything ese. The Count was aready nodding and smiling to me and turning
away, 0 | contented mysdlf with thanking him, and then went out to where Timothy waited with the car.

"Sorry to keep you waiting, but | was finding out if we could house old Piebad, if the circus does decide
to leave him with us. | saw the Count himsalf, and it'sdl right; theresastable till in commission, and he
saysthere's plenty of grazing outside. He never even raised an eyebrow-in fact, I've astrong fedling that
he rather expects his gueststo roll up in barouches, or coaches and six, or something of that sort.
Anyway, poor Josef's got to seetoit. I'm wondering if helll get to the circus after dl. Areyou going to
drive?'

"Driving up that little road isonething,” said Timothy, "and driving down isanather. | rather think it'syour
turn. | don't want to be sdlfish. And | may say if you think acoach and six ever got up to thiscastlein its
whole history you've asronger imagination than | have.”



"Onething has been occurring to me," | said. "If you're redlly serious about wanting ajob at the Spanish
Riding Schoal, you could hardly make a better start than by bringing home one of their long-lost
ddlions”

He grinned. "The thought had entered my twisted little mind.”

"Then you are serious? Good for you. Wéll, in you get, then, let's be on our way. ... | wonder if they've
ever had a Lipizzan gdlion stabled here before?!

" 'Airsabovethe ground,' " quoted Timothy asthe little car nosed its way across the narrow bridge.
"WEell, I'll bet the great Negpolitano Petras never been stabled higher in hislife, that's one thing.
Incidentally, how is he going to get up here?

"Y ou're young and strong,” | said cheerfully, "you're going to lead him. I'm sorry | can't say ride him, but
that's not possible yet."

"I hed afeding you had something like thislaid up for me" said Timothy, "when you said you couldn't do
without me. There's dways a comeback to that one. What a good thing | had that Gugel hupf for tea,
intit?'

CHAPTER TWELVE

When the foeman bares his sted!,

Tarantara, tarantaral We uncomfortablefed,

Tarantara.

w. s. gilbert: Pirates of Penzance

"But what on earth are we going to do?" asked Annalisa.

It was bardly half an hour before the first performance was due to start. We were dl in her wagon,
Timothy, mysdlf, and Herr Wagner, rotund and perspiring, aready dressed for the ring and looking
extremely worried. Annalisa, in her cowgirl's costume for thefirgt act, was hurriedly making up her facein
front of the mirror.

Timothy and | had told our story, and to our surprise Herr Wagner had accepted it immediately.

"l believeyou,” hesaid, "I believe you. | do not even need to seethe brands. . . . No, no, | knew nothing,
and | suspected nothing, but you might say | felt it. . . here." A hand gestured perfunctorily towards his
brawny chest. "1 do not pretend that | ever thought about Franzl's horse, why should I?1 am not a
curious man ... and what aman has done, where he has been, that ishisown affair. If my dear wife had
been dive, ah, that would have been different. But |, | ask nothing.”

He paused, head bent, gpparently studying the table top, then looked up and nodded at us, dowly,
though neither Timothy nor | had spoken.

"My father? Oh yes, he must have known. But what would you? He was aman who cared al for his
family and nothing for the law. What would you have him do? Franzl was his nephew, hissigter's son, and
one must look after one's own. The pendty for stealing such a horse would be very heavy; atrained
galionisbeyond price, and besides, it is State property. .. ." Helifted hiswide shoulders. "To tell you
thetruth, 1 did not know until now that Franzl had been in the Spanische Reitschule. . . . We had heard
nothing for many years, you understand: | thought he had learned his dressage with the cavary at Wiener



Neustadt. He used to speak of his servicethere. | tell you, in acircus we have many people, of many
kinds; they come, and they go. If they tell you of themsalves, then you listen. . . . But you do not ask. No,
you do not ask. We are artists, we of the circus, and we have our own affairs which take al our time, our
lives, our-what shal | say?-our whole strength. | think you have asaying, 'Liveand et live." Inthe circus,
we let live" He mopped his brow with avast red handkerchief. "Do you understand me?"

We assured him that we did, which appeared to relieve him enormoudy. He became practical then, and
brisk, with one eye on hiswatch and the other on Timothy and mysdlf, and | knew quite well that hewas
thinking of hiscircuss schedule (not the performances, but the frontier passage in the morning) and trying
to weigh up what our attitude was going to be.

"Thereisonly onething to do," he said, "thereis only onething that is both right and convenient, and that
isto return the horse where he belongs." He rolled a brown knowing eye at me. "I am abusinessman,
gnadige Frau, but | am also honest, when occasion permits. When honesty and business go together,
then | am grateful to the good God. To me, to the circus, the horseis useless. It therefore seems'-he
checked himsdlf-"it seemsto meright, in whatever case, to confess the whole to the Directors and return
the horse. Especidly asthere cannot well be any trouble for the circus now. Do you not agree?”

"Certanly."
"Don't stick your neck out,” said the parrot.
Herr Wagner gave asurreptitious glance at his watch.

"But you aso see my difficulty? Tomorrow we cross the border, and we do not return to Austriauntil the
winter, when we come back to our permanent home near Innsbruck. So, asyou say, with the best will in
the world, | do not know how thisthing shall be done.”

| had had alook a my watch too; it was twenty minutesto five. Having found out al we needed to know
about Herr Wagner'sreactions, | decided to cut thisshort. | said: "If you would trust Timothy and me
with the horse, and leave him in our care, we would be ddlighted to do al that was required.”

Herr Wagner's|ook of astonished delight did him great credit. So did his protestations, which even
managed to sound genuine. But we persuaded him, and he dlowed himsdlf to be persuaded. If weredly
meant it... if we could redlly find thetime.. . . there was no one with whom he would rather leave the
animd ... hewas sure that the Herr Direktor of the National Stud would be so overwhelmed that he
would render us every possible assstance. . .

And findly, amid atorrent of mutua good will, it was dl arranged. Even the parrot contributed, though
not with noticeable helpfulness. The only person who had said nothing was Annalisa

"Thereisonly onething,” said Herr Wagner, "Thisis, after dl, avaluable horse, and he was stolen, and
his value has been much diminished. Though | mysdf and the circus cannot well be blamed, there will be
questions, and there may be a certain unpleasantness. . . . There may even be proceedings. If this should

happen-"

"Don't worry about that now," | said. "Neither Timothy nor | will get into trouble, and | don't seethat you
can ether. In any casg, if they want to see you, you'll be coming back before winter. Be sure well make
it very clear that neither of you knew athing about it till wetold you."

"That'sright,” said Timathy.

Anndisa, her face bright with paint, but still with that strained look about the eyes, had been sitting down,



listening in silence to the conversation. Now her eyeslifted and she said, very quietly:
"] did know about it."

Her father swung round. " You knew? Y ou knew about this?"

She nodded. "Two daysago | knew."

"Two days? Then you mean-it was not from Franz-"

"No, no, indeed not. It was only when Vanessa operated, on Sunday night. She wanted the instrument
case for the operation, and afterwards, when | washed the instruments and put them away, | found . . .
these"

From the bench beside her she lifted the instrument case, opened it, and pulled out the bottom drawer,
where one usually keeps papers-prescription forms, folders about new drugs, and so on. Shelifted some
of these out, and there underneath was abundle of newspaper clippings. Naturdly | couldn't read them,
but | could see the repetition of the name Neapolitano Petraand the photographs, in different poses, of
the great stdlion; and Timothy told me afterwards that they all related to the stalion's disappearance.
These, now, Annaisaspread before us on the table, with the gesture of onewho doesin literd fact throw
her cards on the table and herself on the mercy of her audience.

"Andthereisthis" shesad.

She dropped the last piece of paper on top of the rest. Thiswas a photograph, yellow and frayed at the
edges, of awhite horse standing by a stable door, and beside him aman in the uniform of the Spanish
Riding Schoal.

AsHerr Wagner reached for it, shelaid her fina trophy on the table, the brown tube labelled Koloston,
which had fleetingly caught my eye while | was operating.

| picked it up. "What'sthis? | saw it there, and | just thought it must be the German trade name for some
sort of ointment. Don't tell me. . . It'shair dye?"

She nodded dumbly, then turned to her father. " Papa-"

He took no notice. He was shaking his head over the cuttings, looking at once shocked and deeply
touched.

"Franzl," hesad. "Soitistrue. . .. All thistime. Poor Franzl."

| said gently to Annalisa: "Why are you worrying so? Y ou could have done nothing. In any case, well say
you didn't know till wetold you. Even if you'd wanted to, you couldn't have done much before today."

"I know. But it is not this'-with a gesture to the clippings- "that troubles me." She turned her eyes back to
her father, and | saw they had filled with tears. "Y ou see, when poor Uncle Franzl was dying, he must
havetried to tell me. Now, when | read these papers, | know what he said. He wastrying to tell me
about the horse. He said itsname . . . over and over he said its name, and he spoke of ‘the Lipizzaner,
but of course | thought he meant Maestoso Leda. | thought he was worrying in case Ledawas hurt in the
fire. We could only hear afew snatches of what he said; he spoke of Vienna, and ‘the Lipizzaner, and
even of hisharness.. . . and now | know he wastelling us to take Neapolitano Petra back to Vienna,
even his saddle and bridle, which camewith him. 'Neapolitano Petra’'s Sattel,' he said, and we thought
he spoke of a'Negpolitan saddle,’ and this puzzled us, because thereis no such thing here. But thisis
what he must have meant. It isthe one | usefor Maestoso Leda." A tear ran glassily over the blackened



lashes. "We did not understand, and he was trying to confess, to make ... to make . . ." Shefatered over
theword.

"Reparation,” | said.

Her father patted her hand. "Do not trouble yourself, my Lied, we shal make it now." He added some
soft phrases in German which made her nod, and dry her eyes, then, with another glance at hiswatch, he
became again his brisk sdf. "I shall haveto go. If you would prefer to stay, and talk again later . . . 7"

| shook my head. "Theré's no need, if you're satisfied. Well take the horse straight away, if we may, and
dedl with the next stage of the problem asit comes. The only thing that bothers me iswhat we're going to
do if they don't want him back at the Stud now?"

Timothy said promptly: "I'll have him."
"And if you don't get your job, what then? Ship him back to England? What would your mother say?"

He grinned, and made alittle grimace which showed al too clearly how far in the last couple of days he
had come from those apron strings.

Herr Wagner was on hisfeet. "They will take him. Y ou need have no fear of that. Their sdlionslive for
thirty years, and when they die they are remembered. His name will ill be on hisstal, and fresh straw
waiting. And now | must go. It istime. But thereisalittle matter of recompense; therewill beall the
trouble to which you will be put, the trouble and expense that we cannot expect you to bear for
yoursaves. Thisisours. Therewill be the matter of ahorse box on the train from hereto Koflach for
Piber, and other things. Y ou will let me know."

| started to say something, but he waved it aside with sudden, unanswerable smplicity.

"Y ou mugt dlow meto make thisreparation at least. My cousin Franzl would rest more easily if he
knew."

"Verywdl," | sad. "I'll let you know the cost.”

Hefished in some inner pocket and produced a card. "Here ismy address, the most permanent address|
have; our winter quarters near Innsbruck. And perhaps you will leave yourswith us? Now, thereisaso
the matter of your own professond servicestoward the horse-"

But this | would not alow, and he made no attempt to override me, but merely thanked me again, and
then, with more protestations of good will and gratitude, relieved and beaming, he took hisleave.

We went with Anndisadown to the stable tent. Elemer was busy with the white salion, while the ugly
pied horse she used for the rodeo was saddled and waiting, with Rudi at its head.

Annalisaplunged into rapid explanationsin German, while the other horses, ready for thering, were
aready streaming past with tossing manes and tails, and the music sounded loudly from the big top. Old
Piebald flung his head up and whickered at the Sght of me, and we went into the S|, where presently
Anndisafollowed us.

"I have told them-not everything, but that you are to take the horse. Elemer will help you-Oh!™ Her hand
went to her mouth.

"Whet isit?"



"Thesaddle! | wasforgetting the saddle.. .. Y ou must take that t0o." She swung back to the men.
"Elemer, Rudi-"

"Look," | said quickly, "if it'son your horse, why not leave it? I'm sure it doesn't matter. We can take
another if you ingst, but | doubt if they'll bother about athing like that.”

But she persisted, obvioudy intent upon purging the Circus Wagner of theft as completely as possible.
She directed another flood of German at Elemer, and Timothy crossed the stable to help him lift the
jewelled saddle off thewhite stdlion. "In any case" said Annalisato me, "you may need asaddle, and |
wish you to take his own. But you see how we have decorated it for the circus ... dl those jewes ...If |
had had time to take them off-"

| laughed. "'l see what you mean. It's not exactly what they're used to at the Spanish Riding School! But
don't worry about it, I'll take them off before we send it back. If you want the jewels back, you'll haveto
tell me how to send them. Would the Innsbruck address be al right, the one your father gave me?”

She shook her head. "No, they're nothing, they are glass, stage pieces only. Please keep them, and do as
you wish with them. Some of them are quite pretty, and | should like you to have-" But there Rudi
interrupted with something in German, and she said quickly: "Thereisthe music. | must go. Good-bye,
good-bye and thank you. God be with you both."

She leaned forward suddenly, light as adandelion puff, and kissed Timothy on the mouth. Then, with a
hand from Rudi, shewas up in the saddle, and the pied horse, with ajingle of curb chains and athudding
of hairy hoofs, was gone through the curtains at the back of the big top.

Timothy, laden with the saddle, stood staring after her. Elemer said something to Rudi, who, smiling, went
off down the stable. The dwarf came across.

"I have sent him to get abridie. How will you take the horse?"

"Were staying up at the cadtle,” | said. "Tim's going to lead him up there, and I've made arrangements for
him to be stabled. | can take the saddle up mysdlf inthe car.”

"l am afraid you will have alot of work to makeit plain again.”

"Think nothing of it, I'll do it tonight. Look, are you sure she won't want the trimmings back? Some of
them are awfully pretty.... Look at thisone. Y ou know, that would look lovely on a dress-stage
jewellery, of course, but it'sredly very pretty, with the gold filigree and tremblers, and anyway, it
wouldn't matter if it didn't look real; who'd wear a sapphire that size, apart from grand duchesses?” |
fingered the jewd; it was abig brooch, loosdly stitched to the pomme, and flashed in thelight as|
touched it.

"Why don't you weer it, then? It will suit you. It'sloose, anyway.” And before | could protest, the dwarf
had produced a knife from somewhere and cut the "jewd" from the pommel, and handed it to me with a
little bow that was unspeakably grotesque, yet not comic at al.

"Wear it and remember usdl, gnadige Frau. Itisapretty thing, but your eyes makeit look dim. | wishit
could bered. Hereisyour bridle. Let Rudi put the saddle in the car for you. Auf Wiedersehen, mein
Herr," thisto Timothy, and then, taking my hand and kissngit: "Kuss die Hand, gnadige Frau."

The ungainly little figure shambled out with its comic red costume flapping round thetiny legs.

Asfar as| could see, from an examination of Piebald'sleg, there was nothing to stop Timothy leading the
horse the couple of miles uphill to the castle. As| told him cheerfully, the exercise would do them both



nothing but good. "I'll go straight up there mysalf now, and I'll expect you when | see you. Areyou going
to stay to see the high school act again?'

"I don't think so. I-I fed thisisagood moment to leave on, somehow," said Timothy, very creditably.
For afirst kissit had been a pretty good one, and public, at that.

"For both of us," | said. "Then auf Wieder sehen yourself, Tim, and take care of our horse.”

| had |€ft the car, unlocked, just outside the field gate. By thetime | reached it Rudi had already |eft the
saddlein the back seat and gone back to hisjob. | could hear the bursts of applause for the clowns
entree. Soon the trumpets would sound, and the white stallion would be making for the ring-tonight with
only haf hisjewds.

| got into the car, and was reaching for my handbag to get out my key, when | redlized that | had |ft the
bag in Annalisals wagon. Annoyed with mysdlf for the delay-for | was anxiousto find out if Lewis hed
arrived yet-1 got out of the car and ran back to the wagon.

The bag was just where | had l€ft it, on the seat under the bird cage. The parrot, which was sulkily eating
atomato, cocked its head to one side and made some remark in German which sounded extremely rude.

| said: "Get stuffed, mate," picked up the bag, and ran down the wagon steps.

| collided with Sandor Balog. Whether he had just been passing, or whether he had been intending to go
up into the wagon, | didn't know, but we were both moving fast, and | dmost fell. His hands shot out and
steadied me. They were remarkably strong, and, startled as he was, he must have gripped me harder
than he had meant to; | remember that | cried out, not only with the start he had given me, but with the
pain of hisgrip.

He muttered something and let me go.

Inmy turn | had started some sort of breathless gpology when his voice broke curtly across mine.
"Where have you been?'

| stared at him in some surprise. "What do you mean?"

Hejerked his head towards the wagon door. " She's not in there. She'sin thering, or will be in amoment.
What were you doing?' His eye had even flicked down to the handbag which | held.

| said coldly: "What do you think | was doing? Stealing something?"
"Y ou were talking to someone.”
"Yes, | was. Him." It was my turn to jerk my head towards the wagon door.

He gave me aqueer look from those narrow black eyes, then took a swift step past me, peering up into
the lighted doorway. He was dressed ready for his act in the striking black costumethat | had seen
poised so spectacularly in the lights and shadows of the big top, and he had wrapped along cloak round
himsdf, in which he looked rather splendid and satanic-and asif he would be thefirgt to think so.

Heturned back, looking alittle at aloss. | got theimpression that he had started something he hadn't
meant to-that some other urgent preoccupation had jerked him into speaking as he had done, and that
now he was out of hisreckoning.

"Do you mean that damned bird?"



"Who ds?'

"Get suffed, mate," said the parrot, and threw a piece of tomato accurately at the doorjamb. It ran
soggily down the wood.

The Hungarian opened his mouth, thought better of what he was going to say, and shut it again. He
moved out of the parrot's range, trying to keep it casual. For my part, | wastrying not to laugh. If the
circus hadn't been crossing the border next morning | would have sent the parrot a crate of tomatoes with
my compliments.

"I'm sorry," said Sandor Baog at length. The apology sat even more badly on him than the aggressive
inquiries had done. "I did not for amoment realizewho it was. You. . . are differently dressed. We get
many strangers who come round, and ..." He shrugged hiswide shoulders, not finishing the sentence. "Is
the boy here?"

"Yes, hesdowninthestable” | left it at that. | could see no reason why | should offer any further
explanation to Sandor Balog. | wondered why, if he had not at first recognized me, he had seen fit to
address me in English; but thiswas another question which | did not particularly wish to explore.

Behind him themusic of The Rosenkavalier swayed and swung in the shadows. Fleetingly, | wondered if
old Piebad was doing his pas seul down in the crowded stable. | rather thought not. It was something
kept for solitude.

| said, pleasantly enough: "There's Annadisas music now. It'll be you next. | shan't be seeing you again, o
I'll say good night, and good luck."

But he didn't move. "Where did you get that?' He waslooking &t the jewel on my frock.

"Now look," | said, "'l told you | hadn't been stealing. That was a present, aparting gift if you liketo cdl it
that, a souvenir. But don't worry, itisn't redl, it's off the Lipizzan's saddle. I've had quite abit of oot
tonight, one way and another. Good night.”

| turned away abruptly and headed for the gate. | thought for amoment that he was going to say
something more, but the gpplause from the big top warned him and held him back. He turned with a swirl
of hisblack cloak and went rapidly the other way.

The parrot started, in an unpleasant, wavering falsetto, to sing " O for thewings of adove.”
CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Hefound astable for his steed,

and welcomefor himsdlf, and dinner.

W. m. praed: The Vicar

It was the Count himself who greeted me on my return to the castle.

It was dusk now, and here and there in the castle lights pricked out, yellow in the gloom. A lamp over the
arched gateway cast asmall pool of light onto the bridge: there was another over the main door, and
others, here and there in the narrow windows, threw a pattern of light and shadow over the cobbled
court. High up in aturret a solitary lighted window made one think of fairy tale again; Curdi€'s
grandmother might sit spinning there, or Rapunzd of thelong hair, or Elsawatching for the seven swans.



Asl| parked the car prosaically at one side of the court and mounted the steps, the Count came out of the
great door.

"Ah, Mrs. March," he greeted me, then stopped, looking past me at the car aimost asif he had never
seen such athing before. | remembered our theory that his guests normally camein acoach and six. "Did
| not understand that you proposed to stable a horse for the night?!

"Ohyes, please, | do, but helll be brought up later. Timothy-that's the young man | waswith-hell be
bringinghim."

"Ah, your manwill bring him. | see” Now hiseyefell on the saddle lodged in the back seet of the car. If
he noticed the vulgarity of itsjeweled and tinselled trappings he made no sign. "'l see you have brought
your saddle up yoursdlf. Josef will carry it in for you, but meantime | am sure you will want to seefor
yourself where we shdl house your horse.”

"I think-" | began, but he had aready turned away to cross the courtyard towards the west side, the side
nearest the mountain, where the entrance archway divided into two what must be the storerooms and
outbuildings of the castle. From the gate to the northwest corner | could see aline of smaler arches; one
or two of these were shut by heavy studded doors, but the three nearest the corner were open. | saw
something which could have been the bonnet of acar, gleaming in the darkness behind the center one of
these, and in the bay to the left of it the glint of some brightly spoked vehiclewhich | couldn't see
properly, but which fromits height | guessed might even be the coach and six.

The Count pushed open one of the doorsin an arch which might have belonged to a young cathedral and
took down alantern from its hook. This he proceeded to light-not, to my disappointment, with a
tinderbox, but with a perfectly ordinary match. Then, with abrief gpology for leading the way, he went
ahead of me, holding the lantern high.

Not even the brushed and combed tidiness of Tim's grandfather's racing stables had prepared me for
such splendour as | now saw. Thiswas adecayed and cobwebbed splendour, it wastrue, but in the
wavering light cast by the lantern held high above the old man's head the empty magnificence of the
gableswasimpressive in ahaunted Gothic way that the comforts of modern living hed dispelled from the
cadleitsdf. Thiswasthered thing, asharply evocetive glimpse of awhole vanished way of life. Almost
the only thing that had survived from this corner of that way of life, | reflected, was the unbreskable rule
which still held good: that you attended to your horse's comfort before you saw to your own.

Nothing, it seemed, had been too good for the Zechstein horses. The place was vaulted like a church, the
interlaced arches of the celling springing from pillars of some dark mottled stone which could have been
serpentine. The walls were panelled up to the proper height with what could only be black oak, and the
partitions between the boxes-there were no stals-were of the same wood faced and inlaid. On the wall
over each box was carved alarge shield surmounted by a crest, and on the shields, dim in the shadows, |
could see Gothic lettering. | couldn't read it, but | guessed that these were the names of the vanished
horses, each above hisbox. It was no surprise to see that the mangers appeared to be made of marble.

The place was, of course, by no means empty. Since the inmates had disappeared the clutter of years
had gradudlly built up in the boxes and the fairway. Through an open door at the far end of the stable |
could see-as the Count led me that way-what | had guessed to be the coach and six, standing in the
arcaded coach house beyond. It wasindeed a carriage of some kind; the edge of the lantern's glimmer
caught the gold picked out on the wheels and doors. Parked beyond it, and looking lessincongruous than
one would have imagined, was the deek gleam of the modern car.

The box at the end of the stable was empty, and looked swept and clean. The manger had been scoured



out, and besideit was abae of straw. Asthe old man held the lantern up | saw the name on the carved
shield above the box: Grane. The Count said nothing, and | didn't ask, but | had a strong fedling that the
loose box had not just been swept out and the manger scoured for old Piebald: | thought it was kept that
way. The namelooked freshly painted, and the metal corn bin against the wall by the coach-house door
was comparatively new.

"You will see" said the Count, "that thereisapeg for your bridle here a the Side of the box. Josef will
show your man the saddle room, and the feed.”

| had aready decided that the horse would be better out grazing for the night, and | had noticed a
pleasant little dp, just nicely sheltered by trees and less than a hundred yards from the bridge, but |
certainly hadn't the heart to say so. | thanked the Count, admired the stable, and listened for awhileto
his gentle reminiscences of past days as he led me back towards the door. Here he stood back for meto
pass him, and then reached up to put the lantern, still lit, back where it had hung before.

"Y our man will doubtless put it out when he hasfinished here” Then, asthelight siwung high, something
about me seemed to catch hisattention. | saw that, like Sandor ashort time ago, he waslooking at the

"jewd" onmy lapd.
Hewas agood ded more civil than Sandor had been.
"Forgiveme, | wasadmiring your jewel. It isavery preity thing."

| laughed. "It'snot redly ajewd at dl, I'm afraid, it'sjust atrinket. It was given me by someone down at
the circusin the village as a souvenir. Perhaps | should have told you before-the horse I'm looking after
has been with the circus for awhile, and he was hurt, so they're leaving him in my carefor aday or two."
| touched the brooch. "1 supposethisisalittle token of gratitude for what | did; it'sonly glass; | admired
it and they took it off the horse's saddle for me. It is pretty, isn't it?"

"Very pretty." He peered more closely, with alittle gpology. "Perhaps, yes, perhaps one can seethat it is,
after al, not redl. | supposethat if it were you would not be wearing it, but it would be safely locked
away. A jewel that one can wear without fear is after al the best kind of jewel. No, what drew my
attention wasthat it looked familiar. Comewith me, and | will show you."

Heled me at a brisk pace back across the courtyard, up the steps, and across the hall through the door
marked "Private.”

The private wing of the castle wasin its own way rather like the stables-no dust or cobwebs or clutter,
but with the same generd air of having stepped back about half a century. The same dim lighting was aso
gill in evidence, for, though the castle's e ectricity did extend asfar asthis, it seemed to have been put in
by someone with adidike of modern innovations. The bulbswere small, faint, few and far between. The
old Count, walking briskly ahead, led me up agracefully curved staircase to awide landing lit by a
forty-watt bulb, and stopped in front of a canvas on the wall, so big that- though we could have done
with the stable lantern-1 could seeit fairly well. It seemed to be painted mostly in shades of brown
varnish, but, properly cleaned and with better lighting, would turn out to be a portrait, agood ded larger
than life, of alady in thefrilled and ruffled satins of the era of the EmpressMaria Theresia.

"You see," sad the old man, pointing.

And indeed | did. Perhaps origindly the brooch had been painted more brightly than the rest, or perhaps
some fregk of time had |eft the varnish alittle more transparent on this piece of the canvas, but inthedim
painting it stood out remarkably clearly: abig brooch pinning the lace at the lady's bosom. And asfar as
one could make out, amost exactly like the one | was wearing. There was the gold filigree work, the



central blue stone, the mass of smdl brilliants, and the same five dangling "tremblers.” Theonly red
difference was that about the painted lady's jewel lery there could be no possible doubt; no one with that
pale hard eye and Hapsburg jaw would have worn anything off acircus saddle.

"Goodness, itislike it it?' | excdlamed. "Who isshe?!

"She was my great-grandmother. This same jewel appearsin two of the other portraits, but aas, they are
not here, or | could show them to you. They are both in the Alte Pinakothek in Munich.”

"And thejewd itsdf?"

Any wild thoughts | may have had of stolen treasure turning up as circusjewd lery and ending up on my
shoulder cameto aspeedy end at hisreply. "Also, das, in Munich. Most of my family'sjewels are there.
Y ou may see them some day, perhaps.” He amiled. "But meantime | hopeit will give you pleasureto
wear the most famous of them! It was a gift from the Czar, and there are romantic stories about it which
areamogt certainly not true. . . . But romance persists, and the jewel has been much copied.”

"I'll make a specia trip some day to Munich to look at it," | promised as we turned away. "Well, that's
redlly rather exciting! Thank you very much for showing methe portrait: I'll treasure my present dl the
more now becauseit'll remind me of Zechgein.”

"That's very charming of you, my dear. | won't keep you now; you will perhaps want to see your man.
But perhaps sometime you will give methe pleasure of showing you the rest of the castle? We still have
quite afew treasures here and you may find it interesting.”

"| shdl be ddighted. Thank you."

With the same air of dightly abstracted gentleness he saw me down the stairs and back into the hall.
There was awoman there now, behind the big refectory table which did duty asa hotel desk. She had
been writing, and was leafing through a stack of papers which were clipped together with abig meta clip.
She was middle-aged, with asquat, dumpy figure and greying hair drawn tightly back. She had
pendulous cheeks, and allittle beak-mouth pursed between them like an octopus between two stones. |
took her to be the receptionist, or perhaps the housekeeper, and wondered why, when she looked up
and saw me preceding the Count from the south wing, her face, far from expressing the conventiond
welcome dueto ahotel guest, showed what |ooked like cold surprise.

The Count's gentle voi ce spoke from behind me.
"Ah, thereyou are, my dear.”
"I've been to the kitchens. Were you looking for me?”

This, then, must be the Countess. Perhaps the white blouse and flowered dirndl which she wore, suitable
perhaps for someone of Annaisa's age, were her concession to her new status as owner of ahotel. She
spoke, as her husband had spoken, in English. Her voicein contrast to hiswas rapid and alittle sharp,
seeming to hold a perpetua undertone of exasperation.

She turned the exasperation, perhaps tempered alittle, on to me. "Nowadays, it seems, one hasto seeto
everything onesdlf. How do you do? | hope you'll be comfortable here. | am afraid, just at present, the
serviceisnot what it should be. But in these country places things become more and more difficult every
day, even with the modern improvements. It's very difficult indeed now to get loca help, and wefind that
the servants we get from the town don't wish to Stay in any spot quite soisolated asthis. . . ."

| listened politely as she went on to tell me of her domestic troubles, murmuring something sympathetic



from timeto time. | had heard thiskind of thing before many times from hotelkegpersin my own country,
but never ddlivered with quitethisair of grievance. | began to wonder at what point | should be madeto
fed that | must offer to make my own bed. When she paused &t lagt, | said soothingly: "Buit it's charming,
itredly is. My roomislovely. And the whole placeis so beautiful and reglly seems admirably kept. | find
it S0 exciting to be ableto vigt ared castle likethis. It must have been wonderful in the old days."

Thetight lines of her face seemed to dacken alittle. "Ah, yes, the old days. | am afraid that now they
seem avery long time ago.”

The Count said: "I was showing Mrs. March the portrait of Grafin Maria."

"Ah, yes. | am afraid the best of the portraits are no longer here. We haveto live as best we can, in ways
which wewould once have consdered impossible.” Shelifted her shoulders solid under thefrilly blouse.
"Thebext of everything isgone, Mrs. March.”

| murmured something, uncomfortable and even irritated as one dwaysisin face of adetermined
grievance. This, it seemed, was one of those angry natures that feeds on grievance; nothing would
madden her more than to know that what she complained of had been put right. There are such people,
unfortunates who have to be angry before they can fed dive. | had sometimes wondered if it were some
old rélic of pagan supertition, the fear of risking the jealousy and anger of the gods, that made such
people afraid of even small happinesses. Or perhaps it was only that tragedy is more saf-important than
laughter. It ismore impressive to be aLear than aRosdind.

| said: "Have you had any word yet from my husband, Countess? He hoped he might get here tonight.”

"From Mr. March?Yes. . ." Shebegan again to riffle through the papersin front of her. "One moment. .
.. Hesent atelegram to us. Ah, hereitis." She handed atelegraph form acrossto me. It was, of course,
in German.

" wonder if you'd please trandate it for me?"

"It only says. 'Regret must cancel tonight's reservation,' " said the Countess, "but there is another for you,
if | canfindit ... ah, yes, here"

| took it. Thisonewasin English, and it ran: "Very sorry unable join you yet will get in touch love Lewis."

| et it drop to the table. | saw the Countesss hard little grey eyes watching me curioudly, and redlized
that my face must be showing a disgppointment quite Sartlingly intense. | pulled mysdf together.

"What apity. Hejust says he can't join me yet but that helll get in touch. | suppose he may telephone me
tomorrow, or perhaps even tonight. Thank you very much. ... | think I'll go outside now and seeif my
young friend ison hisway up with the horse." | smiled at the Count. "Thank you again.”

| turned quickly to go. | wasin no mood to stay and explain al over again to the Countess about the
horse. But if she had been going to query my last statement she got no chance, because her husband was
aready speaking to her. "Did you say you were expecting another guest tonight after al, my dear? Who
isthis?"

"Another Englishman. A Mr. Elliott."

By the mercy of heaven | had my back to them and was dready hurrying acrossthe hal, for nothing
could have hidden from them the surprise that must have shown unguarded on my face. In counting the
hoursto seeing Lewis, | had quite forgotten hisalias, and that he had implied he might still haveto useit.



The name had brought me up short for amoment, but I managed to pretend | had stumbled over the
edge of arug, and then smply kept going to the door without looking round. But | didn't hurry now. Asl
reached it, | heard her add:

"He has just telephoned. He can have Room [some number | didn't catch]; it isready. We must tell Josef
when he comes back." She had dropped into German now, but | thought | understood the next bit as
well. "Hewill not be here for dinner. He couldn't say what time he would get here. He thought it might be
late”

It didn't take aslong as | had expected to cut the jewd s off the saddle. | carried the lantern into the
stable, where | sat down on the bale of straw to do the job, with asmall pair of very sharp scissorsthat |
usudly carry in my handbag. I'd have taken it upstairs to my room, where the light was better, but it was
heavy, and Josef was at the circus, and | hadn't seen anyone elseto ask; and besides, it smelled rather
too strongly of horse.

So| st inthelantern light picking at the jewes, while the tiny noises of the stable rustled round me.

The stones were loosely sewn and came off easily enough. Thetinselled braiding at the edge had been
half gitched, half glued, and left amark when at last | managed to pull it away; but nothing, | thought, to
matter. The saddle, of soft pae leather with arolled pommel, had obviously been agood one originaly,
but it was now very shabby, and both lining and leather showed signs of much mending.

All the same, when | had finished, and dropped the glittering handful of glassinto my pocket, | looked
round for apeg to hang the old saddle on, safely out of reach of marauders. The rustling in the recesses
of that elaborately baroque stable hadn't been imagination; nor had it just been mice. Shabby or no, |
wasn't going to leave the Spanische Reitschul€'s saddle to the mercy of the Zechgtein rats.

The only peg that was big enough was broken. It was no use perching the thing astride a partition, and |
didn't believein the old Count's saddle room-at least, not in working order. In any casel didn't want to
wait for Josef or go looking for it myself in the dark. But the metal corn bin was ratproof and roomy, and
Piebald would not need corn tonight. | lifted the lid and put the saddle carefully down on the corn, then
hung the lantern where | had found it and went out to meet Timothy.

| went out through the archway onto the bridge and stopped there, leaning over the parapet.

Above me, shadowy, soared the walls and spires and turrets of the castle, pricked here and there with
windows full of yellow light. Beyond the bridge, shadow after shadow, soared the pinewoods, sharp with
their evening scent, and away down below inthe dim valley clusters of lights marked the outlying farms.
Apart from these the only sources of light in the veiled landscape were theriver, which gill showed asa
faintly luminous ribbon diding dong the valley floor, and just below methe pale juts of rock on which the
bridge was built. From somewhere benesath came the trickling, splashing sound of thefaling stream, but
the big river a thefoot of the cliff was slent.

The night was s0 lill that if Piebad were aready on hisway | thought | should have heard the clip clop
of hishoofs, but there was silence, not broken thistime by distant music from the circus. Even the faintest
echo of thiswas cut off, | supposed, by the bluff that hid the village from view.

The distant sound of amotor engine broke the silencefirst, and | saw the lights coming along the valley
road from the direction of the village. Then it had passed the road junction &t the river bridge, and the
lights curled dong up the valey and werelost to sight. Not Mr. Lee Elliott. Not yet.

Inany case-| had been trying to think it out-he would come from the north. Approaching from Vienna, he
would not have to pass through the village but would turn off at the bridge for the castle. If he arrived



while the performance was still going on he was unlikely to meet any of the circus people, and if he came
after eeven the wagons would be moving south. It was extremely unlikely that anyone who had known
Mr. Lee Elliott would see the man in the closed car driving rapidly up to the Schloss Zechstein; and
indeed, in hoping to arrive as"Lewis March,” he must have reckoned on this.

His use of the disguise, then, could only mean that he planned to make another contact with the circus.
And in twelve hours from now the circus would be out of the country.

At that moment, faint and far away, | heard the sound of hoofs, the dow clip clop, clip clop, of awalking
horse. They must have started up the steep road. The hoofbeats were steady and quite regular; it seemed
that old Piebad was no longer "going short.” | straightened up and strolled off the bridge and on down
the road between the pinesto wait for them.

Someone had put a stout wooden seet at the edge of the road, in a gap between the trees, facing
outwards over thevadley. | fdt it cautioudy; the wood was till dry, the damp of night had not yet reached
it. | sat down to wait. The clip-clopping hoofs grew momentarily fainter as Timothy and the horse
rounded some curve of the road and trees crowded between to deaden the sound. Then, afew minutes
later, they emerged nearer and louder.

It was dl the scene needed, | thought, looking up where, on my |eft, the turrets rose dark and faintly lit
againg thedars. . . the slence, the stars pricking out, the charmed hush of the trees, and now the dow
sound of the approaching horse. One dmost expected De laMare's Traveller or some wandering knight
in armour to emerge from the pinewoods into the Sarlight.

Thelast stretch of the road must have had its verges heavily felted with pine needles, for when Timothy
and the horse a last appeared rounding the bend in the road below me they seemed to be moving as
slently as any storybook apparition. It occurred to me then that this-this mundane appearance of morta
boy and horse, treading cautioudly up the soft verge to save the lame leg-was every bit asdramétic as
any romantic legend . . . the old stallion, deposed, menial, debased by his ugly coat, a sort of Frog Prince
who might soon be back in hisown roya place. He came now, plodding beside the boy through the
moon-thrown shadows, the steely light that dithered across his pied coat making of him just another
barred slver shadow. But the black would soon be gone; | had noticed tonight that it was growing out
aready. As| called out and moved | saw hishead jerk up and his ears prick forward sharply, so that for
amoment helooked ayoung horse again. He actualy quickened his pace, and then | heard him give that
lovely soft whickering through his nogtrils. | remembered what Herr Wagner had said: "His name will till
be on hisstal, and fresh straw waiting." | hoped he was right, and, more even than that, | hoped that
Timothy and | wereright. Therewould be certain difficultiesif the Frog Prince turned out just to be afrog
after dl.

Then hismuzzle had dropped softly into my hand and | was caressing his ears and telling Timothy across
him what the arrangements were-including those for Mr. Lee Elliott- for the coming night.

| didn't add what was very much in the forefront of my own mind regarding Mr. Lee Elliott-which was
that, if Timothy and Lewisand | were the only occupants of the central part of the castle, at least tonight
Mr. Elliott would be able to prowl into my bedroom without any fear of discovery.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
| girdid up my Lions & fled the Seen.
atemusward: A Visit to Brigham Young

| must have been adeep when at last he came.



After the usual pattern of Continental hotels, my room had double doors where the bedroom, originaly
very large, had been reduced in size so that a bathroom could be added between it and the main
corridor. | never heard the opening and closing of the outer door, but when the inner door of the room
opened | was, it seemed, instantly awake.

The room was dark; the heavy curtains drawn close across the window and the turret embrasure
completely shut out the moonlight. | heard the door close softly behind him, then he hesitated, presumably
getting his bearings. He didn't fed for alight switch, and he must have been able to see something, for |
heard the ancient floorboards creak as he approached the bed.

| said deepily: "Darling, over here," and turned, groping for the bedside light.
The sound stopped abruptly.
"Lewis?' | said. My hand had just found the switch.

A thin pencil of light from asmall pocket torch shot out to dazzle me. It caught mefull inthe eyes. A swift
whisper came: "Keep ill. Take your hand off that switch." But eve as he spoke, ingtinctively, | had
pressed the switch and the light came on.

It wasn't Lewis. Standing about eight feet awvay from the foot of my bed was Sandor Balog, with the
torch gripped in his hand.

"What are you doing here? Who are you looking for?*

Shock and fright made me speak loudly and shrilly. He had stopped exactly where he was, no doubt
sensing that if he had moved asingle step, fright would have got the better of me and | would have
screamed. Now he thrust the torch back into his pocket. "Keep quiet, will you? Keep your voice down,
andif-"

| said furioudy: " Get out of here! Get out a once! Do you hear me? Get out of my room immediately!"
And | rolled quickly over to reach for the bedside telephone.

And now he did move. In two swift strides he was beside the bed and his Ieft hand shot out to grip my
wrigt just before | could touch the receiver. It was the second time that evening that 1'd felt the strength of
those hands, and thistime the grip was both violent and cruel.

"Stop that, | tell you!" Hewrenched my arm brutally aside and flung me back bodily againgt the pillows.

| screamed then, with al my strength. | think | screamed Lewiss name, as| tried to throw mysdlf out the
farther Sde of the bed away from Sandor, but he pounced again, grabbing my flying arm once more with
that brutal hand, and wrenched me back onto the pillows, and as| opened my mouth to scream again he
hit mewith his other hand across the mouth.

The blow dammed me hard back against the head of the bed. As my head and body were driven back,
he hit meagain. | don't think | fought any more; | hardly remember. In any case it would have been futile.
The next few moments were adaze of shock, fear, and pain, in which, abandoning the attempt to call out
or run for help, | cowered back against the pillows, trying, uselesdy enough, to protect my face with my
freehand. I'm not even sureif he hit me again. | think he did, but eventualy when he saw that | was
cowed and quiet he dropped the vicious grip on my arm and moved away from me, back to the foot of
the bed.

| put both hands to my bruised face and tried to stop my body trembling.



"Look at me"
| didn't move.
Hisvoice dtered. "Look a me."

Sowly, asif by doing so | would tear away the skin from my cheeks, | pulled awvay my hands. | looked
at him. He was standing now at the foot of the bed, just at the edge of the pool of light cast by the
bedsidelamp, but | knew that | was still well within reach of that lightning athlete's pounce of his; and
even without that | couldn't have hoped to run out of range of the gun which he now held in hisright hand.

The gun shifted fractiondly. ™Y ou see this?'
| didn't spesk. | was biting my lips together to stop them shaking, but he could seethat | could seeit.

Hesaid: "You've just seen how much useit isto scream in aplace likethis. There are two doorsto this
room, and the wals are half ameter thick, | should think, and in any case theré's only that boy here, isn't
there, the other side of the corridor, and quite along way away? Hell be deeping likeababy . . . but if
you did manage to wake him, madame, that would be too bad for him. Do you understand?’

| understood very well. Thistime | nodded.
"All right. .. and if you try to touch that telephone again it will aso be too bad for you."

"What do you want?" | had meant it to sound furious, but my voice came out in asort of thin whisper,
and | cleared my throat and tried again. It fill didn't sound like my own voiceat dl, and | saw him amile.
At the smile, sometiny seed of anger stirred somewhere insde me, sending aflickering thread of warmth
through the cold and the fear.

"Y ou were expecting someone, weren't you?' The smile grew. "Or do you welcome al comersto your
room, madame?' He lounged againgt the foot of the bed, holding the pistol carelesdy, hislook at once
contemptuous and appraising.

Deep insde methelittle flame caught and began to burn. | said, and was pleased to hear how steady and
cold my voice sounded: "Y ou can see how much | welcomed you.”

"Ah, yes, the virtuous lady. Y ou thought the husband had managed to get here after dl, yes?'

So thefirgt remark had been no more than athug's routine insult. He contrived in some way to make the
second sound equally offensive, and | managed to wonder flegtingly why any normal woman hatesto be
cdled "virtuous." But thiswas no more than a passing irony; with his mention of my husband, the
immediate fearsfor mysdlf had fled and | had begun to think.

The thug knew that Lewis had been due. He had discovered that Lewiswas delayed. Therefore,
apparently, he had broken into my room to tackle me done. . . . Without knowing anything further, |
accepted Sandor Balog at this point asthe enemy in Lewiss shadowy assignment, asthe center of the
circus"mystery." No doubt | should know soon enough if he had cometo find out from me anything
about Lewis. . ..

My heart was beating in my throat somewhere. | swalowed, and said, fairly creditably:

"Y ou didn't come hereto be offensive. What did you come for? What isit to you when my husband is
expected?”



"Nothing, my dear lady, except that perhaps | could not have come. . . likethis... if he had been here”

"How did you know he wasn't here? If it comesto that, how did you know he was expected? | didn't tell
anyone a thecircus."

A quick shrug of the broad shoulders. He still looked very much the circus athlete. He had, of course,
changed from his performer’s outfit, but he was still wearing black-tight dark trousers and ablack leather
jacket which looked as supple and degk with muscle asthe skin of awild animal. ™Y ou don't imagine |
would come up and bresk into a place like thiswithout finding al about it first, do you? Some of the
sarvantslivein the village. They were a the performance, and it was easy to talk to them afterwards and
find out who the guests were. In this part of the world it is not customary for hotelsto lock their doors at
night, and | imagined that, shorthanded as they were, there would be no night porter on duty ... at any
rate, not dl night. So there was nothing to do but walk in and look at the register to find your room
number-and make sure that he had not come after all.” That grin again. "So don't try to frighten me, will
you, madame, by persuading me your husband's going to come in and caich me here. And evenif he
did"-abrief gesture with the gun- "1 could deal with him as easily aswith you, no?*

"No, you stupid animd," | thought, but | didn't say it. | tried not to show theimmediate rdlief | was
feeling. Whatever he had comefor, it was not Lewis, and it was apparent that he had not identified Lewis
with Lee Elliott. He could hardly have found that "Elliott" was expected, snce | knew that Josef had only
been told on hisreturn from the circus, when the village contingent of servants had dready left. So,
though Balog didn't know it, Lewiswas on hisway, and, in place of the bewildered and frightened tourist
he presumably imagined my husband to be, he would find himsdf tangling with aprofessond at least
twice astough as himsdif.

| said. "All right. Y ou've made your point. Y ou've frightened me and you've hurt me and you've made it
very clear that I've got to do what you tell me. Supposing you tell mewhat it is? What have you come
here for? What do you want?'

"Thesaddle" hesaid.
| gared at him. "The what?"

"The saddle. When | saw that brooch affair on you | neverguessed . . . but then Elemer told me about the
horse, and said you'd brought the saddle up here too. Whereisit?'

"I don't understand. What can you possibly want?'
"Y ou're not asked to understand. Just answer me. Where did you put it?"

| kept my eyes on hisface. Suddenly | thought | understood only too well, and it took al my self-control
not to let them flicker towards the dressing-table drawer where, wrapped in ahandkerchief, lay thelittle
pileof "jewes' that | had cut off the harnesstonight.

"It'sin the stable, of course," | said in atone of what | hoped was surprise. "Where el se do you think?'

He made a quick movement of impatience, adight gesture, but one containing so much suppressed
violencethat | felt mysdlf flinch back againgt the pillows. "That's not true. | went therefirgt, naturaly. Do
you think I'm afool? One of the servants told me the old man still kept a place for horses here, so | went
straight there to look. | saw you'd put the horse to graze on the hill, and | thought the tack would bein
the stable, but there was no sign of it. Did you bring it up here to tamper with it? Whereisit?'

"Why should | tamper withit?Itisin the sable, it'sinthe corn bin.”



"The corn bin? What sort of story'sthat? Don't lieto me, you little fool, or-"

"Why should | lieto you? All | want isto get you out of here as soon as possible. | don't know what you
want with the saddle and | don't care, and I'm not Stupid enough to fight you over it when it's quite
obvious| cant win. It's perfectly true | put the thing in the corn bin. There areratsin that stable-1 saw
traces of them, and | didn't want the saddle |eft out and damaged in the night. In case you didn't know,
corn binsare usualy made of metd, smply to keep the rats away from the grain. Y ou'll find the saddlein
the bin beside the door to the coach house.” | had been holding the bedcl othes up above my breast, and
now | pulled them closer round me with what | hoped was agesture of dismissve dignity. "And now will
you please get the hell out of here?!

But he didn't move. There was the now familiar gesture with the pistol. "Get up and get dressed.”
"What?"

"Y ou heard me. Hurry up.”

"Why should I”? What are you talking about? What are you going to do?'

"Y ou're coming with me."

| was il clutching the bedclothestightly under my chin, but | could fed the dignity dipping fromme. | felt
mysalf begin to tremble again. "But I-1've told you the truth. What reason would | havetolie?| tell you,
you'l find the thing in the corn bin. Why can't you just go down there and take it and go away?"

Again that impatient movement that was athresat. "Do you think I'm going to walk out and leave you here
to raise the place? Now come aong, don't argue with me. Do as| say and get out of that bed.” He
gestured with the gun again towards the side of the bed away from the telephone and away from the
door.

There seemed to be nothing for it. Sowly | pushed back the bedclothes and got out onto the floor. My
nightdress was double nylon, but | felt naked. | remember that the fegling was not so much one of shame
as of sheer helplessness, the feding that must have driven the first naked man to fashion weapons for
himsdlf. It ispossiblethat if it had been | who held the gun | should have felt fully clothed.

| picked up my clothes. "I'll dressin the bathroom.”

"Youll dresshere.”

"But | wouldn't be ableto-"

"Damn you, don't argue. Get dressed. I'minahurry.”

Despising mysdf for the pleading notein my voice, | said: "All right, if you'll pleaselook the other way-"

"Don't beafool. I'm not going to rape you. All women are the same, they think you've got nothing e seto
think about. Now get on with it and hurry up.”

| did the best | could on the principle that what we don't seeisn't there. | turned my back onhim, so|l
couldn't see whether he watched me or not, but | knew that he did. If he had moved I'm not sure what |
would have done, pistol or no pistol. But he didn't stir. He stood stone till, about three yards from me,
and | could fed hiseyesdl over meas| got clumsly, fumblingly into my clothes and tried to fasten them
with shaking fingers. | didn't put on the dress| had worn for dinner; he let me take dacks and sweater
and an anorak from the wardrobe. | dragged the things on and zipped them up. The warm hug of the



woollen clothing was marvelloudy comforting, and as | pulled on my shoes | was brave enough to tackle
him again.

"And when you've got the saddle, what then?”

"Thenwe shall see”

| stood up. My physical fear of him had been so immediate and overpowering that | had not been able to
think clearly about the Situation, but now, sharply faced with the prospect of leaving the lighted room that
belonged to me and going out with this bruta thug into the dark, my mind had begun to race, ticking the
facts up and adding them as neatly asacash regigter.

The gtalion's saddle, covered with "jewds': Sandor's solicitude for that saddle (I had beenright in
thinking he was not the type to run errands for Anndisa): thetalk of "loose stitching,” yes, and the brooch
which had hung loosdly, and which Elemer had pulled off for me: Sandor'seye onit... he had presumably
tackled Elemer immediately, only to hear that the whole harness, jewels and al, had gone up to the
Schloss Zechgtein. And now, Sandor asking meif | had "tampered withit." Yes, it dl cametogether, with
the other factswhich (as yet) he didn't know-the Count's interest in my brooch and the portrait of the
Countess Mariawearing a sgpphire that was in the museum at Munich. . . .

Or wasit? If Sandor Baog had, indeed, managed a theft of this magnitude where better could he hide
such jewels than among the tawdry glitter of the normal circus trappings? If-as seemed more likely-he
was just acourier for the thieves, how better to get them out of the country?

So my innocent interest in the horse had pushed mefirmly -and right against Lewiss orders-into the
middle of this dangerous effair.

And that it was dangerous there could be no manner of doubt. If Sandor had taken my word for it and
gone down again to the stable, | could have made my way to the servants wing for help before he found
that the jewels had gone and came back to get them-and me. But he was taking me with him; | should be
in the stable with him-aone with him- when he took the saddle out from the bin and found it stripped of
itstreasure.

One more thing was certain: for Sandor there was agreat ded at stake. Tonight he had shown how
ruthless he could be, and | had no doubt that he was prepared to be worse than that. This, | was sure,
was aman eadly capable of murder.

Murder . .. Onthethought, thelast of the factsfell into place: the burnt-out wagon and the dying words
of Franzl the horsekeeper; the ingstent mumble (misinterpreted by Lewis and Annalisa) about
"Negpolitano Petras saddle.” Franzl might (as Anndisa had imagined) have been trying to confessthe
theft of the horse; but the ingstence on something astrivia asthe saddle implied that, in the moment of
dying, he had forgotten that the horse's name meant nothing to them and was trying desperately to pass
on the discovery for which he had been murdered, and Paul Denver with him. It seemed that the Piebad
story had, after dl, held ahotter clue than we had dreamed of , to Lewiss"mystery."

And what had been worth two desths to Sandor Balog then might be worth another now.

Wel, no jewelswere worth adesth. And every minute of delay brought Lewis closer. | said quickly:
"Just aminute. This saddle you're taking so much trouble for. I know why you want it."

That stopped him. "What do you know?"

"I know about the jewels you've stolen. That brooch that Elemer gave me that came off the saddle, that



was one of them, wasn't it?" | would have liked to startle him further by telling him that | had recognized
the jewels, but | had no wish to endanger the old Count by hinting that he had known the brooch. Nor
was | going to risk my own neck by knowing too much about Franzl. | went on rapidly: "Y ou gave it
away when you tackled me tonight outside Annalisa's wagon; why should you care what happensto a
piece of glass off asaddie? And now coming up here after it, it'sobvious, I'd beafool if | didn't see.
Well, it'snothing to do with me, they're not my jewels, and I'm certainly not going to risk anything for
them. If you do drag me down to that stable now and | show you the saddle, it won't do you much good.
Y ou don't think | wanted to take that saddle all covered with circus stuff, do you? | took the jewel s off."

"Jewels" hesad. "Jewels. Y ou took the jewels off the saddle?"

"Yes, | did. | offered to put them in abox and send them back to Anndisaat Innsbruck but she said she
didn't want them. Y ou can take them, asfar as I'm concerned, you can teke the lot. Only just get out of
thisroom and leave me done. You'll be acrossthe frontier in afew hours, so why should you worry, just
go away now and take them with you.”

Hewas dill staring asif | had taken leave of my senses. Then | saw theflicker of calculation behind the
narrow dark eyes and acted quickly, concerned not to let him begin thinking. If | could satisfy him by
giving him the jewels, hustle him somehow out of the room, get that massive door locked onhim .. . He
might imagine himsdlf safe, ready to cross the border within amatter of hours, with only me and Timothy
-foreigners, and comparatively helpless-knowing something about him. It wasn't much of ahope, but it
wasdl therewas. It surprised me, in the fleeting moment | had to be surprised, that Lewis and the weight
of his Service should be after acrime of thisnature, but if thiswasindeed Lewiss quarry | wasn't fool
enough to think that | could dedl with him. | knew what Lewis himsalf would want meto do: stay safe,
wait for him, and then help him to lock himself on to Sandor's wake.

| swung quickly round to the dressing-table, dragged open adrawer, and lifted out the glittering pile of
stones which lay bundled in a clean handkerchief. | hoped he wouldn't notice that the sapphire brooch
wasn't there.

For thefirgt time | gpproached him of my own will and, ignoring the pistal, thrust the bundle a him. "Here
you are. Thiswas what was on the saddle. Now get out, and | hopeit chokesyou."”

He made no move to take them. Then suddenly he laughed. It was the sound of quite spontaneous
amusement.

| said, disconcerted: "What's the matter? Why don't you take them?”

He said contemptuoudy: "Jewels? Those are jewels only fit for ahorse. Or perhaps awoman. Now don't
wage my time."

Then, as| stood with the things till cupped in my hands, gaping at him, he reached one of those narrow
caloused hands and scooped three or four of the stones from the bundle. Herolled them in hispam, so
that they glittered and shonein the lamplight, green and red and something topaz yelow. He laughed

again.

"An emerald, and aruby, and-what, ayellow diamond? Oh yes, they are very fine, these crown jewels of
yours." Then suddenly the smile was gone and that white-toothed animal look was back. "These are
glass. Fool. Do you think | would waste my time over such things asthese? Even if they werered, what
kind of market would there be for these things in my country? People over there don't want jewels, they
want dreams, yes, dreams. . . beautiful dreamsfor the damned. . . . You can dways sl dreams.” Witha
flick of the wrist he sent the stonesflying. | heard them hit the floor and roll away behind the window
curtan.



| sad: "You'recrazy."
"Perhaps. And now we go."

| backed away asfar as| could and came up againgt the dressing table. "And if | refuse?' My voice was
breathless. "Y ou redly think you could get away with shooting me?'

"Oh, this" His glance down at the gun was amost casual. "'l should not shoot you. That wasjust to
frighten you." A twist of those strong fingers and the gun was reversed in hishand. "1 should hit you with
it, see, knock you out, and then ..." A gesture towardsthe window. "It'salong drop, | believe" He
gmiled & me. "The only reason | don't do it now isbecause | still want that saddle, and | don't trust you,

my pretty lady.”

He had moved over to the door while he spoke, and his hand was on the knob, ready to ease it open.

He danted his head, listening. Then the narrow black eyes glinted at me and he said softly: "Now, tidy the
bed and pick up your nightdress. Don't go near the telephone. . . . That'sright. And pick up those jewels.
We want the room to look as though you'd dressed and gone out of your own free will, don't we?"

| obeyed him; there seemed nothing e seto do. After watching me for amoment he pulled the door open
quietly and now was hdf throughiit, listening intently for any sound in the corridor. | could hear nothing. |
stooped to pick up the red stone. The other two had rolled beyond the heavy curtains which masked the
turret embrasure. For the moment, satisfied with my obedience, he wasn't watching me; dl his attention
was on the silent spaces of the corridor. My shoes were light and made no sound on the carpet. |
reached casudly through the curtains asif to pick up the other fallen stones. . . .

Hedidn't turn. Asslently as| could | did between the curtainsinto the dark embrasure, and then like a
flash | was fumbling &t the caich of the little door that gave on the battlements.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
... Blinkin' inthelift sse hie.
robert burns: Willie Brewed a Peck o' Maut

It opened without a sound and | dipped out. | could hardly hope to have more than afew seconds
gart-infact, | think | hardly even hoped to escape thisway, but my flight had been purely ingtinctive.
There was nowhere el se to go.

If I could get the key silently from the lock and rel ock the door again on the outside, | could not imagine
that he would risk making the noise necessary to forceit or shoot it open. | had no ideawhat the time
was, but if he had come up after the second house was over, most of the circus would be aready oniits
way. He might well cut hislosses, gamble on my having spoken the truth, go down for the saddle, and

hurry away with al speed.

But | didn't havetimeto put thislightning theory to the test. Even as| grasped the key to pull it from the
lock heredlized what | was doing. | heard aquick exclamation from the room beyond the curtain and the
cresk of thefloor as he started after me.

| whipped out, dammed the door behind me, and ran aong the narrow walk behind the battlements.

The moonlight was hard, brilliant, merciless. It showed me my way clearly, but asclearly it showed my
running form to Sandor. | was barely two thirds of the way a ong between the battlements and the
steep-pitched roof to my right when | heard the door yanked open behind me and his urgent voice,
"Stand ill or I'll shoot!"



| don't know whether | blieved thethreat or not. | didn't take timeto think about it. | could fed terror
between my shoulder blades, but | never paused. Like abolting hare, | ran headlong for the little door
that | had seen in the second tower.

| heard him leap the steps, clear down to the stonewalk. Helanded lightly as acat. Three more strides
and | was at the tower. The door was the duplicate of the onein my own turret. | stumbled up the steps,
seized the handle, and pushed with al my strength. The door was |ocked.

| whirled, momentarily at bay, the palms of my hands pressed hard against the door behind me. Hewas
coming. He was halfway over. He had thrust the gun into his pocket and both his hands were free.

For one crazy moment | thought there was nowhere to go but straight up the steep dope of thetiles
beside me. | suppose it might have been safe enough; they were dry and | was rubber-shod, and if | had
dipped | would only have fallen back to thewalk. But Sandor was on the walk.

And below the battlements was darkness, and empty space, and the distant deep river. . . .

Then | saw the steps, alittle curved flight twisting up on the outside of the tower and round behind it; the
stairway | had noticed earlier in the day, and had forgotten. It went up, not down, but it was the only way
to go. | wasflying up it, and round the curved wall of the turret and out of his Sight, before he had
reached the bottom step.

They talk about people being winged by fear. | suppose | was, and it must be remembered that Sandor,
athlete though he was, had put in two strenuous performances that night. | know that | gained on him up
that dreadful twisting spird. On the moonlit Sdeit was easy, and even when we twisted back into the
black shadow of the side away from the moon, it seemed | couldn't put afoot wrong, though | heard him
stumble and waste his breath in an ugly expletive, and once he paused, gasping, and caled out another
threat or command. And then the little staircase whipped round the last curve of the turret and, it seemed,
shot me out onto the open leads of the top of the castle.

| was past thinking. | didn't even dare pause to see where | was or what was ahead of me. | had avague
impression of moonlit leads broken by peaks and dopes of tilestilted and shining in the moon, likeicy
steep-sided mountains shouldering their way up at random out of a plain; of gold-crowned pinnacles and
turrets, of cowled chimney pots and carvings like great chessmen set out round the edges of the roof, and
here and there the great tubes of open chimneys, like ranked cannon blindly raking the sky. In the hard
washed moonlight it was like some nightmare world without plan or relevance,

| ran for the nearest cover, agreat stack of chimney pots with beyond them the reassuring scarp of a
steep-pitched roof.

The leads were ridged, trip-wire ridges, some two or three inches high, every six feet or so. | jumped one
of them safely enough and swerved to avoid a broken chimney pot which waslying lodged against the
next.

He was near the head of the steps now. He'd seen me. He called something else in that furious breathless
voice.

| could just see his head and shoulders; hisfeet must have still been five or Sx steps down. | don't
remember thinking at dl; it was pureingtinct that made me check, turn, stoop for the piece of chimney
pot, and with both arms and al my strength heaveit over theridged leads and send it rolling straight for
the top of the steps.

It went true. It hit the head of the stepswith aclatter and hurtled straight over them and down. It must



have caught hislegs and swept hisfeet from under him, for his head and shoulders vanished with acrash,
adithering, and aflurry of breathless oaths, and | heard the flimsy iron railing creak as his body was
thrown againgt it.

| didn't wait. As| dived for the shelter of the chimney stack | heard the pot initsturn hit theiron railing,
then, seconds later, crash somewhere on the cliffs below, and later again, the dwindling crash and tinkle
of thefragmentsfalling piecemed to theriver.

Then | was past the chimney stack and dodging quickly among the steep rooftop shadows.

| had gained time, but | certainly couldn't hope to dodge him for long, nor certainly to hide from him for
any length of timein that exposed confusion. What | had to do, and fast, wasto find away down. He
would-equaly certainly-make sure | couldn't get down the way | had come, but where there was one
outside stair there might well betwo. . ..

Running still swiftly, but as softly as | could, | dodged past two enormous stacks, through the covering
shadow thrown by ahexagond roof, and ran for the battlements beyond. If there were any dair, |
thought it would be on the outside. | had, in fact, some hazy memory of having seen such adtair, but
whereit was| couldn't in my confusion and terror remember.

The turret with the stairs up which we had come was at the southeastern corner of the cadtle, at the
junction of the central hotel block and the south wing occupied by the Count and Countess. As soon as|
had gained the shelter of the chimneys | had turned north, for it wasin the north wing that the servants
dept, and where | might expect to find help. Moreover, | hoped that the other corner turret, at the
northeast, would have a stairway the twin of thefirst by which I might get down into the north wing.

| was now halfway back aong the center block, about level with my own turret-1 recognized the pointed
roof and the winged dragon catching the moon. Deep in a shadowed corner | risked apauseto listen,
fighting to control my breathing and hear above my thudding heart if there were till sounds of pursuit.

| heard him straight away. He wasn't coming fast; he was some distance away, at fault, casting about like
ahound that haslost the scent. But a hound that knowsits quarry's there ahead of it, and that it only has
to go onto drive that quarry into a corner, will hardly give up and turn back for lack of scent. He came
on.

But he cannot have been surewhich way | had first run. Now, just as | tensed to bolt again, | heard him
stop. He stood there for what must have been afull minute, listening (1 supposed) as| waslistening. |
could imagine him, lithe and tough and black in his deek anima's suit, peering among the angular shadows
for asight of me. | kept very ill.

Hetook two dow steps forward and stopped again. | was pressed back into my corner, my hands
digging into acrevice of the sone, dmost asif | would have burrowed my way into it, like aworm
burrowing into abank. Under my rigid fingers apiece of mortar broke away. It fell into my hand, silently,
harmlesdy, but the moment'simaginary sound that it might have made brought a spasm of terror so
intense as to bring the swesat out on my face.

Next second the fedl of the rough mortar, a piece about the Size of apigeon's egg scoring my swesting
palm, suggested something to me; an old trick, but worth trying-and | had very littleto lose by trying it.
Cautioudy | eased mysdlf away from the stone, making no sound &t al, then, still hidden, lobbed the
piece of mortar asfar as| could the way we had come, back towards the south wing of the castle.

The sound it made, faling with acrack and adither along way off, was satisfactorily loud; even more
satisfactorily, it sounded very like a stone didodged accidentally by someone'sfoot. | heard the creak of



rubber as he whipped round where he stood, and then the sounds, light but distinct, of hisfeet racing
back the way he had come.

For amoment | thought of following quietly in hiswake and taking the chance of dipping down the same
turret stair; but there was too much open roof to cross, and he might well be watching it.

| couldn’t hear him now. It was to be assumed that he was hunting me aong the southern wing. Turning
the other way, | dodged aong through the sharp lights and shadows, stumbling sometimes, both hands
spread out in front of me, for so weird wasthis lunar landscape that, however brilliant the moonlight, one
fdt asif onewasrunning blind.

In front of me loomed the turret at the northeast corner, the twin of the one up whose stairway | had
come. Here, surely, must be the second stairway which | was so surethat | remembered . .. ?

Therewasindeed astairway: the head of it lay in the shadow away from the moon. But as| ran up toit |
saw that it was ruinous, itstop railed stoutly off with timber, and thefirst haf dozen steps hanging,
crumbling, over vacancy.

But besideit, inthewall of the tower, straight in front of me there was adoor.

Thiswaslike dl the other castle doors, heavy, and lavishly studded and hinged with wrought iron. There
was no latch, only abig curved handle, which, as| seized it and pushed, felt under my hands asif it were
the shape of some animal, agriffin or awinged lizard. The door wasimmovable. | pushed and pulled,
hardly believing that this, which had loomed up in front of me asa sort of miracle of escape, was not,
after dl, going to work.

| think it was at this moment that it occurred to me serioudy, for the first time, that perhaps | was not
going to get away, that the thing which happened to other people might, now, soon, be going to happen
to me. Possibly the very fairytade atmosphere of the castle-the londly valey, the turrets, the moonlight, the
battlements, this door with the griffin handle-the trappings of childhood's dreams and of romance, once
become actua, were seen to be no longer dreams but nightmare. Caught up in one's own private world
of fantasy, perhaps one would dways trade it for an acre of barren heath under the grey light of day.

There was even, st in the stone beside the door, the familiar bell push mounted in wrought iron. |
pressed it. It seemed the perfectly norma thing to do in thiscrazy night. | believe it would have seemed
perfectly normd if the door had opened silently and awizard had bowed me in among the cobwebs and
theaembics. . ..

But nothing happened. The door wasimmovable, blank in the moonlight.

They say that every end isabeginning. Even as| stood there, with my hand on the silly bell, feding the
courage, and even the driving fear, spill out of me to leave me sprung and spent, | remembered where |
had seen the other Stair.

For meit couldn't have been better placed. It was awide stone stairway leading down beside one of the
gate towers- the twin turrets which flanked the main gateway at the bridge. Origindly these towers had
been joined by astretch of machicolated curtain wall, anarrow catwalk above the gate, but this had
fdleninto disrepair and was amere skeleton, Smply an arched span of crumbling stonejoining the two
towers. The southern gate tower, smilarly, had falen into ruin and had been | eft in its decay withits
sairway fallen awvay and itsroof sticking up like ajagged tooth. But the northerly one, | knew, was
whole and perfectly negotiable, and it gave on the courtyard and the steps and the front door of the castle
and the bridge and the road up which Lewiswould be coming. . . .



Therewas still no sign of Sandor. Chin on shoulder, | dithered out of the shadow of the turret, round the
curve, and then ran and dodged my crazy way aong the rooftop towards the gate tower on the west
front.

| wasright. The stairway wasthere. And it was open. The head of it lay full in the moonlight, fifty yards
ahead of me. As| burst out of shadow into the full glare of the moon, running, | saw Sandor again. He
had donejust as| had hoped. He had run right round the other wing of the castle and was now heading
for the opposite Sde of the gate-the side with the broken turret.

He had seen me. | saw the gun flash threateningly into his hand; but | knew that, here of al places, he
wouldn't dare to shoot. In any case | couldn't go back; there was nowhere to go back to; he could reach
the turret up which we had come before | could. And | could get down to the courtyard, down my
sairway. He couldn't. Hiswas broken, the turret itself just ajut of crumbling fangs. To get to me he
would haveto go dl the way back. | ran forward.

| had run twenty yards, not looking at him, my whole being intent smply on the head of that stone
staircase, when | suddenly saw what he was doing. | had forgotten who-or what - Sandor was. To a
man who worked daily on the high wire, anine-inch wal, in whatever state of repair, wasaswideasa
motorway. He never even hesitated. He went up that broken turret like aleaping cat and then was on top
of the arch and running-not waking, running-acrossit towards me.

As| stopped dead, | saw something else. Away below, down the hillside, down among the dark trees
away to theright, | thought | saw the lights of amoving car.

It wasslly, it wasfutile, but | screamed hisname. "Lewis, Lewis!" | doubt if the cry could have been
heard from farther than ten yards away; it came out only as a sort of sobbing gasp, not even asloud as
the cry of an owl. Sandor was three brisk strides from the end of the arch, straight above the stair head. |
turned and ran back theway | had come.

He leapt down to the leads and came after me.

At least now | knew my way, and at least | now knew he didn't intend to shoot me. With athirty-yard
lead | might yet make the corner turret and the steps down to my own room. And now there would be
someoneto run to. Lewis. Almost immediately | redlized that, even with thelead | had, | couldn't hopeto
doit. My very fear had exhausted me, and Sandor's physica strength and fitness were far greater than
my own. ... | didn't have my hands held in front of me now. Blind or not, | smply ran ashard as| could
back theway | had come along the rooftop maze of the north wing, round the turret where that nightmare
magic door stood in the shadows fast shut-It was wide open.

| was amost past it when | saw, out of the corner of my eye, the blank, black oblong of the open door.
Sandor was barely ten yards behind me. | could never reach my own turret now. This, whatever it was,
wasthe only port in astorm. | jerked round like a doubling hare and dmost fell through the open door.

He overran me. My sudden movement, as| seized the jamb of the door and siwung mysalf round and
back in through the gap, took him completely by surprise. | must have vanished dmost literdly from
under hishands. | saw him shoot past me as| siwung back into the shadow, and then | found myself
gprawling bresthless against adippery wal on theinsde of the tower.

| had not known what to expect inside the door-some kind of stairway, perhaps; but there was no such
thing. As| swung round the doorjamb into the blackness | found myself on alevel dippery floor, and
then, as| staggered and put my hands out to the wall to save mysdlf, the door through which | had come
did fast shut behind me and alight came on.



Thefloor, the shining sted wals, the light, dropped frighteningly downwards like astone, and | went with
them. It wasthelift.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
OLewis... |
shakespeare: King John

There was barely time even to register this. It was only afterwardsthat | knew what had happened.
When thelift was ingtdled they had made athorough job of it and extended the shaft to the roof to give
access to the rampart walks and (1 found later) a belvedere on the south side. My half-crazy, wholly
thoughtless action in pressing the bell push had summoned it, and as| swung myself into the small meta
box one of my hands, outstretched and flailing for balance, must have caught the controls as| fell, and
sent the lift earthwards.

| hardly redlized when the dropping motion ceased. | was gasping and sobbing for breath, and till just
picking mysdf up shakily from the floor, when the drop finished as smoothly asit had started, and with a
click the doors opened. | caught aglimpse of some dimly lit passage outside, empty and sllent. Dazedly,
my hand dipping on theribbed meta of thelift wall, | pulled mysdlf to my feet, il bardly aware of what
was happening, and moved shakily towards the open doors.

They shut in my face. The metal cage moved again-thistime, upwards. He had called it from the roof. He
must have been standing with his thumb pressed on the button, and now, locked in my small metd trap, |
was being hurtled straight back to the roof.

| flew at the controls. | had no ideawhat they were, and in any case dl the labdlling wasin German. But
one knob wasred, and at this| shoved with al my strength. With asickening sensation and ajar, thellift
stopped in mid-flight. | jammed hard with my thumb at the lowermost of the rank of buttons, released the
red, and after perhaps two seconds of intolerable pause | felt the lift drop once more. . . .

Thistime | was pressed against the doors, waiting, one hand spread against the metal, ready to push, the
other clutching the only movable object in thelift, abig oblong trough for cigarette butts, afoot long by
nine inches wide, which had been standing in the corner underneath the control pand.

The doors did open easily onto darkness. Before they were afoot apart | was through them and had
turned to ram the meta trough between them asthey did shut. They closed smoothly on the metd,
gripped it, held-and stayed open, nine inches apart.

It was enough. Thelift didn't move. | turned in the shaft of light from its wedged door to seewhere | was.

| was standing on stone, rough stone flags, and | could tell somehow from the fed of the air around me
that thiswas no corridor but alarge room or space. It was cold with the dank chill that one associates
with cellars: and in amoment | saw that thiswasin fact wherel must be. Back in the dimness, the faint
glint from crowded ranks of bottles showed me that this was the wine cellar, negtly Stuated at the
junction of the kitchen wing and the centra block of the castle. They had certainly made a comprehensive
job of the new lift, roof to dungeon. And, | reckoned, if they used thelift to come down for thewine
there must surely bealight switchnear it . . . ?

Therewas. My fingers, dithering and padding over thewall to either sde of thelift, found the switch and
pressed it, and alight, dim enough, but more than adequiate, flicked into life just asthelift light
(presumably on atime switch) went out.



If thelift had been an anachronism behind the panelling of the castle corridors, hereit seemed like
something from another world. | wasin agreat vaulted space, treed like aforest with squat massive
pillars which supported the low ceiling on grest branches of stone. Stacked here and there between the
pillarswere the racks for wine, themsalves by no means new, but young compared with this Gothic
dungeon, partly hewn, | suspected, out of the living rock of the crag. The shadowed spaces between the
pillars seemed to stretch infinitely in every direction. From where | stood | could see neither door nor
staircase, though patches of deeper darkness seemed to indicate where passages might lead off
undernesth the rest of the castle.

| swung back to face thelift and tried, remembering how it was Situated on the upper floors, to imagine
exactly where under the castle | stood now. Somewhere aong to my right would be the main part of the
castle with the central staircase. Off to my |eft the kitchen premises, and beyond them the stables and the
gatehouse. . . .

| bit my lip, hesitating. It wasimpossible to guesswhat Sandor's next move would be. | didn't know
whether he had seen the lights of the gpproaching car; | thought not. But in any case it might be supposed
that, with time dipping on, he would cut his losses, abandon the chase, and make straight for the stairway
by the gate and the stable. Or he might go back by the way he had come, through my bedroom, in which
case hewould come down by themain daircase. . . .

There was no way of guessing. Only one thing was certain, that | wasn't going to stay down hereinthis
echoing vault. | had to get out somehow to the upper air, to the courtyard And even if Sandor was there,
there aso any minute now would be my own safety, Lewis.

Only then did it occur to me that my safety was Lewiss danger. If by chance, as he entered the courtyard
or the castle, he were to meet Sandor, then | no longer had any illusions about what the latter would do,
and Lewiswas unsuspecting, and for al 1 knew unarmed.

Foolishly or nat, | was not going in thelift again. | turned to my left and, running between the pillars,
began to search for away out.

| was back in the world of fantasy, Red Riding Hood |lost in the depths of the grey forest ... on every
Sde, it seemed, the vast stone trunks stretched away, ribbing the floor with shafts of darkness. Soon the
dim dectric light waslost behind the crowding pillarsand | was groping my way from stone to stone,
stumbling on the uneven flags, heading apparently for deeper and ever deeper darkness.

At the very moment when | faltered, ready to turn back towards the light-even, perhaps, to use the lift
and risk meeting Sandor in the upper corridors-| saw light ahead of me and soon recognized thisfor a
shaft of moonlight falling through some dit window in the outsdewall. | ran towardsthis.

It was an old spearhead window deep in a stone embrasure, and it was unglazed. The sweet night air
poured through it, and outside | got a glimpse of the moonlit, glinting tiers of pines, and heard faintly the
sound of falling water. Insde, just beyond the window, and reasonably well lit by the edge of the
moonlight, was aflight of stone stepsleading upwards. At itstop was the usua heavy door, liberdly
studded with iron. Praying that it wouldn't belocked, | haf ran, haf stumbled up the stepsand, seizing
the big round handle, lifted the massive latch and pushed.

The door opened smoothly and in silence. Cautioudly | pushed it open afoot and peered out.

A corridor thistime, flagged floor, rush matting, dim lights, probably somewhere near the kitchens. To my
left it stretched between closed doorsto aright-angled corner; but only twenty yardsto my right it ended
in another vaulted door. Thiswas|ocked and bolted on the inside, but the bolts soon yielded, and quietly
enough | was through. Outs de was darkness and moonlit arches and a confusion of massive shapes. |



shut the door softly and leaned back in the shadows, getting my bearings.

Inamoment | had it. | had come out into the coach house. The shape looming in front of me wasthe
ancient closed carriage, its shaft sticking up like amast and bisecting the moonlit archway that opened on
the courtyard beyond. Beside it was the car, a big old-fashioned limousine. | tiptoed forward between
the two vehicles and, pausing at the edge of one of the arches, peered out into the courtyard.

Thiswasempty. | could hear no sound. In the bright moonlight that edged the scene like silverpoint,
nothing stirred, but at dmost the same moment | heard the purr of acar's engine mount thelast hill
towards the castle, mount and grow and distort into ahollow echo asthe car crossed the bridge. Then
the lights speared through the archway, and abig car- a strange one-stole into the courtyard, swung
round with its headlights probing the shadowed corners, and came to a quiet stop with its bonnet no
more than ayard from the open archway of the coach house.

The lights went off. The engine died, and Lewis got quietly out of the car and reached into the back seat
for hisbag.

Ashe graightened, bag in hand, | breathed: "Lewis."

He did not appear to have heard me, but just as | nerved mysdlf, regardless of possible danger, either to
cal him moreloudly or to go out into the open towards him, he turned, threw his bag into the front of the
car, got back into the driver's seat himsdlf, and restarted the engine. Asl| gtill hesitated, tense and
shaking, | heard the hand brake lift, and the car, without lights, did forward and into the open arch of the
coach house.

| remembered, then, histrained reaction to the newsred cameras. When awhisper came from the dark,
he was not likely to give anything away to a possible watcher. The carcameto astop ayard from me; he
got out quietly with the engine dtill running and said, very softly: "Vanessa?"

Next moment | wasin hisarms, holding him tightly enough to strangle him, and able to say nothing but
"Oh, love, oh, love, oh, love," over and over again.

Hetook it patiently enough, holding me close againgt him with one arm, and with hisfree hand patting me,
comforting me rather as one does afrightened horse. At last he disengaged himsalf gently.

"Wdl, herésawe come! What's the matter?' Then in asuddenly edged whisper: "Y our face. How did
that happen? What's been going on? What's wrong?"

| had forgotten my bruised cheek. Now | redlized how soreit was. | put ahandtoit. "That man. . . it's
that man from the circus. . . Sandor Ba og, the Hungarian, you know who | mean. He's here, somewhere
about, and oh, Lewis-"

My whisper cracked shamefully, half doud, and | gasped and bit my lip and put my head down against
him again.
Hesad: "Gently, my dear, it'sdl right. Do you mean the high-wire act from the circus? He did that to

your face? Look, my dear, look, it'sal right now . . . you'redl right now. I'm here. . . . Don't worry any
more. Just tell me. Can you tell me about it? As quickly asyou can?'

He had sounded startled and very angry, but somehow not surprised. | lifted my head. ™Y ou came back
as Lee Elliott because you knew about him?"

"Not about him, no. But | was expecting the worst-having to get next to the circus again. Now it may not
be necessary. If thisisit breaking, pray heaven it does so thisside of the frontier. Now, quickly, my



darling. Tdl me"
"Yes, yes, I'll try, but he's somewhere about, Lewis. HE's somewhere here, and he's got agun.”

"So havel," said my husband matter-of-factly, "and well see him before he sees us. What's behind that
door?'

"A back passage, somewhere near the kitchens, | think. I came up that way from the dungeon.”

"My poor sweet. Come on, then, back here, behind thecar. . . . If he comes out that way now, welll get
him. And if he comesin through the arch well see him easily. Keep your voice down. Now, please, Van,
ifyoucan...?

"I'mall right now. Everything'sal right now. Well, it sarted with Anndisagiving usthe old piebad horse
that belonged to Uncle Franzl. Never mind why now, but we brought him up here tonight and his saddle
and bridledong withhim . . ."

Asbriefly and asquickly as | could | told him everything that had happened, even the business of the
jewelled brooch and the portrait. "And | think helll have gone back that way," | finished, "to my room.
There was il the brooch, and the stones that were spilt on the floor. He said al that about their not
being valuable, but | think he was only talking stupidly to put me off. 'Dreamsfor the damned,’ he said he
was selling, 'you can dways sall dreams.’ He was still determined to get the saddle, and | don't see why,
but it means hel's bound to seeif | wastdling the truth about putting it in the corn bin, so whichever way
he comes down, helll be making for the stable, and he may have seen you arrive-and if not, hell have
heard you-and now hell be waiting for you to go in, before he dips out and away. Lewis, if you don't go
in the main door, helll wonder why; and if you do, and he seesyou, helll recognize you, and then-"

But he hardly seemed to belistening. He was till holding me, but half absently, with his head bent,
thinking.

" 'Dreamsfor the damned,' " he quoted softly. "I beginto see. . . . And he ill wantsthe saddle, does
he?' Helifted his head, and hiswhisper sounded jubilant. "By God, | think you have brokenit, at that,
bust it wide open! No, I'll tell you later. Where are the stables? Next door?!

"Yes, that way. That's the connecting door, beside the carriage. And there's a door off the courtyard.”

"Right. He won't have gone back to your room: | think you can take it he wastdling the truth, and the
Jewels redly are only stage props. Why bother to lie, and throw them down like that, when held dready
had to give himsalf away to you and was probably going to get rid of you anyway? No, the only reason
he wasinterested in the brooch was because it meant you'd been meddling with the saddle. . . . And he
gtill wants that saddle, which means helll be making for the stable. Do you reckon held had time to get
down off the roof, pick up the saddle, and get out over the bridge before | arrived?”

| tried to think back. "It'shard to judge, it seemed like years, but | supposeit's only been afew minutes. .
.. No. No, I'm sure he hasn't."

"Then aeither he's still above the gate waiting to come down, or he's aready in the stable waiting for meto
go. In ether case hell have seen or heard the car arrive. Stay there half aminute, whilel think."

He drifted from my side like a shadow, then from the car came clearly audible movements, the creak of
upholstery, agrunt, asharp revving of the engine before he killed it, the sound of hisfeet on the cobbled
floor, and finaly the dam of the car door.

Then he was beside me again, with his case in one hand. His free arm went round me, pulling me close. |



could fed the cam, unhurried begt of his heart, and his untroubled breathing stirred my hair. Asmy own
body relaxed into this unruffled cam | reflected that it was something to be able to hand over to a
professond. It was something that the desk anima in black leather should find he had tangled, not with a
stray English tourist and her bewildered husband, but with Our Man (Temporary) in Vienna,

"I'll haveto goin by thefront door,” said Lewis. "Hell bewaiting for that. I'll see he doesn't recognize me
if heswatching, and hewon't know the car. I've brought aMerc thistime. Then I'll come straight back
here, by that door of yours. Thelayout'ssmple, I'll find it in two minutes. Will you let meleave you here
for two minutes?'

"YS,"

"That'smy girl. Now, just on the off chance he'sinside, you'd better not go back in there. Stay out here.
Not in the car ... what about that old carriage? Y es, the door's open. In you go, then, and keep still. I'll
be back."

"What are you going to do?'

"Asfar asyou're concerned, | suspect hell cut hislosses, and he won't know how fast to get out of it.
But | dso think hell get in touch with his bosses straight away, and when he does | want to bethere. So |
think well let him take what he wants."

"Y ou mean you're just going to let him go? Now? Tonight? Not do anything to him?"

His hand touched my bruised cheek very gently. He said: "When | do lay handson him, | promise you
hell never walk ahigh wire again, or anything el se for that maiter. But thisisajob.”

" know."

| couldn't seehim amile, but | heard it in his voice. "We both know a bruise on your cheek isworth more
than a cartload of Top Secret papers, but the fact remains, I'm afraid, that I'm till on the payroll.”

"All right, Lewis. Itsdl right.”

"Get inthere, then, and stay ill. | won't belong.”
"Lewis..."

"y e

"Be-careful, won't you? He's dangerous.”
Lewislaughed.

Theingde of the old carriage enclosed melike asmall safe box, smelling fusty and close, of old
mouldering lesther and straw. There were curtains at the windows, thick and dampish; they felt like
brocade. With fingers fumbling in the dark | found the loop that held them, and loosened it, and the
curtainsfell across the window, shutting out whet little light there was. Then | crouched back on the burst
and prickly squabsto wait.

Though | could see nothing, shut safely away in the darkness of my little box, | found that | could hear.
Thetop sections of the carriage doors were of glass, rather like those of arailway compartment, and on
the side nearest to the stable either the glass was broken or the window had been lowered and was
standing wide. | could fed adraught of air from it, and amost immediately | heard the sound of stedthy



footstepsin the courtyard, and then the quiet click of the stable latch.

Now, the old carriage was parked within two yards of thewall dividing stable and coach house, beside
the connecting door. Thiswas shut, but, peering out avidly between the folds of damp brocade, | saw a
wide bar of light at the foot of the door wavering alittle, but growing as Sandor, flashlight in hand,
approached the end of the stable nearest me, where the corn bin stood.

He was being quiet, but not especidly so; he must have watched Lewis, the late-coming guest, go into
the house; he would guessit was the delayed husband but might count himsdlf safe enough for thetimeit
would take Lewisto reach hisroom, find hiswife gone, and start to look for her. All he wanted now was
to get what he had come for and escape as quickly as possible.

Therewas asoft metdlic clink asthe corn bin lid waslifted. A shuffling sound followed, and afdling
rustle as the saddle was lifted clear of the corn, then it was dumped on the floor and the lid closed.

Hedidn't hurry away as| had expected. | strained my earsto hear what he was doing, but couldn't
guess. ... | heard more shuffling sounds, even the noise of hisrapid breathing, and presently | could have
sworn that | heard the sound of ripping cloth. Since there were no more "jewels' left for himto tear

away, he must be opening the thing up. Lewiswasright; the "jewes’ were worthless after al; there must
be something el se contained in the saddle, and, sooner than carry away the whole clumsy burden, Sandor
was taking the time to remove whatever he had so carefully stitched into the padding. | remembered his
offer to gtitch the thing, and its much-mended |ook.

Two minutes, Lewis had said. With no light to seethetime, therewasno judging it a dl. It might have
been two minutes, or four, or forty, but it was probably not much more than Lewisstwo, before, quite
suddenly, near me, the sounds ceased.

Inthe silencethat followed | heard again the click of the stable latch, and steps approaching, quiet but
unconcealed.

Unbdievingly, horrified, | heard Timothy's voice.

"Who'sthat-why, Herr Balog! What are you doing here?' And then, sharply: "What on earth are you
doing with that saddle? L ook, just what is going on around here? And where's Vanessa? Ah, you-"

Therush of feet; the brief sound of ascuffle; acry from Timothy, bitten off. A thud, and then theracing
sound of retresting footsteps. They made for the stable door, and out, then | heard them cross the corner
of the courtyard, to be lost as he reached the archway and the bridge.

"Timothy!" Somehow | got the carriage door open. | ssumbled out, missing the single step and amost
faling. Thelight had gone with Sandor, but my hands found the door handle and the massve key of their
own volition, and in amatter of seconds | had the big door open and wasin the stable.

Moonlight spilled migtily through the cobwebbed window opposite Grane's box. Beside the corn bin,
huddled on the floor near the wreck of the saddle, lay Timothy.

| flew to knedl beside him, and almost choked on acry of thankfulness as he moved. He put ahand to his
head and struggled strongly enough up on to one elbow.

"Vanessa? What happened?’
"Areyou dl right, Tim? Where did he hit you?'

"My head . .. no, hemissed. .. my neck. .. blagt, it'ssore, but | think it'sal right. It wasthat swine



Sandor, you know, the-"

"Yes, | know. Don't worry about that now. Areyou sureyou're al right?Y ou went with the most awful
crack, | heard you clear through the door, | thought you'd hit your head on the corn bin."

"I think that must have been my ebow. Hdll, yes, it was, the funny bone." He was sitting up now and
rubbing hiselbow vigoroudy. "I think it's paralyzed, probably for life, the stinking swine. | suppose he's
made off? | say, he was ripping the saddle open. What in the world-?"

"What in the world-?" The echo came from the shadows just behind us, and we both jumped like guilty
things upon afearful summons. We'd have made very bad agents, Timothy and I. It could easily have
been Sandor returning: but it was Lewis, looking for one fantastic second not like Lewisat al, but like
something as dangerous as Sandor himself, and straight from Sandor'sworld.

But dmost before we had seen the gun in his hand it had vanished from sight again, and he said:
"Timothy, it'syou. | suppose you caught him at it. What the devil brought you down? No, never mind,
hel's gone and I've got to get after him. Did you see what he took?"

"Packets of some kind, flat packets. . . about the size of those detergent samples they shove through
your door." Timothy abandoned the elbow and began to scramble to hisfeet. "He's|eft one, anyway. |
fdl onit."

Almost before the boy's body had |eft the ground Lewis had pounced on the thing. It was an oblong flat
package, not much bigger than a manilaenvelope, made apparently of polythene. Lewiswhipped aknife
out and dit acorner of it, gingerly. He sniffed, then shook afew grains of powder into the palm of his
hand and tasted them.

"What isit?" asked Timothy.

Lewisdidn't answer. He folded the cut corner down and thrust the package back into Timothy's hands,
saying abruptly: "Keep that safely for me, don't let anyone seeit. Areyou al right?"

"Yes, quite”
"Then stay with Vanessa"
"But I-"

But Lewis had aready gone. | heard the door of his car open and then dam behind him ashegot in. The
engineracedtolife,

Asthe Mercedes swung backwards out of the coach house | jumped up and ran out into the courtyard.
The car swept back in atight arc and paused. | jumped at the offside door and dragged at the handle.
Lewisleaned across and flicked the lock open and | pulled it wide.

"YS?I

"I'm coming with you. Don't ask me not to, please. | won't get in your way, | promise. But don't ask me
to stay away."

He hesitated only fractiondly. Then hejerked hishead. "All right, get in." As| scrambled in beside him
Timothy reached in over my shoulder and pulled open the lock of the back door.

"Metoo. Please, Mr. March. | could help, | honestly could. I'd liketo."



Lewislaughed suddenly. "Come one, comeadl,” he said cheerfully. "It'sjust aswell I've handed in my
cards, isn't it? All right, get in, only for God's sake hurry."

Before Timothy's door was shut the Mercedes had |egpt forward from a standing start, swept round with
awhine of tires, and was shooting for the narrow archway like abullet from agun. Her headlights flicked
on momentarily, the archway lighted, legpt at us, echoed past uswith adam like the smack of asail. The
bridge boomed for a second beneath us, and then, lights out, engine silken and quiet, we were running
downhill under the tunnd of the dark pines.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
If Lewisby your assstancewintheday . ..
Shakespeare: King John

"I don't suppose he'susing lights either,” said Lewis. Hisvoice was rather less excited than if he had been
driving to meet atrain. "But teke alook and seeif either of you can see where heis, will you?"

"Did he have acar?' asked Timothy.

"A jeep. At leadt, | saw ajeep parked to one side among the treeswhen | was on my way up. | had a
look atit. I'll bet it was his. Seeif you can see anything.”

The Mercedes swung left-handed into the first arm of the zigzag and Timothy and | peered out and
down, through the black stems of the trees. At first | could see nothing, but then, just as Lewis swung
wideto take the next bend, | saw aflash of bright light, momentarily, it seemed along way below.

Timothy and | both exclaimed together: "There. Thereheid!" | added quickly: "Therewasjust aflash a
fair way down. It'sgone again.”

Timothy said: "Wasn't there a sort of woodman's hut away down there? | seem to remember noticing it
before. When hislightsflashed on, | thought | saw it in the beam.”

"Yes, therewas," sad Lewis. "Damnation.”

Why?

"l think I know why he put hislights on. Just beside that hut there's aforest track going off. | can't

imagine why he should flash hislights unless he wanted to see hisway into it. Hed manageit easily
enough with ajeep, but whether we can with this car's another matter. Well see. Well, supposing you tell
uswhat happened, Tim. What were you doing down in the stable?”

"Something woke me, I'm not surewhet it was. A cry or something. Did you call out, Vanessa?'
"Y%"

"That must have been it, then. . . . But | wasn't sure. Y ou know how you lie awake and wonder what it
was that wakened you? Wdll, | lay and listened for abit, and | didn't hear anything else, and | thought |
must have been mistaken. Then-1 don't know ... | felt sort of uneasy; so after abit | got up out of bed
and went to the door. | thought | heard a door open somewhere, so | opened my own door and looked
out into the corridor. But there was nobody there, and then | definitely heard asound. | thought it was
from Vanessa'sroom.”

"That would be when he had my inner door open,” | said. "'Y ou might have heard something.”



"Yes?Wdll, anyway ... It occurred to me then that you might have come, Mr. March, and you might
have been going to Vanessasroom, so | thought I'd just made afool of mysdf, and | went back into my
own room and shut the door. | was wide awake by that time, so | went across to the window and just
stood looking out. The moonlight was marvelous, and | just stood looking, and-well, thinking . . . and
then | thought | saw someone dodging about among the battlements, over by the gate tower. | couldn't
seeat dl clearly, because of the trees beyond, and the shadows, and at first | thought | wasjust being
imaginative, but after abit | was certain there was someone there. So | shoved some clothes on and ran
aongtotel Vanessa. | mean, enough odd things have been happening to make me wonder, if you know
what | mean.”

"We know what you mean,” said Lewis.

"| opened the outside door of Vanessa's room to knock on the inner one, but that was wide open, and
then | saw the room was empty and the curtains were pulled back al anyhow, and the little door was
open. So of course | went out on theroof. | was a bit uneasy now-l mean, you and Vanessa might just
have gone for amoonlight walk or something, but | didn't think you'd have |eft the door open, or the
curtain dragged back likethat. ... In any case, | kept pretty quiet, and I'd got afair way round the roof
when | saw the car arrive. Everything was dead quiet, so | just stood and waited, where | couldn't be
seen. Then you went into the castle, and you hadn't been gone two seconds when | saw him move. |
couldn't seewho it was, but it was Sandor, of course. He was on the roof beside the gate tower. Heran
down those steps into the courtyard. | looked over and saw him go into the stable.”

"S0," said Lewisrather dryly, "naturaly you followed him."

"Yes Wdl, naturdly.” Timothy sounded faintly surprised. "I mean, there wasthe cry | thought I'd heard,
and dl the mystery and everything. | don't know what | thought about it, | thought it might have something
to do with old Piebad. After al, he was astolen horse, and | suppose he'svauable. But | tell you | didn't
think about it at dl, | just went in very quietly, and there he was on the floor, ripping the saddlie to pieces.
| think | asked him what he was up to, and then he went for me. I'm sorry if I've done anything wrong

and spoilt things”

"Y ou jumped the gun abit, but probably not much. He hadn't much timeto spare, and | till hope were
not going to lose him. In any case, I'm grateful to you for your care of my wife."

"Oh..." Timothy swallowed, then managed, negligently enough, and man to man: "Well, naturaly,
anythingl cando..."

"Beieve me, you've done plenty. Whether you meant it or not, it was a master stroke getting that
package. Now we know exactly where we are. | redly am grateful to you for that."

"Single-minded swine," | said, without rancour.
| saw him grin. Timothy cut in again from behind us. "What wasit? Something must be pretty vauable.”

"It is. Hang onto your package, Mr. Lacy. It's severd hundred pounds worth of cocaine, unlessI'm
much mistaken.”

"Cocaine! Drugs? Doperings, and al that jazz? Gosh!" Timothy sounded neither shocked nor darmed,
but only excited and vastly pleased. "Gosh! | say, Vanessa, did you get that? Sandor Balog, | knew he
was adtinker! And I'm sure there were at least haf adozen packets, maybe more. Big ded.”

"Asyou say," said Lewiscamly, "big ded. And likely to be bigger. It isindeed doperingsand dl that
jazz. I've afeding that you two little do-gooders with your long-lost Lipizzaner have got alead on aring



the police have been trying to break for quite sometime, but leave that grest thought for later: heresthe
hut. Hang on.”

The Mercedes rocked to a stop. Just by the offside door was abreak in the thick trees, where arutted
woodland ride led off, twisting upwards and out of sight through the forest.

"Wait," said Lewis, and swung out of the car. | saw him stoop over the verge, examining it closdly inthe
moonlight which struck brightly down the openride.

A moment later he was back in his seat and the car was moving again.
"Not that way?" | asked.

"No sgn of it. He's making for the main road, thank God."

"| gather you don't think helll be heading back for the circus?!

"l doubt it. He knows your husband's arrived and that he- the husband-will certainly raisean darm as
soon as possible.

Balog can't possibly go over now with thecircus. . . not carrying the Suff, that is. ... HEl reckon that
that will bethefirst cal the police will make after we dert them, and obvioudy the circuswill be sopped
at the frontier and searched from stem to stern ... if that'sthe right idiom for acircus?*

"It does seem to be the only one you know," | said.
"Areyou aNavy type?' asked Timothy.

"l once owned haf of atwelve-foot dinghy, and I've fdlen in twice on the Norfolk Broads. If you think
that qudifies me -hold it, he'sthrowing out the anchors."

Below usthe red lights blazed suddenly. The Mercedes dowed sharply to acrawl. Beside the road the
treeswere sparse, and we could see over and down the next dope. We were halfway down the hill. The
jeep's brake lights vanished, but flashed again as he turned out onto the bridge.

Lewissad: "Well wait and see which way heturns. Left, for abet. ... | don't think helll risk going back
through Zechgtein. . . . Canyou seehim?”

"Jugt," said Tim, craning. "There ... he touched the brakes again. Y es, he'sturning left, away from the
village. What d'you reckon hell do?!

The Mercedes surged forward smoothly. “What would you do, mate?" asked Lewis.

"Teephonethe boss," said Tim promptly. "Y ou can't tell me that blighter's anything but a second-class
citizen. Hell not be able to make hisown decisons.”

"That's just what I'm hoping for-that our second-class citizen may give usalead to higher things; if not to
the bossin Vienna, then to the local contact. It could be the best thing that happened, your bolting him
likethat." | wondered if he wasthinking, as| was, of the trip across the frontier which he might not now
have to make. "He's got the stuff on him now- he may think he's got it al-and he's been startled by you
two into running for it. He won't bein apanic hurry yet, becausehe won't have any ideawere after him
so quickly, and he's certainly not worried that the police can have taken him up yet. The evidenceis, from
the way he blazed hislights, that he thinks he's till on his own. So we follow and watch.”

"If  werehim," said Timothy, "1'd ditch the stuff, and fast.”



"Hewd| may. If he does, we may see him, with luck."

"Y es, but we've got him anyway, haven't we? Oh, | see, someone else would have to come and pick it
up, and you could have it watched?'

It had occurred to me that Timothy was taking with remarkable ease L ewis's change from P.E.C.
salesman to armed investigator. But then, | supposed, it was to be expected. Timothy was not
unintelligent, and | had offered no explanation of Lewissorigind disguise as Lee Elliott; and now Lee
Elliott had turned up once more, armed, remarkably well informed, and fully prepared to launch himsalf
without hesitation or question into the wake of adrug smuggler. Timothy must have made some more or
less dramatic guesslong since.

| was proved right next moment. He leaned forward between the two front seats as the Mercedes swam
down thelast arm of the zigzag and turned onto the bridge.

"What sort of gunisit?”
"Beretta.32," sad Lewis, and | heard Timothy give along sigh of pure happiness.

The car swept silently across the narrow bridge and turned north into the main valley road. Lewis said:
"Here we go. Well move up. Thank God for the moonlight.”

The Mercedes seemed to legp forward. Timothy said: "If he does telephone his bosses, surely one can't
trace callsfrom an automatic telephone? Or can the police do that kind of thing?"

"No. But theré's agood chance we can find some contact. Y ou mayn't redize," added Lewis, "that in
Audtriathe public telephones are only for loca cdls. If Baog wantsto get Vienna-or anyone outside this
Bezirk or digtrict-helll have to do so from a private telephone. . . and private phone calls can till be
traced.”

"Y ou mean, if he wants a private phone at thistime of night helll have to ask afriend of his, and so-7"

"Exactly. Any friend of Sandor Balog's who lives so near the border, and who lends histelephone at
three in the morning, will bear watching."

"Especidly,” said Timothy, "if the Hungarian Rhapsody ditches the dope there too?”
| saw Lewisgrinagain. "Y ou havethe makings," he said, and then fell silent, watching the road.
Hewas driving fast now, and for atime none of us spoke.

The road followed the line of theriver, twisting between river and cliff, now and again running under trees
whose black shadow would sweep blindingly over the car like clouds across the moon, then out again
into the bright glare of moonlight which seemed to expose us, lightless though we were, like afly crawling
up awindow. Once | glanced back. High, pale, glinting in the moonlight, glimmered the Schloss
Zechgtein, tipped with gold. Then the car snarled under arailway bridge, siwept round abadly cambered
corner, and the tires were whirring over a stretch of bumpy pave.

"Therd" sad Timothy.

"Yes," sad Lewis. In the same moment that Timothy spoke, | had seen it too: asmall black fleeing shape,
the square shape of the jegp, mounting the long hill ahead of us, barely three hundred yards away. For a
moment, as he mounted the crest of the hill, he was exposed againgt the moonlit sky beyond, and then he
vanished.



"Asfar as| remember theré's astretch of wood a bit farther on,” said Lewis. "He should be well into that
before we have to expose oursalves on the hilltop, even supposing he'swatching for us. And | think
theré's avillage some way beyond the wood. Get the map out, will you, Van? Therésatorch in there.
Tdl mehow far thevillageis”

| obeyed him. "Theresavillage caled S. Johann, just beyond the wood. What's the scale?"
"Aninch."

"About two kilometers from here, then. No more.”

"Good. That may beit. Ther€ll be a phone box there."

Next moment wein our turn were sweeping over the crest of the hill, and therein front of us, asLewis
had said, was the sprawled darkness of the wood, an avalanche of thick trees spilled down from the
mountainside above, and flooding the valey right to the riverbank. Beyond this, clear in the moonlight,
shone aclugter of white painted houses and the spire of avillage church with its glinting wegthercock.
Only aglimpse we had of it, and then the car dropped quietly down the hill with arush like that of the
cadtlelift, and we were whispering through the dark tunnel of the pines. The road dashed through the
forest as straight asafoot rule, and at the far end of the wooded tunnel we could see yellow points of
light which must bethe lampsin the village Street.

The end of the tunnd hurtled towards us. | think | half expected that Lewiswould leave the car in the
shelter of thewood and reconnoiter the village telephone on foot, but when we were two thirds of the
way through the wood he suddenly switched on the headlights, dowed, and took the village street a a
reasonably decorous speed.

It was very short. | saw alittle Gasthof with painted walls; alow-browed house brilliantly white for a
fleeing second with a grest fruit tree throwing shadows againgt thewall; awell; arow of cypresses against
the church wall; abig barn with wood stacked up dong itssSide, and just near it alittle cafe set back from
theroad, and the glint of glassfrom the corner where the telephone box stood. . . .

And, in the shadow of the cypresses, the jeep parked.

With awhirl of light and the snarl of our engine we were round the corner, up the hill past the barn, and
running over the hollow boards of awooden bridge.

"Hewasthere," said Timothy excitedly, "he wasthere. | saw him."
"l saw thejeep,” | said.
"He wasin the phone booth, just asyou said,” said Timothy.

Lewisdidn't answer. Just beyond the village the woods began again. Asthe car ran under their shadow
he switched the lights off, stopped, backed off the road, and turned back the way we had come.

He switched off the engine then, and the big car coasted silently down the gentle dope back towardsthe
village. Any noise we might have made crossing the wooden bridge was drowned effectively by the noise
of the tributary stream asit rushed down to meet the river. Then we were off the road and on to the
rough grassin the lee of the barn, where fruit trees crowded to make athicker shade. The big car drifted
round through thesein aquiet circle and was brought to a hdt in the lee of the barn, facing the road but
hidden fromit.

Lewis spoke softly. "Keep down, both of you. If he seesthishéll think it's just something parked here for



the night. If he'sat al worried about the car he saw, going at areasonable speed and with itslights on,
hell think it'slost ahead of him. Thisway, we can see which way he heads when he'sfinished, and get
after him with no timelost. Now, I'm going out to see what he's up to. Don't make a sound, plesse.”

Hedid out of the car, shut hisdoor very gently behind him, and then al inamoment waslost in the
shadows of the building.

| wound down my window silently to listen. | could hear nothing but the sounds of the night. Somewhere
near by cattle moved in abyre, and | heard the sweet, deep tone of abdll, stirring asit werein deep. In
the distance adog rattled a chain and barked once, and then was silent. Nearer at hand, suddenly, a
cock crew, and | realized that the brightness of the moonlight was fading and blurring towards the dawn.

Neither Timothy nor | spoke, but as he followed my example and wound down the rear window of the
car to listen, | glanced back and caught his eye, and he smiled a me, abrilliant smile of pure,
uncomplicated excitement.

Then, shockingly loud in the still ar, came the sound of the jegp's engine. It revved up sharply, and we
heard the tireswhine forward on gravel and then meet the metal road.

| made a swift gesture to Timothy, but it wasn't necessary. His head had aready vanished before | myself
ducked down below the dashboard of the Mercedes. | heard the jegp's engine roar up through its gears.
For amoment it wasimpossible to tell, crouched down as | was under the dashboard of the car, which
way the jeep was heading. But then the sound burst past the end of the barn and went by within afew
yardsof us.

Hewas Hill travelling north. Asthe bridge boomed hollowly under him | risked alook. The jegp was
dready invisblein thethick shadow of thetrees. Hewas using no lights.

Next moment the car door was pulled silently open and Lewis did in beside me. Our engine sprang to
life, and we were away on the track of the jegp before he had even shut the door behind him.

"Hewasgoing & aterrificlick,” | said.
"Wasn't he?' said Lewis. The speedometer swung to the right and held steady.

Timothy's head came between us again. "l suppose you didn't see him hide the drugsin the shadow of the
old barn?'

"No. Nor did he hand them to a one-eyed Chinaman with alimp. But the negative result's as good. He
gl hasthem on him, and he has his orders. So you might say we have ours.”

"Orders?" It wasthe nearest Tim had come to adirect query about Lewiss activities, and Lewis
answered him with acalm assumption of frankness that sounded-at the time-not only convincing but
adequate.

"l was gpeeking figuratively. I'm not apoliceman, Tim. I'm a private citizen who's walked into thiswhile
engaged in aprivate-avery private-inquiry for my own firm. The common denominator of the two affairs
is Paul Denver, who must have come across some clue to this businessin Czechodovakia (where the
circus was recently) and decided to follow it up in hisown time. His degth could have been an accident,
but in the light of what's happened now, I'll take an even bet it wasn't. We can teke it that Franz Wagner
found out about the stuff in the saddle and talked in his cups, asthey say. . . . Hemust have said just
enough in front of Sandor to frighten him, and then Sandor may have found him with Paul and decided to
stop him talking then and there. He may have joined the pair of them, waited till Franz was pretty well



incapable, then tackled Paul, pulled the lamp down, and set the place alight. The fact that Franz had had
afire before may have suggested ways and means to him. How he caught Paul out, I'venoidea. . . but,
God willing, wéll get it dl out of him before the night's out. Sorry."

This as he swerved, with no diminution of speed, to avoid afalen bough protruding into the road. "So
don't go thinking weve any officia standing; we haven't. We were merdly firgt on the scene, thanksto
you and your horse-rescue act. And you might say |'ve got my own urgent private reasons now for an
interview with Herr Baog. . . . But I've done my best to legitimate us-l rang up Viennafrom the Schloss
Zechgen."

"Vienna?' | said cautioudy.

"A man | know," said Lewis. The easy voice was convincing initsvery casudness. "Thisis Interpol's
territory, the Narcotics Branch. | don't know any of the Narcotics boys themselves, but | do know a
couple of menin Interpal. | once'-thiswas thrown quickly over his shoulder for Tim's benefit- "got
involved in Viennaover aclient I'd come to see who turned out to have aforged import licence. | rang up
this chap from the cadtle. It was alightning cal, and dl | could tell him wasthat | thought we might be on
to the edge of the drug ring. Incidentdly, | asked just for the record if theré'd been ajewd robbery of
any size, and there hasn't, in Munich or anywhere else. So there's that red herring disposed of, and you
can keep your sapphire, Van. . . . But Interpol seemed to think that Sandor and the circus might well be
the setup they're looking for-and Tim's package provesthat it is-so I'm to go right ahead. They
obvioudy can't give us any immediate help, snce we don't know oursalveswhere this chaseisgoing to
lead us, but therell be patrol cars out any minute now looking for the jeep, and the circus will be stopped
at the frontier, and the Graz police derted to be ready for acdl from me.”

"Then wed better not lose him, had we?' Tim's voice was atouchingly faithful imitation of Lewiss cool
tone, but the excitement came through, and | saw Lewis amileto himself. A sudden affection for them
both caught at meirrdevantly, chokingly.

Lewissad: "Officidly or unofficialy, God help usif we do. Have you got the map, Vanessa?'
"YS"

"l want to get up as close as | dare behind him without frightening him. | think 1 know this part of the
world fairly wel, but keep me posted aswe go, will you? When's the next turnoff?"

| crouched over the map, straining my eyes. The light of the pocket torch did and jerked over it asthe
Mercedes raced a ong the winding, badly surfaced road. "We should be out of the treesin aminute.
Then theres a stretch of about haf amile along theriver. It's clear there; you might be ableto pick him
up. Then we turn away from theriver, and theré'sacurly bit, back in treesagain, | think. ... Yes Thena
bridge, not acrosstheriver, but across another stream coming down. Then the valey takesaturn to the
left, the west. That's about three miles ahead. There's nothing going off except tracks.”

"Tracks? How are they marked? Double lines?"

"Just aminute. . . . Single dotted lines, most of them. That meansthey're just country tracks, doesn't it?
Half a second, there's one with double lines. It'svery short; it leads down, yes, it just leads down to a
farm. We must have passed that aready, Lewis. It was just the other side of that wood. I'm sorry, |
didn't seeitintime.”

"Never mind. It'svery unlikely that he was making for that."
"Why?" asked Timothy.



"Because then he wouldn't have stopped to telephone, held have gone straight on. It was only another
mile. Go on, Vanessa."

"The next proper turnoff's about four miles ahead, in avillage. It's cdled Zwelbrunn Am See, and it looks
very smdll, just ahotel or two and afew houses at the edge of alittle lake. Thisroad, the onewe're on,
goes sraight through it along the lake; but there's another branching off to the left in the middle of the
village. | can't see clearly enough to see the contours, but the road'sterribly twisty, and it must be going
uphill. Yes. Yes, it seemsto be adead end, just going off up into the mountain. The main road goes
draight on, and after the village-"

"Zweibrunn Am See?' said Timothy. "Josef told us about that, remember? He said it was alittle tourist
place, where the rack railway started.”

"Ohyes, | remember that. Then this must be amountain road. Half aminute, | think | can seetherailway
marked. Would it be aline like afish's backbone? It goes up to nowhere, asfar as| can see.”

"Therack railway?' said Lewis. "'l know where you mean, then. Theré's arestaurant place, a Gasthaus,
on top of the mountain. It'safair way up, two or three thousand anyway from the floor of thevalley. |
expect your road goes up to the same place. Ah, thank God we're off that bit of road. If anything should
be marked like a fish's backbone, that should.”

We shot out of the deep shadow of the woodsinto the open valey. Under the racing wheedls the road
seemed to smooth itself and straighten, and the Mercedes went forward like a horse suddenly given the

spur.
"And there heis," added Lewis.

And there indeed he was, atiny, racing shadow, barely a quarter of amile ahead. To our right theriver,
smooth here, gleamed like slver, and the road lay in asort of blurred brightnessin the light of the dying
moon. From the water meadows the faint white haze of early morning wasrisng from the grass. The
cattle sood knee-deep init. The air pouring through my haf-open window was pure and cold and sharp
with the scent of pines.

"Won't he see us?' Tim's voice was quick with apprehension.

"I doubt it," said Lewis. "We're not in hismirror yet, and held have to turn right round and take a good
look to seeus at al, and he's not going to do that, not at that speed. If he's expecting to be chased at all,
he's expecting the police, and they'd be after him with al lights blazing, | have no doubt.”

"He mugt have had afright when we came after him through the village."

"I'm sure he did, but if we'd been police we'd have stopped then and there. We couldn't help seeing the
jeep, and he knew it. He wasn't expecting them to be after him as quickly asthat. No, | don't think he
has any reason to be gpprehensive. I'll try to close up alittle, when we get near the turning. We don't
want to overshoot him."

"What are you going to do?'
"Heaven knows,” said Lewis cheerfully, "play it asit comes, and keep our powder dry."
"With aBeretta-" began Timothy.

"Theresthevillage," | said quickly, "just beyond that curve. | can see the church spire over the trees.”



Next moment the fleeing jeep had vanished round the curve.

"Then hold on to your hats," said Lewis. "Thisiswhere we close up.”
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

What! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom?

Shakespeare: Macbeth

Lewis had been right. It seemed that Sandor was not worried about the possibility of being followed. As
the jeep reached the outskirts of the cluster of houses on the edge of the lake we were barely two
hundred yards behind him. But he gave no sign that he was aware of the following car. He dowed down
for the village street, and when he reached the turnoff by the big hotel, he svung left without a pause.

A matter of seconds later wetook the turn after him.

The road was narrow and very steep, dmost immediately beginning itstwisting course up the hillsde. As
weturned into it our quarry was dready invisible, but even above the sound of our own engine the roar
of the jeep's engine echoed back asit toreitsway up the narrow canyon between the houses.

Lewis made asound of satisfaction. "Thisisapushover. Weve only to keep a couple of bends behind
him and he hasn't achance of knowing he'sfollowed . . . though heaven knowsit may be adifferent
matter when we get up abovethetreeline.

"Canyou see?' | asked. To metheroad was barely visible, its gravel surface pitted, and streaked with
the shadows of the houses, and here and there lost deep in blackness under looming trees.

"Well enough.” And indeed the Mercedeswas climbing at afair peed. He added: "1 suppose, Tim, that
the biter isn't being bit. Anything behind us?'

"Good lord." Timothy sounded thoroughly startled. Therewas apause. "No. No, I'm surethereisnt.
Should there be?!

"Not that I'm aware of," said Lewistranquilly, "but it's aswell to know. He made atelephone call, after
all, and it needn't necessarily have been to warn the people ahead of him. My God, what aroad! Van, |
supposeit's not the dightest use asking you to look at the map under these conditions?’

"Not the dightest, I'm sorry, | can't seeathing.”

"Well, at least theres no need to look for turnings,” said Lewis. "Therell be nothing going off thisbut a
chamoistrack. All we haveto avoid isrunning dap into hisrear bumper.”

We were clear of the few houses now, and the road, though not quite so steep, was aiming along the
flank of the mountain and had deteriorated into something little more than atrack with agravel surface
here and there badly broken. Below uslay thelittle cluster of houses and the church and the gleaming
waters of the small lake. Above us, to the left of the road, the mountain pines were already crowding.
The road ran under adense and overhanging wall of them, like ariver under a breskwater. Then at the
next upward bend it twisted back and was into them, burrowing immediately through deep forest, only
here and there shaking itself clear of trees so that for afew yards the fading moonlight, coupled with the
growing light of dawn, could show usthe way. Lewis drove with no noticegble hesitation and certainly
with no diminution of speed. But | thought it was not aroad | would have cared to drive mysdlf evenin



broad daylight.

Aswe raced and lurched upwards, bend after bend, | could hear above us the intermittent splutter of the
jeep's engine, the sound coming in sharp echoing gusts as trees and rocks flashed between to cut it off.
Above the sound of our own motor it came as little more than arecurrent echo for which one had to
listen, and to Sandor in the jeep it was to be hoped that the noise of our climb, less audible by far than
his, came merely like aperiodic echo of hisown.

The trees were thinning. The road twisted again under us, and the Mercedes |urched across ruts and
swung round another hairpin, running momentarily clear of forest, so that down to our right we got a
sudden dawnlit view of the valley bottom tucked between its dark hills. The lake was polished pewter
wisping with silver mist. The stars had gone, and the moon hung in the morning air, rubbed and faded like
athinold coin.

The Mercedes came to arocking hat and the engine died. Lewiswound down hiswindow and in with
the cold damp air came the mountain silence, broken only by the stuttering roar of the jeep's engine
somewhere above us.

"The map, please.”

| handed it over, folded open at the place. He studied it for amoment, peering closein the light of the
probing torch.

"As| remembered. This doesn't go the whole way up. There's some building marked ... | don't know
what, it doesn't look much, but theres ahalt for the rack railway, and the road doesn't go any farther.
That's about two thirds of theway up. The remaining third isonly traversed by the railway. The rocks up
therelook pretty sheer; there are crags marked. Therailway goesright to the restaurant on the summit; |
suppose it tunnels some of the way. Thanks." He dropped the map and torch back onto my knee and
dtarted the car again. "l reckon were amost there now. Wherever he's making for, hell haveto leave the
jeep at the end of theroad, and that can't be more than about three bends above us. Well stop while
we're still under cover of hisengine. Herésagood place."

A matter of seconds later the Mercedes was berthed deep in the shadow of the treeswith her noseto the
road, and Lewiswas giving us our ordersin an urgent undertone.

"Y ou'd better both come with me, only for God's sake keep quiet and keep under cover. Stay about
twenty yards back, and don't break cover until | give you the sign. | may need you, evenif it'sonly as
messengers. Here'sthe spare car key. I'm leaving it here.”

At the foot of atree aclump of toadstools showed sharply in the misty dusk. They had long pallid sems
and scarlet caps spotted with white-the traditiona toadstools of fairy tae. A small flat stonelay beside
them. As Lewis stooped to lift thisand thrust the spare key underneath, Timothy said sharply:

"He's stopped.”

"Then comeon,” said Lewis and, swinging himself up the bank, vanished at arun through the trees
towards the next branch of the road.

Wefollowed him. The going was very steep; smooth enough, clay and rock covered with pine needles,
but here and there the rock was |oose and there were brambles, so we went carefully, glad of the now
steadily growing light.

The next arm of the track was some seventy feet above where the Mercedes was parked. Lewis, above



us, was edging hisway cautioudy out among the thinning trees, to stand there motionless for amoment,
hardly visble evento us. Thelight wasin that curious shifting phase between the clear brilliance of
moonlight and the brightening day; whereit fell most strongly it was a pearled and misty grey, but
everything lacked definition; the trees, the track, the grey rock, the hanging woods still above us, looked
asinsubgtantid and vague asthosein abadly focused and fading film.

It was even difficult to be sure when Lewis gestured usto follow him, but suddenly the place where he
had been standing was empty. Panting alittle, | laid hold of a sgpling and pulled mysdf, inmy turn, up to
the edge of the road. Thiswas empty. But afaint movement in the trees to the other side of it showed
where he was heading up towards the last curve before the building. Aswe followed, | was thankful to
redlizethat our progress was covered by the splash and fdl of asmdl rivulet tumbling down from some
goring and losing itsdf in a stone-faced gully by the roadside.

Lewiswas pausing above us once more, but this time after he had beckoned us up he stayed where he
was, and as we scrambled to hislevel he reached an arm down, pulled me up, and held me.

Thefirg thing | saw was the building. Thiswas not ahouse but smply asmall square chimneyless block,
with apitched roof of corrugated iron, set a a passing place of the raillway-one of those short stretches
of double track where trains can pass-and acting perhaps as a shelter for railwaymen or a place for
storing materiads. Whatever it was, it marked the end of the road. Outsideit the track petered out in a
cleared space of beaten earth and gravel which looked like a disused quarry, overhung with bushes and
ragged saplings. Just at present the place was atangle of misty shadows, but backed well into it under
some hanging creeper that dangled from the rock above, | could dimly seewhat | took to be the jeep.

Therewas no light or movement anywhere.

Lewis said softly: "Therésthejeep, do you see? But he's not there. I've just seen him alittle farther up
the hill. HEs ill done, and it's pretty clear he has no ideathere's anybody after him. 1'd bet my last
penny he's going up to the restaurant-there's nowhere el se to go-and he's going up by the railway. I'm
going straight after him. Tim, | want you to take alook at that jeep. Do you think you could immobilizeit?
Good man. Do 0, and have aquick look at the building-1 don't suppose for amoment that the stuff's
there, he hasn't had time, but you know what to look for. Then come on up after us. You can't get lost if
you stick to therailway. Vanessa, you'l stay with me.”

We ran across the open piece of road, dodged past the quarry in the shelter of the overhang, and were
soon picking our way round the side of the building. Behind us came the faint metallic noises of Timothy
tackling the jeep. Aswe did past the door of the shed Lewistried it quickly. It was locked.

"Wel, that saves abit of trouble," he said. "Not that it'd be there, but 'No stone unturned' is the motto of
the P.E.C. sdles department.”

"Y ou've got yoursdf quite ajob, then, consdering theterrain,” | said dryly.

"You'retdling me. I'm praying to dl the gods at once that hell double straight up to the restaurant and
dump it there. Heré'stherailway, and it looks asif there's a path of asort running besideit. ...Just as
well, raillways are hdllish to walk dong. Can you manage it?'

Hewas already |eading the way at agood pace. The question, | gathered, had been no more than one of
those charming concessions which make awoman'slife so much more interesting (1've dways thought)
than aman's. In actud fact, Lewisinvariably took it serenely for granted that | could and would do
exactly what he expected of me, but it helps occasiondly to be madeto fed that it islittle short of
marvellous for anything so rare, o precious, and so fragile to compete with the tough world of men.



"Whither thou goest, | will go. Excesior,” | said heroicdly, going after him up the perfectly easy path
besidethetrack of the railway.

Thiswas anarrow-gauge affair, cutting itsway up through rocks and treesin what was, for arallway, a
series of frightening dopes. Some of its climbs would, indeed, have been steep even for amotor road. |
had not before seen how arack railway worked. Between therails, which gleamed like sted! ribbons
from the congtant daily use, wasthe rack, like nothing more or less than a heavy cogwhed unrolled and
laid flat, afierce-looking toothed rail standing well above the other two. | supposed that some answering
pinion whed on the engine engaged with the teeth of the rack line and held the train, whether climbing or
descending the steepest gradient, at the same controlled and regular speed.

We were still making our way through trees, but these were now more sparsaly scattered, and soon gave
way to the barer dopes of the higher reaches of the mountain. Visbility was till poor. The only
movement | could see was that of the mist which shifted and clung between the scattered pines, and once
abig black bird-ajackdaw-flew clumsily down past uswith astartled "Tchack!"

"Wheredid you seehim?' | asked.

Lewis pointed above and ahead to where the line swooped in alifting curve round a shoulder of white
rock. "Just aglimpse of him there. He was going a ahell of a speed.”

He himsdlf was setting no mean pace. By the time he had reached the same corner | was beginning to fed!
alittle more genuinely precious and fragile myself, but | was able to get my breath while heleft meto
reconnoiter the stretch ahead of us. Apparently the line was clear, for he beckoned me up beside him
again, and onwetoiled. At least, | toiled. Lewis seemed asfresh asadaisy. In fairnessto mysdif |
thought that anyone would have been fedling fragile after what | had dready been through that night. All
Lewis had had to do wasto drive two hundred kilometers or so since he had left Vienna. . . .

We got along at afair speed, prospecting carefully at the bends and making very little sound. Fortunately
my shoes were rubber soled, and Lewis, though not wearing what | had dubbed to myself his spy kit,
seemed able to move as quietly as he had donein my bedroom at Oberhausen. And presently there was
no need of cover at al, because the mist came down.

| suppose thiswould in normal circumstances have made the going much more difficult, but it lifted just
then the worst of our responsihilities, that of being seen by our quarry; and there was certainly no danger
of our losing the way with visbility varying from ten to twenty-five yards. Therailway led usassurely asa
pillar of fireinto the dim heights of the mountain.

But by no means as straight. If we had to keep to itstrack we had to go the long way round. It wasto be
assumed that the permanent way would double back on itself to take the easiest course up the mountain,
asaroad zigzagsitsway up the steepest dopes. If we had been able to see, we could have
short-circuited the curves; asit was, not knowing the terrain, and afraid of where afase step or afdse
trail might lead us, we were forced to stay beside therails. There was only one comfort in this, thet,
unless he knew the mountainside very well indeed, Sandor Bal og would have to do the same thing. With
any luck we should befollowing closdy on hisexact trail, and in histurn Timothy would be ableto trace
us

Lewissaid: "It'd beinteresting to know what time thefirst train comes up.”

"I do know. Thefirst one'sat seven. The porter told us, and there was asort of timetablein the hall at the
hotel, and we checked with that, because we thought that if we were here afew dayswe might take the
trip." 1 added, grimly: "It seems funny, doesnt it, to think of coming up here for pleasure?’



Hegrinned. ™Y ou never know your luck.”

Then he put hisarm out quickly, barring my path, and we stood still. Ahead of usthe mist had thinned,
smoking momentarily aside to show us along empty stretch of the mountain ahead. | saw long reaches of
palerock, strewn with dwarfed bushes and drifts of thick tough grass, and here and there asolitary tree,
warped and broken by frost, and reaching long fingers down the wind. What bushes there were were
low-growing, thin-leaved mountain varieties, that seemed to cling against grey rock where nothing should
have been able to survive.

But | hardly took thisin, except asaquick impression. | waslooking a Lewis. That last response of his
had been casud, evenironic, but-it cameto melike ablinding light out of the thin mist-he had meant it. |
knew every tone of hisvoice, and he had meant it. For methe night had held terror, relief, joy, and then a
sort of keyed-up excitement; and drugged with this and deeplessness, and buoyed up by the intense relief
and pleasure of Lewiss company, | had been floating along in akind of dream-apprehensive, yes, but no
longer scared; nothing could happen to me when he wasthere. But with him, | now redlized, it was more
than this, more positive than this. It was not smply that as aman he wasn't prey to my kind of physica
weakness and fear, nor just that he had the end of an exacting job in sight. Hewas, quite positively,
enjoying himsdf.

"Lewis," | said accusingly, "can you possibly be wanting some rough stuff?!

"Good heavens, nol" Hesad it very lightly, and it was alie-alie he didn't even trouble to follow up, but
gaveit away with the next sentence. "Isyour face still sore?!

"My face?1-yes, | supposeitis.” | put ahand to the swollen cheek, redlizing how stiff my bruised mouth
was. "'l wastoo busy to think about it, but it must look awful, doesit?!

"Not from thisside, beautiful. Praise be, this blessed mist's clearing just in time. Therésatunnel ahead.”
"A tunnd?'

"Yes. See? |t looks like a cave mouth. Heaven knows how long it is. | wish to God we could see alittle
farther and take a short cut Straight up. Too bad if we had to-ah!”

Even as he spoke there came another of those queer freak currents of air, lifting the mist away. He
pointed straight up the mountainside away from therail track. "There, you can see where the track goes,
cutting dong above this again. Come on, well take achance on this. Let's by-passthistunnd.”

Luck was il with us. A few minutes scramble brought usto the place he had seen, with only afew stray
trails of damp mist to blur our way, though the crest of the mountain remained lodged in cloud, mercifully
blinding our quarry to the pursuit. We had seen no more sign of him and heard no sound, except here and
there the trickle and splash of little springs that threaded the rock, and once the bells of sheep il tingling
in some smdll agitation from Sandor's passage ahead of us.

Just before the mist of the upper track swallowed usin our turn, we saw Timothy away below. He
waved, then spread his handsin the time-honoured gesture which means "I found nothing.” Lewislifted a
hand in acknowledgement, then pointed higher up the mountain. The gesture said as clearly, "Follow us,"
and the distant figure, wasting no time, turned aside from the railway and began the steep scramble after
us

"Arewe going to wait for him?' | asked.

"We can't afford to, but he can't get lost. There's awaystherailway. That'sagood lad, Vanessa. From



what you tell me, hisfather must beafool. What's he going to do?"

"He'staking of ajob with the Spanish Riding Schoal. | don't know what Carmel would say, but | think
shell find hesahit over her fighting weight now-and of courseif she's marrying again she may betoo
wrapped up in that to bother. | don't know what the regulations are about getting work here, Lewis?
Heshoping hisfather can help.”

"I could probably help him there mysdlf. | know a man-Watch that stone, it'sloose.”
"Y ou know, I'm beginning to think you're quite handy to have around.”

"Timeaonewill tel," he said, with aglance up aheadthrough the mist. "Well seewhat Tim says, anyway.
Butif I'dasonlikethat . .. Managing al right?*

"I'mwithyou, literdly dl dong theline”
"Meaning we can give it some thought, as soon asthisjob's over?!
"Why not?| dare say supply can meet demand, as the P.E.C. sales department would put it."

He reached a hand back and helped me up a steep patch. "How my other Department would put this|
hate to think; but thank God it's turned out to be a police job after all.”

"And Tim and | have a perfect right to be here and help as ordinary citizens?"

"Indeed you have. What's more, so havel, in as private a capacity asyou like. Mark you, I'm certain
therell turn out to be asecurity tie-up, Smply because Paul sent for mein thefirst place; but that's
another story, asthey say, and by the time we're through with this the Department may well decideto let
someone else cope with it. | have afeding that Lee Elliott hasjust about exhausted his cover with the
CircusWagner. Asfor your part inthis, evenif | weren't quitting, | doubt if my Department could raise
much hell over it now."

"A man'll do anything when he'sunder notice,” | said.

"How right you are.”

At something in histone | said quickly: "What d'you mean?"

"What | haveto discusswith Sandor,” said Lewis, "isn't exactly in the book."
"Y ou mean your 'private reasons for wanting to catch up with him?”
"Exactly that. Any objections?"

"l can hardly wait."

"l dwaysdid say you weren't anicegirl. Damn thismigt, it'samixed blessng. From what | can see of this
blessed mountain, they couldn't be better placed. | seem to remember that the place haswhat's called a
'panorama. . . . that is, it'sgot aclear Sgnaling line across at least two borders.”

"What are you going to do?'

"Go draghtin, if I can, and pick up Balog, his contact, and the dope. The police might have got more
information by just watching the Gasthaus, but Balog knows his cover's been blown, so we might aswell
muscle straight in and pick up the two of them before they clear out of it. Something'll turn up if they take



the place apart-and two birds can be made to sing faster than one.”
"What do you want meto do?'

"When we get there, stay under cover till | givethe word. | may need you to do the telephoning, if | have
my handstoo full. . .. Or, if anything goeswrong, you're to get straight downhill with Tim, get to the car,
drive down to the hotel, and get them to telephone the police at Graz. Then get the local bobby and a
few solid citizens and send them up here. Don't come back yoursdf." He smiled down at me. "Don't look
likethat; that'sonly if things go wrong, but they won't. . . . I'm only doing what they call covering dl
contingencies. Got it?'

"Yan

"Now wed better stop talking. Sound carriesin mist the way it does over water, and | don't think it can
befar now."

"Look," | sad.

Away above us, and dightly to the left, nebulous and faint through the fog, like astrangled star, alight
suddenly pricked out and hung steady.

"Journey'send,” said Lewis.

"Or the start of the fun?" | asked.

"Asyou say," he agreed smoothly.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Hesat not afurnace for your foe so hot That it do Snge yoursdif.
Shakespeare: King Henry VIII

The gasthaus was not abig building. Asfar asone could seein that misty haf-light, it was solid, long,
whitewashed, with the roof of grey wooden shingles so common in the valleys, andto onesidea
sheltered verandah made of pine where tableswere laid in summer. It lay some twenty yards beyond the
find hdt of therack railway. At the other side of the Gasthaus lay aterrace edged with alow wall, a
belvedere, beyond which the cliff dropped sheer away for some two or three hundred feet, but on the
rallway sde, from which we approached, it wasjust an ordinary long low building with shuttered
windows and a heavy door, to the Sde of which were the refuse bins and crates of empty bottles.

It was from one of these windows-the only one unshuttered-that the light came which Lewisand | had
followed. Half the outside shutter had been pushed open, and the window with it, back against the wall.
It was possible that this had been done deliberately after Sandor's telephone call in order to guide him up
the mountain in the mist. There was no other light.

Therewas ashed at the terminus of the rack railway, a squat oblong building which did duty as a sation.
We ran forward under cover of this and dodged through the crush barriers to the misty window at the
rear. Between the window and the Gasthaus there was no cover except the stacked boxes and dustbins
near the wall. We could see clean in through the open window, and what was going on in the room was
as obvious and well lighted as something on a picture stage.

The room was the kitchen. To theleft as| looked | could see the gleam of the big cooking stove and
aboveit arow of copper pans and a blue dish hanging. Against the wall, opposite the window, could be



seen the top of akitchen dresser, shelves of some sort with more of the blue dishes, and some cardboard
boxes stacked. Thewall to the right, where presumably the door was, | couldn't see. Theend of abig
scrubbed table jutted out near the window. More important than anything, on the wall beside the dresser,
at shoulder height, was an ol d-fashioned telephone, and near this Sandor Balog stood, talking hard to
another man, obvioudy his host, who stood by the stove with his back to the window. From what | could
see of him thiswas a stocky, heavily built man with thinnish, greying hair. He had an old overcoat huddled
on anyhow, over what | assumed were pgjamas or whatever he wore a night. Hewasin the act of lifting
what looked like a coffeepot off the top of the stove, and had paused to say something over his shoulder
to Sandor.

All thisl got in one swift impression, for in that moment Lewis, with abreathed "Stay here," had left my
sde and was running lightly across the intervening space between the shed and the kitchen wall.

Heranin acurve, keeping out of the direct line of vison, and in afew seconds, unnoticed, was backed
up againsgt the wall to the side of the open window, from where, presumably, he could hear what was
being said.

| don't know to this day whether the light in that room was dectric or whether it came from alamp, but in
the uncertain dawn it seemed very strong and lit the scenein the kitchen with startling clarity, in spite of
the veils and fingers of mist that <till drifted between; whereas Lewis, crouched beyond the direct beam
of thelight, waslessthan half visble. All the same, | saw thegunin hishand. ...

But a the same moment amovement within the room caught my eye. The second man carried the
coffegpot acrossto the table, till talking, and proceeded to pour coffee into a couple of mugs. | saw the
gseam of it risng, and | till remember-overlaying even the excited apprehension of the moment-the
glorious sudden pang of hunger caused by the sight of that coffee. | seem to remember that | could even
smell it; but that of course wasridiculous. There were gill twenty yards of damp grey air between us.

Next moment | forgot the coffee completely. | saw Lewisdrift away from the window, aong thewall, to
try the door.

It waslocked; they must have shut it again after Sandor had been admitted. Lewis drifted, ghostlike,
back towards the window. | was surprised that they had |eft that, but perhaps they hadn't noticed, and
Sandor, after dl, had shown no suspicions of being followed.

Even asthe thought crossed my mind, he did noticeit. He said something, pointing, then put hismug
down on the table and turned towards the telephone. His host glanced, shrugged, then stepped towards
thewindow. He was going to shut it. Sandor had lifted the recelver and waswaiting. And Lewis-| could
seeit now-Lewis, incredibly, had put out a hand to hold the window and shutter tightly back against the
outsdewall.

The man thrust out an arm and yanked at the window. It jerked, and stuck. He pulled it again, and even
fromwherel stood | could hear hisirritable exclamation asit still stayed fast open. Sandor gave a haf
glance over his shoulder, then turned back to the telephone and said something brief into it, a number,
perhaps. The man at the window leaned right out over the sill and reached to one sideto pull it to.

Lewishit him hard over the head. The heavy body dumped acrossthe sill, then dowly dipped back into
thelighted room. It had hardly begun to dide before Lewis had gone with it and was astride the sl
slhouetted sharply againg the light, with the gunin his hand.

At the same moment an upgtairslight came on.

| left my hiding place and ran like a hare across the intervening space towards the kitchen window.



All hell had broken loosein the kitchen. Lewis, of course, had had to jump blind for the window and,
though he must have heard Sandor at the telephone, he could only guess at the Situation inside. Quick
though he had been, Sandor had had amoment's warning, for even as Lewisjumped for the sill Sandor
dammed the receiver back and whirled round, reaching for his pocket.

But he never got hisgun levelled. Lewis shot. He didn't shoot to kill: it seemed he was content with
shattering one of the blue dishes on the dresser; but the shot had its effect. It managed to freeze Sandor
where he stood, and then at a barked command he sent his gun skidding across the floor to Lewissfedt.

| heard Sandor say increduloudy: "L ee Elliott! Whet in hell's name?"

Lewiscut acrosshim. "Whoisthisman?'

"Why, Johann Becker, but what in the devil's name-?"

| said breathlessly, from the window: "A light went on upstairs. Someone's awvake.”

Sandor's face, as he saw me, changed dmost ludicroudy. It held amazement, then ca culation, then akind
of wary fury. "You? So it'syou who are responsible for this crazy nonsense? What's she been telling
you?'

Lewis had neither moved nor turned at the sound of my voice. He said: "Come onin. Pick up that gun.
Don't get between me and Balog." Then to Sandor, curtly: "Who eseisin the house?"

"Wll, Frau Becker, of course. Look, are you crazy, Elliott, or what? If you'l listento me, | can-"

"Keep back!" snapped Lewis. "I mean this. It won't be aplate next time." As Sandor subsided, | did
quickly in through the window and stooped for the gun. "That'smy girl," said Lewis, still with eyesand
gun fixed on Sandor. "Have you ever handled one of those things before?”

"No," | said.

"Then just keep it pointing away from me, will you? It doesn't much matter what happensto Balog, but |
want you to keep Frau Becker quiet with that, so-"

Sandor said furioudy: "L ook, will you tell me what thisis about? That girl-the gun-whét the hdl's she
been telling you? Y ou must be crazy! She thinks-"

Lewissaid impatiently: "Cut that out. Y ou know aswel as| do why I'm here. I've heard pretty well al |
want to know, but you'll save yoursdf alot of troubleif you'l tell me just where Becker and hiswife
comein-"

He got no further. The door of the room was flung open, and in surged one of the most enormous women
| have ever seen.

She had on avast pink flannel nightgown with ablue woollen wrapper over it, and her hair wasin tight
plaits down her back. She may have been roused by Sandor's arriva, but it was the sounds of the first
scuffle that had lit her window, and now the pistol shot had brought her downdtairs. It hadn't apparently
occurred to her that apistol shot in the night was anything to be afraid of; what she had apparently come
to investigate was the sound of broken crockery. | can only assume that she thought her husband and his
vigitor wereindulging in some kind of drunken orgy, for she swept into that room like Hurricane Chloe,
unhesitating and unafraid -and poker in hand.

| jumped to intercept her, thrusting the pistol a her much as David must have waved hislittle ding a



Goliath.

Shetook no notice of it a all. Shelifted an arm the Size of a'Y ork ham to sweep me aside, and bore
down on the men. And I'm sure it wasn't the Sight of her unconscious husband, or the raging Sandor, or
even Lewisspistol, that brought her up dl standing for one magnificent moment in front of the dresser.

"My dish! My dish!" It was only later that Lewistrandated for me, but the source of her emotion was
unmistakable. "My beautiful dish! Y ou destroy my house! Burglar! Assassin!™

And, poker raised high, she bore down on Lewis.

I'm still not particularly clear about what happened next. | jumped for the woman's upraised arm and
caught it, but in her attempt to wrench herself free of me she sent us both staggering across the room, and
for amoment we regled between Lewis and Sandor.

Lewisleapt to one sde to keep Sandor within range, but it wastoo late.
Sandor went for Lewiss gun hand like atiger toitskill, and the fight was on.

| didn't seethefirst stages of that fight; | was too busy with Frau Becker. If Lewiswas not literdly to be
weighted clean out of the battle, it was up to meto keep the lady out of it. Even he, | supposed, could
hardly shoot the woman.

It wasdl | could do not to shoot her myself. For two or three Sizzling minutes dl | could hope for wasto
hold on madly to the hand which held the poker, and prevent my own gun from going off, as| was
shaken about that room like aterrier hanging on to amaddened cow.

Then suddenly she collapsed. She folded up like aleaking grain sack and went down asif | had indeed
shot her. By the mercy of heaven achair wasin the way, and into this we went together, me on her ample
lap, till hugging her like an avid nurding. | thought at first that the chair had smashed under our combined
weights, but it was arocking chair, and, tossing like aship at se, it shot screeching backwardsto fetch
up againg the door just as Timothy, white-faced and bright-eyed, came hurtling through the window,
tripped over the prostrate Becker, swept amug off the table in falling, and landed on the floor in a pool

of coffee.

Whether the sight of athird assassin was too much even for Frau Becker, or whether (as | suspect) the
smashing of the mug had finaly broken her spirit, she was finished. She opted out of the fight, sitting
dumped therein the rocking chair, massive, immobile, wailing in German, while | picked mysdf up off her
and took the poker from her, and Tim rolled off her husband and took the poker from me, and then
together we turned to watch the other hurricane that was sweeping that hapless kitchen.

The two men were evenly matched, Sandor's strength and sheer athletic skill againgt Lewisstoughness
and training. Sandor was Htill hanging on to Lewiss gun hand, while Lewisfought grimly to free himsalf
and regain control with the gun. At the moment when we turned they were both, tightly locked, hurtling
back against the hot front of the stove. It was Lewiswho was jammed there, for two horrible seconds; |
was too distraught to hear what he said, but Timothy told me afterwards with unmixed admiration that he
had learned morein that two seconds than he had in six years at public school-which, | gathered, was
saying alot. | know that, as Lewis cursed, | screamed and Tim jumped forward, and then Lewisswrist
was brought with a crack across the edge of the stove and his gun flew wide, to go skittering under the
table, and then he kneed Sandor vicioudy in the groin and the locked bodies reeled aside and came with
abackbreaking dam againgt the table's edge, while Tim's poker, missing them by inches, smashed down
on the stove top to send the kettle flying.



"My kettle!" moaned Frau Becker, galvanized afresh.
"Tim! The other man!" | shrieked, holding her down.

Becker was moving-was even on his feet. Sandor saw him, gasped something, and the man lurched
forward.

But not to help. He was making for the telephone. He was at it.

Lewissaid, quiteclearly, "Stop him!" and somehow swung Sandor away from the table. One of Sandor's
hands, those terrible stedl hands, was at Lewissthroat. | could see the flesh bulge and darken under the
fingers. The sweat was pouring off both men, and Sandor breathed asif hislungswere ruptured. Then
instead of pulling away | saw Lewis closein. He had Sandor round the body; he heaved him up and
across, somehow twisting hisown body . . . then suddenly brought him damming down across hiskneein
abackbreaker. Before Sandor could roll painfully free, Lewis had dragged him up again and | heard the
sickening sound of bone on flesh as he hit him hard across the throat.

Becker wasnt lifting the receiver. Hewas yanking at the wireswith al his strength.

| yelled: "Put that down!" and swung the useless gun away from the struggling men, towards Becker. He
ignored me. | didn't know if I had amandate to shoot him, and | doubt anyway if | could have hit him
even a that range. | reversed the gun and jumped for him.

| was just too late. Tim had whirled, jumped, and struck, just as the tel ephone wires came away with a
scatter of plaster and a splintering of wood, and poor Becker went down once more and lay till.

"My dish!" wailed Frau Becker. "My beautiful cups! Johann!™
"Itsdl right,” | said feebly, desperatdly. "We won't hurt you, we're police. Oh, Tim-"
But there was no more need of Tim and his poker. The fight was over.

Lewiswas getting to hisfeet and dragging Sandor up with him. The latter's breathing was terrible, and
though he still struggled, it seemed to be without much hope of breaking the crud grip that held him.

| think | started forward, but Tim caught at me and held me back. He had seen before | had what was
happening.

Sandor was being forced, step by sweating step, towards the stove.

It was dl over in seconds. | still hadn't grasped what Lewiswas doing. | heard Sandor say, inavoice |
didn't recognize:

"What do you want to know?"' And then, quickly, on asickening note of panic: "I'll tell you anything!
What do you want?'

"It canwait," said Lewis.

And with the other'swrigt in his grip, he dragged the arm forward and began to forceit out towards the
stove where the kettle had stood.

Sandor made no sound. It was Timothy who gasped, and | think | said: "Lewis! No!"

But we might aswell not have been there.



It happened in dow motion. Sowly, sweating every inch of the way, Lewisforced the hand downwards.
"It wasthishand, | believe?' he said, and held it for afraction of a second, no more, on the hot plate.

Sandor screamed. Lewis pulled him away, dumped him unresisting into the nearest chair, and reached for
the gun | was till holding.

But there was no need for it. The man stayed dumped in the chair, nursing his burned hand.
"Keegp your handsto yoursdf after this™ said my husband thinly.

He stood there for amoment or two, getting his breasth and surveying the results of the hurricane: the
unconscious Becker, the wrecked tel ephone, the woman snuffling in the rocking chair, Tim with his
poker, and mysdlf probably as pale as he, shaken and staring.

Timothy recovered himsdlf first. He went scrambling under the table and emerged with the gun-the
precious Beretta-held carefully in hishand.

"Good man," said Lewis. He amiled at us both, pushing the hair back out of his eyes and seeming
suddenly quite human again. "Van, my darling, do you suppose there's any coffee left? Pour it out, will
you, while Tim and | get these thugstied up. Then they cantell usdl the other things | want to know."

CHAPTER TWENTY
Emprison'd in black, purgatorid rails.
kesats The Eve of . Agnes

As timothy and | emerged from the Gasthaus, it came somehow as a surpriseto redize that it wasfull
light. Cloud or migt il hung round the summit of the mountain, so that it wasimpossibleto seeinto the
distance, but the visibility was now two or three hundred yards, and clearing every moment. Theair
seemed thin, grey and chill, but the hot coffee had worked wondersfor us.

| said: "Have you the foggiest ideawhat timeit is? 1 didn't put my watch on.”
"Nor did I, but | noticed the time by the kitchen clock. It's about half past four.”

"It'samercy that didn't get smashed too. Poor Frau Becker. Lewis seems pretty sure she knows nothing
about it, S0 the worst shelll suffer isbeing deprived of her husband's company for abit.”

"I'd have said the worst was the bust dishes."

"Y ou've got something there. Oh gosh, and the grassiswet. It'sbeastly cold, isn't it?"

"What'sthat to us?' said Timothy buoyantly. "Intrepid, that's us. Archie Goodwin aso ran.”

| said, alittle sourly: ™Y ou got some deep, | didn't.”

"Theresthat,” he admitted. "And then you've had a pretty rough time, belting about like that on the roof."

"I suppose you don't reckon you had it rough, being hit on the head by Sandor in the stable? Or do you
take that kind of thing in your stride? Look, for goodness sake, don't try to go at such aspeed. This
grassis beastly dippery, and theré'salot of loose rock about. And you're carrying that thing."

"That thing" was Sandor's autometic, which Timothy handled with what wasto me aterrifying and
admirable casuaness.



"l hope you do know dl about those things?'

Hegrinned. "Wdll, yes, it's dead easy. Asamatter of fact thisisrather anest little thing. My grandfather
had an old Luger |eft over from thewar. Thefirst war. | used to go potting rabbits with it."

"Y ou loathsome boy. | wouldn't have thought it of you."

"Oh," he said cheerfully, "I never got one. Have you any idea how difficult it isto pot a rabbitswith a
Luga?'

"l can't say that | have."

"Asamatter of fact it'simpossible. My hands so far are pretty clean of blood, but at this rate whether
they'll stay so or not | just have noidea. | say, that was some scrap up there in the kitchen, wasn't it?
Why did he burn Sandor's hand? To frighten him and make him talk?"

"I don't think so. It was a private thing."
"Oh?Yes, | remember, he said s0. Y ou mean they got across one another in the circus or something?”'
| shook my heed. "' Sandor hit me."

Hiseyesflew tomy bruised face. "Oh.. .. oh, | see" | could see mysdf that hisadmiration for Lewis had
soared to the edge of idolatry. | thought with resignation that men seemed in some waysto passtheir
lives on an unregeneratey primitivelevel. Well, | could hardly cavil. | had had afairly primitive reaction
mysdf to my husband's eye-for-an-eye violence in the kitchen. That | was coldly ashamed of it now
proved nothing.

"Well, whatever it wasfor," said Timothy, "it did thetrick. He didn't know how fast to spill the beans.
Did you understand any of it?"

"No," | said. Lewiss quick interrogation-since it included the Beckers-had been in German. " Suppose
youtdl menow."

So, aswe hurried down through the damp greyness, he passed the main items acrossto me. The
important thing from our point of view | knew aready: that (as Lewis had overheard before he even
entered the room) Sandor had managed to cache the drugs on hisway up the mountain, in atree on a
section of railway that Lewisand | had short-circuited. He had in fact got to the Gasthaus only afew
minutes before we did, and had still been telling Becker about hisflight with the drugswhen Lewis arrived
under the window to listen. Thishbit of information Lewis could probably have got out of them later:
wheretheluck had comein wasin thetiming of his own attack through the window. He had managed to
delay it just long enough to hear the Viennanumber that Sandor had given over the telephone.

So there had not been much difficulty with Sandor. Tim wasright; | had seen for mysdlf that he hadn't
known how fast to talk. | supposed that, aswell as hisimmediate fear of Lewis, there was some hope of
leniency if heturned State's Evidence. And Becker had followed suit. At first he had tried to shout
Sandor into silence but soon changed his tune when he redlized how much Lewis knew. And presently
the facts- and the names-began to emerge. . . .

"Not everything by along chak," said Tim, "but then they're only messengers. But Lewis saystherell be
plenty to find when the police start to take the Gasthaus apart, and he did get the Viennanumber just
before Sandor had to dam the phone down. Of course, the exchange may have put the call through
before they knew held rung off, and the Viennaend may have got the wind up; but Lewis saysthey'll
hardly fold their tentslike the Arabswhen it might just be awrong number, and even if they tried, they



couldn't clean up before Interpol starts moving. In any case ther€lll be more than enough for Interpol to
get awedge in here and there, and crack the ring open. | suppose, if Sandor was passing the stuff along
through Y ugodaviainto Hungary, Interpol could fix atrap up to catch the people at the other end. Or so
Lewisseemstothink.”

Something about his voice as he spoke made me shoot aglance at him. Not quite authority, not quite
patronage, certainly not self-importance; but just the unmistakable echo of that man-to-woman way that
even the nicest men adopt when they are letting awoman catch a glimpse of the edges of the Man's
World. Timothy had joined the club.

| said, not quiteirrdevantly: "Hethinksalot of you, too. Now, for heaven's sake, | hope we can find this
blighted tree where Sandor said held put the stuft.”

"The stretch between the tunnels. A londly, blasted pine. It'sjust asgood,” he said joyoudy, "asa
one-eyed Chinaman with alimp. Oh, well find it, don't you worry! Theréstheralway again now."

We had gone at afair speed down the first long dope of rock-strewn grass, cutting across one of the
amsof therack railway. Thiswent in awide sweep for some quarter of amileto the right but curved
back again to pass about two hundred and fifty yards below us. We could just see the pale-coloured
cutting in the rock where the line lay, and, beyond it, the grey distances of morning with one or two
darker shapes of bushes looming like ghogts. The grass was soaking. The thick turfs squelched under our
feet like sponges, and the longer fronds swung heavy with drops like dimmed crystals which drenched us
to the knee. Everywhere among the grey rocks there were clumps of some large violet gentian,just
unfurling, asight which would have stopped mein my tracks at any time but this. Asit was, | don't think |
even took particular trouble not to tread on them, but hurried on down the hill, intent only on one thing,

Speed.

We reached the shallow cutting where the railway ran and | jJumped down into it with athump. Behind
me Timothy dithered with arattle of stones and a sharp lamentable phrase as he dipped on the wet grass
and dmogt lost his balance.

"Watch it. Areyou okay?'

"Yes. Sorry. | wish I'd my boots here. These shoes are murder on wet grass. Can you see the next bit of
line below this?*

"Not from here. The dope's more gradud, but welll go straight on." Once again we ran forward and
down over the tufted a pine grass. Timothy was ahead of me now. Vishility was getting better, and the
colours even seemed to be growing warmer towards sunrise. On this part of the mountain there were
more bushes, thick clumps of juniper and mountain rhododendrons, and sometimes we had to make
longish detours round hollows where rocks had fallen in long since, and which were treacheroudy
overgrown with thistlesand long grass.

In front of me Timothy faltered, seemed to cast round like ahound at fault, and then stopped. | came up
tohim.

"What isit?'

"Thereésno sgn of theraillway. Surely it should be there?' He turned adismayed face to me. " Supposing
wevelos it? When it went back there to the left it must have been going round the other side of the
mountain. Were probably on the wrong bit altogether now. ... It dl looks so much dike. | wishto
goodness we could seefarther. ... If only we could seeright down, wed probably be able to see the lake
and the village and everything, then we'd know where we were. D'you think we'd better go back to find



theralway and follow it down?'

"Surely not. | don't see how we can have missed it. Wait aminute, Tim, stand till. 1t's getting clearer
every minute. . . . Look down there. . . . No, farther to theright. That tree, that dead one, with the
divided trunk. It'sjust the way he described it. What d'you bet that's the very one? Straight bang on the
target, who'd have thought it? Come on!*

He caught at my arm as| ran past him. "But where's the railway? Between two tunnels, he said.”

"Don't you see?" | threw it a him over my shoulder. "That'swhy we can't seetheline. . .. Were
probably crossing the upper tunnd now. Between the tunnels, thelinell bein acutting. I'll bet you it's
lying down there, just below thét little cliff where the pineis. Come on, let'slook."

And sure enough, it was. The dead pine stood, split and hollow, clinging to the face of alow dliff, and
there, some fifteen feet below its exposed roots, ran the railway. Seventy yards down the track yawned
the black exit of thefirst tunnel, and about the same distance the other way was the entrance to the
second. It was the place.

"Bangon," | said. "Thisisit. How'sthat for radar?"

"Do you home on to drink aswell asdrugs?" asked Timothy. "V anessa March, dope hound. Thisis
terrific! Let'shave alook!™

When, from the top of thelittle cliff, we examined the tree, we redlized that it was not quite as easy to get
a asitlooked. A sx-inch-wide track, presumably made by rather athletic goats, twisted itsway down
towards the permanent way. One had to step off thistrack, and, hanging tightly to the trunk of the dead
tree, reach up to the obvious hiding place, ahole in the main trunk some five feet from ground leve.

"Airs above the naming ground,” said Timothy. "I supposeit would be dead easy for Sandor. Wdll, you'd
better let me have ago. Y ou go on down to the bottom, and I'll chuck the packagesto you."

"If they'rethere.”

"If they're there," he agreed, and set hisfoot gingerly on one of the exposed roots of the tree, while
equdly gingerly | dithered past him and edged my way down the goat track onto the permanent way.

And they werethere. As Tim, clinging like amonkey, managed to shove a hand into the hollow of the
tree, | heard him give abardly suppressed whoop of triumph. "I can fed them! | can't get high enough up
to see, but there's the corner of one, two . . . yes, three. . .

"He said there were eight. With the one you've got, that makes seven in the tree.”

"Theré€'s another, that makesfour. | wish | dared stand up. If | hitch myself abit higher | may be ableto
reach down and fed to the bottom of the hollow. Yes. . . five, six ... and seven. Gosh, if thereé's one thing
| hateit's putting ahand into ahollow tree. Y ou dwaysfed asif asquirrd'sgoingto latch onwith dl its
tegth.”

"If Lewisisright it'sawonder that stuff isn't biting. Can you just chuck them down to me one by one?"

"Can do," sad Tim, and thefirst one cameflying. It was solidly packed, a nice oblong package with what
felt like severd smdler packetsinsdeit, flat and neat and wrapped in waterproof and sealed down. A
few hundred pounds worth of dreams and desath. | shoved it in my anorak pocket. "Okay, next, please.”
The others came dropping down in turn and | stowed half away and |eft the others out for Tim.



"There" he said from above, "I think that's the lot. Was that saven?”
"Y es, seven, don't bother any more, I'm sure he wastelling the truth. Watch yourself.”

"It'sdl right, I'm hanging on like aBandar-log. No, | can fed, theré's nothing more. Right, I'm coming
down."

It was as he eased hisway off the tree roots back onto the goat track that it happened. Either he trod on
something loose, or €l se those treacherous soles did on the damp rock, for he missed hisfooting and
came hurtling down to therailway track in asort of dithering fet-first fal which would have landed himin
an unpleasant little drainage gully at the edge of the track which wasfilled with broken stones, but that in
afrantic effort to save himsdf he managed awide sprawling leap which carried him clear of it and onto
the railway itsdf.

Helanded completely out of control, hisfeet skidding on the wet gravel, hisleft foot coming hard up
againg themetd line, hisright just missing this, but being driven againg the raised centra rail, the rack;
and next moment, with asharp cry of pain, he was sorawling right there at my feet, among the scattered
packetswhich | had laid asdefor him.

"Tim, Tim, areyou dl right? Areyou hurt?'

| went down on my knees beside him. He had made no attempt to pick himself up but seemed to be
bunched dl anyhow, ungainly over therails. His head was down. He was making gasping sounds of pain,
his body hunched tightly over theright foot.

"l ...1thinkit'sstuck ... myfoot...Oh, God. . . it's broken or something."
"Here, let mesee. Oh, Tim!"

It wastheright foot. By the force of his hurtling, feet-first fdl, it had been driven hard forward into the
little space undernesth the center rail where thiswaslifted clear of the gravel, and the solid sole of his
shoe had jammed there, with the foot twisted at ahorrible angle.

"Hold on, I'll try to get it out.” But wrestle as | would with the shoe, it was fixed tight, and though Tim had
now got control of himsalf and was making no sound, | was afraid how much | might hurt himiif |
persisted.

"WEII get the shoe undone, then you can try to dip your foot out of it."

The laces, of course, were soaked, and knotted tightly. | said: "Well have to cut them. Haveyou a
knife?'

"What?' He was very white and there was sweet on hisface. He looked asif he might faint. | had once
gprained an ankle badly myself, and could digtinctly remember the fedling of nauseathat came through the
pan.

"A knife. Have you a penknife?"

He shook hishead. "Sorry."

| bit my lip, and tackled the laces. | had nothing with me either, not even anail file, and Tim'sfoot was
swdling rapidly. After minutes, it seemed, of frantic wrestling, and abroken fingernail, | gaveup. Ina
very short time it would beimpossble to get the shoe off at dl without cutting the leether. Scrabbling,
searching desperately among the gravel, | found a sharp-edged stone, but after only afew moments



experiment with that | had to give up. It wasn't possible to saw downwards on the swollen foot.

"I'll try to scrape out some of the gravel under your foot. Perhaps we can loosen the shoe that way.” But
when | attacked the ground undernegth therail | found that, for this short space, therall was running over
solid rock. There was nothing to be done. And indeed | dared do no more. For al | knew the foot was
broken, and the bitten-down pain in the boy's face terrified me.

All the same it was Timothy who made the only possible suggestion.

"You'll haveto leaveit. You can't do it yoursdf. Go and get help. I'll bedl right. It's not so bad when
we're not hacking at it, and if | turn mysdlf likethis. . . yes, that's better. I'll be okay. Honestly. I-I'll give
it time and then try again. And anyway, it's Lewis who matters just now. Y ou'd better do as he said, and
send help. Evenif you did get me out, you certainly couldn't get me down the hill. Go on, you'l haveto
leaveme”

"Tim, | hateto, but-"

"It'sthe only thing to do." He was, understandably, curt. ™Y ou get down there to the telephone. Take the
gun. | dropped it over there.

| picked the pistol up from where it had skidded, and pushed it into hishand. "I don't want it. I'd rather
leaveit with you. Here. All right, I'll go. I'll beasquick as| can.”

"Don't forget the dope. Y ou'd better takethelot. | don't exactly fancy being left stuck here with dl that
strewn round me, evenif | do have agun.” He managed asmile. "Good luck."

"Andtoyou."
And | turned and ran.
Asl| reached thefirst scattered trees at the edge of the wood the sun came up.

It was dmogt asurprise to find the shed, the jeep, and the quarry exactly aswe had left them, except that
now the early sun, streaming between the pines, took avay some of the ghostly londiness of the place
and made it a picture of golden lights and sharp blue shadows. Thankful for thisat least, | ran on past the
quarry and down the road into the wood.

The Mercedes was there. And there, under the little stone beside the red and white elfin toadstools, was
thekey. | let mysdf into the car, stripped off my anorak with the clumsily bulging pockets and threw it
into the back seet, then started the engine. It lit at atouch. Thetirestore at the gravel asit lurched
forward, and | turned it gently onto the rutted surface of the track and headed it downhill.

It was aheavy car, far heavier than | had been used to driving, and the bends were sharp. | had to make
asevere effort to suppressin mysdf the feding of hurry, to crush any fedlings of urgency or danger right
out of mind, and just concentrate on getting this powerful car down thisvery unpleasant and difficult little
bit of road. What would happen if we met anything coming up, | couldn't even begintoimagine. . . .

But &t least it was daylight. Already the sun was brilliant, laying great palisades of light between the pines
al theway aong the road. | wound my window down and let in the sharp sweet air. Birds were singing
wildly, dmost asif it were spring. | thought | heard acock crow not far off, and somewhere, nearer lill,
atranwhigled. In spite of mysdf, my spiritslifted. It was morning, the sun was up, and soon dl this
would be over.

The road rounded athick knot of pines, and below me, now, were the green rolling foothills, with beyond



them the glitter of aspire and the glint of the lake. Smoke was risng from afarm chimney, and alittle
beyond that, behind athick belt of pines, another column of smoke, black thistime, spoke of some
factory or other aready a work. Seen in the morning light, this peaceful pastoral scene couldn't possibly
hold any terrors. All | had to do wasto go down into the pretty village and go to the hotdl. They would
be awake there, and moving, and they would speak English, and there was atelephone. . . .

| drove carefully round the last bend and headed the Mercedes down the straight dope, past the raillway
dtation and towards the village. | remember that the only thing which made me brake and pause as|
passed the station was that the gate was open and aman in blue dungarees was sweeping the little Sretch
of platform between the miniature ticket office and the sding where the train stood with its curiouslittle
tilted engine and itsthree carriages waiting for the day. There would certainly be atelephone here.

He had seen me. He paused in his sweeping and looked up. | stopped the car and hung out of the
window.

"Excuse me, do you spesk English?’

He put ahand up to his ear, and then with a sort of maddening deliberation turned to lay aside his broom
before he approached the car.

Torn between the desire to drive straight away and waste no more time, and the desire to get to the first
available telephone as quickly as possible, | shoved open the car door, jumped out, and ran in through
the station gate to meet him.

"Excuse me, do you speak English?”

| think he said no, and | think, too, that undaunted he started on aflood of totally unintelligible German,
but I was no longer ligtening.

Therewere two sidingsin thetiny station. In one of them stood the train, with itslittle down-tilted engine
ready to push the three carriages up the long mountain track; the other sding was empty. From it, along
shining section of track led up into the pine woods and vanished. And away up in the samedirection
beyond the first tree-clad foothill, | saw that towering column of thick black smoke that | had taken to be
the smoke from some factory chimney; and | remembered two things. | remembered the column of
smoke that Josef had caled the "fire engine,” or "Fiery Elijah"; and | remembered the engineswhidtlel
had heard three minutes ago.

| whirled on thelittle man and pointed up the track.

"There! That! A train? A train?' He was elderly, with a drooping moustache, and watery blue eyeswhich
would normally be rayed with laughter lines, but which now were puckered and puzzled and allittle
rheumy with the early morning. He stared at me with complete non-comprehension. | waved again
franticaly at the standing train, at the smoke above the trees, at the track, in asort of desperate
pantomime; and then pointed to my wrist.

"Thetrain...thefirstrain...sevenoclock . . . sieben Uhr . . . train. .. gone?’

He gestured towards the wall behind him where | now saw astation clock marked hdf past five, and
then, pointing like me up towards the smoke on the mountain, he poured out another flood of German.

But it wasn't necessary. | had seen that the black smoke wasindeed marching dowly but steadily,
inexorably up through the trees, and now, clear above them, over alovely rounded dope of sunny green,
| saw the engine moving, an engine exactly like the one standing herein the station, butpushing only one



carriage. Not even a carriage, something that looked like atruck. . . .

Besde me, the old man said: "Gasthaus. . . cafe,” and then proceeded with some pantomime involving
thetrain sanding at the platform. If he had been speaking in purest English it couldn't have been more
clear. | understood quite well now. Thetimetable that | had studied had of course only put down the
trains scheduled for the tourists, and the first one did indeed run at seven o'clock. No one had seen fit to
mention that an engine took supplies up for the restaurant at haf past five.

German or no German, the telephone was not ablind bit of usein this. The old man was till talking,
volubly, kindly, and rather pleased to have an audience at this ungodly hour of theday. | believe | said,
"Thank you," as| turned and left him il talking to the empty air.

By the mercy of heaven there was room to turn. The Mercedes swept round like aboomerang, and | put
her at that ghastly little road again with something of the fine cardlessrapture that | might haveindulged in
on the Strada ddl Sol.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

The best of al our actionstend To the preposterousest end.
samud butler: Satire upon the Weakness and Misery of Man
At least going up was alittle easer than coming down.

| had been too preoccupied during my recent descent to notice much more than the surface of the road,
and of course on our way up in the early hoursit had been dark and | had been wrestling with the
flashlight and the map. Now, as| drove the big car like abomb up that horrible little road, | wastrying
desperately to recall the relationship between road and railway.

Asfar as| could remember, there were only two places where they conjoined. A few bends above the
station the road met the track and ran dong with it for perhaps a hundred yards before arough
escarpment carried the train away to the left aong the edge of the mountain, while the road doubled back
to the right on the long sweep below the edge of the forest proper. The second place was at the
quarry-the end of the road. And that would be my last chance to catch him.

In cold blood, | doubt if I could have hoped to doit in thetime, but | was past thinking, past reckoning
what might happen if | miscal culated with this heavy car on these violent hairpin bends. She was so heavy
and the road was so bad that | could hardly spare ahand for the gears, so | kept her in second and
hauled her round the corners with no regard at al for either tires or paintwork. Afterwards we found a
dented hubcap and along scrape in the enamel on the off side, but | have no recollection of how they
happened. | just drove the big car on and up asfast as| dared, and tried to remember how soon it was
that we cameto therailway.

Thefifth or sxth bend, dightly easier than the others, brought us round facing along straightish sweep
between trees through which the sunlight blazed, strong now, barring the rutted road across and across,
likearailway track barred with deepers. Away at the end of thisa cloud of black smoke hung, puffed,
trundled ddliberately by.

| put my foot down. The bars of shadow accelerated across usin one long flickering blur. And then
suddenly the shining rails swooped in from the left to join the road.

For perhaps a hundred and thirty yardstrack and road ran side by side. The stretch of rail track was
empty, but there was black smoke gtill hanging in the boughs of the trees. | steadied the car on the



narrow road and leaned as far out of my window as| could, straining to see forward up the railway
before it curved away into the darkness of the forest, where the cliffshid it from the sun.

It wasthere. | saw the square black tail of thelittle engine with its hanging lamp, lit for the morning migts,
swinging asmal vanishing red eyeinto the tunne of trees. Above it the gppalling black cloud of smoke
puffed furioudy.

It was going dowly, the gradient so steep there that | could see the roof of the truck beyond the engine,
and beyond that again the fretted curve of the rack up which it was hauling itself, cog by cog and puff by
puff. There were two men in the cabin, one leaning out to look forward up the track, the other absorbed
in up-tilting what looked like a bottle of beer. | shoved my hand down on the horn and held it there.

I'll say thisfor the Mercedes: she had ahorn like the crack of doom. Fiery Elijah must have been making
afair amount of noise, but the horn positively tore the forest apart.

Both men looked round, artled. | leaned out of my window and waved frantically, shouting-futile though
it was- the most appropriate German word | could think of: "Achtung! Achtung!" After a couple of
seconds agonizing pause | saw one of them-the driver-reach out ahand asif for the brake.

Another few yards and my road would bear me away from therailway again. | trod on my own brake
and hung out, waving more frantically than ever.

The driver found what he had been reaching for, and pulled. It wasthe steam whistle. The engine gave a
long, friendly toot-toot. The other man lifted his beer bottle in ahappy wave. The engine gave athird and
last toot, then the forest closed in behind it and it was gone.

Why | didn't run the Mercedes off the track | shal never know. | just managed to wrench her nose round
intime, asthe road bore away from the railway, and along under the skirts of theforest. | still had the one
chance, and through my exasperated fury | redized that it was afairly strong one. Even with the extra
distance she had to travel, the Mercedes would surely be more than capable of reaching the rallwaymen's
hut in timefor meto stop thetrain. . . .

She had certainly better be. All that thislast little effort had done was to make the train announce its
coming to Timothy, and, however the boy had felt before, he would certainly be sweating it out now,
trapped up there with the gpproaching engine mounting the hill puff by puff towards him.

Mercifully with every yard, with every curve, | was more used to the car, and with every curvethe
gradient eased and the bends grew wider. | have no idea at what speed we took the last six or seven
dretches of that road, but it seemed to me asif the whole hillsde wasreding past me and downinalong
flickering blur of sun and shadow, and then suddenly we were up round the last bend, and in front of us
was the space with the railwaymen's hut, and the shining stretch of track besideit.

| couldn't seethetrain.

The Mercedes zoomed along the last straight stretch like ahoming bee and fetched up with shrieking tires
and rocking springs within ayard of the railwaymen's hut. | jumped out of her and ran forward on to the
line

| had doneit. Below where | stood | saw the smoke, perhaps a quarter of amile away, where the engine
chugged its stolid, unexcited way up the rack. They could not, of course, yet see me; would not see me
until the engine broke from the cover of the trees somefifty yards away. | hoped they would, even at that
early hour, keep a sharp lookout forward. If | sounded the horn again, perhaps, or waved something . . .
if | had had anythingred. . .



But | had seen how they reacted to that horn before. And to my waving. Inmy mind'seyel saw it al
again, repeated here with horrible findity: the horn, my waving, the cheerful responsive waves of the two
men, and then the engine going past me and the red swinging lamp disappearing round the far curve. . . .

Thered rear lamp. Therewas at least the Mercedes.

| ran back to the car. As | jumped in and dammed the door, the cloud of black smoke burst above the
treesto my left and | saw the blunt nose of the truck. | switched the car'slightsfull on, shoved hereinto
gear, and drove her ashard as| could for therailway lines.

Asher front whed hit therail, | thought at first she was going to be deflected, but the tire bit, clung,
climbed, and then lurched over, the rear tire after it, and the M ercedes stopped once more, her two near
whed s over the offsde track, her rear lights, brake lights and al blazing what message they could
towards the gpproaching train. For good measure | jammed my hand down hard over the horn aswell,
while | leaned across and with my free hand shoved open the offside door. | would give them till
twenty-five yards, and then | would be out of the car like abolting rabbit. If they didn't see the car |
could do nothing to save her, but | didn't imagine that the train could come to very much harm; locked on
itscogs, it would probably wesather the collision.

Why had | thought the engine dow? It seemed to be roaring up the hill al of a sudden with the speed of a
crack expresstrain. The black smoke burst and spread. | could hear the heavy panting of the little engine,
great beats of it, above the blare of my horn. Thirty-five yards. Thirty. And | thought | heard ashout. | let
go the horn and started my dive towards the open door. There was the clang of abell, and ashrill furious
whistle from the engine. | flung myself out of the door and ran clear.

With ahorrible shriek of brakes, another toot, and aflurry of angry shouts, Fiery Elijah cametoa
standstill about seven yards behind the Mercedes.

The two men leapt down out of the cabin and advanced on me. A third-there had been aguard after
al-swung down from the truck. The co-driver was still holding the beer bottle, but thistime asif it werea
lethal wegpon which, from hisface, he looked fully prepared to use. They both started to talk at once, or
rather to shout, in furious German- and | can think of no better language to be furiousin. For afull half
minute, even had | been Austrian myself, | couldn't have got aword in edgeways, but stood there
helpless before the storm, my hands out in front of me amost asif to ward off ablow from the beer
bottle.

At last there was a pause, on afusilade of shouted questions, not one word of which | understood, but
of which the gist was naturaly very plain.

| said desperately: "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, but | had to do it. Thereésaboy on the line, on the line higher up,
farther dong, aboy, ayoung man . . . A-a Junge, on the Eisenbahn. | had to stop you. He's hurt.
Please, I'm sorry.”

The man with the beer bottle turned to the one beside him. Thiswas abig man in dark grey shirt, old grey
trousers, and a soft peaked cap; the driver. "Was meint Se?"

The driver snapped a couple of sentences back a him and then said to me, in aghastly guitural, which at
that moment | wouldn't have exchanged even for a Gielgud rendering of Shakespeare: "Isthat you crazy
are? Thereisno young on theline. Thereison theline an auto. And why? | ask why?"'

"Oh, you spesk English! Thank God! Listen, mein Herr, I'm sorry, | regret | had to do this, but | had to
stop thetrain-"



"Ach, yes, you havethe train stopped, but thisisadanger. Thisiswhat | will to the policetell. My
brother, heisthe police, hewill of thisto you speak. For thisyou must pay. The Herr Direktor-"

"Yes...yes... | know. Of coursel'll pay. But listen, please, listen. It'simportant, | need help.”

All of asudden hewaswith me. Thefirst reaction of his own shock and anger had ebbed momentarily
and let him see what must be showing clearly in my face, not only the swollen bruises, but the strain of the
night and my terror for Timothy. Suddenly, in place of an angry beefy bully, | found mysdf confronted by
alarge man with kindly blue eyes who regarded me straightly and then said: "Thereistrouble, yes? What
trouble? Why do you my train stop? Say."

"Thereisayoung man, my friend, hefell ontheline up there. Hislegishurt." | pantomimed it asbest |
could. "Heison therallway line. He can't move. | was afraid. | had to sop you. Do you understand?
Please say you understand!™

"Yes, | understand. Thisyoung man, ishewide?"
"Not very. Asamatter of fact, hesquitethin." | caught at mysdf. "Is he what?"

"Wide." He waved towards the upper track. "Thisis not right, no? In German, weit. Ishewidefrom
here?'

"Oh, far ... Ishe far. Not very, only alittle farther-more far-beyond the tunnd, the first tunnd.” How the
devil did one pantomime atunnel? Frantically | tried, and somehow he seemed to understand even this,
or else perhaps he by-passed the explanation and was content to act on what he certainly had
understood.

"Y ou will show us. We shal now the auto off bring.”

It didn't seem to take those three burly men long to shift the Mercedes. | made no attempt to help them.
Reaction was hitting me, and | smply sat down on a pile of deepers and watched without seeing them as
they strained and rocked at Lewis's poor car until at last she came clear and was shoved away from the
rails. Then between them, amogt asif | were aparcel, they heaved me up into the cab of the engine, and
with apogtively horrifying eruption of vile black smoke and astraining shriek of cogwhedls Fiery Elijah
resumed his dow ascent.

| suppose thereis something in every one of us, boy or girl, which a somelevel, or at some age, makes
uswant to drive an engine. Now that my apprehension had lifted, | amost enjoyed theride, and indeed
of dl theenginesthat | have ever seen, this one, though certainly not the most exciting, was the most
entertaining, being anineteenth-century relic and possessing al the amost forgotten charm of the nursery
trains of childhood. Its steep tilt, so absurd and pathetic on the flat, meant that on the upward climb the
floor of the cabin waslevel. The tank was squat and black, the smokestack enormous and
funnd-shaped, and every available inch of the engine, it seemed, was festooned with tubes, wires, and
gadgets of unimaginable uses. The paint was black, the whed s scarlet, and the whole thing was smelly,
dirty, diabolicaly noisy, and entirely charming. If the baroque age had produced arailway engine, this
would certainly have beeniit.

We were soon clear of the trees, and ahead of usin the morning sunlight theline lay like adeeply clawed
triple scratch through the white limestone. We threaded our way aong anaked curve of hill clothed with
the tufted turf thick with gentians, and then the line ran into a cutting, and rough perpendicular walls of
rock crowded us from either sdeto a height well above the roof of the truck; so closely indeed that |
shrank back into the cabin, but not before | had seen, some hundred yards ahead of us, the black mouth
of thefirgt tunndl.



| shouted as much, quite unnecessarily, to the driver, who grinned and nodded and made signstheat |
should keep back in the cabin and under the cover of the roof. He could have spared himsdlf the pains. |
hed ducked aready. Thetunnd looked singularly uninviting and not nearly big enough, but through it we
went, with what I'll swear was not more than afoot to spare.

It was quite along tunndl, and if | had been digging it mysdf | would certainly not have dug it any bigger
than need be, but going through it was like being threaded like cotton through a narrow bead. In the tight,
heavy blackness the din was horrifying. The enormous begting bursts of smoke from the engine,
magnified a thousand times, volleyed and echoed back from the sides of the rocky tube. And there was
the steam. Within twenty seconds of our entering the tunnel the place was like a steam bath, and a dirty
one at that. It was enough to beat the wits out of anybody, and when the driver put his hand on the
throttle and reduced speed | could-Tim or no Tim-amost have screamed a him to go on asfast ashe
could out of thisinferno of heat and blackness and shattering noise. | am certain that no guard-eveniif his
eyes would have adjusted to the sudden light after this utter blackness-could have kept alookout
forward and been in time to see Timothy on theline.

Light was running now through the filthy clouds of smoke that lined the tunnel. One could see the fissures
and bulges of therock. It grew stronger. Theair cleared. As| pulled mysdlf up to look, sunlight struck
suddenly straight ahead of us, and then our front, the nose of the truck, was out in it, and the sharp edge
of black shadow was diding back over the shining roof towards the engine.

A bel clanged, sharply. Again | heard the diding screech of brakes and the scream of steel on stedl. The
train stopped with agreat puffing sigh, then along hiss of escaping steam which shut off sharply, leaving
the engine Smmering gently in the &till mountain air like asteam kettle.

| put ahand to therail and vaulted down to the gravel.
"Tim, Tim, itsme! Areyou dl right?'

Hewas Hill there, hisfoot still wedged under the rack. When | ran up to him he was dowly uncurling
himself from what looked like some desperatdly cramped position, and | redlized that, hearing thetrain,
he had tried to cram hislong body down between the rack and therail, hoping that if the worst happened
and the train ran over him unseeing he might escape one or other of the wheedls. That he could not have
done so was quite obvious, and this he must have known. If he had been white before, he now |ooked
like death itsdf, but he pulled himsdlf back into asitting position and even managed, lit by relief ashe
was, some sort of asmile.

| knelt beside him. "I'm sorry, you must have heard it coming for miles. It wasthe best | could do.”

"A bit... overdramatic, I'd say." He was making a magnificent effort to take it undramatically, but his
voice was very shaky indeed. "1 felt like Pearl White or somebodly. I'll never laugh a athriller again." He
sraightened up. "Actudly, I'd say it was a pretty good best. Transport and reinforcementsfor Lewis, al
at one go. Did they let you drive?’

"I never thought to ask. Maybe they'll et you, on the way down."

| put an arm round him and helped to prop him up. The men had run up the track with me, and, though |
could see Timothy wastrying to pull himself together till more and dig out his fund of German for
explanations, there was no need. The driver and guard lost no time in starting efficient work on his shoe,
and in amatter of seconds had the laces cut from the now badly swollen foot and were beginning, very
gingerly and gently, to cut the leather of the shoe. The co-driver was aso a man with afine grasp of
stuation. Asthe others started work he vanished back in the direction of the truck and now appeared
with aflat green bottle which he uncorked and presented to Timothy with aphrase in German.



"Theflask, shewasfor the Gasthaus," explained the driver, "but Johann Becker he will not spesk no.”
"I'm dead sure hewon't,” said Tim. "What isit?"

| said: "Brandy. Go on, it'swhat you need, and for pity's sake don't drink it al. | could do with haf apint
mysdf.”

And presently, as the brandy went round-the railwaymen had evidently felt the strain of the recent
excitement quite as much as Timothy or I-Tim's foot was drawn gently out of the wreck of his shoe and
willing handswere haf carrying, hdf supporting him back towardsthe waiting train.

Thetruck, where they deposited us, was stacked high with stores, but there was just room to Sit on the
floor, and the doors (I noticed) could be locked.

"Wewill now," said the driver to Timothy, "take you straight up to the Gasthaus. No doubt Frau Becker
will attend to your foot, and Johann Becker will give you breskfast.”

"If you have the money," said the guard sourly.
"That isno matter, | shdl pay," said thedriver.
"What arethey saying?' | asked, and Tim told me.

"Well, | wouldn't guarantee the breskfast,” | said, "but actudly, we could hardly do better than go straight
up with them. | can't think of a better way to bring those thugs down to the village than in this truck. And
we've even provided the escort of solid citizens Lewis asked for-the driver's the policeman's brother, and
they're none of them greet friends of Becker's, from the sound of it. Do you suppose you could explain to
them, before we start, that when we get up there they're going to find my husband with the Beckers and
another man at the other end of an automatic pistol, and that they, as solid citizens, must render him every
ass stance and take the whole boiling down and hang on to them till the police come?

"Well, | could try. Now?"

"If you don't tell them before we gtart you'll never make yoursdlf heard. Fiery Elijah rather makeshis
presence flt. Go on, have abash-that is, if you've got the German to tell them with?"

"Okay, | can but try. | wish | knew the German for cocaine. . . . What's the matter?”

"The cocaine" | said blankly. "1'd forgotten al about it. | l€ft it in my pocketsin the back of the car.”
"You what? Wel, if the car's|ocked-"

"Itisnt. Infact, thekey'sdill init," | said.

We stared at one another for along moment of horror, then suddenly and with one consent began to
laugh, awesk, silly sort of laughter that turned to helpless giggles, while our three friends stood over us
looking sympathetic and filling in time on the bottle of brandy.

"Wel, | only hope," said Timothy at length, dabbing his eyes, "that you've got the English to explain to
Lewisin."

And o it wasthat Lewis, Stting on the edge of Frau Becker's kitchen table drinking Frau Becker's
coffee and holding Frau Becker, her husband, and her husband's friend at the business end of the
Beretta, wasrdlieved of hisvigil, not by the cold-eyed, tight-jawed professonal men he must have been
expecting, but by a peculiarly assorted gang of amateurs, two of whom were dightly hilarious, not to say



lightheaded, and al of whom smdlt quite distinctly of Herr Becker's brandy.
It was some four hours later.

The cocaine had been recovered, our prisoners had been ddlivered to the correctly tight-jawed,
cold-eyed professionals, and the battered Mercedes had somehow brought us al home to the Schloss
Zechstein where Timothy's foot had been fixed up by a doctor who had talked soothingly about sprains
and aday in bed; and | had had abath and (fedling genuinely fragile now) wasfloating in ahappy dream
of relief and reaction towards the bed, while Lewis dragged off his battered clothes and fished in his case
for arazor.

Then | remembered something, and stopped short.
"LeeElliott!" | sad. "That'swho they'll think you are! Did you register as Lee Elliott?!

"| didn't register as anything. Therewas afemaein the hal who bleated something a me, but | just said
‘Later' and pressed the lift button.” He threw his sweater into a corner and started on his shirt buttons.
"Cometo think of it, the porter did start in the other direction with my case, but | took it from him and
camedong here”

"Lewis-no, just aminute, darling . .. Hadn't you better go down straight away and get it cleared up?”’
"I've donedl the clearing up I'm doing for one day. It can wait till morning.”

"It'smorning now."

"Tomorrow morning, then.”

"But-oh, darling, be serious, it's after ten. If anyone camein-"

"They can't. The door'slocked." He grinned a me and sent the shirt flying after the swesater. "If we need
to reopen communications we can do so later-by telephone. But for the present | think it can come off
the hook. . . . There. Firg thingsfirst, my girl. | want abath and a shave and-didn't you hear what the
doctor said? A day in bed'swhat we dl need.”

"You could beright,” | said.

EPILOGUE

Hisneighislikethe bidding of amonarch, and his countenance enforces homage.
Shakespeare: Henry V

The hdl was white and gold, like aballroom. The huge crysta chandeliers, fully lit, glowed as ornaments
in themsalves rather than aslight, for the September sunshine streamed in through the great windows.
Where there should have been a polished dance floor there was awide space of sawdust and tanbark.
To beginwith, it had been cleanly raked into a pattern of fine lines, but the hoofs had beaten it into surfy
shapes as the white stalions paced and danced and performed their grave beautiful patternsto the music.

And now the floor was empty. The five white horses had filed out through the archway at the far end of
the hal and vanished down the corridor towards their stable. The Boccherini minuet faded into a pause of
dlence.

The packed acoves of people craned forward. Every seat wasfull, and in the gallery people were
standing, trying to see past one another's shoulders, the movement and the whispering and the crackling



of programmesfilling the sunlit pause. Beside me Timothy leaned forward, taut with excitement, and on
my other Sde sat Lewis, relaxed and sunburnt, reading the programme asif nothing else mattered in the
world but the fact that on this Sunday morning in September the great Neapolitano Petrawas back at the
Spanish Riding School, and the Director himself was going to ride him, and al Viennahad cometo see.

Beyond the archway the lights grew to brightness. The haf door opened. A horse appeared, hisrider
gtting il asa statue. He paced forward dowly into the hdl, ears dert, nogtrilsflared, his movements
proud and cool and soberly controlled, and yet somehow filled with delight.

Therewas no hint of giffness now. Round he came, the dancing steps made even more beautiful by their
dlence: the beat of the music hid even the muffled thudding in the sand, so that the high floating
movements of the hoofs seemed to take the stallion skimming as effortlesdy asaswanin full sail. Thelight
poured and splashed on the white skin where the last shadows of black had been polished and bleached
away, and hismane and tail tossed inthick fineslk like aflurry of snow.

Themusic changed: the Director sat dtill: the old stallion snorted, mouthed the bit, and lifted himsdlf, rider
and dl, into thefirgt of the"airs above the ground.”

Then it was over, and he came soberly forward to the salute, ears moving to the applause. The crowd
was getting to itsfeet. Therider took off hishat in the traditiona salute to the Emperor's portrait, but
somehow effacing himsalf and hisskill, and presenting only the horse.

Old Piebad bent his head. He was facing usfull on, six feet away, looking (you would have thought)
sraight a us; but thistime there was no welcoming whicker, not even agleam in the big dark eye that
one could call recognition. The eyes, like the stallion's whole bearing, were absorbed, concentrated,
inward, his entire being caught up again and contained in the old disciplinesthat fitted him asinevitably as
hisown skin.

He backed, turned, and went out on the ebb tide of applause. The grey half door shut. Thelights
dimmed, and the white horse dwindled down the corridor beyond the arch, to where his name was il
above hisstdl, and fresh straw waiting.



