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DEDICATION

To the memory of my father who disappeared
in the Nazi hell and who was in my mind every
moment while | wrote this book.



AUF W EDERSEHEN
WR KOMVEN W EDER

Inscription, scrawled in chalk on a
Parisian shop-shutter, August, 1944

AUTHOR'S NOTE

| began this book in December 1944, at the
height of Rundstedt's counter-offensivein the
Ardennes, and finished it in July 1945, just
after the closing session of the San Francisco
Conference. When | started to write it, even
the optimists thought that the war might last
another year in Europe—which explains why
the story opens in snow and wintry weather—
and when | finished it, | saw no reason to
change the setting. It remains only to add
the usua disclamer that al characters and
incidents are fictitious. The story has no
intentions of political or military prophecy,
does not try to offer a solution to the German
problem, nor the re-making of Europe. It is
smply atale of guesswork and make-believe;
but for al that, you may as well take it
serioudly.
P.T.



OUTSIDE THE TALL WROUGHT-IRON gates the sullen crowd
pressed close together. There was safety in humbers and
vicarious courage in feeling the next man's breath steaming
in the bitter cold. There was little sound; now and then a
murmur ran through the ranks as they pressed against the
railings. The roads and footpaths leading up to the clearing
were black with people as they thrust purposefully forward,
converging on the entrance to the park. Darkness was
falling rapidly but the snow remained white; white and cold
it stretched to the horizon except where the pine forest
framed the pale carpet with its regular pattern of trees.

Across the park they could just see the house—Ilong and
low, the two wings seeming to merge into the taller trees
while the centre part stood out with its fluted columns at the
entrance and its glass doors. It was dark and desolate;
menacing, it crouched like a beast of prey about, to spring.
Its very presence beyond the broad expanse of the formal
garden, with its gradually rising terraces, its covered flower-
beds and the pond in the middle, scemed to speak to the
multitude, teliing them to keep away, boasting of privilege
and power.

But then one man in the crowd, his tall thin body covered
with a weird assortment of rags, his feet wrapped in sacking,
his fingers blue with the cold, suddenly noticed that the
central part of the gate he clutched was shaped in the form of
a swastika. For a moment he traced the crooked cross
and felt the frozen iron burning his skin. Then he called out
in a high, quavering voice: "Hoist me up!™"

An old man, next to him, his nose running, his haggard
face drawn and pale, said: "But the lodge . . . there might
be some of them in there. They'll shoot you." ~

The other did-not reply but began to climb the gate. And
now there were willing hands to help him; he reached the
top quickly, swung himsdf across and did down on the
other side.

"See" he cried, "it issimple. I'll open it for you. There
is just a catch inside ... it isn't locked." )

He stepped back a pace; and the explosion sounded immense



8 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

and shattering as if the woods and the snowy fields had
dissolved suddenly. The man who had stood there a moment
ago, disappeared ‘as if by magic. His scream in the second
before he was torn to pieces was drowned in the shrill, animal
walil of the crowd. Bits of masonry, parts of the gate and the
iron railings flew into the air and were thrown with violent
force against the tightly-packed ranks. A dozen at least
went down and suddenly there was an empty space around
them as the others, at first stunned by the detonation, jumped
back. The old man who had warned his companion, stood
alone near the broken stone pillar of the lodge-gate, clutching
his arm and staring at the stump where once had been his
hand. He was whimpering softly and so deep was the silence
following the exploson that his snuffling, soft voice could
be heard clearly. Then he slumped forward, lying in the
snow which had turned black and red. A woman, kneelin
at the head of a man whose legs had been blown away, lift
her head and stared at the house; then she cursed in a hoarse
dull voice while with a stupid mechanical gesture she tried
to prop up the dead man. _

ut now the others came forward a?al n; though some had
taken to their heds, others, more tenacious, carried the
writhing or stiffening bodies from the little clear space and
deposited them under the bushes near the curving road. A
small knot of men formed immediately in front of the ruined
gate but no one passed its line.  They stood there and talked
In low voices asif they had a secret to share.

INSIDE THE BIG HOUSE WHICH was slent and seemingly blind,
the lights burned in a room on the first floor, directly facing
the gate. But except for a smdl rectangle, the windows
were covered with bullet-proof stedd and even this peephole
was hidden by ametal flap. _

It was a large room, furnished with taste and elegance, a
successful combination of a study and a bedroom. The
furniture was perhaps a trifle too Substantial, the ornaments
too lavish, but the total effect remained far from displess
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inﬂ. It was the room of a man who knew his own mind;
who had very determined ideas about comfort and con-
venience. The only pictures on the walls were very large
E'hotographs; the one over the mantelpiece showed” Adolf

litler in one of his characteristic poses, one hand hooked into
his belt, the other thrust out in the Nazi salute.  Hoffmann,
the court photographer, had carefully removed the wrinkles
and deeply-etched lines; it was a coarse but almost youthful
face, scowlingwith concentration and just atiny bit ridiculous.

In front of an ornate desk—mahogany with gold fittings—
a man was sﬁtmcf:;, gom? swiftly but methodicaly through
the drawers. In front of him two small piles grew. Note-
books, stiff sheets of official-looking papers, photographs,
letters; without pause or hesitation he sorted them out.
Then he gathered one heap and went to the open fireplace
in which "huge logs burned with a clear, aromatic flame.
He thrust the pile of papers well into the fire and watched it
burning for a few moments. Then he returned to the desk,
neatly stacked up the second pile and stepped in front of
Hitler's picture. ~ He turned it round; behind it there was
a pin-point opening in the oak-brown wallpaper. He inserted
a narrow, tapering key and turned it twice to the left and
twice to the right.” A door swung open; he thrust the papers
into the safe and locked it. Just as he was turning away, the
sound of the explosion outside rent the air, but this man
did not flinch or betray the dightest sign of nervous reaction.
He walked the length” of the [arge room until he came to a
small acove which held a table and two chairs. _

In one of the chairs a man was sitting, * He was wearing an
S.S. uniform with silver facings and a row of medal ribbons.
He was dead. The man who had burned the papers passed
cdose by and brushed'against him but did not seem put out
by his contact with a corpse. He opened a built-in cup-
board in the acove, took out a smal suit-case and a flat,
long box. He carried both back into the main part of the
room, drew up a chair to a dressing-table placed near the bed
and Iit the cluster of bulbs around the large mirror which
would have been more in place in a theatrical dressing-room.
So would have been the flat box which he now opened for
it contained a complete set of make-up material that would
have made any star of screen or stage green with envy—
especialy in this country of shortages. _ _

But before he touched the variety of objects in the box,
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the man looked into the mirror, studying his face intently as
if he were seeing it for the first time. ~ It was a handsome
face by any standard; a thin, stral?ht high-bridged nose,
and blue eyes as clear and untroubled as any child's; the
forehead perhaps not as high as he would have wished—
but then he had read somewhere that a domed forehead did
not necessarily mean great intellect—soft fair hair brushed
severely back, flttlng the skull like a ch of_slve8/ gold;
gndl ears, cose to the head; a strong, cleft chin. Only the
lips were rather narrow and the moustache a darker gold,
most a light-brown.

Beneath this face, set on a strong column of a neck, there
were broad shoulders. The man was tall and well-propor-
tioned; there did not seem to be an extra ounce of superfluous
flesh on his athletic body. He was wearing the tull-dress
uniform of an SS. general with three rows of decorations
on the chest and the Knight Cross of the Iron Cross hanging
on a broad ribbon around his neck. :

He stared at the face in the mirror and suddenly made
a grimace at it—a grimace which created tiny wrinkles at
the corner of his eyes and made his lips even more of a
narrow dash. It was the grimace an accomplice might give
to amaster crimina after a particularly successful coup. But
the next moment the face was smooth and impassive enough.

He rose and with a swift, sinuous movement took off his
coat. It was stiff and heavy with al the braid. Next he
removed the trousers with the broad strip of slver along its
sdes, and he stood trere in a singlet of creamy slk. His
boots he had removed earlier; and now he was wearlng
soft leather dippers.  He gathered the clothes and went bac
to_the acove.

The dead man had been shot through the heart at close
quarters. It could not have happened Tong before for there
was dill a faint acrid smell of gunpowder in the air and the
body showed no sign of stiffness. The tall fair man bent
down and swiftly undressed the corpse. He had some
difficulty with the trousers and once his hand dipped into
a patch "of coagulated blood which left a sticky smear on
two of his fingers. He wiped them on the shirt ‘of the dead
man and continued with his work. In five minutes the
corpse was dressed in the uniform of an SS General. It
was a somewhat tight fit but not too noticeably so. The
dead man's clothes were next gathered up and placed care-
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fully on a hanger in the built-in cupboard. The tal fair
fellow stepped back and surveyed his handiwork. He
appeared to be satisfied. The other man was older and his
face was frozen in a singularly unpleasant smirk; he was
clean-shaven and a sabre-cut criss-crossed his left cheek.
He was wearing a large signet ring on his left index finger;
this the other man tried to pull off now but it had grown
into the flesh and would not budge. He shru?g_ —the
fire would take care of that, he thought—straightening the
corpse, he closad its right hand around a heavy gun and
then returned to the dressing-table.

"MINES. .. THE SWINE. . . mines_a?aina hisown people. . . ."
The woman who had tried to lift up the mutilated body

of her husband, was repeating these words again and again.

A thin-faced man who knelt beside her, said: =~ ,

"Hisown? What have we got in common with him? His
Excellency Horst von Falkenau, SS. General, Gauleiter of . . ."

"But mines. . . ." The woman could not get rid of the
word as if it had been stamped into her brain. "On a
battlefield, ?/&s. .. but this, ..." _ _

"He would use poison-gas if he thought it convenient/
the thin, middle-aged man said. "He would let loose man-
eat|r|1? tigers if he had any, just to save his own skin."

" How do you know heisdill inthere?" asked asecond man
whose head was wrapped in aragged green shawl. He looked
asif he had toothache for his face was puckered with pain.

"We have been watching the roads and the ralway,"
'the thin-faced fellow replied. "And we had a guard right
round the park. He won't get away." _

The wounded were being taken back to the village, some
of the people had dedges, commonly used to collect brush-
wood but now with much care they made beds on the narrow
dits of wood. The village was _onI%/ amile away. But the
dead were left there, lad out in the snow. This was no
time to stop for burial. The explosion of the mine had scared
and shaken them but it had not turned them from their
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god. Already haf a dozen men had hurried off on a
purposeful errand. _
ese were thin and sickly men and women; the years of
war had taken toll of their” heath and nerves. Déath had
raned upon them from the sky; death had slunk around
their homes, demanding the tribute due to bad and insuffi-
cient food, leaking roofs, inadequate clothes. They had
suffered long and the price for their blindness and wicked-
ness had been a terrible apathy. There had come a time
when they no longer believed In anything—neither in the
blatant propagandadinned into their ears by the high-powered
machinery of Dr. Goebbels nor in the words which came to
them from outside their borders, from the free world. There
had come a time when they feared nothing, for no death, no
mutilation could be worse than this kind of life which their
leaders had decreed upon them. They were unarmed and
they had no leaders; and when the pressure was suddenly
removed, when the military defeat of the Reich had become
areality, their reaction was like that of a long-repressed stedl
spring, suddenly released from unbearable pressure. They
wanted revenge; and in most cases they were cheated of it.
But here was one of the men who had been just as much
their enemy as he was an _enemy of dl the endaved and
outraged people outside Germanx. For ?/ears thgty had
watched his rise to power and riches; the large estate, the
house—once the property of a Reichswehr General who was
caught plotting against Himmler—the shining long-bonneted
cars, thehunting Sables. . . . All the things they were told to
renounce for the Fatherland; al these things this man had
in abundance. And when he became Gauleiter of this great
and one-time pros%er_ous district, his hand lay heavily upon
them. He took their sons and their daughters, he made
them work long, back-breaking hours on [ittle food; ruth-
lesdy he S%Jas_hed the least murmur of revolt, the dightest
sgn of disobedience.  The work, the deprivation they did not
mind. It promised them victory and then the world would
be theirs. "There was no turning back, they were al accom-
plices or comrades, however they looked & it, in this vast
and risky business of conquering the universe. To the
very last” moment they held fast to their faith; and it was
the only belief that existed for them, so perfect was their
isolation, so total their blindness. But they hated him
because they felt that he despised them, that they were less
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to him than the dirt under his well-polished boots. When
he spoke to them, he never rePeated the slogans that had
been devised to make them feel that Germany and her future
was theirs. To him they were the serfs, the helots, the scum
of the earth; every sentence a whip, every word a nail; and
even the thinly veiled sarcasm burst through occasiondly,
leaving them furious and yet bewildered.

Others, the lesser fry, let them escape. Much would
dill be needed to shake their faith in the Fuehrer who had
been betrayed by his advisers and subordinates, for the dark
myth was already stirring under the earth and only long,
patient years could stamp it out. But here was one, this
Gauleiter of theirs, who belonged to neither category—he
could not be dismissed with contempt like a petty crook;
nor could he be lifted to the level of martyrs and sants.

They did not tell the soldiers of the conquerors that they
knew “his hide-out. The occupation was still incomplete;
the remnants of Reichswehr and Volksturm were gill being
chased towards the last hide-outs. This was a matter th
wanted to settle themselves; a persona affair like a duel.
And so they came, armed with little more than_pitchforks
and a few rusty rifles; they came to this clearing in the pine-
forest, to surround slently and swiftly the house in which
th(_ely knew their enemy was trapﬁed. _

he little group of men who had disappeared soon after
the explosion came into sight e§a|n on the right sde of the
high stone wall that surrounded the park. ith sticks and
hoarse shouts they were driving half a dozen horses in front
of them. Noble, thoroughbred animals, high-stepping, with
delicate necks and arched withers. Their breath streamed
in the cold air; now and then one of them shook its head and
neighed as if in questioning surprise.  The men drove them
on relentlessly, skirting the wall. They crowded the horses
towards the open gate; and when they reached the shattered
raillings, gave each of them an extra hard blow, reinforced
with a sharp thrust by a pointed piece of iron.
_ The horses reared and plunged forward. One, a bay geld-
ing, got only a few yards ahead when a mine exploded under
its hooves. ~ It was lifted up by the explosion and thrown a
yard or two where it rolled over on its'side. It was not yet
dead and it tried to raise its head before the last stream
of blood gushed from its chest and it fell back, twitching
convulsively.
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The other horses, stampeded by the detonation and the
fate of their comrade, galloped wildly towards the house.
But one by one they oft the minés. One by one they
shuddered ‘and fell and were dead; dl but the last of them,
a black mare with a white star on her forehead. She was
only wounded in one Iefg and in the loins; painfully she tried
to lift herself only to fall back again and again; her nelﬂh
was accusing, sorrowful and prolonged—until one of the
men lifted a rifle and put a bullet through her head from
a distance of a hundred yards. _ _

_ The horses had cut a wide swathe through the hidden mine-

field, an irregular path which ended dmogt a the wide
dars.  But now another group of men arrived, dragging
some muzzled hounds with them that snapped helplesdy
but furiously at their legs and hands. The dogs, too, were
forced through the gap and blows rained upon them until,
maddened, they bounded forward the moment they were
released. Mot of them shared the fate of the horses; more
mines were detonated and more gaps cleared across the
park. But by a miracle a few of the dogs escaped; they
rushed l£ the terrace, whining and barking, sniffing at the
broad oaken door, crying for admittance.

And now a smal group of men and women began to
advance; dowly, cautiously, testing every inch of the ground
with an explori gg toe.

A woman cried out suddenly:

"Look!"

Heads jerked up, following her pointing finger. From
one of the second-floor windows a thin snake of smoke
wriggled into the till air.  Then, lower down, an arrow of
flame shot out. _

"Hold back!" cried a voice at the back of the crowd.
't'The whole place may be mined . . . and if he has st fire
o..."

For a moment the mob paused. But then they started
to surge forward again, forgetful of ‘the danger. The smoke
and the flame were like signds for an advance. It seemed
as if the defences of a fortress had crumbled and there were
no more barriers. They forgot the explosion at the gate,
the>{1 forgot the mines St off by the horses and the dogs.
Perhaps 1t was the lust of loot”that drove them forward:
{oerhaps they hoped to snatch their intended victim from
he fire that’ was too easy a death for him.
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lifted a huge stone urn from the balustrade and used it as
a battering ram. _

"Hurry!™ a sharp, clear voice rose. "Hurry or we won't
catch him!" _ _

At last the door splintered under the ondlaught. An
amost solid wall of smoke, met the attackers and made
them stagger back. But they were so determined and
eager thal some of them plun%hed_ into it, holding handker-
chiefs or a coat-Seeve aganst their mouths, The man who
had come from the house was careful to keep in the rear
ranks. The light had started to fail; and no one bothered
about him. Here on the glround floor the fire had not yet
taken a steady hold but the upper stories were aready
blazing. For a moment the man in the shabby clothes and
the garish muffler permitted himself the luxury of a smile.
He did not enter the house; and one by one those who had
gon?( in returned into the open, defeated by the heat and the
smoke.

e';tl'ﬁg good for him," a woman screamed. "An easy

Cries of abuse, virulent hate, obscene curses mingled with
the crackling of the fire. The man_in the muffler joined
in the chorus. It gave him a specid, perverse pleasure to
denounce himself, to shout mad, disjointed words at the house
that had been his home for seven years. As if this bawling
and roaring completed the destruction of Horst von Falkenau,
the man he wanted to kill so that he might be reborn. His
own voice surprised him; for alittle while he was a detached
observer, watching himsdf and portraying the other, stiff
figure, enveloped by the flames, the corpus delicti, the proof
that Horst von Falkenau was dead. _

Gradually the crowd retreated; they stood watching the
burning house, glvm? up an¥ attempts to penetraté the
curtain of flames. A Teeling of anti-climax seemed to come
over them. Ther ranks thinned; one by one they slg%ped
away as if they had finished their business. It Started to
snow and the wet, fat flakes began to douse the fire. But
by the time the steam of expiring flames started to rise over
the blackened wals and the collgpsed roof, there was only
a handful of people about. Perhaps they had nowhere to
tgo;_tp(?_rh athey just wanted to taste their partial revenge
0 its fina dregs.

But the ma?ﬂ nthe muffler had disappeared long before then.

B



Vv

HE KNEW THE WOODS WELL, HE had hunted over them many
a time and was familiar W|th.every path and every clearl_n?.
There was only about three miles to go and he had a plausible
excuse ready should he meet anyone. His destination was
a gamekeeper's lodge and he reached it just as the moon
rose above the tips of the gaunt firs. _ _

‘He crept to the back and threw a pebble against the kitchen
window which glowed pink with the curfained lamplight.
There was alittle pause and then the back door of the cottage
opened. The light cut a broad swathe into the darkness;
he had drawn aside but the figure of awoman, tall, splendid|
feminine with big breasts and broad hips, was clearly out-
lined in the brightness.

"You arelate/' shesaid. "You..."

She tifled a scream as he steﬂped_ forward. _

e‘;tWho .. ." she began but he slenced her with a quick
gesture. _

"You don't recognise me?" he laughed. "Perfect. You
oufg}ht_to be the best judge, Anna, whether | have changed
sufficiently to fool thém al. Where is Karl ?"

"He is ‘gone to town, trying to barter a hare for some
sugar. But he might be back any moment and . . ."

| won't stay long. Is everything rea\gy?" _ _

‘ilt h%c: been ree%y for three days. Why did you wait
s0long”

"Thgat fool Kemmerich only turned up last night. And
| needed him."

"Ishe...ishe. ." She fatered over the last word.

"Yes, he is dead. With a fine funeral pyre. Did you
see thefire?'

" Only the distant glow. | wondered. ..." _

"Come on." He touched her arm and immediately she
clung to him. Her softness, the rounded warmth of her
body was not flabby nor shapeless, a big woman, she had
the %race and well-proportioned beauty of Greek Statues.
Yet her skin was rough to his touch and her eyes deep-set
and burning, as if she had not dept for along time.
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For a moment he held her in his arms, delighting in her
closeness and her firm flesh. Then he freed himself.

"l must go, Anna. There is no time to waste."

He led the way to the barn just behind the lodge. It
was empéy._ He pushed a a section of the partition in the
kt))gchk dar]t it swung clear, reveding a considerable space

ind it.

" Karl gill doesn't know?" he asked.

"No. He has never been in here since he came back/

"Good.~ He switched on atorch. Inside the partitioned
space there was a car. It looked shabby and battered;
but its engine had been tuned regularly every fortnight or
s0; in the back there were ten cans of petrol. ~ It could do a
hundred and twenty kilometres flat out; and the tyres,
though coated with dust, were brand-new.  He had planned
this ever since the day of the Allied landing in Normandy;
and he congratulated himself once again upon his foresight.
Evidently Anna, too, was going to be sensble; though it
would make no difference however she behaved.

But no, he was wrong; for after dl, she was a woman.
As he bent over the open hood, he heard her say:

"Horst . . . please, take me with you."

He replied, without looking at her:

' "We have been over this a dozen times, Anna. | cant.
Il send for you at the earliest possble moment." o

| She'tdlr? not move; but her voice was violent even in its
ow pitch:

"You won't send for me, | know. But if you took me ...
| could help you. Anything you wanted. . .". Please, Horst
. . . don't léave me here. 1 can't stand it. A half-crippled
husband . . . the hunger and the cold ... dl that is coming.
WW can't | be with you? Why . . ."

e straightened now and turned to face her.

"You know, Anna," he sad reflectively, "this is quite the
longest speech | have ever heard you make. But it doesn't
change anything. We would never get throu%;h. | would
only throw away my life for the sake of the few hours or
days-we could spend together." _

e closed the hood and dipped behind the wheel.
~ "Let me get through," he cdled to her for she was block-
ing the way. She did not step asde. He switched on
the ignition "and turned the whed. Gently, cautioudy the
car moved forward. Only when the front fenders amost
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touched her, did she move back. He drove across the barn,
into the open. There he switched off the engine and waited.
Sowly she emerged from the dim interior, her shoulders
bowed, her somewhat heavy face frozen in agony. He
got out, alittle stiffly, and went to meet her.

" It's dl over,"” she whispered.

"Nonsense,” he said. When he kissed her, he felt the
tears upon her warm, generous lips. She was rigid for a
moment, then she clung to him, her mouth close to his ear.

"Good-bye, Horst," she said softly, dmost with resignation.

"Good-bye, Anna’ he sad. A moment ago he had
dipped the gun from his pocket and now he had pressed it
against her left breast. Before she had even time to look
down at the aien hardness close to her heart, he fired. The
recoil of the gun, however dlight, gave him a distinct blow.
For a fraction of a moment Anna was ill erect in his arms,
then she went limp and he laid her down in the sandy ground
of the courtyard. A single wave of blood welled up from her'
body, staining her dress and spreading in an irregular shape;
her eyes were open and her lips trembled a little. But
when he bent down to her, she was already dead.

He looked a his own clothing to see whether it had
become soiled. But there was no trace of blood. He
hesitated whether he should close her eyes; they were so
wide open, so obvioudy staring. But he decided against
it. He got into the car, backed a few yards and then drove
from the courtyard, through the lodge-gates, across the
2!ear;0n and on to the narrow secondary road that led to the

utobahn.

VI

BEFORE HE REACHED THE highroad, he stopped the car
under some overhanging trees. It was getting dark and
he almost fell over a jutting root. He opened the near-side
back door and fumbled for the parce. It was there where
he had put it more than sx weeks ago. One pull and the
knot loosened. He switched on his torch and placed it so
that its beam could not be seen outside the car. Without



THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE 21

hurry he stripped again to his skin. It was cold and he
shivered; but in five minutes he was dressed again: decent
underwear, dark shoes, grey socks, a blue suit, double-
breasted, a discreet tie. e labels were dl correct—and a
London tailor, not from Savile Row, but 4ill, a good name.
He felt his inside coat-pockets; yes, the papers were there.
He gathered his cast-off clothes into a bundle, wrapped them
in the paper and string that had held the new things—it
was marvelous how little the suit had creased—and walked
a hundred yards into the undergrowth until he found a
hollow. He wrenched off a rotten branch and dug a small
hole in the snow. In went the parcel and he shovelled snow
over it until it was well covered. _

Shading the torch with his hands he made, his way back
to the car. There was a thick, dark overcoat in the back;
he dipped it on and nodded when he found the fur-lined
oloves. He reached across the whed to find a smal button
on the dashboard which he pressed. He went back to the
rear of the car and flashed his torchlight briefly upon the
number-plates; yes, the little gadget worked well enough.
A Corps Diplomatique " CD" had appeared on the left and
the origina number was covered by adifferent, low-figureone.

He waved his arms and stamped his feet to get warm
before he re-entered the car.  For a moment he felt a stron
craving for a cigarette, but he resisted it; you could no
tell who might be around in these .woods and it would be a
little awkward to explain what he was doing here—though
not beyond histalents, oh certainly not, he reassured himself.

Ten” minutes drive brought him to the Autobahn. Its
broad white surface gleamed in front of him, endless
hypnotising, amost voca with its temptation of smooth,
endless . He increased his own, however, gradual(ljy;
and when'the sweet even song of the engine roseto acrescendo,
he lowered the window at his sde and felt the ice-cold night
ar rushl_rég in. A bowler hat, correct and stiff, was on the
seat besde him; at the same time as he had removed his
shabby clothes, he had dso taken off his wig and he felt
tm_¥ rops of ice coagulangg_on his hair. _

he Autobahn was practicaly deserted. Once or twice
cars flashed by going in the “opposite direction, but the
breadth of the road was so great that he hardly noticed them.
A swift and triumphant exultation rose in him; he laughed
and sang as his foot pressed closer and cdloser to the floor of
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the car and he felt the wheel answering to his fingertips.
This was what he had aways wanted: the intoxication of
speed, unshared with anyone, the night and the sense of
power. If he could have driven on to the end of his life
with just this comfort and this sense of might, it would
have "been perfect heaven. The complications and diffi-
culties, the stupidities and resistances aways arose during
the stops when the engine had been slenced, when he
had to ‘mingle with others, when he had to pretend and
compromise, accept authority and distribute benevolence.
Nothing could harm him while he was rushing on, amost
winged. Nothing could stop him except his own will.

“He was timelessly happy, conscious of his own strength,
his own well-disciplined, “perfectly co-ordinated body; its
muscular leanness, its potential, murderous strength: He
had dept little in the last three days, but the wind and the
night had SNelpt the last vestige of ‘weariness from his eyes,
his brain. Fleetingly he thought that it could not last
for ever, that the night would end and he would have to
meet people again, carry on the comedy though in a different
key, on a different plane from in thé years before; but at
the moment, with the song of the rushing air il in his ears,
morning seemed to be far away. And indeed, it would be
many hours before dawn came. _

For a few seconds the image of Anna was projected upon
the screen of his mind. He saw her, not dead and staring
on the sandy, snow-covered dqround of the courtyard; he
saw her against a summer landscape, Ceres or Freya herself
with her heavy corn-blonde hair in heavy braids around her
head. It was a pleasant picture and one which he wished to
retain. He did not think of her death; he had no regrets
and he had long forgotten the uneasiness of cowards mis
cadled conscience. It was so natural, so self-evident to
him that he had had to kill her; he did not pause to question
the deed, to analyse its preliminaries or consequences. ~ Conse-

uences? That fool of a husband would return and find her
there.  What could he do? Half a cripple; and the woods
full of deserters, riff-raff not yet rounded up, hiding from
everybody and their own terrors. Perhaps Karl “would
rush to the Gauleiter's house, only to find that it had become
a burnt-out shell. Perhaps he ‘would just hold a lonely
wake; he had loved Anna’in his fashion, which was a fool's
and a weakling's way.
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He who drove now through the night had decided to kill
her when he had entrusted her with the secret of the car
and al the other preparations for his escape. It was
reﬁrettable that he had had to trust her; the killing had
followed as a natural consequence. Too much was a
stake to think about one woman, or even a haremful of
them; too much for himself and for the work that awaited
him and the others. He liked to think that he had foreseen
every eventuality and provided for any chance or accident.
Many atime he had been complimented on his perfect fore-
sight, on his superb command of detailswhich never prevented
him from seeing the vast entity of aplan. Well, the supreme
emergency had come and it had not found him unprepared.

He cocked an ear to listen to the smooth purr of the car
and was satisfied. If he could have found a dlfferent_wa%/,
he would not have killed Anna. It was, in a way, a pity to
kill her; for she had more life in her than half a dozen of
those city women whom he had met in the drawing-rooms,
a the bals and receptions to which he went because they,
too, were his battle-grounds. She had a splendid vitality;
a gamekeeper's wife, just think!—but then she was scrupu-
lous about her own aﬁ)pearance and personal cleanliness.
A woman in a million, he thou%ht, forgetting for a moment
that she was dead. But once he had decided that trustin
her with the car and the rest was the easiest, most efficien
way to make his getaway—he had dso signed her death
warrant in his mind and néver given it a second thought.

He glanced at his wrist-waich—bearing the name of a
Pra%ue maker—and saw that it was haf-past one. Then
he braked hard; haf a mile ahead there was a road-bridge
crossing the Autobahn and red lamps glowed along the lower
part of the balustrade. Someone, to make sure, was waving
ared lantern, signalling him to stop.

He drew UPI a the exact point where two motor-cycles
were barring the road. He saw the armbands over the riders
leather jackets; he lowered the window and heard a deep,
dr@l\hv_lll_r%g v0|cei_say: v I .

,Military police. Your papers please.

He reached into his coat-pocket and handed over a
smdl bundle to the man who had spoken. The military
policeman pushed back his goggles. His face was youn
and puckered with responsibility; like a child playing
" coppers;
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"Herr Reznicek?" he reﬂeated, looking at the identity
card and comparing the pi og)e?raph with the face dimly
outlined above the steering-whed!.

accented as he asked:

"What is your destination?"

"Leipzig,” = replied Horst von Fakenau. He rather
welcomed this encounter; it was the first test and he was
quite confident of its outcome. "Then on to Cologne,”

"You are travelling dl the way by car?" asked the
military policeman. o

"No ... only as far asLeipzig. | hopeto %et aplane from
there. As you see, my papers are made out for any mode
of travel | wish to choose"

Had he been alittle too high-handed? You never knew
with these Yanks. Perhaps he'd better add something.

He did so, in English: _ _

"l have rather urgent business with the Control Com-
misson for the Southern Zone. About the repatriation of
Is;zome of my countrymen. Then I'll have t0 go on to

rance."

The American tapped the pasasPort ainst one open hand.

"We are only checking up aong* this stretch of road,”
he 5»[3"9 dso in"English. "How long have you been driving
onit?"

o "About three hours. | started from Berlin shortly after
a/m.||

"You haven't been stopped before?" _

"No, you are the first patrol 1 have met along this road.”

"Andyou haven't noticed anything . . . unusual?"

_ He laughed—this man was evidently fishing for some
information which did not concern "Herr Reznicek." ~

"No ... why? Should | have noticed anythln%?" _

The American bent closer. He had a broad tace, pink
with cold; Horst noticed one gold tooth as he smiled, alittle
embarrassed. _ _

"There was just achance. . . . You see, we're looking for
aNazi. One’of the SS. bigwigs. Had atlp he might have
got hold of a car and be making for the south. Course, our
radio-cars are patrolling the Autobahn—but he might have
dipped off to one of the secondary roads and re-entered it
agan. If you had noticed anything, | suppose ..."

"Naturally | would tell you.” The vermin must be exter-
minated . .. the sooner, the better."

His German was heavily
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He reached out his gloved hand for the papers with such a
natural, unhurried gesture that the military policeman gave
them to him without any hesitation. _

"Well, | hope you catch him," von Falkenau said. "Good
night, sergeant.” _

Good night, Mr. Reznicek," came the reply and the car
shot forward. The barrier a few yards further down was
gFen and he drove through, accelerating a little. He was
Jated over the first victory he had won, but at the same
time a little worried. "He  cast his mind back, trying to
decide whether he had left any trail behind—whether some-
thing had gone wrong with the fire he had arranged so care-
fully—whether, by some chance, it could be for himself that
the ‘hue and cry had been started. But resolutely he suP—
ﬁ_res@ed this line of thought. It would never do, he told
imself, if he analysed evggthlng, if hetried to see danger in
every inflexion, évery gesture. The guiltiest man can get
away, he argued, if he keeps up the smooth and natural mask
of innocence; nay, if he even persuades himself of his
innocence. Or at least that he is doing the right thing.
And about that Horst never had the dightest doubt.

Soon the small cluster of lights was [eft behind him and
again he was alone with the broad ribbon of the road,
the snow and the wind. He cut down speed; it would be
much better if he reached Leipzig in the small hours of the
morning. Then another &chk change and a visit to the
pogt office. After that he should be safe enough.

Snow started to fall again, thickening and Whlrlln%]. He
st the windscreen wiper in motion but it could not quite
keep up with the swift flurries. He had to sow down but he
did not mind thlss_h%ht delay. Therewas plenty of time. He
lit a cigarette and inhaled déeply. It was pleasant to relax.

Suddenly like a monster, a nightmarish creature emergin
from the dark, something huge and evil appeared in fron
of him. Headlights blinded him—it seemed that the car,
travelling on the wrong side of the road and at considerable

eed, would crash head-on into his. With a half-uncon-
scious effort he wrenched at the whedl, feeling the car jump
under him and go into what felt amost like a spin.~ The
next second the impact jolted him against the steering-wheel.
For a moment his face was very close to the windscreen and
he watched it splinter. Something hit him a tremendous
body-blow; and he logt consciousness.
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He could not have been knocked out for more than a
minute or 0. When he opened his eyes, he found himself
tilted against the steering-wheel; something hot was trick-
ling into his eyes. He reached up and held his hand under
the faint dashboard light: it was blood. He tried to move
and discovered that his limbs were unbroken though he felt
bruised al over. He kicked the door open and half-stepped,
haf-fell into the road. He picked himsdf up gingerly.
His headlights were 4ill on. 'In that last second he had
managed to turn the car towards the high bank along the
dde of the Autobahn', actually one of the wheels had started
to climb it. If he had not had so much_presence of mind,
he would be dead now, he thought, and sickening rage filled
his whole being. That clumsy, criminal idiot . . . driving at
such inthe midst of a snow-storm . . . and on the wrong
dde of the road when the Autobahn was broad enough and . . -
~ But he stopped suddenly. He seemed to remember . . .
in that second before he lost consciousness and as the other
car flashed by. . . . Weren't there several cars? As if in
pursuit of the first. ... He remembered hazily the American
military policeman's words: "... he might have got hold of
a car and be making for the south. . . ." Who except a
madman or someone flying for his life would drive at such
breakneck speed? _

He shrugged, suddenly calmer though a little grog%y.
It would be just as well to inspect the damage. Perhaps his
luck held; perhaps it was al superficial.

The snow had stopped now but it was very cold. He
felt the blood coagw_latmg and admost freezing upon his fore-
head. He found his torch and bent down to inspect himself
in the driving-mirror. It was only a small cut though it
had bled profusely. He moistened a handkerchief in the
snow and dabbed & it. The cold stung his skin like nettles.
He formed the handkerchief into a wad and tied his white
glken scarf over it. "The hero home from the wars" he
murmured with a twisted smile. He 'dusted his coat and
straightened his tie.  Now for the car. ,

A’little effort and dl the four wheels were back again
on the road. He opened the door and got back into the
driver's seat. He switched on the engine. There seemed
to be nothing wrong with it. But when he put his hands
on the steering-wheel, it would not obey his fingers. It was
loose, flabby [ike a spindess animal. He let out the clutch
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and easad the car forward cautioudy. Immediately it went
into a skid. He narrowly avoided crashing into the bank
again. He stopped with the car turned half round. He
got out achaln and spent a long time on his hands and knees
trying to locate the damage. There was no doubt about it:
the steering had %one hopelessly wrong. Perhaps the shaft
was broken; perhaps even one of the axles was affected.
He had some tools in the box; but they were hopelessly
inadequate for such a *ob. _

A sudden wave of fury took hold of him. He cursed the
clumsy fool, fleeing from his enemies, who had brought this
disaster upon him. He hoped that the other man would
be caught, that he would die a messy death. How did he
dare to endanger his, Horst von Falkenau's escape, to upset
his plans? oever he was, he could not be of the same
importance as the Gauleiter of ...

e had planned everything, he had foreseen ever
eventuality. The trail was prepared for him across ha
Europe. He had committed two murders to make it fool-
ﬁroo . And now here he was, in the middle of nowhere,

elpless and baulked because amadman. . . .

He shook himself and forced his thoughts into some sort
of order. Walk to the nearest town? As far as he could
remember it was at least ten miles away. He had a couple
of suit-cases he could not abandon; and looters were every-
where in these chaotic days. And in any case, if the car was
closdly examined . . . thoSe double number-plates . . . _

Thére was only one thing to do. He removed the suit-

noticing af the same time that his blameless bowler
was adI%/ crushed, prised open two of the petrol cans and
oured their contents over the bonnet, the seats, the roof.

e retrieved his maps and the torch; then he lit a match and
dropped it over the well-soaked upholster%/. ,

A flame sprang up and he retreated to the far sde of the
road. Inafew momentsthewhole car was blazing, afantastic
bonfire againgt the whiteness of the snow and the black
trees of the embankment. The heat was so intense that he
had to move back afew yards and even so it seemed to singe
his eyebrows. He watched the fire with a queer intensity.
He had aways liked fires. This was a very pretty blaze.
And it would dso serve as a beacon. Anybody who passed
here was bound to stop—and he would get a lift.
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HE DID NOT HAVE TO WAIT VERY long. Lessthan ten minutes
had when at the bend, a féw hundred yards from
where he stood, headlights swept the snow with their dipped
beams. He could not make out what sort of a car it was;
but he stepped forward again—the blaze was much less
intense—and waved his hand. With screeching brakes
the car did to a stop. _

Horst von Falkenau walked up to the window on the
driver's sde. It was half open and when he glanced down
he stiffened. A gloved hand was holding a gun and the gun
was pointed at him. o

"l 'beg your pardon,’ he sad in German. "l have had
e o lied; a deep, pleasant vaice. It spok

man's voice replied; a easant voice. e
German with a stro%% accent betﬁphepsounded fluent en(%ah:

" Your papers. And keep the other hand up,

"But | assureyou . .

"No tricks, mind you. | want to see your papers,

Horst laughed and then handed over the required docu-
ments. The man—he could ill not make out his face—
switched on the small roof light. He was in uniform. _An
American and an officer, von Falkenau told himself. This
was good luck indeed. Then he noticed that there was a
second person in the car—a woman.

The man at the wheel screened her almost completely
from sight, but Horst could just make out the curve of a
cheek, ténder and dlightly flushed by cold, and smooth brown
hair under a peaked cap. Was thé hair brown? He could
not be sure. His mind wandered, preoccupied with this
ridiculous problem, when he heard the .other man's voice.

" | am sorry, Herr Reznicek. | see that you are a member
of the Czech Control Commission, Your papers seem to be
in order. What can | do for you?" _

"Can | lower my hands now?" asked von Falkenau with
afleeting smile. "It is a rather uncomfortable pose. ..."

"But of course. You will understand that one must be
careful. There are till quite a few Nazis whom we haven't
rounded up."
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"I know, sad the other man wryly. "That's the cause
of my accident.” o _

The woman spoke now—for the first time. And her voice
was such acomplete surprise that Horst's head jerked involun-
tarily. It was a husky voice, P/oung yet with a somewhat
harsh quality. It hadatraceof ... what? Tears? Bitter-
ness? Some recent grief? It was tantalising—like a
deferred pleasure, pain mixed with sudden relief. "It was so
unlike Anna's whose broad, drawling Bavarian he had aways
disliked, so unlike any other woman's. She must be beautiful,
he decided, though he could still see very little of her.
g Peter,,;" the woman said, " | am getfing cold. Can't you

rive on’~

"But we can't just ..." A little acidity crept into the
man's voice. _ _
"l am sorry to incommode you—I—I am afraid | don't

know your name though %/ou know mine," said Horst, leaving
his sentence dangling In the air.

"Captain Whitney,” the driver replied. He made no move
to introduce his companion. "You said just now that you
have had an accident ?" _ .

"Yes. My car was struck and set on fire by one comg(ljg
from the opposite direction, on the wrong side of the road.
| think it must have been someone fleeing. | was told a
few miles further down by a military policeman that they
were searching the neighbourhood for some Nazi criminal.”

"They have caught him," smiled the American. "He is
dead. Saves a lot of trouble—a costly trial and dl that.”
He added, a little wistfully: "You don't speak English by
any chance, dp you?" _ _

'| "am afraid’| don't," replied Horst without a moment's
hesitation.  "French, if you prefer it."

"Good God, my French is even worse than my German
... isn't it, Helén?" But the woman did not speak. She
had now leant back so that nothing of her could be seen except
a gloved hand playing nervously with a large, shiny handbag.

In any case, my car waS destroyed,” continued von
Falkenau.” " | managed to save my suit-cases and | wondered
whether you could possbly give me alift to the nearest town."

The American was slent for a moment. Then he said:

"Yes, of course. Hop right in. There is space for your
suit-cases in the back." _ _

A minute later they were on their way again. The car
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was a spacious station waggon with pIenetg of room. Horst
selected the seat behind the woman caled Helen.  Whitney
had put out the light and the car was dark once more. For
amile or so none of them spoke. Then the American asked:
" Where were you bound for when this accident happened ?*
"Leipzig . . . then onto Cologne,
"You areinluck, Hen Reznicek,” Whitney laughed. " We
ar_eshgo_ltng to Leipzig and can give you a lift that far, if you
I 1

"That would be very kind."

Silence again. It had been easer than he thought. These
Yankees were simple people—though of course, his papers
had been prepared by one of the most skilful experts of the
SS. forgery centre.” But even so—it ml%ht have been a
non-military car that passed first—not that there were
many on the roads—and someone more suspicious might
not have bothered to stop at al. These two intrigued him—
an American officer and a woman—what nationality was
she? Her accent had not sounded American. But he could
not be sure. A shrewd move, he patted himself on the back
to have denied any knowledge of English. These two would
sooner or later start to speak their mother language—perhaps
the qlr[ did not know any German—and give him some
useful information. _ _

But asthe milesflashed by, those in the front seats remained
disappointi n_(%ly Slent. _

Once Whitney half-turned and said:

"Cigarette?"

"Thank you, _ ,

He took one from the flat case offered to him. As he lit
a match, the tiny flame flickered in his cupped hands and
he held it a few seconds longer than necessary.  But no, she
was Io_okln? straight ahead and he saw no more of her than
her hair. Tt was brown, he decided now; a warm, natural,
rich brown like a squirrel's summer coat.

He tried to make conversation. '

"Do you like driving a night?" he asked.

"l dont mind," replied the American. "Remarkable,
how quickly they repaired the roads, isn't it ?' _

He "assented politely and the conversation lagged again.
With annoyance he thought that after dl his stratagem
had been aTailure when he heard the girl's husky voice, very
low, barely audible: »
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"No, Peter. Stopit"
"O.K., Snow Maiden," whispered the man. "I do declare
that you are the most unreasonable creature | have ever

_ "Please, Peter. Let's not start it again. Especialy not
in front of a stranger.” _ _

"HS%Igc")esth know English . . . you heard him saying so

ourself.
Y "How do you know that he has spoken the truth?" _

"Great Scott, Helen, you are suspicious of everyone. His
papers were in order.  And why should he lie?"
~ "l don't know. | just thought ... oh, perhaps | am
just tired and cross. Not nice to talk to."

" Very nice to talk to. Any time."

"Thefe you go again!”

"Isitacrimeto. . ."

But now the unexpected haﬁ)pened. She turned her head
slightly—Horst cursed the darkness—and spoke to him:

Are you staying at one of the hotels in Leipzig, Herr

Reznicek?" _

Her German was much better than the American's, though
her construction of the sentence was a little stilted.

" | had aroom reserved at the Astoria," he I‘?ll_&j quickly.
"I hope they'll keep it for me—it's rather difficult these

days.
aﬁe wanted to add the question: "Where are you stayi n%’?"
but thought better of it. However, she volunteered the
information herself, but first she asked:

"That'sthe big onein the Blllcherg)l atz, isntit?"

"Yes. Do you know Leipzig well?" _

" | stayed there once for a fortnight. There was quite a
nice golf’ course a Gaschwitz. Do you play golf?"

The stupidity of these Anglo-Saxons, he thought. How
should a Czech be interested in golf? A crazy game, hitting
asmdl bal and walking miles to follow it.

"1 am afraid | don't," he replied. _

"We are staying a the Kaiserhof,” she said. "Perhaps
well see you."" o

This sounded like an invitation. What was she up to?
He heard the American growl: _

d "Don't cary the United Nations business too far, my
ear

But Horst von Falkenau was not worried about this last
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remark. In that brief dialogue there had been plenty of
food for thought. "We" she had sad. Was she the
American's wife? His mistress? His fiancee? If he could
onlly e her face. . . . _ _

~ Therewas along, silent period again. They were approach-
ing Leipzig now; soon they would turn off the Autobahn
into one of the trunk-roads leading into the suburbs. Horst
relaxed. Everything had gone well. He was amost glad
that he had lost the car. Those number-plates. ... He
ran through the programme again. Register at the Astoria,
take a bath, refresh his "mask," have some food and a few
hours' sleep; then have his luggage, taken to the railway
station's cloakroom. He mustnt go to the Frankfurter-
strasse before dusk. The house between the two pastry-
shops. The double knock. How slly it sounded, dl this
melodramatic spy story stuff! But then, the people whom
he needed were dtill adolescents.  Werewolves indeed!  His
lips curled in a sneer. It was dl very well for the rank and
file; playing cowboys and Indians, existing on the food of
cheap myths, the drink of the legend of blood. But those
who had to survive because their survival meant the coming
of the much better organised, a thousand times better
planned, new Newest Order—they disdained the childish mas-
querades, passwprds and isolated acts of despair. To kill afew
Yanks in ambush, to string up a burgomaster who was willing
to serve the Allies, to cut a few telephone lines or booby-trap
a dozen jeeps—what did it dl matter? Perhaps it helped
to let off steam; but the real work, for the time being, was to
be done outside the Reich. That was why he and the chosen
few had to get out—quickly, safely. They would come back
... oh yes, they would! And he smiled again as he thought
of the men and women who had driven his horses and his
dogs across the mined park. They would pay for it, they
would pay for everything. His smile was an ugly thing and
not fit to be seen by anyone. But it gave him satisfaction
to grin behind these two representatives of the victorious
Allies—this girl and this man, enclosed in some private hell
of their own, quarrelling evidently and both unhappy. Why ?
Perhaps she did not want to deep with the American or
perhaps the American had hurt her in some way. . . .

He wished he could see her face.
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WHEN THE CAR STOPPED IN front of the Astoria, the girl
did not get out. Of course there was still no street-lighting;
the ug had had a terrible battering from the ar and the
brief street-fighting had done additional damage. But the
hotel was standing and as Captain Whitney tooted his horn,
two old men came shambling out. o

Horst von Falkenau shrugged and lifted his suit-cases on
to the pavement. _ _

"Thank you verK_ much,” he said. "It was most kind
of you to give me this lift." _

“Glad to," said the American briefly. They shook hands,
Horst waited for a second or so to give the girl an oppor-
tunity to speak but she remained silent. He bowed in her
general direction and then called out to the two decrepit
porters to take his bags. Though he guarded his voice, it
sharpened unconsciou & once again he was a man, well
used to command, speaking to the scum who had to jump
a his behest. But the two old men could no longer jump
at anybody's behest; and as Horst followed them™into the
hotel, he saw the American car make a U-turn round a large
heap of rubble. For a moment he caught a glimpse of the
girl's profile, but it was too brief a moment, too fleeting a
glance. Tantalised, he entered the hotel hall, _

There was something about the receptionist which made
Horst guess that he had not so long ago removed the swastika
from his buttonhole; but then, the purge was only a few
weeks old and not terribly thorough. Probably the man—
elderly with a frozen smirk on his narrow face—had worked
for the Gestapo as hotel porters, recelgtlpnlsxasi, bellboys and
chambermaids have done al over the Reich, al over Europe
where it was necessary.  Certainly he was gbsequious enough.

" Herr Reznicek?” Yes, we have received the telegram.
On the second floor. I_regi:et to say that at the moment we
have no running water in the rooms—but you will find three
bathrooms on the same corridor. And o electricity—but
Perhaps an oil-lamp will do. Thank you, Herr Reznicek.
If you would sgn here, please. [I'll 'send up the luggage
immediately.”

c
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_ He had to walk upstairs—of course the lifts weren't work-
ing—and he amused himsdlf 2%/ remembering the last time
he had been at the Astoria.  Fal Schlesemann of the Gestapo
was there, after one of his periodical generals—Schlesemann
specialised in shortening the lives of Reichswehr bigwigs—
Hinkel of the Foreign Office and that Luftwaffe colonel—
what was his name? ~ He could not remember. They had a
very good time. The three girls from the Schauspielhaus—
Hinkel's tastes lay in a different direction—and a good deal
of French champagne. . . . Yes it had been a welcome

from dl the stupid administrative worries of his
Gau. He had chosen the Astoria deliberately in order to
test his new " character" but until now he had not noticed
a single member of the old staff. True, his last vist had
been over a year a_?o and people died, were sent to concen-
tration camps or killed in air raids ... a year made a lot of
difference.  Why, look at their own little party! Schlese-
mann, he heard, 'had been slaughtered by half a dozen escaped
Russian prisoners of war—the slly fat fool would ingst on
vigting Buchenwald for a little private entertainment—
Hinkel” had committed suicide, and the Luftwaffe colonel—
now he remembered his name, such a nice chap, Otto
Wittenberger—had been shot down and killed in East
gus?dam nly he was aive of the four—but that was as it

ou .

The water was lukewarm and the bath-tub chipped; after
the marble pool he had had instaled in the Gauleiter's
residence, it was certainly a sordid experience. = But he had
brought a few cakes of his Yardley soap and enjoyed a good
long soak which took the cold and stiffness out of his joints.
He watched his body in the soapy water with satisfaction;
not an ounce of superfluous fat, none of those bu|§1l ng muscles
some of his friends had developed; he was sill good for
another twenty-five years of reasonable virility. - As_he

“his back and felt the water gradually growing chilly,
he decided that he wanted a woman—the Sooner the better.
Irritatingly he heard the girl's voice as she spoke in the
dark car.” "There was quite a nice golf course at Gasch-
witz . . " Bah! Probably a sglly English goose with
protruding teeth and a compléxion like a chipped brick. If
onH he had seen her face. . . . _ . _

e returned to his room and spent fifteen minutes with a
amdl flat box that fitted into the bottom of his smaller suit-
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cae. Then he was ready once again to face the world.
He rang down to the reception desk. Could they serve a
meal in his room? Wadl . . . anything would do. What?
Potato-soup, a sausage and a rhubarb-tart? Waell, if they
could not do better for an Allied diplomat. Oh, they had
abottle of wine? All right, but it must be in ten minutes.

The waiter served his mea dlently but rather clumgly.
Horst gave him a sharg glance.

"Are you new here?" _ _ _

"Yes, dr,' the man—youngish, with a nondescript face
and shifty eyes—replied in a'heavy Bavarian accent.

" Have'you been a waiter long?"

"No ... not very long."

"In the army?" L _
_The waiter ‘'mumbled something indistinct and busied
himsdf with the soiled dishes. Horst finished the tasteless
meal insllence. But the wine was l%ood, surprisingly smooth.
It se(rjlt a glow through his chilled body. He felt'in a genial
mood.

The waiter put everything on his trolley and asked:

"Will that be everything, sir?"

Yes.

The man turned in evident relief towards the door. But
he was only haf-way when Horst cdled out in a sharp
commanding tone:

"Saffel, halt” _ _

The waiter froze in his tracks. His back was poker-stiff;
the napkin in his hand, pressed aPanst the seam of his shiny,
frayed trousers, seemed a whiteflag of surrender.

Von Falkenau spoke softly: _

"So you were in the SS, my friend?" _

‘The other man swung round and dmost fell on his knees.
HItS ev{;/thole attitude was one of supplication, of desperate
entreaty:

"Mer¥1 Herr, you wouldn't . . . you won't tell them. . . ."
"Why are you so afraid?" Horst asked while he lit a
cigaretfe and ‘crossed his legs  "There were plenty of SS
men who have nothmg_tofear. A _ _
"l have been in hiding for three weeks" the waiter said,
his words tumbling over each other in desperate haste.
"I—I lost my nerve. | was in the Spezialdienst . . . and
even the other SS. men hateus.  If | were found ..."

"Hm—the Spezialdienst . . ." Horst mused. He knew the
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Specid Service well enough. Thugs, every one of them, the

executioners of the party. The dite of hangmen. A very
useful body; but now 1t must be rather embarrassing to
have belonged to it.

Aloud he said: _ _

"1 won't give you away . . . it'snone of my busness. But
you'd better waich yourself. Your nerves are dl shot to
pieces. If you wantto survive, you must be calm."

The former SS. man raised his eyes for the first time and
gave him a quick, suspicious look: _

"Why do you say that?" He had dropped the "sir" and
there was somethi n%_ menaci n% in his voice.

Horst pulled on his cigarette and smiled: "You shouldn't
stop and stand at attention if someone cdls out: ' Saff €,
haléé‘t . And you should have an answer ready to every

uestion.

a "You . . . you redly won't give me away?" asked the
man, relapsing into humility. ) _

"Why should 1?7 | am concerned with getting food for
my people, not with prosecuting war criminals. ~ | haven't
time to waste on such foolish errands.” _

The waiter came closer and said in a whisper:

"You . . you aren't one of us, by any chance?"

Horst stared at him.

" Why—whatever doyoumean? Y ou must havefound out
my name and nationality; | bet you looked at the register
downstairs." _

"I—I am sorry, dr," mumbled the other. "I have made
a mistake."

"l should say you have. And you'd better watch your
tongue—or | m!? t change my mind." _

When the waiter had left he undressed and got into bed.
His last thought before falling adeep was that 1f he needed
someone for any dirty job, the SS. man was a likely subject
for alittle blackmalil. :

. He dept for sx hours and woke refreshed and alert. He
lit the oil-lamp at the side of the bed and lay for afew minutes
staring at the ceiling. _ In twelve hours he would be on his
way again, Herr Reznicek safely buried and a new identity
covering his remains. He had ‘taken every precaution and
his tracks had been obliterated. The loss of the car was a
nuisance but with the new set of papers awaiting him in the
Frankfurterstrasse he could eeslly get transportation.  And
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once he was across the French frontier ... no, he would
il have good reason for watchfulness, but much less cause
for anxiety. Not that he was particularly anxious, he was

uite certain that no harm could come to Horst von Falkenau,
that nothing and no one could hurt him as long as he was
sure of himself. _

He rang down to the desk and was informed that breakfast
was not served outside the dining-room. He dressed and
packed; then he descended to an abominable breakfast of ersatz
coffee, black bread and an infinitesimal blob of margarine.

He paid his bill and asked whether his luggage could be
taken to the station. The first trains had started to run a
week ago, so much he knew; but he would have to get his
travel pass first from the Control Office in the Town Hall.
One of the ancient porters appeared with a wheelbarrow,
amost as decrepit as its human appendage; Horst told him
to watch the suit-cases dl the time, promising him a good
tip. Then he set out for the Town Hall.

IX

ONE OF THE PASTRY-SHOPS WAS gone, a fire-bomb had gutted
it and only the charred shopsign, leaning a a crazy angle
across the front showed what it had been. But between
it and the next Kaffeestube the narrow-fronted, high-gabled
brick house stood untouched. Its front door was locked,
its windows blind with cardboard in the place of the long
since splintered glass.

Horst von Falkenau looked round. The street was deserted:;
the curfew hour long past, the sheep-like civilians kept
indoors. How his countrymen loved to obey regulations
—except, of course, when their stomachs were concerned
for then they broke them cheerfully and often efﬂuentlz!
He knocked twice with a short interval between the knocks
and waited. , o

The big city was silent, licking its wounds, blesk and
without hope.” A few hundred yards from where he stood
millions of books had been burned—this time not by the
SA. men and without singing. Well, perhaps it was dl to
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the good. When they came back, they would need no
books. The Germagé/ he and his fellow-plotters wanted
would need only sted and blood. Gutenberg had been a
German but he must have been one of those degenerates
of mixed, forel%n blood; and Horst disapproved of his inven-
tion wholeheartedly. What did it give the world, this
gpate of printed matter? Dangerous thoughts and ideas
for most people above their proper station. _

He repeated the signal; and he heard soft, shufflin steﬁs
approaching the door from the other sde. He wished he
knew more about this "refuelling station” or "Post Office"
as it was cdled in the underground parlance. But it was
Kemmerich who had made the arrangements, and Kem-
merich had not a very long time to live after he arrived at
the Gauleiter's house” Kemmerich, the smart, the faithful!
Kemmerich who was convinced that they would travel the
underground route together!  Well, he had had afine funeral
pyre, one of Germany's historic mansions going up in flames
with his flabby, paunchy body. . . . o

The door Opened and Horst faced an indistinct shape.
It must be a woman, he felt instinctively and her voice,
frightened and hurried, told him his guess was right.

"What do you want?" she asked. _

Instead of & reply he pushed past her, drew her back into
the narrow hal and closed the door behind them. He saw
in the dim light coming from a door on the right that it
was a young girl, bundled in a shawl, her white puffy face
seemingly floating disembodied above the dark covering.
Her eyeswere dull, her hair lank and lifdless.  God, they have
put an idiot in charge, he told himsdf in irritation.

"What do you want?" she repeated.

" Kemmerich sent me" he said, " Show methe safe/

She stared at him and did not speak.

"Can't you understand German, you fool?" he snarled
a her. "Kemmerich. The safe

She dill remained silent.

_He shook her so that her teeth rattled. But she was
like a limp rag in his hands and when he let go, she folded
up a his feet.” Resisting an impulse to kick her, he stepped
into the room on the Tright. 1t was a shabby, disorderly
room, crowded with cheap and ugly furniture and dominated
by a large four-poster bed in the corner farthest from the
boarded-up window.
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Three candles were burning on the table which aso bore
the remains of a meal—a small piece of bread, some potatoes,
ajug of water and a dice of sausage. He heard the soft
whimpering of the girl behind him but paid no attention to her.
The bed was occupied b¥] atal gaunt woman. Her jaw was
tied with awhite cloth, her hands were crossed on héer breast
and two small coins were placed upon her eyelids. She was
dead; he had no need to step closer or examine her to know that.

He turned and saw the girl in the doorway, saw her open
her mouth as if to scream. In a flash he was upon her
clapping his hand over her mouth. Her body trembled
uncontrollably; he lowered her into a chair, and standing
close to smother any outcry if necessary he asked:

"Who is she?" _

"M-my mother,” stammered the girl. Though her face
was swollen, her body was very thin and her wrists like a
smal child's. _

"When did she die?" _

The girl burst into tears; heavy, racking sobs shook her
narrow shoulders. _ _

" Twomen...." shesaid, swallowing hard. " Two men came
yesterday. They—they killed her. =, " _

"Two men?" Horst's mind raced ahead of his tongue.
"What sort of men?"

The girl shook her head. _

"1 don't know. | wasout. .. queueing for water. When |
came back, | found her on the floor. She spoke a few words
—about the men and what they wanted . . . then she died.
|—I can't bury her. What shal | do? What shal | do?"

Her voice was dull now and her question did not redly
expect an answer. _ _

ut Horst was not concerned with her grief.

"Where is the safe?" he asked. "Show me the safe!"

She shook her head. _
~ "l don't know where it is.  Only mother did. And she
isdeadnow . . . dead . .. dead. ..

Horst left her and started a search of the house. It was
not a large one and fifteen minutes later he had found the
false parfition in the small room on the second floor, ripped
the thin laths down and focused his torch on the cavity.
The safe" was there, squat and smug, like a Chinese idal;
and it was empty. .

For a few brief moments as he stood there in the empty,
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cold room, he was depressed with a sense of utter and final
defeat. Napoleon, he thought, must have felt the same
way after Waterloo. His carefully ?re?ared plans had
ivoted around this house in the Frankfurterstrasse, around
he safe with its three bare shelves. There should have
been money there—English pounds and American dollars—
there should have been a passport made out in the name of
Frederick Rickman, an American citizen of Danish origin
whose identity had been built up elaborately and absolutely
foolproof; not to spesk of other, important documents. It
was dl gone. Someone had double-crossed him. The
enormity of this crimefilled him with hot anger; he clenched
his hands and felt the blood welling over his whole body so
that he had to wipe the sweat from his forehead. Whoever
it was, had to die; and if it took him al his time and al his
energ¥, he would find out. That he, Horst von Falkenau,
one of the rea key men in the Plan should be put into danger,
should have to improvise and adopt desperate measures
because two fools or knaves ...

Was it Kemmerich who had babbled? The fool was dead
but he never could hold his liquor and was an incurable
skirt-chaser. Yet he could not have known what was
waiting for him in the Gauleiter's mansion; when he came
there, he was certain that Horst would take him on the trip
to freedom and new activity. It would have been against
his, Kemmerich's, vita inferests to betray the secret of
this house in the Frankfurterstrasse. Who dse then?
While he dammed the useless door of the safe and replaced
the thin partition, in an automatic gesture of hiding his
tracks, he mentally ran over 'the lig of the initiates.
Bredauer? No, he was ar in Switzerland. Michler?
No, the idiot was caught in the Ruhr pocket where that foxy,
dippery customer von Papen surrendered to the Yankees.
Arnold? He would not have the gumption. Who was it
then? No, it was idle to guess and cudgel his brains; he
must try to get something out of that stupid lump of flesh
downstairs and then recast his plans. And_ suddenly he
discovered that he did not mind having to stay in Leipzig for
a day or two. This extension held certain posshilities™. . .
and 'he heard the "invisible" girl's soft voice "We are
staying a the Kaiserhof. . . . Perhaps well see you," Yes,
he decided, it was definitely an invitation. An invitation it
‘would be churlish not to follow.
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Grim and thoughtful he descended the stairs. He found
the girl, swathed Iin that shabby, r_a?ged shawl, till sittin
at the edge of the four-poster, sill staring with dreadfu
intensity at the dead woman's face. She did not look up
when he entered, but he grasped her shoulders and turned
her roughly to face him. _

"Did your mother say anything about the two men?"

She shook her head. = S _

"TQI to think,” he insisted, his voice a little gentler,
amogt coaxing. "It is very important. They killed your
mother. You want them to be punished, don't you? "Try
to remember ever scrap ... aword might help. ..." _

She frowned with concentration; evidently she was trying
to recal the last words of the dead woman.

Then she sighed: _ _ _
""No . .. only shesad . . . something about a ring. A
ring with a snake on it. A big ugly snake. She kept on
saying, the snake, the snake onthering . . . but | couldn't
understand."

The ring with the snake. It sounded pretty hopeless.
Once again he shook her as if to jog her memory but he
knew it was no use. Her dull eyes had lost the least glimmer
of intelligence; now she was fondling the cog)se‘s_ hands,
chafing them, bending over the ill body and whisperin
broken endearments, pausing now and then as if to wai
for an answer. _

She did not move when he hurried from the room and closed
the door behind himself. She was logt in the world of her
private grief. Would she remember him? Would she be
able to describe him?  Perhaps it would be better to Slence
her—as he had silenced Kemmerich and Anne. . . . But no,
he felt sure that in her poor bewildered mind he and the two
men would be mixed up ... and in any case, her description
of the lone visitor to the ramshackle house would not be of
much use to anyone trying to get on his trail. For the
moment he was a little tired of Killing; he had to turn his
attention to other things, husband his energies for a more
|mRortant purpose—his own survival. _

s he stepped from the house, he looked around again.
The street was dark and deserted and he walked off towards
the railway station. He had a few hours in which to make up
his mind, to invent a reason for a cadl on Captain Whitney
and the girl cadled Helen whose face he had never seen.



X

PETER WHITNEY PAUSED, His hand lifted to knock at the
door. He had along, lean face and his forehead was bisected
by a deep frown of ‘anxiety. Nervously he straightened his
tie and pulled down his uniform jacket. He felt, foolishly,
as if he were to face the genera whose irascible energy one
had to approach on tiptoes. The whole thing was so Slly—
and he had thought that Helen was different from ofher
women, that she had more brains and less intuition than the
majority of her sex; that her instincts never got in the way of
her thlnk_lnﬁ processes. Not that some of her instincts were
not the right kind—he had been just fooling when he had
caled her "Snow Maiden" in the car. ... But—he felt
stumped, exasperated like a man accused of some crime so
monstrous that he could not even find the arguments to
defend himself, because the charge was so absurd. Not so
Ionfc;go it had dl been smooth sailing and now—just because
of stupid argument . . .

He knocked. _ _

Helen's voice, cool, with that throaty, dightly hoarse
undertone which made it the most thrilling Voice in the
world, answered:

"Who is it?"

llpaa..ll )

"Just aminute. . . "

_ There was an emptiness at the end of the three words, as
if she had wanted to add something and had changed her mind
a the last moment. _ _

Peter heard tiny noises behind the door; soft rustlings
and the clink of a’jar or glass, then she caled out:

"You can come in now,’ \ o

She was sitting in the rather shabby arm-chair in front of
the fireplace. e had taken off her uniform and was wrapped
in a sky-blue dressing-gown—padded and warm, it offset
her short brown hair and dark eP(es to perfection. Her creamy
throat rose from the broad collar, proud and yet vulnerablé
and he saw the small hollow, soft and smooth; which he had
kised not so many days ago. _

"They promised a fire," he said. "Only the man who is
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supposed to bring the wood is so old and infirm that it may
take him hours to st%qger up with it."

"l am not too cold,” she said. "And | want to have a
nep anyway. | thought you were tired, too?"

e straddled a carved chair and stared a her thoughtfully.

" Areyou still sore?" he asked.

She made a small, tired gesture:

"We have been arguing for three days, Peter. | want
some rest. If | am to drive on to-morrow ..." _

"There is no need for you to go on to-morrow," he replied
sullenly.  "Your furlough lasts another fortnight. And I
can't see why you are in such a mighty hurry to get back
to Paris." _ _

"Must we go al over it again?" _

He heaved his long, lanky body from the chair and caught
her hands. . _

"All | know is that a month ago we were practicaly
engaged and now you want to run away,

er voice became a little sharper. She freed her hands

and crossed her arms over her breasts, as she answered:

"1 am not runni nlgl_awalg." ) )

"Sure, the busy Miss Fleming!" he sneered. "Without
you the Krauts would al run wild. And dl the brats would
starve."

" Peter!™ o _

‘He was a her sde in a moment, grasping her hand as he
did down on the carpet. _

" Darling, 1 am sorrty. This wrangling gets me down. But
[ ... | never thought that you would turn out to be a prig.'/N*

‘She wrinkled her small,” straight nose at him as if he had
sad somethlrl? very funny. But he plunged on, fumblin
with the words, in"haste, that he should not be interrupted:

"l could imagine many reasons why | wasn't the right
guy for you. You are beautiful, you know al the important
people, your socia background is entirely different from
mine—hell, | am just a fellow who studied law in night
school and then got a lucky break—you have far more brains
than any woman I've ever met. But | never thought that
ideas would keep us apart; that because we had different
opinions about something that has really nothing to do with
our lives, you would cal 1t off. It's. .".it'sunreal. | can't
cqmg to dqups withit. If | told you that | have changed my
mind and . . ."
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She smiled; and it was amost too much for Captain
Whitney. He had often tried to decide whether Helen was
lovelier” when her lips were closed and the soft, delicately
drawn curves were in repose—or whether her smile was
thfc most wonderful thing about her. Now he knew that
it was the smile—but what good did it do to know? He
felt like the hero of a magazine story; two-dimensiond,
bound by the conventions that make magazine heroes. But
we are real people, he told himself; and he could puzzle this
out if she gave him achance. _

". .. it would have made no difference,’ Helen was saying.
‘| would have known that you were pretending. It"was
better so—that we found out in time, before it was too late.”

"But for Christ's sake, Helen . . ." _

‘There was a knock at the door and an old man staggered in
with a small %I[e of logs. He deposited them on the hearth,
and retired to bring some Elaper and matches: lowering himself
stiffly on to his knees, he made an ineffectual attempt to
kindle the fire. Peter watched him absent-mindedly for a
moment or so, then he pulled him to his feet and told him to

0—he would attend to it.  He built the Iog%s into atriangular
rame, pushed some kindling and a few spills of paper under-
neath and then struck a match.

The flame sprang to life and instantly the room seemed
to be smaller, more intimate, more like home. He looked
up and caught Helen staring at the flames creeping towards
the pointed ends of the logs with an expresson on her face
he had never seen before. _ _

4 "A 7t?r|ght new penny,” he said. "Or sndl | make it a

ime 7

She started as if she had come back from a long way away
and sad softly:

"l was thlnklnlg of Hans L%r;?er."

The flames could not get areal hold on the half-dry wood;
Peter spread a sheet of the Stars and Stripes to ?lve them
the necessary draught. He asked with a light-hearted banter
that was not real: ,

"And who may he be? You forget, my daling, that |
cannot keep step with dl the men in your lurid past.”

But she did not amile. , _ _ _

"Hans is dead. He killed himself in the spring of thirty-
nine. He was the finest ﬁlanlst | have ever known."

"l am sorry.  Why—why were you thinking about him?"
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She shook her head as if to chase away her thoughts. "1
just wondered what would have happened if he had not
died." She turned to the tall, dim young man with a gesture
of trust and aﬁpeal. " | would have married him."

"He must have been a pretty wonderful person,” Peter
conceded, feeling afool. If only her moods did not change so
quickly! Here he was, al set for a grand scene of explana-
tion and reconciliation—but she was thinking of someone
ese, someone dead for six years. What sort of a girl had he
picked for himself?

She continued in the same low voice: "Hans was an
Austrian. He happened to be in London for a series of
concerts when the Nazis marched into Vienna. His parents
and his sster were taken to a concentration camp—only
he did not know. For over two years he waited, hoping to
get news from them. His father was a Socidist deputy
and that, of course, meant a sentence of death. But they
kept him alive for two years in Dachau before they finished
him off. His sister—she went mad and his mother died
soon afterwards. Then someone was released and got to
London. At first he did not want to tell Hans, but of course
he soon wormed the truth out of him. That was a fortnight
before our wedding. The same night he wrote me a letter
and took the cyanide he aways carried on him. ..."

She fell slent but in the silence he heard her words
echoing: "A fortnight before our wedding ... he wrote me
aletter . . . cyanide. ..." He tried desperately to feel an
interest in this shadowy Austrian but he could not even
feel retrospective jealousy. The man meant nothing to
him—how could he?—but evidently he meant a lot to Helen.

"Are you till in love with his ... memory?" he asked.

"He had wonderful hands,” she said but it was no reply
to his question. "And a funny, crooked smile. He loved
dl people and thought that music could heal everything.
But he was not strong enough. I've often wondered whether
he loved me enough—or whether | loved him in the right
way? Perhapsif | had he would not have killed himself——"

"But that's sheer lunacy—to torture yourself, sx years
later, with the 'might-have-been’,” argued Peter. "He is
dead, poor fellow—but you are adive and it would be a
wicked waste if you sacrificed your life just because a man
suffered and killed himself—a man who could not take
it "
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She turned her dark eyes on him and he fel dlent,
embarrassed.  She looked a him with a friendly, matter-of-
fact interest as if she saw him for the first time.

"Poor Peter,' she sighed, "I am a wicked puzzle, am |
not? How long have we known each other 7' _

"Six months” he sad in sudden deep wonder. "Six
lovely months.  We met #us_t after . . ." o

Hé could have bitten oft hlst_orégue. He was a clumsy idiot
—but perhaps she had not noticed. But of course she had!

"Don't be so eaborately tactful,’ she smiled. "You
mean, just after my father and Tim were killed. | am not
a childand | can bear to talk about them without flinching.
Wasn't it the most fantastic fate . . . that my father and
my little brother should be murdered on the same day,
sixty miles apart. . . murdered by two lumps of high explosive
coming from the stratosphere, uncontrolled, undirected. . . .
If you put it into a play, a poem, a story, no one would
believe it. What reason was in their death? An elderl
man who_had served his country and the ideal of justice dl
his adult life . . . and a small school boy who was just learning
to read? What reason, what meaning, what——"

He did not move while she hid her face in her hands and
her body trembled. He had tried to console her before and
knew that it only made things worse. And he remembered
his father's advice—the old doctor in the small, dusty Middle
West town—about a "good cry" being the best ‘cure for
every heart-ache. So he waited and after a while her tremb-
ling ceased and she wiped her face in the deeve of her dressing-
gown. Her hair was tousled and her face a little red where

er fingers had pressed into the soft flesh.

"l am sorry," she said. "And just a moment ago | was
bragging about my cpura%?. You should not defy the gods
of sorrow, Seneca said—though this is a‘neck of a time to
I%léct)te Seneca or anybody eése. Give me a handkerchief,

er.

He gave her a big khaki one and she blew her nose.

"Granted," he sad after a little pause, "you have every
resson to hate the Germans. | didn't know about Hans
Whatsisname—but | knew about gour father and your kid
brother. | knew of your father before | even mét you—
long before. Believe it or not, | read one of his books about
international law . . . and found it hard u(IJomg because he was
dl the time miles above my head. But | kept on dogging
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a it and in time discovered what he was driving a. He
must have been avery fine man. Asforthekid .. . Yes
you have every reason to hate them. But just because we
don't hate them in the same way—just because you
deliberately came to Germany to see that vengeance ...

"Not vengeance, she interrupted. "That iIs futile and
only creates new evil. | asked for this job because | wanted
to See how justice was done. Grim and full justice, but not
private revenge. This is too big a thing for individua hates
and passons. And one man or one woman—what can
you do? Stll, | wanted to see and wanted to help. . . "

"Helen—darling—we are not taking part in a Brans
Trust discusson on What To Do with the Germans. . . .
Remember me? | am redl flesh-and-blood and so are you.
SoPIease, try toredise. . . "

It was no"use. She went on: "l asked you how long we
had known each other. Six months ... it isn't a very long
time."

"You can %et to know and love a person in a day, an hour,
a minute,” he said fiercely. "Surely you are "not going
old-fashioned on me? Long engagements and ‘'we must be
sure, dear, 'and . . " _

"No, Peter," she smiled. "l am not that old-fashioned.
But that was just what | meant. That you don't redly
know me. What do you know about Helen Fleming?'

" | know enough to" want to marry you."

~"You know that my father was a K.C. and that | have

civilised table manners. You know that | took a job with
UNRRA because . . . wdl, | have told you why. And I
have told you a little of my life and ideas . . . but never
enough. [ am very bad at talking about myself, Peter dear.
But I must try to make you understand. ..."

He nodded. "All right, shoot. Whatever you sy, |
love to hear your voice. _
~ She frownéd disapproval and moved a little closer to the
fire which was now burning well. _

"You should have seen me when | was fifteen," she began.
" Except that | had no braces on my teeth, | was the perfect
type of the awkward 'in-between/ Daddy was much too
busy and much too absent-minded to pay much attention
to me at any time—except when | caused trouble which was
seldom—and Mother—well, she was so beautiful and so
Ipopular that she did not mind a bit if | stayed a school,
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safely tucked away. | was leggy and awkward and did not
make friends eadlly. . . ."

Peter lit a cigarette and offered her one, but she shook her
head. "Go on, he said. "And | do wish | had met you
when you were fifteen. | would have put a big 'reserved'
sign around your neck.” ,

'l was a” a frightfully progressive school, Helen con-
tinued, " co-educational and the very last word in child
{:)sy_chology. The kids al talked Freud and decided to tell
héir parents the facts of life. They rather despised me
because they said | was full of inhibitions and refused to
sublimate them, whatever that meant. But | was happy
eglough because about that time | fell in love with an
idea

_He dtirred restlessy. "ldeas again!" he murmured as
if she had told him that she had become a Mormon or taken
to secret tlppl(lerég. _ _

Helen hu?g her knees. This memory must have given
her delight Tor she smiled at her fifteen-year-old self.

"It was a wonderful idea because it was so smple and
et | thought it would fill my whole life and give a purpose
0 everything | did. You know, my great-great-grand-

father was a wicked freethinker who corresponded with Tom
Paine and had met Voltaire. He started the Fleming library
and | had the run of it ever since | learned to read. Daddy,
| suppose, thought that most of the books were too stodgy-
looking to tempt me. They were, but at thirteen | got fed
up with Peg's Paper and tackled a good many of them.
at started the trouble. . . ." _ _

" But this idea with which you fell in love, as you put it,"
Whitney interrupted, "what was it dl about?" _

"Oh,that . . . Simply this: that there were other peoplein
the world besides my own; that human beings were intensel
mterestm? and that”| mustn't waste any time before finding
out about their loves and hates, their thoughts and dreams.
It must sound funny to an American who cannot help meet-
{;\1/% other races, nationdlities in that melting pot of yours.

Y” New York done is a continent. But for a youn
English miss who was brought up on the presumption—an
even our progressive school could not help it—that the
rest of the world is populated by assorted dagoes, froggies,
man-eating Russians and other Savs with unpronounceable
names, it was a pretty revolutionary thought, 1 can tell you.
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. . . Perhaps because | found the prospect of boating parti
afternoons at Lord's, shoppi ngbexpedl ions to the Army an
Nav te?jtqres and Harrod's a hit too tame—in any case, |
revolted.

"Successfully, | hope?" enquired Peter. , _

"Now don't "sneer!” she protested. "l was a wily child.
| only asked to be sent off to a finishing school. Have you

ot fhat time-honoured institution in the States, Peter?
lother, of course, had been to one in her youth and emerged
with a perfect finish. So she approved and Daddy, poor
dear, just didn't care. | was packed off to Geneva. |
stayed exactly sx months a8 Madam Horrense's high-class
establishment.” _ _

"And then?" the %/oung American asked. "Did you
elope with your music feacher?" _ _

"No, much worse," Helen said, and lifted her hand in
a quick, characteristic e%;esture to her forehead, trying to
rub out a tiny frown befween her straight, faintly quizzica
eyebrows. "1 got a job with the League. Of course, |
had to lie about my age, but by that time | had grown out
of the awkward stage and the nice old man who interviewed
memight have entertained certain hopes of my dl-too-gullible
innocence. He was quite a nuisance—but I" moved into an
|r{1r|]oeccable" hostel and walked home every day with the
other girls.

"Yog mean, you got a job at_sixteen-and-a-bit ?" stared
Peter. "That must have jolted Sr Clement."

" Oh, it did. At least it shook Mother to the core and she
sent him to Geneva, It was February and she could not
face the trip herself—which was luc %/ for me. | could
adways twid my father around any chosen finger." She
held up her hand meditatively staring at the rosy fingers
asif she could see someone being wound around them. " Any-
how, in two days | won him over to my side He visitéd
the hostel and spoke to my boss, a very sensible Scotswoman
who knew more about ‘dope-pedlars than anyone in the
world.  You see, | was working in that particular glamorous
department. There was nothing glamorous about 1t for me
—not a first. And Mother ingsted that | should come home
every Christmas and for my summer leave. But in three
years | managed to get up the ladder and when Miss McCallum
retired to her rock-garden in Dundee, | got her job."

"Girl makes good,’ mocked Peter.” "But | 4ill don't

D
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se what your colourful and unorthodox career has got to
do with our particular argument. . . ." ) _

"l am sorry, Peter,” she smiled. "Autobiography is
amost aways boring—unless one is a (;good_llar. I had a
wonderful time with'the League. After the first three years
| travelled a |lot—Egypt, South America, the Bakans, the
Far East—collecting material for our r%orts doing ‘field
work* as an archaeologist would say. Only | didn't have
to dea with ruins and ancient civilisations but with the
seamy Sde of modern life. From drugs | went to the white
dave traffic. ..." _ _ _

"My God, Helen," protested Peter in comic despair,
'\'k;ou sound like a dgang_ster retailing his various activities.

hy on earth should a girl aslovely as—"

"1 was 4ill in love with my idea. | was still intensel
concerned with people. And I had my fill of them—good,
bad and indifferent, men and women, ‘black, yellow, brown
and white. | suppose | should have been afraid a hundred
times of very real danger, but | never came to any harm.
| picked up languages, 1 had a few dozen proposals—there,
I owedt_tlhat to my self-esteem—and | remained uninterested
, .. until— _ o

"Until Hans Langer," the American finished the sentence
for her. "But he was a German,’ he added, "and you
loathe dl Germans, don't you?"

"He was an Austrian," "Helen said softly. "And | don't
loathe them al. Only I know them. You don't."

"But for Pete's ske, I've been fighting them for three

years. ..."

She kept slent. _ _

"Is it because they killed your father and young Tim?"
he aked. "lIsit ..."

Before she could answer, there was a loud knock at the
door. Peter cdled out in annoyance: "Who is it?"
~The door opened and a muddy, tired-looking dispatch-
rider entered. He saluted smartly and asked:

"Captain Peter Whitney?"

The American got to hisTeet.

"Yes. What isit?" _ _

"Would you sgn this, sir?" The dispatch-rider held out
a sheet of paper Tixed to a tiff board and handed Peter a
large envelope.  He signed, tore open the envelope and drew
asngle sheet fromit. He read it and frowned with vexation.
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"\I\/AVhat is itf Peterg' askgld I]I_Ielsn n ied "Thank
"Message from Jelp! Q." he replied. "Than
you, corpord,” he turr?gd to the dlqoatch-rid?eir). "No reply,

When the be-helmeted corporal had left, he took one or
two turns down the room and then said: _

"1 must report in Nuremberg to-morrow morning. That
means leaving amogt at once."

" But you were to have afurlough ..." _

"Cancelled. It must be something pretty important.
Old Leatherguts is considerate enough under normal circum-
stances. | am sorry, darll\?\% Look—this can't take more
than two or three days. y don't you come with me?"

"How could 1? My travel "orders are for Paris. | have
no businessin Nuremberg." _ o

"Well then . . . thereis no date fixed for your arrival, is
there? You might have spent another week ‘or so in Berlin
if you hadn't mana%d to straighten out that business of
%ours so quickly. Won't you wait for me here? I'll be

ack as soon as possible ..." o

"But Peter . . ." Then she saw the agony in his face.
"All right," she said. "I'll wait. Though Leipzig is a
very dull place.” _

" tlthout me you mean?" he eagerly fished for encourage-
ment.

"With or without anybody,” she replied. "I'll wait for
you here—but mind you, it doesn't mean that | ..." _

"All right, dl right. But we haven't really threshed it
out. . And if you are redly serious, I'll promise to change
my ideas. AD or any of them. You are worth it. Henri
of Navarre said Paris'was worth a mass.  Well, Miss Helen
Fleming——"

_"Stop it, Peter. And you'd better hurry. Old S. doesnt
like to be kept waiting. How are you going?" _

"The Transport people will give me a jeep or something.
Probably an ancient one which will shake me to pieces.
And you aren't a bit sorry for me, are you ?' :

"| ‘am, Peter, honest I am." _

But when he bent down over her rounded, vibrant face,
she eluded his lips and he went from the room, muttering
to himself. And Helen looked after him as if he were a
stubborn but lovable child, aways up to some mischief. If
Peter had seen her glance, he would have been even more
depressed.



Xl

FOR MORE THAN AN HOUR Horst von Falkenau tramped the
dark, desolate streets. He had to have a plan and a fool-
roof one; but for the moment no glimmer of light appeared.

here were other stations on the underground railroad, other
caches of money and documents. His identity as Karel
Reznicek had been well established but there was too much
at stake to risk the dightest dip. The rea Karel Reznicek
had died a few weeks ago; and as long as he avoided anyone
who had known him well, he was safe. But this leff too
much to chance. If he could have collected the contents of
the safe in the Frankfurterstrasse, nothing could have sto;ﬁped
him on his way. Once again the flood of rage filled him;
he vowed that it it was the last thing he did, he would exact
revenge upon the two men who had stolen what was his
port to safety. Any moment he might be faced with danger,
unnecessary’and . .. o _ _

Danger—something_clicked in his brain at this word and
he laughed out loud. “The next moment a torch was flashed
into his eyes and a gruff voice in English demanded to know
¥yhat he was doing on the streets after the civilian curfew
ime.

He produced his papers; two American military policemen
examined them carefully. _ _

They apologised curtly, adding: "It isn't safe to be out
after dark, Mr. RezniCek. Thére are dill deserters and
looters about_—fg/gltlve SS men and smilar riff-raff. Where

ae Xou staying’

"At the Adtoria.  But | have checked out already. | am
expecting to leave for Cologne later to-night." _

'Well,” | advise you to keep indoors until then. There is
a waiting-room at the dtation." o

He thanked them, boiling with rage inside; and then
redised that he had forgotten his preténce of not spesking
English. It did not matter but it showed that he was getting a
little cardess.  And small things counted more than .. .

He stopped suddenly.  Yes' that was it. It should work.
He could see no reason why they should not fall for it. That
lantern-jawed, young American did not look like a fool;
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but he was an American and therefore an adolescent, Horst
von Falkenau decided. And the girl . . . well, she was an
unknown guantity. But if it did not work—even then he
had not risked an thln% and might gain a lot. He was not
given to self-anadlysis but now he paused to examine his
soul—whether it was not the tantallsnag[ glimpse_he had got
of her hair and the back of her head that made him hit upon
this particular plan? Then he found that it made no
difference. Whatever the impulse, he must try it.

He went back to the Astoria. o _ _

The man behind the desk looked at him in surprise. His
narrow face was now devoid of the frozen smirk which had
irritated Horst when he first say him. _

"l have changed my mind/>~ Horst sad briefly. "l am
stqying on in Lepzig. - Could | have the same room?"

regret . . .

He I%ide_d a pound note and did it across the desk. The
clerk took it, unfolded it. Hisfingerstrembled a little.

"We have had reservation for to-night. . . ."

"Has your guest arrived?"

"No, but the Berlin train is three hours late and . . ."

"Then a?/ou can put him into the billiard-room—or the
hall for dl | care _ _ _

He took the key and said: "My luggage is at the station.
Here is the ticket. See that it's fetched at once/ _

As soon as he was in the room, he pressed the bell against
which atiny sketch of a waiter was s in the wall.

It was quite fifteen minutes before the man with the flat,
grey face and the shifty eyes appeared. _

""Mein Hcrr?"  He stopped on the threshold, frozen in
painful surprise.

"Come in," sad von Falkenau, "and close the door."

"We don't serve meals after ten . . ." the waiter began.
"I am not hungry,” Horst interrupted him. "What's
your name?"

"Fritz Hu . . . Goltz," the man replied sullenly.

"You ou_Pht to be more careful in remembering your new
name" smiled the ex-Gauleiter. "What is your feal one?
Huber ? Huster? Huhnemann?'

He had been watching the waiter narrowly and so he was
well in time to counter his attack. There was a brief tusde
and then the short, sharply pointed SS. dagger flew into a
distant corner.  The other man nursed his wrenched arm with
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tapuckered face; he looked as if he were ready to burst into
ears.

"That was very dlly, Fritz' Horst von Fakenau said
softly. "To use ‘a dagger is an_un-German habit. Not
worthy of the Herrenvolk. And if Xou had stabbed me—
would it have made thi ngﬁ any better ?" _ ,

The waiter, forgetting his assumed role, slumped in a chair.
He was dlill massaging his aching arm. o

"\Vho are you?" he grunted with sulky hate in his voice.
"Why don't you make an end of it? You can denounce me
—I don't care _ _

Horst placed his fingertips together and considered the
problem judiciously. _ _ _

"Now "that's a very interesting point, he said. "Why
don't | ? Not because | like your shifty eyes or pasty face,
my friend. Not because | am generous. "But because you
can be useful " ,

"You .. .youdevil. ... _ _

"It is dlly to cdl your betters bad names, Fritz. Is it
Huber? | don't like Christian names."

"Huber," the other confessed unwillingly. "But no one
knows. Andif | only had time ..."

"Fritz Huber," von Falkenau mused aloud. "The name
seems familiar. Haven't we met before? Where was it?
Oswiecim? Bergenbelsen? Maidanek? Nordhausen ?"

"l was at Nordhausen," the pseudo-waiter said defiantly.
"But that's none of your business. | did as | was told.
So did tens of thousands. Tel the military police. Tl
anyone who wants to know. | am quite willing to die. I've
had enough of this hiding and lying. M farml% IS dead—
in Dresden. That night, sixty thousand were Killed. But
finishit—don't——" _

_There was alittle slence. He had covered his face and
his fingers trembled. Horst noticed absent-mindedly that
Huber's nails were cut very short and scrupulously clean.
He cleared his throat and said: , ‘

" | am not a philanthropist, my friend. You were a guard
at Nordhausen—didn't you command the special detach-
ment? You see, | remember. | have no intention of
denouncing you unless you turn stubborn.”

The SS. man took his hands from his face. He stared at
the tall, fair-haired man with puzzled, hopeful eyes.

"l don't understand,” he sad. "You spoke of Nord-
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hausen. Were you there ... as a prisoner? | looked at
the regslger downstairs. You are a Czech—and you are
free. you can't be a collaborator. But if you were a
prisoner at” Nordhausen—you ought to hate meand ..."

- "1 was a Nordhausen. Not as a prisoner. | came to
inspect the camp in 'forty-three."

Huber narrowed his eyes. He searched the other man's
face. Slowly recognition dawned.

"Why, youare.. ."

"No names,” Horst interrupted. "You see, | trust you.
The fact that no one would believe your word against mine
might have something to do with it—also, | assure you,
| would kill you quic I¥ and nadtily if | had the dightest
doubt of your loyalty. This disguise of yours is ridiculous.
You must not stay in Germany. | am willing to get you
out of the country—if you obey my instructions in every
particular.”

"But Herr Gene . . ."

Mty name is Reznicek—for the present,” von Falkenau
sad firmly. " You'd better think of me as Herr Reznicek—
unless you want to come to a violent and unpleasant end.
As| said, you must not stay here very muchlonger. Hundreds
were in Nordhausen who might recognise you—in the street,
in a shop, in the hotel."

"But what can | _do." : _
_"A good deal. First of dl | want you to memorise a
little text | am going to draw up for you. ~ Then you are going
to ring the Kaiserhof, ask for aﬁtaln Whitney and speak your
little piece. Not right now,” he added, "but when | ‘give
you the word. Can you get to the telephone if | cal you?"

"Yes, there is one in the waiters pantry,” replied Huber.
"But | don't understand. . . ."

"There is nothing for you to understand—nor to worry
about aslong as you do exactly asyou are told. If you don't
—well, | neednt dress that point. Come up to this room
after a/ou have made the telephone cal and wait for me. |
should be back by one o'clock.” _

He took a piece of paper and scribbled half a dozen lines
onit. He gave them to the SS. man.

"Read them," he sad. "Read them aoud. Don't tr
to change your voice—don't make it too dramatic or artificial.
Just speak your lines as naturally as you can. Let me hear
you." tox
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Fritz Huber read out the few sentences. He stumbled
once but otherwise he got through them well enough. The
words sounded strange and almost meaningless in the dim,
cold room. _

"No, you fool," said Horst von Falkenau. "Here, let me
show you what | mean." _ .

His" performance was faultless. Nothing melodramatic,
nothing forced—yet the right emphasis was there, credibly
snister and grim.

"Nowtryagain,"

“The other man tried—for half an hour Horst coached
him, mercilessy exacting until he got every inflexion right.

"I wish | had more time' he dismissed Huber. "Stay
near the phone and don't get panicky."

He dipped into his overcoat and put on his gloves. As he
opened the door, the SS. man spoke:

"You really meant it ... about helping me abroad and
dl that? | amagood driver and amechanicand . . ."

" Just the right man for me," smiled von Falkenau. " Don't
worry . . . you can be too useful to me—I wouldn't break
my promise.” ) o

As he waked downstairs, he was whistling. It was a
phrase from Dvorak's New World symphony—for he was well
pleased with himself and once more perfectly self-assured.

X1l

HE STOPPED FOR A MOMENT outside the Kaiserhof and then
drew back into the shadows of the dimly-lit entrance as
Captain Whitney came _hurrylgg out. He could see the
American's face clearly; it looked tense, worried, unhappy.

Horst von Fakenau hestated for a moment. Then he
heard Whitney cdl out: _

"Driver? Isthere a jeep-driver out hese?'

A bulky figure detached itself from a bigger blur and
step?ed into the yelow circle of light:

':Al?'n'hﬁtre’lgt'r g0 Whit id. "How long d

"All right, let's go, itney said. ow long do you
think it V\%” take us?"
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" It depends on the roads, gr,' the driver replied. " Three
hours if it's a straight run—nearer six if we get held up.”

Whitney cursed briefly and added: "Well, come on. We
might as'well get it over." _ _

he ]QE‘P, now visible as the headlights were switched on,
moved off. Horst von Falkenau remained motionless for a
few minutes. It was better than he had hoped. If he
could prepare the girl's mind, lay the foundations of his
lan. . . . But what if Whitney did not come back? He
was audacious enough to trust hisS own powers of improvisa-
tion. The English thought it was their privileged speciality
—to turn makeshift means to POOd urpose, to snatch victory
from defeat. . . . Waell, at [east he could show them that
they were wrong. Maybe some of the Germans did have a
rigid mind, only able to follow a prearranged plan, stick to
a well-marked road—but there were exceptions.

He pushed through the swing doors and marched up to the

reception desk. _ o
I "kaptam Whitney, please" he sad to the elderly, dignified
clerk.

" | am sorry, gir," the receptionist said. " Captain Whitnev
left only a minute ago. He had to drive to Nuremberg." **

A garrulous old fool, Horst told himself.  If he were not,
he would not have added the gratuitous piece of information.
To Nuremberg, eh? He displayed great concern. _
v'But | thought I would find him in. ... When is he
coming back ?" _

"He didn't tell me" the clerk replied, "but 1—I happened
to hear that he expects to be away for three days." _

"That's impossible!" Horst von Falkenau hid his delight
behind a mask of indignant disappointment. "It—it is a
mogt serious matter and . . "

"Perhaps you would care to come back to-morrow and
e Miss Fleming," suggested the receptionist, faling into
the neatlmlald trap. .

"Miss Who?" . _ _

"The lady with whom Captain Whitney arrived. She
might be able to give you further information.” _

" doubt it," sghed Horst.  "But | may as wdl try it.
However, | cannot, wait until to-morrow morning—my
business with Captain Whitney is far too urgent. “Could
you ask the lady whether she would see me now?™"

"But mein Herr, it's well pas midnight . . ."
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"Just ring her room and tell her that Herr Reznicek
W|§hB&s tto see her on an urgent matter."
ut. ..
Another note changed hands; the elderly man shrtg]ged
ﬁﬂd turned to the old-fashioned telephone on the wall behind
im

Horst withdrew tactfully; he did not want to overhear
the conversation which was quite lengthy. At last the
receptionist beckoned to him. _

"Miss Fleming will see you in ten minutes, he announced.
"Sgef\_/vasp't adeep yet. Her room number is three hundred
and five
_ "Thank you. Could | make a telephone call in the mean-
time? I’-Iyave you got a booth where | could find %ome

rivacy ?'

P Tﬁgyclerk pointed to the far corner of the spacious, dim
hotel hal. Horst rang up the Astoria and asked for Fritz,
the waiter. He gave the SS. man new instructions, making
him repeat them several times until he was certain that he
Had got them right. o _

Then he followed a diminutive page up the staircase,
covered with a threadbare carpet. He dismissed the boy
at the last turning and paused for a moment in front of the
white door with its gilt number. He knocked and heard
her well-remembered voice telling him to come in.

X1

FOR THE GREATER PART OF HIS adult life, Horst von Falkenau
had been a leader of men. Often they hated him, but even
those who suffered worst at his hands, could not deny a
grudging admiration for his single-minded ruthlessness, "his
cold and detached grasp of details and command ,of essentids.
What they could not forgive him was his aloofness; he
destroyed them, with the same contempt and sense of super-
iority that a man would employ in crushing an ant-heap or
squashing a fly on a table-cloth. The loyalty he inspired in
men was compounded of fear and puzzled hero-worship.
His physical courage bordered on lunacy and enhanced his
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reputation of bearing a charmed life.  As he rose higher and
Higher in the hierarchy of party and dstate, this Lucifer-like
detachment and pridé increased rapidly. He had never
failed in any task, never suffered defeat in any undertaking;
perhaps because he had supreme skill in selecting and winning
app%owﬁ[ments that suited his temperament and talents
periecty. . _

Some of his enemies in the Party—and he had mar])é—
compared him to Robespierre, the Green Incorruptible.
But the comparison was quite wrong. He had none of
Robespierre's emotional instability; affection and hate he
could control in equal measure.” Some said that he was
nothing but an automaton, a mass of conditioned reflexes,
that something colder and purer than blood must flow in his
veins and that his brain was armour-plated. Few knew
his %%rtljy history; the official publications spoke vaguely of
hisleadership in aFreicorpsin Polish Silesia, of hisinvaluable
work during the early days of National Socidigt revolution,
of his enthusiastic services rendered to the Fuehrer in the
days of beginning.

n his forty-five years there had never been a woman
whom he wanted arid did not get. At first it had been his
physical attraction, the face of a dissolute Greek god and a
magnificently fit body that gained him al the embraces he
could wish for. _Latér when he became "the most eligible
bachelor of the Third Reich," he did not even have to stretch
out hishand. He was not a Don Juan, for the nobleman of
Seville and his ilk_had to work for the conquest of beauty
while Horst von Falkenau more or less let women hapﬂen
to him.. He intrigued and infuriated most of them and they
dept with him in order to discover his secret. They never
did. He was fundamentally bored with women who only
attracted his senses; he had no patience with their so trans-
parent, traditional guile and coquetry. He thought them
shalow and silly; no woman had a brain worth picking, he
sad, and the Madame Curies, Sonia Kowalevskas or George
Sands were freaks of nature who, at the best, were intellectual
hermaphrodites.  His sexua appetite was heathy but much
subordinate to his work and his ambitions. He took his
abgllty tQt attract women for granted and never stopped to
andyse it.

St))/metimes as he travelled across Europe, pruning the
New Order, stemming an incipient revolt here, visting a
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concentration camp there, building the bulwarks of the

Reich that was to [ast a thousand years, he found a woman
whom he desred because she was lovely. Often such
women_ were bound to hate him because of his nationality
his position, al the things he stood for. But if he wanted
them, he plucked them [ike ripe fruit from a tree; loathing
themsalves, desplsm%h their weskness and their helpless
surrender, they gave themselves to this man of violence and
evil—and at the most they felt that they were mortifying
theflesh, abasing themselves in atonement for sins they never
committed as they became von Falkenau's mistresses.

For dl his contempt and superior egotisn, he had
developed a perfect mask to hide his real opinion of women.
If it cracked now and then, it made them only more anxious
to penetrate behind it, to remove it completely. They
never succeeded, for the veneer was more than skin-teep.

Now, as he paused for a moment in front of the door of a
woman he had imagined but never seen, he felt fully confident
of mastering any difficulty that might arise.

* She got up as he entered and the impact of her beauty
was of an amost physica force meeting him. He stopped
{ust insde the door. ~ His lips felt d[Iy and involuntarily his
on%hj_e di rE)ped_out to moisten them. Then he bowed and said:

"Miss Fleming? It is most kind of you to receive me at
this late hour. 1 am sorry to disturb you,

_She did not speak and he was a little taken aback by her
dlence. The short, auburn hair, the dark eyes, the straight,
small nose and the full lips made it impossible for him to take
hiseyes off her. Dedire, violent and dominant, rosein him; a
the same time he was impatient to hear her voice again.

When she spoke, it gave him a shock. It was cold and
unfriendly. "'You are Hen Reznicek, aren't you ?" she asked.

"Why, of course, but .. ;' _

“The man whom Captain Whitney gave alift?"

He tried to joke. "Would you like to see my papers?
| assure you, they are in perfect order.”

" | am'surethey are, Herr . .. Reznicek." _ .

_The little pause between the two last words did not make
him uneasy. She could not possibly know his real identity;
if she did,”she would.be afraid, for naturally he would have
to kill her. The very idea of death in connection with her
filled him with distaste and violent protest. But if she
did not know . . . what was she driving at?
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"|s there aan[hinlg wrong?' he asked, perfectly composed.

"Just one thing,"” she sad and sat down, gatherlng the
folds of the Iong, slk dressing-gown around her. “You
told us that you did not spesk English. And yet now you
seem to havé become remarkably proficient. 1 don't think
it's a language which you can lean in a day.” _

"Oh that,” he laughed, relieved that she came out into the
open and that he had something tangible to dead with. "1
must confess my little deception. But | had two good
reasons—| was just as little sure of Captain Whitney and
gourself as you were of me, and aso, | admit, | am rather

ashful about my English. It is a very difficult tongue
for a Czech to speak,’ . _ _ _

But she was in no way mollified by his facile explanation.

"You seem to spesK it very wél—and you haven't a
Czech accent.” ) _
~ "It would be strange if | had. | learned my English
in Shanghai from American sallors and a Welsh nurse.
Toe%ether they gave me an accent that, | am afraid, defies
andlyss. But sur_el¥, Miss Fleming, you are not angry with
me because of this? | meant no harm, | can assure you."

She looked a him and her eyes held shrewd appraisal
of the tall, dim man with the very fair hair and the regular
features. There was something oddly familiar about "him
but she could not decide what it was. Helen had the
experience that most people have, more frequently than any-
one she knew: the sensation of having been In a place before,
of having spoken certain words, made certain gestures before,
of having met a person in some other life, on some other
planet. Even though she read dl that Bergson had written
about the " false memory," she dill found this feeling uncanny
whenever it came over "her. N

Was he speaking the truth? He stood there, amiling,
perfectly at ease and Helen, with an odd sense of relief,
decidedthat he was not lying. Why should he? Peter was
a very thorough young man and if he had examined this
fellow's papers, they should be dl right. _

She smiled and he felt that the reprieve had arrived amost
a the last moment. ) _

"You are right, Pan Renzicek. | am sorry if | sounded
rude and suspicious. But who can help béng just these
thi n_?s in this country? Won't you St down?"

"Thank you."
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"Cigarette?" _

He took one from the box she held out to him and stared
down a her hands, small and brown; strong hands with
the nails rounded and without any |o_oI|sh. ~Working hands
with the skin alittle rough. = Then he lifted his eyes and found
hler looking a him with dill the same appraising, searching

ance.

d "Any more secrets?' she asked. "Any other hidden
talents?" _ _

"None at_dl he replied. "That is no persona ones
I'd like to discuss"" _

She was silent again and he was comforted by her slence.
Not a chatterbox, he thought. And she knows her own
mind. Perhaps she even has got one. Though with women
one never knew. They might start out al cerebral and then,
one moment panicked them into a stampede of instincts.

"l wanted to see Captain Whitney,' he continued a little
stiffly. "1 am told he has left Leipzig. Do you know when
he will be back ?" _

"l am afraid | don't,’ she replied. "He has gone on
officid business and that may take an indefinite time,’

"But you—you are remaining in Leipzig?'

"That is ble."

He rose; he felt that he had to stand above her, to get the
positional advantage. Also, he began to be restless.” This
was not %ettl ng him anywhere—and Fritz with his telephone
cal was due in ten minutes. _

"Miss Fleming, we are complete strangers and there is
no reason for you to trust me. As a matter of fact, | don't
think you trust me at al. But | came here to-night to warn
Captain Whitney of serious danger. ..." _

"Danger? But | don't understand. He is perfectly
capable of taking care of himself." _

"Probably—on a battlefield or even in that dangerous
city, Chicago. But not here in Germany where al danger
comes from under the ground, from the sewers, the ruined
cdlars, the burnt-out forests. Thisis a country where people
kill for the joy of killing even to-day—only they wear no
uniforms and,accept no code. . . ." _

"Yo# mean the Werewolves? Surely they fizzled out soon
enough.

" No, | mean something much more serious.  Miss Fleming,
to-night | sat in the hall of the Astoria. | wastired and must
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have dropped off to deep. | was wakened by some sudden
noise, but the next thing | heard were two voices. They
talked in Russian."

" Russian! But that's absurd,’ o

He smiled and she thought, how white his teeth were.
He looked much younger when he smiled.  But she tore her
eyes from his face as he asked, a little insolence creeping
into his voice: _
~ "Why should it be absurd? There are plenty of Russians
in Germany." _

She was a little confused. "I didn't mean that. You
sad something about danger—and then you mentioned
Russians.” _ _

"Perhaps you'd let me explain. | understand Russian
as my mother-tongue—I spent amost two years in Moscow
—and these two men could not see me. ey talked about
some plan which had to be carried out and | would have paid
little aftention to them except that they mentioned two
names.

"What names?" _ _ _

" One was the name of Captain Peter Whitney. They sad
that he might know something that he was not -expected to
know; and that they had to take care of him. | didn't very
much like the tone’in which they said this. It was evident
that they wishedto do himharm. ™ Yet | would not have taken
it serioudy but for the other name. They spoke of Genera
Vlassov."

"What? The..,’

He nodded quietly. o

"Yes. | take it"you have heard of the quising army
which this man formed. The Nazis never dared to employ
it againgt the Russans—Vlassov's men were used for garrison
duties and as guards in' concentration camps. They were
al criminals, the riff-raff of Eastern |vurope; White Russian
adventurers, the scum of exiles, agood many of them recruited
straight from prison. But they served their purpose. When
the collapse came, Vlassov was nowhere to be found and his
so-caled army melted away. But these two men seemed to
be in touch ‘with the Nazi underground and Vlassov. It
would be a clever plan, a very clever one" he added
reflectively. _ _

"What plan?" the girl asked. "I ill don't understand
you."
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" A little later the two men got up and moved away,’
Horst continued. "1 tried to follow them but by the time |
reached the door, they had disappeared in the darkness.
But | think | heard enough to guess their game. You seg,
if some Russian-speaking man should kill an American, it
wgu{lﬁﬂ_ create a—how do you cal it?—a delicate international
situation,

"A?rllld you could not find out anything about these two
men?

He spread his hands in a t%/pical Continental gesture.

"l am distressed . . . buf no. Except one Tittle thing.
One of the men—the%/ were with their backs to me—had his
hand han%ng down the side of his chair. He wore a ring.
A ring with a large snake on it." , _ _

She'laughed. He jumped to his feet, his face working, his
eyes furious. _

"|f you don't believe me . . ." he beglan.

"Pléase . . ." she struggled with her auglgter ‘and managed
to control it. "Do forgive me, Herr Reznicek. | was
incredibly rude. Only the whole thing sounds so melo-
dramatic, so much like a bad thriller—one of those stories
with corpses cluttering up the landscape, diding panels and
a Master Spy of ninefy-seven different disguises. And the
ring with the’snake was the last straw, so to speak. No doubt
you meant wel. ..." _

These English, he thought, speechless with rage. They
have no imagination. They are stupid and dull. Now
this beautiful woman who should be aert and impressionable
—she was laughing a him, laughing at his perfectly con-
structed story. ~ Personally he thought that bringing in the
ring with the snake waS a masterstroke. It tied up the
two men who had robbed the safe in the Frankfurterstrasse
with the two |maq|qnary_Ru$ms of Vlassov. 1t ...

"I am sorry,” he Sad stiffly. "Perhaps | had better
see Captain Whitney after his réturn.” _

"Yes, you certainly must tel him the story," she giggled.
He could have struck her then—but as he stood there, staring
and uncomfortable, the telephone rang. _

He waited for her to move. "Excuse me" she sad and
reached for the receiver. He watched her, tense; but she
turned her back to him as she announced her name and
asked who it was speaking. | _

She had covered the receiver with one smal hand and he
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could not hear Fritz's voice. That it was Fritz he had not
the dightest doubt; nor did he fear that he would fail to
perform his task well.

Helen Fleming replaced the telephone and swung round.
Her face was pde and her lips trembled a little. Horst
von Falkenau looked at her with pretended concern.

" Bad news?" he asked. _

She moistened her lips before she spoke. "lt—it was
horrid,' she said. _ "Some man . . . obscene threats ... he
spoke of Peter asif he . . ." _

Horst resisted any triumphant exclamation of "l told
you so!"  He had to be doubly careful now. The girl rose
and moved restlesdy through™ the room, then turned and
came to face him. _ _

"You—you were right, she whispered. "l am sorry
that | laughed at you. | must warn Peter ... | must somé
how reach him."

"Could_| help?" he asked. She shook her head but he
added: "Please, let me help you. Until Captain Whitney
returns . . . you must have someone to protect you."

That brought back a little smile to her lips.

" Protect me? Mr. Reznicek, | assureyou, | can look after
myself. You forget that Germany is a conquered, occupied
country. 1 can smply go to the military "authorities if |
want any help. Don't be hurt—but | can't presume to
accept your offer. No doubt you have more important
things t0 do. When are you leaving Leipzig?'

"Not for a week or 0," he answered. "And you must
remember that 1 know these I%angsters and their 'methods.
| have lived among them and | know exactly how their minds
work. Now—for instance—in your place | would have
made an effort to have that cdl traced. The military
authorities are excellent keepers of law and order but they
won't give you a guard twe_nt%-four_ hours a day. Also,
you have no proof and they might be just as scepticd as ..."

"As | was. You must forgive me. It is difficult to
redise even after Sx years of war that red life has turned
into a cheap adventure story or into. what the Americans
cdl a cliff-hanger film—one’of these interminable series in
which the heroine is left in dire peril a the end of each
instalment.” _

_ He did not understand a word of what she was saying, but
it did not matter. The first step had been taken, the corner-

E
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fstotne laid; and this was the time to leave her to puzzle and
ret.

He rose. . . .

"It is very late,’ he said. "Forgive me for keeping you
awake so long. | am staying a the Astoria and it there is
anything | can do, you must Tet me know. And please, ask
Ce?ptam Whitney to get in touch with me as soon as he
returns.”

"Thank you for coming to warn him," she replied graveIP/.
"And I'll give him your message. | don't know exactly
when hewill beback - . . but perhapswe'll meet before that,’

This was better than he had hoped; and as he bent over her
hand and his lips touched the smooth, faintly scented skin,
an audacious and staggering idea came to him. It was sO
gartling and unexpected that he had to thrust it asde—he
would give it attention when he was once more aone. His
gmile as he straightened was self-confident. He took his last
glimpse of her into the corridor and the dark, cold street:
straight and dim with the auburn hair above the broad blue
collar of the dressing-gown. Yes... it was a wonderful idea
and he could see no reason why it should not become redlity.

XV

THE SAME SMILE WAS ON HIS lips, the same idea in his mind
—though more definite and far better developed—when the
telephone rang in his room next day about noon and he heard
her husky, tantalising voice.

"Hen 'Reznicek?" she asked. "I hope you got back to
Your hotel without anX mishap. | ... | wondered whether
could see you to-day?" o _
~ "Yes, cetainly," he replied. "That is, if it were possble

in the evening. ~ | have much to do during the day.""
"But of course, you must be very busy. | have atin of
coffee and if you would care to cal after’dinner. . . '
"The coffee sounds wonderful.  Nine o'clock?’
"Yes, that will be fine." _
Horgt stretched luxuriousy and yawned. He had nothing
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'to do_except lie in bed and play with hisidea. Such a beau-
tiful idea He was dmogt grateful to the two men who had
robbed the safe in the Frankfurterstrasse. He amost wd-
comed the cataclysm that had made the Gauleiter and SS
General Horst von Fakenau a fugitive. He felt like the
hunter stalking a sixteen-pointer stag, or as a crygtggrapher
when aaphergbegms to fall into place and the jumbled letters
begin to make sense.

~In his mind he went over every word she had spoken last
night, every gesture and intonation. He had a photographic
memory and it was not difficult to visuaise her, to invoke
her voice. There was no risk, he decided. Perhaps it was
just aswell that he had to keep the identity of Karel Reznicek.
After dl, he knew agood deal about JCarel Reznicek. Hehad
shot him with his own gun after . . . But why think about
unpleasant details? There was every reason to suppose that
no one who had known Reznicek r I% wel was dive. 'Y
the Spezialdienst and Himmler's boys had seen to that. An
what better cover could he have than ...

There was a knock at the door and Fritz Huber, the ex-SS.
man came into the room. He carried one of Horst's suits
draped over his arm. _ _

"l had them brushed and pressed, he said, standing to
attention at the foot of the bed.
~ "Good,” Horst lifted himsdf on one elbow and reached
into thejacket of his coat. He pulled out a one-dollar note
and flipped it across the bed. "Here, change it somewhere
where they give you the black market value, :

"Thank’you, Hen . . . Reznicek. Thank you very much,’
The waiter's gratitude was sincere and eager. "DO ... do
you want me for anything else?’

"No, not to-day, Fritz. But I'll probably need you to-
morrow. Report to me at nine o'clock to-morrow morning.”
" Jawohl, Herr Ge . . . Herr Reznicek." o
With half-closed eyes von Falkenau watched him picking
up_his boots and some soiled linen.  Fritz Huber had been
quite useful. He had the quality most valuable in subordin-
ates: unquestioning obedience. "He was not bright enough
to betray his superiors. He was just bright enough to carry
out ordéers. If these had been normal times, he would have
kept Fritz handy for specid jobs. It was dmogt a pity that
he would have to die—and die before Ion% Still, he might
be far more useful in death than dive.  And what did one
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Fritz Huber count compared to Horst von Falkenau? If five
thousand had to die to keep him, von Falkenau, dive, it
would not be an unjust proportion. _

Leisurely he shaved, washed and dressed. Downstairs at
the desk he enquired where the headquarters of the Allied
Control Commission were. He was given detailed directions
and decided to walk over to the big university building where
the Commission was established. _

He had to wait half an hour and was not in a very good
temper when at last the officer in charge, a harassed and
middle-aged British colonel, was ready to receive him.

He produced his papers which the colonel examined Rer
functorily and explained the accident that had robbed him
of his car. He had to get to Cologne and then to Paris, he
said; could he have a priority seet on the first plane early next
week? In the meantime he had business to transact in
Leipzig; and he produced other documents which provided
full' excuse why he should not explain this business in detall.
He dso needed ration cards and a chit to ensure that his
room at the Astoria would remain at his dlsPowl.

" Yes, of course, of course” muttered the colond, "you
can have your mess-tickets and your hotel-room appropria-
tion . . . but as for transport, | ‘am afraid you will have to
make your own arrangements. The planeS are booked up
for three weeks to the west. Now if you wanted to go to
Pr%ue or even Moscow ..." _ _

"Cologne, colond. And then Paris' he reminded the
other man tactfully. "Unless | circle the globe, I'have to
travel west and not east. Do | understand that if | can
find ta’glunreqwstloned vehicle, | have your authority to
useit”

"If you can find one' the colond smiled grimly, "you
are welcome to keep it. But you won't. We have combed
out every garage and depot in town. Here is a requisition-
ing order and some petrol coupons. Ypu must exchange
these when you leave German territory." i
~ "Thank you, colond,” Horst said.” And he thought: it
IS easy, easer than | thought. If this is their care and
vigilance . , . but then, there were other, more dangerous
foes he would have to face sooner or later than this little
bureaucrat in a colond's uniform. He knew the type:
they were not infrequent in the Wehrmacht and their Souls
were the same under whatever clothes they wore. Now
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Helen Flemi ng1,1 of course, was an entirely different proposition.
She had laughed at him and then, with Fritz's well-timed
telephone call, he had made her believe his story. But
would her belief stand up to the cold, reasoned scrutiny of
daylight? He wished he knew what she was thinking at
this very moment. .

He would have been reassured and even flattered if he had
been able to read her thoughts. For after he had left, Helen
took a long time going to deep even though she was desper-
ately tired. She had replenished the fire and curled up in
the arm-chair, her feet tucked underneath her long warm

own. She could not make out this strange Czech; and

ecause she was puzzled by him, she could not dismiss him
from her thoughts. Always it had been like this: she liked
to read people as a book, from cover to cover, no paragraph
skipped, every page explored. But this tall, fair-haired
man was like a magazine from which pages had been torn
out or glued together; whenever she came to an especidly
interesting ﬁme, she could not find the continuation. And
that made her amost angry with him. _

She had known quite afew Czechs. There was Hrdlicka,
the fat, comfortable chief of the Prague Narcotics Bureau;
heavy-lidded, blue-eyed and blue-jowled. A jovia exterior
hid a shrewd brain, dert and entertaining. He had pro-
duced some wonderful results when that” Armenian %%nog
chose Czechodovekia for its distributing centre. r
Hrdlicka—he died in Theresienstadt like so many good men.
And there was Samoryn, of the Foreign Office, tall and
melancholy, rather like a blood-hound, who had the most
wonderful tenor voice and with alittle gentle encouragement
would sing the folk-songs of the Tatra, until one felt like
crying because of the glory and despar, the passon and
resignation in those songs.”. . . She had met them all:
pilofs and journalists, civil servants and artists. But none
of them was like Karel Reznicek. In most of the Czechs,
even the artists, she found something passve and dow,
something of the deep, yielding yet unconquerable quality
of the Good Soldier Schwejk. But no one could compare
this man with Schwejk; his'nervous vitality, his faint suEer—
ciliousness, even his smooth, lightly accented English set him
apart from his countrymen whom she had known. Perhaps
—perhaps he had some German blood in him as so many
patriotic and anti-Nazi Czechs had.
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Suddenly she felt ashamed. It was playing the old Hitler
game, trying to put nations and individuals into watertight
compartments; declaring that al Jews must be dark, hook-
nosed and predatoQ/—thal; dl Frenchmen were flighty,

romiscuous—that &l Spaniards were hot-blooded and Tazy.
"Sll, it was convenient to enclose people in a circle of
national habits and characteristics—and as for Karel
Reznicek, it would have made things easier if she could have
ﬁut him in the right pigeon-hole, declaring to hersdf that

e was just like X, the Czech leader-writer whose eyes the
Nazis had put out or Y, the composer who had walked five
hundred miles without shoes to cross Poland into Russia. . . .
Much easier, much more convenient. As she closed her eyes
and felt weariness _creegl_n up her relaxed body, she saw his
face, the straight, high-bridged nose, the blue eyes, the strong,
cleft chin. It was perfect like a mask; and suddenly she
wished that she mieht penetrate behind it. It was no
longer the general, pleasant desire she aways felt about new
people, new faces; restless until she had discovered their
secrets, read their characters. It was something deeper,
far more persond—and she shivered a little because it was
something unknown and never experienced ... or was it?
She had felt something very similar when Hans Langer first
told her his story. It was pity mixed with love; love not yet
fierce or possessive, but gentle and therefore dl the deadlier.

But it was absurd. She had only met the man once,
face to face; that time in the car he was just a voice, a dark

She knew nothing of him except that he had come
to warn Peter—and now she tried to place him sde by sde
with the young American. It was unfair for they were too
dissmilar for any comparison; when she thought of Peter,
Helen felt old, far more mature and experienced than he
could ever be. But as far as Karel Reznicek was concerned
—she thou%ht that behind his regular features, his clear
blue eyes, there was an ocean of suffering and cruelty, of
wisdom and laughter. _ . )

She dept badly and when she woke in the morning, again
she thought of him. She did not believe in resisting her
impulses and so she rang him. She had a good excuse
there was much more, she was sure, to his story about those
Russans and the danger to Peter Whitney. It was her
duty, she told herself sternly, to find out whether his story could
be trusted—in spite of that horrible voice in the telephone.



XV

IT WAS NOT DIFFICULT TO MAKE him talk. They sat in the
warm room, amost cosy with its curtained windows and
shabby arm-chairs, sipping coffee she had brewed herself
over a spirit lamp. She wore her uniform; for some reason
she felt that it would ?lve her dignity, make her less vulner-
able—though she could not have explained what threat she
feared. He was dressed in a well-cut grey suit with a tiny
badge in his buttonhole and his hair glinted in the diffused
lamplight with a metallic sheen. _

e told her of his youth; how he studied law a Prague
University because he wanted to follow in the footsteps of
his father who had been one of Masaryk's trusted friends
and a judge of the Supreme Court. He spoke of the first
years of the young Republic which developed into one of the
most democratic and pro;{;rve in the world and led the
other countries of the Little Entente in trying to create a
system of security in Central Europe. He spoke of boating
trips on the Vah where the lumberjacks brought down their
huge log-rafts from the forests of the Tatra; of long hikesin
the Carpathians; of summers spent in the primeval pinewoods
of Carpatho-Ruthenia. He got his deﬁree and started to

ractise in a Prague suburb. His father died just after
unich, his mother soon followed him into the grave. _

"They were fortunate,’ Horst von Falkenau said and his
voice expressed just the right degrr]ee of grief and stoic renun-
ciation. "It was much better that they died. | had one
%?ung sger, Mlada; and because of hér | could not leave

ague. When the Nazis marched in, | joined the under-
?ro_und. They were exciting days, rather like playing Red
ndians—only this time the torture and death was not make-
believe but very rea." _ _

Helen had listened to such stories many times before.
Some of her London friends at parties, charity bazaars and
dances, avoided the men who had escaped from Hitler's
hdl. With the egotisn of youth and the unavoidable insu-
larity of a free nation, they shunned what was unpleasant
andtragic. " Oh dear," one lovely creature sighed to Helen,
"there Is that Captain M. Do let's dip away before he
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starts to tell us about the three concentration camps he
has beenin. . . ." Or: "No, | won't dance with Maor F.
All he can taik about is the Gestapo.”

_There was too much of it, too much horror, bloodshed,
violence. In spite of rockets and flying bombs, of columns
in the papers and a flood of books, the Terror Belyond the
Water was 4till unreal and unbelievable to the well-brought
up British maiden. Disgusting, too—like talking about the
functions of the body or the mating of animals. They could
not help it; few if any of them had crawled miles in the
snow or hidden in a cesyit to escape the tramping {ackboots.

But Helen was different. Because she had spent much of
her adult life listening to "foreigners” prying into their
fascinating, aien existences, she was not repelled nor bored
by the monotonous flood of torture and execution. She
heard the same dtories over and over again and did her bit
to make those men and women forget the nightmares that
stalked their waking and deeping hours. She could give
little else except sympathy, being a (_%ood listener, helping
over the awkward pauses, the gaps in the blighted memaory,
the catching of breath, the clenching of fists, the perspiration
and the empty look as the picture of systematic evil cameinto
the brains of these people. _

And so she listened to Horst von Falkenau who was telling
her the story of Karel Reznicek. He knew the tale well for
the red Karel had been betrayed by someone whom he
loved and to whom he had talked freely. He told the story
asif he were acting an important, star part—and he had always
been a good actor whatever some of the critics and most of
his colleagues had said in those far-off days of the nineteen-
twenties. “Hewas Karel Reznicek just as he had been Egmont
and Don Carlos, Wallenstein and Dr. Faust, Hamlet and
John Tanner. _ _

"l was first arested early in ‘forty-one' he continued
and stared a his hands as if their sight ga%/e him reassurance.
"They just picked me up as | came out of a cinema with
Mlada.” | was taken to Gestapo headquarters and- ques-
tioned—the usua method. | saw an old Jew beaten to
death and it made me resolved to pay back the swine even
if it cot me my life. They had nothing against me except
the fact that my father wasthe friend of our great President.
Then the SS. Captain tried to trick me—he left my dossier
on the table and went out of the room. But | noticed that
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he had marked the page; he would have known if | had
moved it an inch. | did not look at it. | pretended to be
stupid and he fell for it. They let me go." _

He interlocked his hands and pressed them until the
knuckles showed white. She said:

"You need not tell meif it—hurts. . ."

He looked up with a quick, grateful, candid glance. _

"But | prefer you to know . . . because | know you will
understand,’ he said and she could not help feeling flattered.
This was, for some reason, a different story from al the
others she had heard. Perhaps because of the quick, enor-
mous vitality of the man, every word painted a picture,
every sentence sketched a vivid scene. "l was free to
continue my work for another sx months. Then came the
Nazi attack on Russia. It gave us an enormous encourage-
ment—for we knew that sooner or later the Red Army would
reach Czechoslovakia; )&es, we believed in the Russian victory
even as they reeled back under the first German blows. But
in Czechodovakia they started man-hunts. They needed
daves right behind the front. | was taken on the street
with hundreds of others—we were marched to the barracks
and told that we had volunteered to fight against the
Bolshevik hordes. . . "

There was mockery in his voice, a sneer at the farce of
German pretence; and he felt a warm, inside glow because
he was giving such a marvellous performance.
~ "We were sent to Poland—in cattle trucks, seventy men
in each wag%on without food or water for days. It was the

inning of the fighting, the Polish army was not yet
broken ... | tried to escagpe.  But | was caught, beaten and
sent to Lwow to await execution.” _ o

He paused again, but it was not a dramatic, artificia
pause; it was smooth and natural like a full stop at the end
of arounded sentence. -

"How did you escape?' Helen asked. )

"I didnt, "replied Horst. "The Russians marched in
four days later and | was released. The Germans had
smply forgotten about me" o

It was one of the mistakes that had cogt the Nazi Reich
quite a bit in money, lives and nervous annoyance, thought
von Falkenau. Reznicek had proved a nuisance—the red
Reznicek, that was. _

"l went to Moscow and worked a broadcasting and
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trandating, he continued. "But | wanted to fight and
Russia was not yet at war with Germany—though everyone
knew the war was coming. | wanted to get to England, but
the only way was by going half across the world. | set out
late in"1940. | gof stuck in Shanghai and saled back to
Europe just before Pearl Harbour. " | had to get back. |
had heard that Mlada had been sent to one of the soldiers
brothels in Poland after my escape, and that she had killed
herself. | had every reasonto . ., , _
Once again he paused and this time she remained silent.
It was better not to prod these men who had so much to
remember, so much more to forget. _ _
He went on after a few minutes; sketching the rest of his
adventures: his training in England where a soft-living
lawyer had to become a tough soldier; his first parachute
jump, his varied adventures in the wooded mountains of
Slovakia his return to England, the subsequent missions to
the Sav countries; meetings with Tito's stern men, with
Albanian_guerrillas, Slovene patriots, Russian intelligence
officers, Bulgarian anti-Nazis. The map of the Balkans came
tolife from the barren Karst to thefir-trees of Zakopane, from
the Transylvanian foreststo theravaged plainsof the Ukraine.
"| was constantly on the move’ he sad. "Again and
again they told me | should rest, but | could not. | was
bitten with the bug of danger and restlessness.  There was so
much to do! And then, just before the last battles, | was
again dropped near Prague. | was there when Benes arrived;
| lived through those final, feverish days when it seemed
touch-and-go whether the city, my city, Mlada's city, would
be destroyed. That was the end—the crowning end,’
_Yes, it had been the end for Karel Reznicek who never
finished his last misson. He was caught, tortured, killed;
and his papers, those perfect credentials eé;lvm% him the
powers of an ambassador-at-large reached a Gauleiter's
mansion—just in time. ... ) _ _
His throat was dry when he had ended, but again the fedlin
of triumph warmed him. He softly put his palms again
each other—for he had deserved applause and there wasno one
to clap, no one to appreciate his performance except himself.
The _(I]Iﬂ stared a him with a queer expresson on her
%

hen she said in alow, choking voice:
eel ashamed.”
He lifted his head suddenly, surprised at this reaction.
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"Ashamed? But why?" o

"Because | am a woman and there is little | can do. |
wanted to do a lot—but Sitti ngi; in offices, going on tours of
inspection, drawing up reports, listening to people—what
does it dl amount to? | never went hungry, | was never
really cold or ragged. Because my father and my ougg
brother were killed by rocket bombs, | thought | had sutfer
and won the right to . . ."

She turned away and said: _

[ "l am ashamed because | thought myself important and
liugged my hate of dl those swine as if 1 had redly fought
them ... as if | had made the dlightest real contribution
to their downfall. . . . Butyou . . . _

He had not hoped for this. The recital of Karel
Reznicek's life and adventures had onI%/ been a first step
in the plan he had evolved. He thought of the English girl
as cold and unemotional, someone who had to be coaxed
into life, into the warmth of fire dowly, ﬁradually. For a
moment he was taken aback because 1t had been quicker
than he had expected—but he was a good actor and a
practised performer; the hesitation was only dight and she
never noticed it. _ :

Gently, Il_ghtl)é_ he put his hands on her shoulders. She
winced "a tiny bit at his touch but it was because of its
suddenness, his flngert(lj,os could feel that. Gently and dowl
he turned her towards himself. But the rest was swift
and amost cruel. As he felt her lips, cool and a little saty
from the tears, yield and tremble with a quick, spontaneous
flame he forgot” that he was playing a part. This was redl
and it did not matter whether Horst von Falkenau or Karel
Reznicek was kissing her; he knew that he could do with her
whatever he wanted or chose to do.

XVI

THEY LOOKED AT EACH OTHER and they were no longer
grangers.  She had become younger, more vulnerablein
those few seconds; and he kept atight hold on himself. He
knew that he could dill spail everything; he was working
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gg instinct, without sgnposts. There was so little he knew
out this girl; far lessthan she knew about Karel Reznicek.
But his instincts had never played him false; there had
been so many women and he remembered a line he had
read in a pocket anthology he took from a British officer's
kit who had been shot while "tglng to escape’ How did
it go? "The Colond's lady and Judy O'Grady are sisters
under the skin. . . ;' Hehad never understood the reference
to the woman caled "Judy O'Grady, but he had guessed
the meaning of the line. "And whatever the theorists, the
overcomplex practitioners of love wrote or said, it was true
—with only minor gradations or shades. _

And so he kept slent, withdrew his hands and waited—
waited for her to give him a clue; it was up to her to bar
or release, to fulfil or withhold. But she, too, was silent at
first; and in her eyes there was pleading and fear, uncer-
tﬁl nty and yet Stf)methl_ng sure and SJ?lehtad She did no;] choose I
the way of turning away; she courage, that gir
Hors td ﬁYmself. It %vould}_/ﬁave_ been cesier it he could
have spoken his own Ian%tJ.aPe_ln which he knew every shade
of caress and wooing. Still, if she kept slent . . . but she
broke the tiny, uncomfortable pause:

"Would you like to have some coffee?" she asked. _

He stared at her and felt hot under his collar. He ill
knew amost nothing of her—only the feel of her lips, her
tears, her voice, her face—but this he had not expected.
Was it to cover her embarrassment or did she really think
that a Continental man would spesk or think of cofféee after
he had kissed awoman for thefirst time?

She was lifting the coffee-pot, half-turned away, and he
saw that her tears had started to flow again. Hére was a
clue he had been waiting for. He took the pot from her
and put it down firmly. _
~"No, | don't want anK_ more coffee, he said and kept her
fingers imprisoned in his hand. "And please, don't cry.
Why is it that women take love so tragicaly? It is a gay,
a beautiful thing. Only you mustn't theorise about it—
S0 | won't say anything' more about it. But you do know
that | love you . .". that | had fallen in love with your voice
in the dark, with your hair, for | could see nothing dse in
that car, with . .7 _ _ _

She turned to him again and though her lips smiled, her
eyes were Serious.

’
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"You mustn't talk like this. | am not in a tragic mood.
| dso thought that | wasn't a conventional person—»but
suddenly | felt so old-fashioned. It's all this," and with her
free hand she made a sweeping movement, “this room,
this city, this continent. To talk of love seems frivolous
—fafter what you have suffered and dl the darkness in front
ofus. ..."

"But surely," he argued, "you have dl the mare right to
pérsona happiness because you have suffered and the world
Is a grim place. Helen," he spoke her name, sowly, with
relish, asif he tasted it on his tongue for the first time, "this
is not an age for conventions and formalities. |—I find
it difficult to spesk my thoughts to you because | do not
know theweight of words. But words are apoor substitute for
fedings a any time. And we are wasting time on words

_He kissed her again. But she was passive, a vessd for
his passon not flesh and blood he could kindle into a fever.
He let her go and rose. . _

"l thinkI'd better go,” he said. "But you must think
about what | have said—about us. I'll be here to-morrow
at noon and welll go out where we can find a little solitude
and [E)eace no houses, no ruined buildings. You will come,
won't you?" _ o
She nodded but she did not plead with him to stay. He
was alittle uneas%/ as he walked dong the darkened corridor.
Perhaps he ought to have waited—or perhaps he ought to
have stayed. He was not certain.  She must be a virgin, he
decided;” or perhaps unused to making love. If he knew
alittle more of her—only alittle more.

A few months atgo it would have been easy. There were
Heinrich's famous files, the Library of Blackmail—no doubt
he could have found out everything about her, her family,
her past, her likes and didikes. It was amazing how com-

lete those files had been—but they were either buried at
he bottom of a salt-mine or burned, Scattered, usdless.

He shrugged. He had always been at his best when there
were great obstacles to surmount, impossible odds to best.
And it was worth taking trouble, worth while biding his time.
His half-formulated plans b%an to fall into a patfern as he
made his way back to the Astoria.  Fritz Huber would be
very useful—for the first and last time in his usdess life.
Perhaps the plan he had evolved was a little crude and
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mel odramatic—but with the limited means at his disposd and
time pressing, he could not afford to elaborate it, to invent
something stbtler.  And in spite of her obvious intelligence
and international background, she was naive, naive and
romantic. It should work. It had to work. _

_Fritz was not a dl enthusiastic when he explained to
him what 'he wanted. Horst had to speak to him rather
sharpIP/ before he came to heel—and even then he muttered
sullenly that he would be a fool to meet trouble half-way.

"You want to get out of Germany, don't you?" asked von
Falkenau.

"Yes, sure, but——" _ _

" Have you any hope of getting away if | don't help you?"

"No, but Herr Ge—Herr Reznicek, there are so many
things that can go wrong. . . ."

"You leave the worrying to me. And you'll do exactly
as you are told. Repedt your ingtructions. _

he SS. man stood to attention. This was somethin
familiar, something his rather narrow mind could grasp an
react to. Often before he had been given orders and had
to repeat them over and over again until it al became part
of his brain, an dmost hypnotic command.

"| am to go to the Ranstaedter Steinweg where the
Goldene Laute garage is. | am to use the password and
recognition sqn and get one of their hidden cars—a Mercedes,
if posshle. am to drive it out on the road to Taucha
When | am two kilometres from Taucha, | am to dow down.”

"Right," nodded Horst. "Now what about the rest?
And don't forget to paste the UNRRA dgn | am going to
give you on the windshield.” _ _ _

"Yes, Herr Ge—yes, sr" Fritz was dill standing at
attention, a little frown on his unshaven face as he was
trying to remember the rest.  "Two kilometres from Taucha
| ‘amto leave the car and proceed on foot towards the town.
When | see you and a lady, | am to pretend to attack you
with aknife.” You will then dissm me and | am to flee!

He relaxed suddenly and asked: _

"But what if | dont get away? And what if—"

"You will get away. You forgot part of your orders.
You are to wait with your pretended attack until you see
that we are quite alone.” Isthat clear?'

"Yes, gr. | am sorry | forgot.  But | will remember.”

" All right, then. You can leave the rest to me. Report
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at the house in the Frankfurterstrasse after dark to-morrow.
I'll_be there with theéé)apers and we can start immediately,'

Fritz Huber saluted, turned on his hedl, hesitated and
swung round again: _

"But if anything should go wrong—if —"

" Get out! " snapped Horst von Falkenau. " Get out, before
| change my mind and pick someone e to do* the job."

Like a whipped dog, the SS. man retreated. When he
was gone, Horst lit a cigarette and went over the whole
thlngn step by step. Someone might think, he thought,
that he was staging the whole Attentat because of the hoary
convention that if you saved a maiden's life she was bound
to marry you. But that was ridiculous, things like that
happened only in the novels of Frau Courths Mahler. No,
what_he wanted was to jolt this cool and self-possessed Miss
Fleming, to jolt her out of her complacency and discover
how she would behave in a criss. That would give him
adl the pointers he needed. If, as a by-product, he could
win her gratitude and sympathy by the whole staged scene,
that was a secondary consideration. But he had to know
more about her before he went further, before he risked his
carefull bwl_t—ug plot by—but there was plenty of time for
that. Even if Captain Whitney returned, it was now too
late for him to do anything. Yes, he told himself, it was
now too late. Those two might have been lovers but now
something had come between them—something he would
uncover, something that had separated them. Perhaps he
was catching HeleQjon tjigirebound but what the hell did it
matter as long as he caught her.

XVII

EVERYTHING HAPPENED STRICTLY according to plan—like one
of Rommel's retreats. There was one disiressng moment,
but even the smoothest, best-organised plots have their
little snags and uneven passages. And Helen had not
noticed anything.

They had walked out on the toad towards Taucha. The
wegther was crisp and clear; her pae face flushed in the fresh,
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cold air. She was wearing her uniform which he would
have found frumpish on any other woman but which suited
her adm_lrabI%. ilfully he made her talk about herself,
her family, her travels and experiences. Much of what
she sad he did not fully understand; there were references
to places and persons,” institutions and ideas with which
he was totally unfamiliar, but his nimble wit built bridges
wherever they were necessary and he received a good overdl
idea of her mind and emotions. Rich—all these girls were
rich—pampered and with awill of her own, she was 'so unlike
the other women he had met. But that made it only more
attractive and temﬁtln? to follow his plan, to put it to a
test. She had lost her father and her young brother through
a rocket bomb and she hated Germans—good and bad,
Jewish and Gentile, Nazi or Communist—she hated them
and was a little ashamed of this hatred. This did not dis-
concert Horst von Falkenau. It only helped him. This
hate blinded her to a certain extent; it made her more in
tune with his own adopted role of a Czech patriot; it confused
her clear thinking. Horst quite agreed in his mind that
she was right in her hate, entitled to it, fully justified; hate
was a clear-cut emotion, better than lukewarm disapproval
or uncertain indifference. _ _

But he was truly bewildered by her alusions to the dispute
or quarrel she had had with Captain Whitney because the
American did not share her views about the treatment of
Germans, the future of Germany. These Anglo-Saxons
were certainly amamgg people; a%_rown-u man and a grown-
up woman arguing about something neither of them could
influence or do anything about! ~ Letting their personal
relationship be affected by abstract considerations of inter-
national politics and questions of racial theory! It was
something so alien, so inconceivably futile to him that he
did not quite believe her, though she was patently sincere
about it. There must have been some other reason for
their quarrel; something more tangible, more human—but
though he efficiently Steered the conversation back to the
subject which she had soon given up, he could not discover
anything more. _ )

nd then he saw Fritz Huber walking towards them on the
deserted icy road. He was wearing a thin overcoat which
was too short for him; his hat was pulled down over his fore-
heed and now and then he peered around suspicioudy.
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Evidently he wanted to make sure that there was no one
elsgak about. Helen glanced up and saw him but continued
speaking:

"... . there must be some way. If | knew that there was
athird world war coming, | would kill myself. 1 just could
not face it. Perhaps beCause | was born” on Armistice Day

.. something must have conditioned my whole body, my
nerves, my brain—I——" _

_Fritz had reached them and Helen stepped a little to one
gdetolet him pass. The SS. man stopped and pulled aknife
from his inside coat-pocket. He fumbled a little, the blade
caught at the lining. Horst called: "Look out!" and the
next moment had closed in with his assailant. He had
instructed Fritz to put up a good fight and they SN«’EI?/ed
to and fro while Helen watched them, horrified at the sudden-
ness of the attack. Then she started to tug a Fritz's
uRI_n‘ted arm which held the knife as if preparing to stab.
Thiswas not at al according to plan and Horst shook her off,
shouting to her to stand asde.” She obeyed and a moment
later the knife fell from the SS._ man's hand. Horst
pretended to try and hold him but Fritz iﬂ“ﬁed from his
grasp and started to run back, ann?_ the road he had come.

It was then that von Fakenau fired. The distance was
onl¥_ five or gx yards and he was an excelent marksman.
Hetired to kill, not to wound, but for safety's sake he _rpum ned
three bullets into the shabby, uncouth’ figure. The first
made Fritz stop, throw up his arms, spin round and fall.
The second buliet went wide but the third smashed the
tp\andt with which he was clutching his chest just above his

eart.

Horst was conscious of Helen's presence close to him but
she did not speak. He started to run towards the crumpling
figure. As he bent over Fritz, the dying man opened his

es and spoke. It was a short, obsCene word, expressive
of infinite loathing and contempt. Then he saw a filmy,
opaque glaze dip over the pupils of the narrow, degp-set
eyes and a tiny bubble of bloody froth appear on the lips.

He opened the overcoat and “dipped his hand under the
%rgy pullover beneath it. There was no need for that—the

man was dead. He straightened and found Heen's
eyes fixed on him. She asked in a whisper:

"Is he dead?"

He nodded.

¥
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" Dlda%/OU—dld you have to kill him?" _

"What dse could | do?" he shrugged: "Such vermin
must be destroyed, _ _

" But who washe? Did you know him?' _

He looked at her. She was pale but composed, without a
trace of hysteria. He took her arm. _

" Wed better go back to the city and report this,'

"You—you aren't going to leave him here?"
~ "Now, Helen," hesad. "Pull yourself together. There
is no need to guard a dead body." o

He made her turn away. Reluctantly and in slence she
waked at his side.

About a mile and a quarter farther on they came upon the
car—a somewhat battered Mercedes.

"This must be his car," he sad.

"How do you know?" _ _

He tried the handle on the |eft Sde, near the driver's
seat. It was not locked. The ignition key was where he
had told Fritz to put it—in the tiny compartment above
the speedometer. He dipped it intd his pocket and then
showed it to Helen who stood by listlesdly. _ _

"Here you are. No one <2 would leave a car like this,
unattended. Get in, welll drive back."

"But what if it isn't his car. . . ." _

"Now Helen, don't be difficult. | know what | am doing.
If it isn't his, I'll leave the car at headquarters and whoever
wants can clam it. Come aong now." _

They drove aong in slence until he felt something warm
and wet along his'left aam. He stopped and explored his
deave. Therewas agash there, shallow butlongl.3 ritz must
have done it ... by mistake, he decided. But it didn't
matter now. Fritz was dead. _

Helen looked at him and saw the dowly surging blood.

"You are hurt," shecried, "he . . ." _

“It's really nothing. But wed better put something
around it or 1t will messup my suit.” -

He took a large white handkerchief from his insde pocket
and dipped his arm from the coat.

" You'd better get out,” she said, " | can't properly bandage
you sitting down. _

They stood near the car; the road was empty and the light
was |éad-coloured because of the low clouds. She took a
little cotton-wool from the shoulder-bag she was carrying
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and made a compact, safe bandage. "You must show it to
a doctor,” she sad, "as soon as we get back,’

" It's nothing,' he said a(?al n.

He shivered a little and reached through the open door
of the car for his coat.

"Did you know him . . . who hewas?"

"No, but | can s?uees' he smiled. "Either one of the
Vl?gov"men or just an SS. thug. WEell find out—sooner
or later.

He put the coat around his shoulder. But she made no
move to get back into the car.

" And It he had killed you . . ."

"He didn't really have a chance. | had a two months
course of unarmed combat and was preetgl good at it. | was
onl\éworrled_ that you might get involved."

"But was it you or—me—whom he——" )
be;tl tdon't know, Helen. It's best to forget about it. It's

o..."

She swayed suddenly and would have fallen if he had
not caught her. But her fainting fit only lasted a moment.
She opened her eyes and he bent down and kissed them.

"| am a fool,” she sad softly, "I ou%ht to be used to
E_Ieath and violence. It's my tummy that betrays me every
ime."

But he was kissing her hungrily now, her throat, her lips,
her hair. At first she made a half-hearted attempt to push
him away. It started to rain, a few deety drops but they
did not notice it. A raindrop ran down her face and he
caught it with hislips beforeit reached her chin. Shelaughed.
He made her st in the car and stood in front of her.

"Just keep quiet for a moment,” he told her. "Very
quiet. | want to look at you." _

"Whatever for, Karel?" she asked, wide-eyed.

"Just for a moment,” he pleaded. "It is such a wonder-
ful contrast. | want to forget about the man on the road
and the rain and the cold. [t is not a very romantic setting,
| am afraid, Moonlight and roses and soft music, that Is
ther)conventlonal way, | beieve. Heen, will you marry
me?"

He had not paused between the last two sentences nor
had the tone of his voice changed. And she did not speak,
just stared a him. Horst was quite certain he had done
the right thing. But now he was a little uneasy whether
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he had not doneit too early. But no, he had to put it to atest,
he had to_ Prov_oke_ a crigs, and he had never failed before.
Though with this girl of unexpected moods, who offered him
coffee after he had kissed her for the first time, who was
BOt shaken by death and violence as other women would

e...

He waited, uneasily. . _

And then she spoke and he knew it was dl right.

"Oh, Karel," she said, "l—why don't you gef in from the
rain? You will be soaking wet in a moment. ,

"But the question—you did not answer the question. . . ."

"1 will, darling, | will. It isthe most beautiful thing that
ever happenedtome. It . . ." _ _

He wanted no more and slenced her in the most effective
manner he knew. They drove back to Leipzig with Helen
at the wheel, her hair brushing his face; and it was a wonder-
ful, fascinating thought that soon he would know her as a
man should know awoman—the only way he believed in, the
way of the body.

XVIII

FRITZ HUBER, A FORMER MEMBER of the Sezaldieust was
identified by a Gruppenfuehrer of the SS, awaiting trial in
the Langg gaol. Horst settled everything without Helen
being cdled as a witness; the knife was found and no one

peared to doubt his word that he had acted in self-defence.

ecause he made his deposition in her asence, he could tell
the military police that Huber had worked as a waiter at
the Astoria and that he had noticed his suspicious behaviour
but as he had had no proof of the man's intentions he could
?o ntothlng. He dgned the necessary documents, and was
ree to go.

Next he drove in the Mercedes to the colond who had been
0 tical about his ability of finding a car. The colond
was duly impressed by Horst's acquisition and made no
difficulty about assigning it to his use. He only asked that
when Horst had finished with it, he should turn it over to
the nearest transport centre for further digposd. "You
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—you wouldn't likeasmaller car?" he asked alittle wistfully.
"l ‘mean, in fair exchange?" ]

Von Fakenau declined the offer with thanks. No, the
Mercedes would do perfectly well—it was a make of car he
had driven before and it was particularly suitable for long
distancejourneys. o

It was'late in the afternoon when he came once again into
the hall of the Kaiserhof. Helen had gone out and he
settled down to wait for her in the cavernous |obby.

He was well satisfied with al he had achieved. A day
or two and he would have the safest camouflage anybod
could wish; and he would have a woman, too. In a fort-
night they could be in Spain where he would collect the
money hé had deposited five years ago—the money and
certain other things which would be very useful—and then
he could settle down to work. He trusted his ability to
keep his two lives apart nor had he the dightest doubt that
Helen would refrain from prying into his secretsif he handled
her in the right way. He supposed that she might want
to return to London and perhaps display her husband—
but he could dodge that for the time being. And later—
but there was time, time for everythln(rzl. Perhaps, on
second thoughts, they might take a little Tonger to get to
Madrid—after all, he had had a strenuous period of activity
and deserved a little relaxation. _ _

He glanced up and found himself looking at Captain Peter
Whitney who had {ust come t_hrouPh_ the smngggg doors,
unshaven, mud-spattered and evidently in a very bad temper.
Horgt smiled; here were the makings of a nice dramatic
climax in which he would enjoy his part. Should he wait
till Helen came back? He deCided againgt it. After al,
she had not told him anything about her relationship to the
American and he was not supposed to know anything
about it except their aguarrel_ over an idea—a ridiculous,
ngldt sh thing which had nothing to do fundamentally with
redity.

I—_Ieyrose and walked up to the desk; Whitney was just
asking for his key and enqum\;\l%_about any messages.

"Good afternoon, Captain itney," Horst sad.

The American swung round. Thére was no recognition
a first in his eyes and Horst helped him: _

"My name iS Karel Reznicek. You were kind enough
to give me a lift when my car caught fire,’
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"Oh yes, sure, Mr. Renzicek. "The American's politeness
was rather perfunctory. "You're staying in this hotel?"

"No, | am at the Astoria. ' You've been away, | believe? "

"Yes, for a couple of days, to Nuremberg. Chased dl
the way just fora—"

He stopped, suspicion kindling in his glance:

"Say, the last time we met you spoke no English.”

"Oh, that!" Horst laughed it off. "l must confess to
alittle innocent deception. ~ But. %/ou while you inspected
my Papers, | had no opportunity of checking up on your
identity. Please, accept my gpologies. . . "

But the American was not quite satisfied.

"How did you find out about my trip?"

"l caled In your agbsence" eéxplained von Falkenau
?Hbl but not foo glibly. "I had something important
o tel you but as you weren't here, | saw Miss Heming."

"Something important? Waell, if you don't mind—I| am
rather tired now. What about coming back later in the
day and having a drink with Helen and me? Then you
can tell me whatever your news is” _

"I'd much rather spesk to you now,” Horst said. "Could
| come up to your room, please?" _

"Listen, Mr. Reznicek. 1've had the hell of atime, what
with bad roads and driving in pitch-dark. | haven't dept
much these last few nights. You're sure it can't wait an
hour or s0?" - _ _ _

Von Falkenau shrugged. " Asyou like. But MissFleming
thought that | should talk to you at the first opportunity.”

"She did?" He frowned. His boyish face looked haggard
and absurdly earnest. "Wadll, if you don't mind as3sling
a my ablutions. | must have a bath if it bursts dl the
plumbing in this joint." _ _

They did not spesk as they walked upstairs.  Whitney's
room was a the other end of the corridor from Helen's, a
fact Horst noted with amused approval. . _

Inside the room Whitney sghed and pedled off his mud-
spattered overcoat, letting 1t drop on the threadbare carpet
with his gauntlet gloves and his cap. The brief-case—
pigskin, with his initials and a Yae lock—he put on top
of the wardrobe. _

He yawned and stretched his arms. _

"ExCuse me" he said. "Il take off these filthy clothes
and jump into the tub. Old Konrad downgtairs told me I'd
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better grab a bath while the water is hot. I'll leave the door
open and we can talk." _

He disappeared into the bathroom and returned a minute
later clad in a singlet. The bath water was running and
steam started to curl round the door. _

~"Now what isit?" he asked. "1 hope you don't think
me rude, but | want to get a few hours' seep. I'll be very
bu&/ al day to-morrow. _

orst told him the same story he had told Helen, a little
more carefully detailed, adding the bit about Fritz Huber
and the adventure on the Taucha road. Half-way through
the recital the American rose, went into the bathroom and
shut off the water. _ _

When he had finished, Whitney said:

"That's very interesting and I" am most grateful to you.
| am sure you meant the best—but | can't look at such thi sne?S
serioudly. ~ | have aways been able to take care of mysdlf
... and as for those papers which you say those two men
mentioned . . ." _ _

o His eyes moved a fraction towards the brief-case on the

ureau.

~".. . | have no papers of value to anybody. | am a ver
junior officer and no one would dream of trusting me wit
Important documents. So your two Russians or whoever
they were, must have made a mistake. Are you sure you
heard my name?" _ _ o

Horst” made a gesture which expressed his conviction
that he could not have been mistaken.

"Well, thank you again. I'll look into the matter
\Iiwth .thf?. proper “authorities. Are you staying long in

elpzig”

"<p<Ngt for very long." _

" | can reach you at the Astoria, can't | ?"

"For the next day or two, certanly."
~ "Wedl, I'll get in touch with you as soon as | have looked
into this whole affair. But as | said, | don't expect it will
come to anythlrég."_

“He disappeared in the bathroom and Horst could hear
him stepping into the tub. He hesitated; he needed a con-
versational gambit to spesk about Helen. A bad announce-
‘ment would mean spailing everything; yet somehow he felt
that he had to tell the American about their engagement
before Whitney saw the girl. He made a step towards the
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door when Peter cdled out, raising his voice above the sound
of running water:

" Reznicek?'

"Yes?" _ _
"Oh, you are dill here. | am glad. | just wanted to tell
you th V\éhll|e | was up a headquarters, | had a look at

There could be no danger, he reassured himself, none at
dl. Sill, the American's voice was difficult to analyse.
Did it hold some menace? But then, he would have known.
No, Captain Whitney was not agood actor. And dl thetracks
had been covered carefully enough. _

He moved to the door” of the bathroom. The American
was sitting in the tub, sunk in the water up to his chin. His
arms were brown, lean and strong as he reached out for the

and began to rub his shoulders meditatively. _

" Sure he grinned and scratched the top of his head with
a soapy forefinger. "Just routine, you know. And | must
hantd it to you—you are apparently quite a guy. Yes dir,

uite a guy.

q The Agr]nugricanism disconcertedhim a little.  What did it
exactly mean? He hoped it was complimentary. It must
be—or Whitney would not be grinning. It was a friendly,
appreciative grin.  He smiled back.

'| am afraid | don't understand.”

"That job %/ou did in Posen—first class" elaborated the
captain. ~"Why man, you must have borne a charmed life.
Sill on the same G-2 work, | suppose?’

Thiswas more familiar ground.

"More or less" he replied cautioudly.

"That's right, Reznicek," Whitney laughed. "Don't trust
your own grandmother. And as for those phoney Russians
—don't think | fall to appreciate your warning.” I'll k
Yonédoosted. And if | was a little abrupt just” now—well,

h eta hell of ajourney and you know how it gets you down
sometimes.

"Yes, | know." _ _ _
~ He stood there for amoment, leaning againgt the door-jamb,
inspecting the other man reflectively. e American was no

fool, he could tell that much; buf his ideas and conceptions
were so utterly different from his, he moved on a different
plane and his reactions were bound to be different, too. He
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was not a bit afraid of him; ingtinctively he felt that he could
Plgly on the very differences in prejudices and traditions
hat separated them. _ _

"Forgive me' Horst sad suddenly, having found the
bridge which he had been trying to build, " I know you must
be very tired. But |faKou can spare afew more minutes . . ."

"Sure, sure. Go ahead."

"It's redly a private matter.”

" | am honoured gty your confidence,’ _

Was he laughing af him? He could not tell for Whitney's
face was covered with soap and his eyes closed.

"l need your help," he continued. "I wouldn't have
mentioned it except that you told me you have taken the
trouble to find out a little about the things | have done and
endured. It was nothing much,” he added in quick deprecia-
tion, "any of my countrymen would have done the same—
many have done far more. But | feel that you know some-
thing about me and won't misunderstand. It is about
Miss Fleming." _ _

The American opened his eyes and closed them again,
yelling that the sogp had got into them. Blindly he
stretched out his hand for the towel; Horst handed it to
him and he started to rub his face.

"What ?" he asked. " About whom?'

"Miss Fleming—Helen," replied von Falkenau.

“Whitney sat up in the tub and absent-mindedly soaped
his chest and his armpits. i
"What about her?" he repeated. "l didn't know——"
"l don't quite, know how to put it," continued Horst

with pretended diffidence. " It is a matter of the heart.”

"What?' roared the American. He tried to rise but
dipped and only saved himsdlf at the last moment by clutch-
mq_at the edge of the tub. He sat down in undignified haste.

hen he smiled. _ _

"For a moment you admost had me worried,” he sad.
"You mean, you have fallen in love with her? Well, Helen
|s1qU|te agirl. Quiteagirl, if | may say s0."

here was reminiscent warmth”in "his voice and Horst
wondered whether these two had, after al, been lovers. It
did not make him jealous or angry; it was rather in the
ﬁmt of scientific curiogity that hetried to guess the answer.

e knew enough to redise that it would be a grave mistake
to ask Whitney point-blank—even to hint . ..
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"Yes, isn't she a wonderful person?' continued the
American. "So dive, 0, . ." He waved his hand as if the
gesture supplied the missing adjective. "Heck, she makes
me feel like a small boy and at the sametime . . ."

Horst felt that it was time to cut this conversation short.
And he felt adly pleasure at the anticipation of the American's
reactions. . _ _

"It is trug," he sad. "I have falen in love with her."
Then he added quietly: "We are engaged to be married and
that is why | need your help."

Whitney sat stock-till in_the soapa/_ water. The ex-
pression on his face was a mixture of dismay and unbelief
—and it was utterly ludicrous.

"Do you mind saying that again?" . _

"| sad that we are engaged to be married and that is
wapy tII wanted to ask your help,” repeated Horst

iently.

g "But%lang it man, you have only met her—what was it?—
less than four days ago! You can't meantosay . .."

"It has happened Dbefore, has it not, that people fel in
love very quickly?" enquired Horst. o _
~With IEiwck, nérvous gestures Whitney finished his ablu-
tions. He stepped from the bath and wrapped himsdf in
a coarse white towel. _ , _

"Don't think me ungracious,” he sad while he began to
rub his chest and back.” "But you must admit it was rather
unexpected. You—you are sure?" ,

"But of course I am," laughed von Falkenau. "It is not
athing a man can make a mistake about, isit?" _

"No, | suppose not . . . dill, Helen is not the sort of girl
...andinany cae. . ." _ _

He sa down, his hair dl awry, starting to dry his toes
\r/]\_ntr:c gfteat care, wiping each one separately and massaging

is foot.

Horst kept silent; he knew that this was not the time to
crow or display his triumph. ' - ,

" Did she—did she say anything about me?" asked Whitney
after along pause. He dipped off the towel and put on some
light blue pyjamas, covering them with a brown camd-hair
dressing-gown. He brushed back his hair with his fingers
and lit”a cigarette. He remembered a second later to offer
oneto Horst aswdl. _

"About you? Nothing in particular—except that you had
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a little dispute about Germans and Germany," smiled Horst.
"A very important subject, of course.” _

The American blew some smoke through one nostril.

"Look here, Karel," he began, "I like everything to be
frank and above-board. If you are going to marry Helen,
you ought to know——"

"Please Horst held up his hand, "I don't want to know
anything she would not tell me by hersdlf,'

Don't be absurd, man. Probably she did not tell you
because she considered me so unimportant in her life .. .
so insignificant, so ..." Hesguashed hiscigarette savagely
on the glass-topped table. "What | mean to say is, she and
| were'sort of engaged. At least | aways understood that
she would not mind marrying me once this damned war
was quite over. | met herin Condon, you see, and she was
badIK cut up, Jltter_)(, because her old man and her kid
brother had been killed by rockets. Then we were both
sent to this accursed country and from the moment we
crossed the frontier, | just couldn't do right. Whatever |
said, it put her back up, aswe say in the States; whenever |
opened my mouth, | put my foot in.  But | never thought. . .
| never dreamt ..." _ _

He leant forward, his hands on his knees, and asked in a
tone of naive curiosity: .

" Say, how did you do it ?"

But before the other man could answer, there was a knock
gta Itgc? dotor and Helen's voice, fresh and a little breathless,

out:

"Peter, | just heard you were back. Can | come in?
Areyou decent?" _ _

"Come in, come in," the American replied.

The door opened and she stood facing them, her ezgs
rounded in surprise, her very mouth ared, glistening 0. r
about three seconds none of them spoke. ~ Her first glance
was for Horst and he was reassured, absurdly relieved that
her eyes said nothing had changed, everything was al right.
Then she looked at Peter. Von Falkenau was sitting Sde-
ways so that he could see them both. In the glance the
American and the girl exchanged there was something he
could not fathom, something from which he was excluded.
Asif she were pleading for time to explain, for understandi gc?
and help; and as if Whitney had promised her al she asked.
~Then the American spoke, breaking the spell:
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"Come in, Helen. Come right in. We were just goin
to have a drink. Karel here has been telling me the g
news and we were going to celebrate.” ' _

She moved closer and he asked, in a less boisterous voice:

"l suppose it's true—about Karel and you?" _

"Yes," she sad dowly, keeping her eyes upon his face.
"Oh, Peter, | am sorry. It is true and’it is wonderful—
but | am sorry. You do understand, don't Kou?"

The American was fumbling with a bottle he had produced
fromacowhidebag. He clinked glasses and when he answered
his back was turned to them: _ _

"Understand? But my dear girl, | am delighted. You
are sane, white and twenty-one and this is a free country."
He Taughed and as he turned round with the glasses, he
added: "That's rich, isn't it? A free country, | sad ... a
free country. ..."

XIX

IN THE NEXT TWO DAYS HORST discovered that it was easer
to find a ton of coffee, a lorryload of cod or an American
soldier without campaign ribbons than for an English girl
and a Czech—genuine or the imitation article—to ?et
married in occupied Germany. And if it had not been for
Peter Whitney, he and Helen Fleming would never have
achieved this 'wonderful and unique feat. Or at least not
for weeks and weeks. _ _ _ _

"Yes, Peter—Horst got into the habit of caling him by
his first name though it was not easy—certainly proved a
marvellous help. rprlsmP too, if "you took e_ver&thlng
into consideration.  After al he had beén in love with Helen,
dill was, however well he camouflaged the fact behind that
mixture of nonchalance and rather slly jocularity. . . . But
here he was, running around, interviewing colonels, huddling
with army padres, (:1uot|ng precedents, sending telegrams to
various mysterious places, making arrangements and plotting
to overcome difficulties which cropped up anew ever¥ hour.
As if he redly enjoyed it. Or as if he were a glutton for
punishment. “"A glutton for punishment, Helen used this
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expresson when they—Horst and she—walked aone one
afternoon through the shivering, black city, right out to the
battered Volkerschlacht Denkmal where a’hundred and fifty
Nazi fanatics had planned to hold out for three months and
gave in after thirty hours.

"1 am worried about him," she said. " | hope you don't
mind, dear," she added, putting her gloved hand upon his
arm. "He seems to be o . Asif hewanted to . . ."

"But | think he is only a good friend," Horst had replied.
" He wishes you to be happy and he thinks you can be happy
if we get married. Isit not so?"

She turned to him. "Yes, yes, ever and ever: yes. You
needn't remind me. But Péter—he has changed. Very
much so, in the last two days. Ever since | came into his
room just after you had told’him. = You had told him gently,
hadn't you? | mean, we can't avoid hurting those we cannot
love—but there are ways . . ." _

It was then that she had used the strange expression and
Horst had said, a little stiffly: o

"Please, forgive me . . . my English is not so perfect.
What does it mean?" _ _

"Oh, Freud has probably another word for it,” she smiled.
" It means that he likes to torture himself, that he feels he
must make himself unhappY to make us happy—as you said.
But it can't be helped. Al hagplness is selfish—even when
it's shared, don't you think so?" _ _

And he agreed, because for once she had something with
which both his personalities, Karel Reznicek and Horst
von Falkenau, could agree perfecé[cljy: _

In the end Peter had succeeded in getting the necessar
permits and dispensations. They were married in_a small
amy chapel by a Roman Caholic padre. Karel Reznicek
was a Catholic and Helen was Church of England but she
had wanted the Roman ceremony. _

"It is somehow more permanent and more beautiful,”
she tsagl. "It binds you for ever and ever. Just as we
want it."

He had a%reed with a polite show of enthusiasm; he did
not mind either way. There was a civil ceremony to follow
the church wedding and then they dl drove back to the
Kaiserhof. _Peter had given away the bride; he even provided
the ring. Two Amefican sergeants, wearing a sheepish
grin dl the time, were the witnesses. Helen wore her
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?nlform and Karel his formal black clothes, a little the worse
or wesr.

Peter had dso provided the wedding breakfast—which
was redly alunch for it was late by the time they came back
from the'ceremony. There were no guests apart from the two
sergeants, the padre and Peter himself.  The newly-married
couple were to start for Cologne late in the afternoon though
th(_ely planned to break the journey somewhere on the road.

here was plenty to eat and a lot to drink. The padre
left soon after lunch and the two sergeants also faded away.
The three of them were left aone over the coffee cups—
Helen's little hoard had a%am provided this rare treat—
and the drinks. Helen spoke but little, she seemed to be
absent-minded. The tiny furrow between her brows kept
reappearing and she tried vainly to rub it away. Horst
kept glancing at her and wished that she would speak to him.
[t was an awkward situation; suddenly she seemed a stranger
far away; as if they had not been roperllxeltntroduped.

The only gay person seemed to be Peter Whitney. He
had been drinking steadily but except for a certain "bright-
ness in his eyes and a somewhat feverish loquacity acohol
seemed at first to have no effect on him. He was pressin
Horst to drink; but von Falkenau did not care for acohol
beyond a certain quantity and refused the generous tots
of ‘whisky which the American poured out for him. Helen
th}?d noetaltasted any of it, she had only drunk alittle wine with

e meal.

"C'me on, Whitney insisted, "be a good sport. You
don't get married every day in your life" .

"NO, thank you, Peter,’ Horst sad a little stiffly. "It's
rather late and 1l have to drive some distance to-day."

"So what?" grinned the American. "You—you will be
on your honeymoon. Heaps of time. A lifetime of bliss”
He started to sng. It was a song about a lady named
Sweet Genevieve, cloying and sentimental. He sang softly
and rather well. Helen sat there, rubbing the little frown
that would not go away. Horst rose.

" | think we ought to be going." _

"Give me ten minutes,” Helen said suddenly and smiled.
The gamile made everything dl right. "I want to change
and make sure | have put the right things in my smdl bag."

She got up and Peter dso struggled to his feet, a litle
unsteadily. He held on to the edge of the table.
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"Farewell, fair lady," he sad with a gesture that started
to be sweeping and cavalierly but ended rather clumsily as
he upset a wine-glass. "May al your days be merry and
bright . . . and may al your Christmases be white."

"Peter, you need a breath of fresh ar,' the girl sad.
"You are not at al romantic when you are tight."

"Who is tight?" protested Whitney. "I resent that. |
resent that considerably and with gusto. Try me. Try me
on anything. Just try me" He lifted his arms slowly, as
if there were great weights attached to them. "See!” he
said triumphantly. " Perfectly steady. Respiration: normal.
Blood pressure: splendid. Try me" He spoke dowly,
deliberately, emphasising each syllable: "Pro-cras-ti-na-tion.
Hyd-ro-ce-pha-lic. Trans-sub-stan-ti-a-tion." He appeared
to like the last word because he repeated it two or three
times. Then he sat down, rather abruptly. He waved his
hand again. "Good-bye, my lovely. Like a vision, softly,
coming into the darkness of the night. And gone again.
O-ho, gone again. Just afleeting vist from a better world."

Helen laid her hand on his shoulder for a moment.

"Il meet you down at the car in fifteen minutes” she
whispered to Horst and then she was gone.

As the door closed, the American swung round.

"Have a drink,” he said. "Have two drinks. Take the
bottle. | don't need it. | can be perfectly miserable without
it."

Horst moved closer to him.

" Wouldn't you like to lie down ?' he asked. " You know,
you have had a little too much."

He touched Whitney's arm but Peter jerked it away

"Take your hands off me" he shouted suddenly. "Don't
you dare. | am perfectly O.K."

He drank and poured out another jigger of whisky.

"1 am sorry,” he mumbled. " Bad manners. Must be good
sport. Good loser.  Good sport.  Good loser. | agpologise

He narrowed his eyes and looked at Horst.

" A Czech," he said and laughed suddenly. " Just imagine.
Hden marrying a Czech. Schwanda the piper. The Good
Soldier Schwejk. Skoda munitions. A wonderful country.
A wonderful people. Long live Presdent Benes!" He got
up again and lifted his glass. "I sad three cheers for
President Beness He is a jolly good fellow! So are you!
So are we dl!  All jolly good fellows."
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He sat down and dragged Horst to the chair next to him.
He bent close to his ear and Horst could fedl his warm breath,
spiced with whisky. S

" Every bone in your body," he was saying fiercely. " You
understand? | break every body in your bone—I| mean,
the other way round—if %Ou don't treat her right. You
got to treat hér right. I'll be watching you. All'the time,’

A dy, secretive [ook came over hisface.

"You don't believe me? You don't think | speak the

truth? The gospe truth. | have my little secrets. Buck
Ryan and Superman ain't a patch on little Peter Whitney.
At this very moment . . '
_He checked himself. Horst was rather bored and not a
little shocked. To him Peter Whitney was an officer and a
gentleman. Of course these Yankees'. . . but even 0. He
wanted to get away but he was afraid that the American
would follow him down to the car and posskg%/ make a scene.
He poured out a drink and Peter took it grafefully, gulping
it down asif he were very thirsty.

"Yes, my friend," he continued with his monologue. "Do
you knowthat | am an important man? Do you know |
was hauled dl the way to Nuremberfq—w_hal a ghastl&_place
it is_now—and glven a most confidential task? High-ly
con-fi-den-tial!" he repeated, breaking the two words into
s%/_IIables "Do ¥ou know what | have in my brief-case—
this very moment ?"

ol No, | dont,' said Horst curtly. "And you'd better not
me,

"Look at the coward!™ shouted Peter Whitney. "Look
at the tactful little Czech. Who the hell are you to tell me
what | am supposed to say—and what | am not? You...”

He caught hold of Horst's coat and shook the lapd to
emphasise every word: o

1 got alig in there of dl the Kraut bigwigs who are
dill atlarge . . . and what we know of them .. ."and where
Véle hope to catch them. Every single mother's son of them.

very . .,

Hey raised himsalf with some effort hanging on to Horst.

"Perhaps you don't believe me? Perhaps you think |
amaliar? [l show you—I'll. . ." _ _

He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out a thin gold chain
to which three keys were attached. He shambled across
the room and pulled out a drawer.
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. He had some difficulty in finding the right key and insert-
ing it in the lock of the Prief-case but at last he Succeeded.

Here you are," he cried triumphantly and swept a bundie
of papers upon the untidy table. ""Everything's here.
Only olne copy.  Very important. | am a very important
man. lam.",

The papers inPped from his fingers and the brief-case
thudded on the floor. He would have fallen if Horst had
not caught him. _ _ _

"DIZ%}/,' he murmured, "everything dizzy—just rest my
eyes. Just rest my eyes for little minute—just—"

“Von Falkenau rag?ed him to the sofa and straightened
his limbs. Peter Whitney was dead drunk now and amost
in a coma _Horst put up his legs and placed a pillow under
his head. Then he returned to the table arid collected the
Pape_rs bending now for the brief-case. He was just about
0 dip the sheal of documents back into the case when his
glance fell upon the top sheet—and his own name.

~ He hesitated. But he would have been less than human
if he had ressted the temptation. His hand moved almost
without conscious volition and then he was reading the
closely-typed lines: _

"Horst von Falkenau, 45, Gauleiter of——. Genera of
the SS. Decorations——. Persond description——-.
Onthewar criminal list of——" _

It was the usual stuff and his lips curled in a sneer—
there was a o(T:JOOd deal t@ did not know. But then his
glance went down the sheef and he stopped, standing quite
Sill.  Inred ink afew lines were added:

"A body, badly burned, supposed to be that of Horst von
Falkenau ‘was found at . Certain_circumstances how-
ever indicate that it was not H. v. F. See denta chart
procured from Dr. Thaler, Bielefeld, Kurgasse 18 Compare
dso partial fingerprint record in possesson of Gestapo archives
found a Sazlangan. Dactiloscopica evidence unreligble
because only fragment of skin remained on body. Investiga-
tion advised, _ . _
~ For a moment he felt panic but it was less than a fleeting
impulse. He was safe now, he told himself, safer than if he
were alone—and he thought of Helen aimost with gratitude.
He never expected that "they would have gone into this
whole matter so carefully and thoroughly. Atter al he had
not been one of the "Top Ten"; his fame or notoriety was.

G
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European but not world-wide. He remembered now with
some annoyance Dr. Thaler, a tal, handsome, fresh-faced
man whom Heinrich had recommended and who had stopped
one or two of his teeth. And of course, Kemmerich's teeth
were deplorable.

« Swiftly, methodically he went through the rest of the
ﬁapers He removed the sheet relating to himself and then
e found a sort of general list, an index to the rest of the
documents. These two he put into his inner coat pocket
then he gathered the rest, smoothed them out, put aroun
them the rubber band which Peter Whitney had removed and
replaced them in the brief-case. Back it went into the drawer
after he had locked it. Thoughtfully he twirled the thin
%old chain with the three keys around his thumb. The

merican was till dead to the world. Horst rolled him
over on his right side and insinuated the keys back into his
trouser pocket. He stood there for a second, staring reflec-
tively a the unconscious man. Then he shrugged. Captain
Peter Whitney would have a whale of a hangover when he
woke up but that was not his, Horst's, headache. As
a matter of fact he hoped that he would never meet the
American again—not in this world, anyhow. And the next
world could take care of itself. _

Softly he closed the door behind him and ran lightly down
the stairs. Helen was waiting for him at the bottom, ‘smiling
a little tremulously, and he took her arm.

XX

THE CAR STOPPED ; HORST PUT on the handbrake and switched
off the engine. _ o . _

"Liebchen" he said, "this is an awful confession to make,
but | am afraid | have lost the way."

She turned towards him and smiled but he could see that
she was tired. ' ,

"l must have taken the wrong turning after Fulda]'q' he
continued. "We are much too much to the south. |

suppose you would not mind if we missed Cologne after
ar> Y *
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"INo, not a bit. Only its a little late—if we could find
aplace. ..

ICI)-Ie_ put his hand on hers. Her fingers were cold, inert;
she did not return his pressure.

"l know, he went on, "it's rotten luck. Perhaps we
should have stayed in Leipzig the first night. . . . But some-
how | wanted to get away.

He was carrying it off. ver){1 well, he thought. Helen had
been slent and veraE/ quiet t roughout the long drive and
had not noticed that he had deliberately taken the road to
the south. Horst did not think that Peter Whitney would
wake for several hours and even then it was unlikely that
he would ggo through his brief-case and even if he did that . . .
But 4ill, it was better to take no chances. He touched his
chest near the spot where the'two thin sheets of paper nestled
in his pocket. It would be awkward if the American . . .
The best he could do, at the first quiet moment, was to memor-
ise the contents of the second sheet and then burn both of
them. Only one copy, Whitney had said—yes, it seemed to
be foolproof. o _ _

"What about driving to the next village or town?" he sad
brightly. "There is bound to be something—even if it's
a private house. ..."

'Yes, that would be the best," she answered. Then she
added, surprisingly: "Oh, Karel, | am redly a very stupid
woman.

" Regrets?" he asked with a half-smile.

"No, no regrets at dl," she sad quickly and though he
measured her voice and watched the inflexion, he could find
no insincerity in it. "Only—for some reason or other,
probably nerves—I feel sud enl); afraid.”

" Afraid? Of what? Of me?"

"I suppose,” she laughed, a little nervously, "because
it was sO sudden. ... "It is the most idiotic feellng but
somehow | started to think of my mother. Asif | were a
schoolgirl who needed to be told the facts of life . . . and as
if Mummy would ever do anythn;g as grown-up or maternal.
Butayou understand, don't you * _

" Of course, dear," he said quickly. He did not understand
her a dl: But he put that problem resolutely out of his
mind. There were other things to think about. They were
married, it was al legal, seded and delivered and . . .

He switched on the engine. If he kept to the south,



100 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

this secondary road would take them into 1Jrzdl. It was
a pleasant little place so far as he could remember it and
quite possibly it might be unoccupied by any troops—it
was so unimportant and out of the way. Once, a very long
time ago, he had spent aweek with agirl in Urzell. He could
not remember her name nor her face—but her hair was
long and heavy and fair; the sort of hair which she used to
comb for hours, drawing eectric sparks from it and he liked
to watch her. What was her . . . no, it was not worth the
effort trying to remember her name. She used to write
him letters to Dresden when he was there at the Schauspiel-
haus and she wrote on cheap, scented stationery—which
was one good reason why he never answered the letters. . . .

. . . Haf an hour later they drove along the long, moonlit
street he remembered quite clearly. The overhanging
gables, the whitewashed houses, the little benches st at
the side of each door—all this was familiar. But the street
was empty, not a soul about. He glanced again at the
houses; they dl seemed to be undamaged, the roofs deekly
gleaming, the windows unbroken though blind, lightless.

He stopped the car in front of the smal inn caled Zum
Posthorn.

"Il se.e whether | can rouse someone,’ he told Helen.
She nodded and he walked up to the heavy oaken door and
started to hammer on it with the end of his torch. It took
severd minutes before the door opened and a tousled head
appeared in the narrow crack.

"What do you want?" a deepy, quavering voice said.

"Food and a bedroom for two," replied Horst in German.

"We can't take in anybody without permission,” replied
the voice plaintively.

"1 am a member of the Allied Control Commisson,” sad
Horst and his tone was clipped, firm. " My wife and | have
been on the road for twelve hours. Open at once. ..."

The door creaked open, reluctantly, and disclosed a tal,
thin old man clad in a threadbare dressing-gown under
which showed his long nightshirt, embroidered at the neck.
He was actually wearing a nightcap—a venerable piece of
clothing Horst had not seen for thirty years. Heheld acandle
in his hand and his bare feet were thrust into leather dippers.

"Jawohl, Herr General" he said, choosing for safety's sake
the highest rank he could think of. ™ But we have no dectric
light and no——"
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"You have a stove?"'

"Yes, that we have,'

"And wood?"

I'A fewlogs. . ." _

"Good. And | am sure you will have some food. Eggs.
Milk. Anything. Il bring in the luggage,

He returned to the car and found that Helen had dozed
off. e(Ij—i(?]tllted up her chin with a gentle forefinger and she

0 er eyes.

"It's dl rieght," he said.  "Well get something to eat and
awarm room. Probably feather beds, if you don't mind."

"No, | don't mind. | am so tired, | could degp on a

lank.” She staggered as she got out of the car and he had
0 steady her. N

Inside there was a large flagged hall in which the shadows
danced; only two flickering candles illuminated it. The old
man had disappeared but a lad of about thirteen had taken
his place. He relieved Horst of the suit-cases and led the
wa%/ upstairs.

he room was large and very cold; but the old man was
aI_read%_ kneeling in front of the tiled stove, stuffing its maw
with thick dabs of wood and kindling. He touched a match
to the paper and the flame shot up as if eager to consume al.

"We have no running water," the old man said, risng
gtiffly from his knees. "But Klaus here will fetch some from
the well. Where would you like to have your med, sir?"

"Uolo here, | think," replied Horst. "Does it suit you,
my dear?' he asked Helen. She nodded wearily. "You
might try to find us some wine," he added. _

he old man looked dubious but von Falkenau dipped a
folded note into his hand which made his eyes light up with
thhappy greed. He bowed and scraped as he backed out of

e room.

Helen sat down in one of the brown, carved chairs. She
'Oﬁﬁ‘_iﬂ pale and worn. Horst opened his bag and took out
a .

"Here" he said, "drink some of this. It will warm you

She took a dp. It was brandy, strong and rather crude.
It made her choke but it dso brought back some colour to
her cheeks. She smiled. _

"l ought to say somethlngr,] oughtn't 1?" she giggled.
"But dl | can think of are the stock phrases. 'Alone at
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last!" and ' Oh what a blissful night!" | wish we had specia
words for special occasions, don't you ?"
He was rummaging in the bag, his back to her. He turned

Now:

"What did you say?" he asked.

"Oh, nothing. | was just being slly." _

He explored the room, ‘drawing aside some bright cretonne
curtains. Behind them there was an acove and in the
acove a tremendous fourélooster with bedding piled up high
onit. He dipped his hand under the double eiderdown.

"Not even damp,” he said. "And the mattresses seem
to be dl right. There is nothing | hate so much as a lumpy
mattress." _

" Oh Karel," shesaid and started to laugh. " Oh, Karel, you
are pricdess. ..." _ _

He frowned, turning away hisface. He did not understand

er.

"You'd better take off your coat and boots” he said.
"What about your dressing-gown? Look, I'll go down and
See about our”supper.  The boy ought to be here with the
water any moment. Tidy up—I'll be back in ten minutes."

~She nodded and he retired, closing the door softly behind
him. Downstairs the hall was till as dim and deserted; on
the dusty desk a big, leather-bound register lay open, a pen
with ink-encrusted nib marking the gr)]age.

There was no one about though he heard some subdued
rattling of crockery through a half-open door on the left.
He hesitated for a moment, then, idly and without any real
curiosity, he glanced at the register. * The inn Zum Posthorn
did nof seem to have many visitors. The last one had
checked out two days ago and the one before him . . .

His finger suddenly stogped half-way up the page. He
stared at 1t and noticed that the nail needed cleaning; an
undisciplined, incongruous thought that made him annoyed.

Two men had signed the register together—their names were
bracketed. Both had come from Leipzig and were bound
for Stuttgart. There was nothing unusual about that. What
was unusual and maddening was the name the first man had
sgned in bold, flowing script.

Frederick Rickman, U.S Army. _

Frederick Rickman. Frederick Rick . . . Something
repeated the name in his brain as if he had turned into a
cracked gramophone record. Frederick Rickman was the
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fictitious American whose papers had been stolen from the
safe in the Frankfurterstrasse. Frederick Rickman was
his enemy, the thief who took the money and documents
which would have meant final and absolute Safety.  Frederick
Rickman, of Al peogle had been staying here’in this small
inn. Naturaly he ad to sgn the register with the name
on his faked papers. Only four days ago he had been here.

A blind, inarticulate rage possessed Horst; he felt that his
collar had girown '[I%h'[ and with trembling fingers he tried
to loosen it. If "Frederick Rickman,’ whoever he was,
could have stood in front of him, he would have shot him
down and damned the consequences. He felt that he had
never hated an%one S0 much inhislife as the faceless, anony-
mous figure who had robbed him of what was his, reservéd
for him, aimost his birthright. Hetook up the pen and jabbed
it into the ruled page, leaving a ragged tear aong the side;
then the pen-holder broke and he threw it aside.

With an almost I_|ph}/5|cal effort he lifted himself from the
‘trough of fury. He turned round and stared at the old man
in the shabby dressing-gown who had shuffled up without
Horst noticing him.

"What do you want?" _

The old manwinced. " 1—I just cameto say, Hen General,
yamr wé)per_ls ready. And | found a bottle of Rudesheimer,’
He added in an ‘obsequious tone: "Would you sign the
register, please?" _ _ o

What?' Horst was dill dazed, occupied with his own
thoughts. "Oh r)1/es. . .thewine . . . theregister. . .

He actually had scrawled the letters Ho—before he
redised what” he was doing. Savagely he dipped the pen
which had broken into half, in the inkstand and superimposed
thg fII_’fSt two letters of his adopted name. " Karel Reznicek
and wife. . .

‘This would never do. He had made one or two small
dips before. No one had noticed anything and only he
himself knew how he had failed. But from now on he would
be less and less alone; he must remain on his guard twenty-
four hours a day. He could dedl with this ofd fool easily
enough, he knew: but Helen was an entirely different matter.

He turned to the innkeeper:

"What's your name, by the way?"

"AndreaS Foerster, a your sefvice|

"1 was looking at your register and noticed the name of a
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friend. | have lost sight of him for some time and would
be glad to meet him again." _

Don't talk too much, he warned himself, don't be garrulous,
that'salwayssuspicious. Y ou are giving asham performance.
More nonchalance, less patronising superiority.

i "Yes, mein Herri"  The old man did not quite understand
im.

~ "His name is Frederick Rickman. Of course it isn't
impossible that it may be a different man altogether. Do
you remember him?' , _

"Not very well,' Foerster answered. "l was in bed with
lumbago most of the day he and his friend stayed. But |
saw him when he left." ~

"Could you describe him?" _ _

It was hopeless; the old man was the typical vague wit-
ness. He sad Rickman had been tall and rather plump;
but he could not give the colour of his hair or eyes, any
specid "marks or features. After five minutes Horst gave
him up in disgust. _ o

" Do you happen to remember what was their destination ?"

"l can'tsay | do," the innkeeper scratched hishead. Then
his face brightened. "Of course, it's there in the book."
He read it out laborioudly: "Stuttgart, Hotel Marquardt . . .
That's it, Hotel Marquardt. And a very fine hotel it is ..."

He looked expectantly at Horst but he was in no mood
of tipping the old fool again. At this moment the boy came
|Srt1tp the hall, carrying a tray. Horst followed him ‘up the

ars.

XXI

IT WAS WELL AFTER LUNCH before th%aarted next day.
"We'd better make for Stuttgart,” Horst had sad as they
st after breakfast in the pleasantly warm room. The bi
tiled stove had kept the heat and young Klaus had rekind|
the fire when he had brought” their breakfast tray. A
touching domestic scene, von Falkenau thought sardonicaly
as he looked at Helen across the table.  She was wearing her
blue dressing-gown, her naked feet were thrust into feathery
‘mules, her brown hair was tousled and its strands caught
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the sun coming through the deep-set window. A sense of
possession and security took hold of him, however much he
tried to sneer at her and himsdlf in his thoughts.

"Yes, Karel," she sad meéekly. "Stuttgart,'

"l don't like main roads— there will be far too much
military traffic,’ he continued. " But we can cut across the

and the eastern part of the Odenwald . . . perhaps
the best place to hit the Stuttgart road is a Michelstadt.
Even that isn't an Autobahn. hat do you think?"

"Yes, that will be fine," -

"You weren't Ilamgrég,“ he accused her and took her
hand. Her fingerscurled up and pressed his; then she turned
his hand palm upwards and traced the three deep lines across
it.

"If I were a gipsy, | would tell your fortune now—and
my own, too,” she said. " Karel—do you think it will last 2"

He pretended to bedense. " What are you talking about ? "

Last night it had been smple and rather wonderful. There
had been no need to play any part. Karel Reznicek had
disappeared and Horst von Falkenau lost his identity. There
was no cause for pretension, for the guards and barriers bein
watched second after second; no need for planning an
caution. It was the basic equation of al human relation-
ships: a man and a woman. He could not have put into
words what he had expected from the night. He knew that
she was different from dl the other women he had dept
with, and yet fundamentally, beneath the trappings of con-
vention, nationality, upbringing, traditions—the whole ridi-
culous mass of shidds and reservations—she must be the
same, he thought. _

What she gave him was perfect contentment and relaxation.
He took her, as naturally and gently, as if he had handled a
?/oung animal, a half-blind puppy or a soft, seemingly bone-
ess kitten. And she did not play the part of the blushing
bride; nor did she try to be the harlot in order to cloak her
fears. The fact thai she had been a virgin did not seem
to be important; as she became a woman, it was as if she
had never been outside the threshold, waiting for fulfilment.

He thought that he was foolproof against any weakness;
but though he conscioudy struggled, it was dl Swept away.
He yielded to the impulse of tenderness, of protective love.
For the first time in his life he felt that here was something,
something he wanted to keep. Perhaps in a day, a week, a
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month he would think differently and hate himsdf for this
momentary weakness. But now it seemed impossible that
he should ever reach such a state. For one wild moment
he thought that he would tell her everything; nothing could
separate them now, not even the load he carried, the shadows
that trailed him. It lasted only a moment and then he
forgot again everything outside the warm shell of the room
the tirelight flickering on the walls, coming from the opened
iron door of the stove, the warm white body close to him.

"What are you talking about?" he asked and hoped that
she would nof reply. It was better not to put it into words.

And she understood him. " You know. You know better
than | do. And there isno need to answer. Your eyes. . "

Suddenly for no reason at dl she felt proud and gay.
Proud because of the joy and pleasure she had given this
man; gay because the doubt and restlessness, the stranﬁe
ness and loneliness had vanished. He was closer to her
now than any human being ever was. Last night there had
been the initial shock and violation of what she felt to be
her privacy, her integrity. It had been more of a mental
than a physical shock; but it had not lasted long. Its place
was taken by afeellerég that dl her life, dl her twenty-seven
E/ears she had waited for this, that she had grown fowards
his, fumbled her way bIdeK_ until suddenly she realised:
this was the end of the road, this was the godl. . . .

"If we find something nice on the way, well stop," he
continued. "Thereis no hurry. If we make Paris in three
or four days—what's the difference? | haven't had a holiday
for 9x years—almost seven. We deserve one, don't we?"

She nodded and thought that she ought to have a friend,
a confidante, an old-fashioned duenna to whom she could
talk about him. You could not very well discuss a man
with himself; and yet she had so many things to discuss,
analyse, put into words. She decided to write a letter—
to her mother, to one of her colleagues in the Paris UNRRA
office, to Peter . . . no, not to Pefer. If was the first time
she had remembered the American since they left him at the
Kaiserhof, and he was dim and unimportant asif he had never
played a part in her life. Yes, aletter, along, chatty letter—
even if she, never mailed it.

vHorst got up, folded the map, gathered the breakfast
things on the tray and put the tray outside the door.

"We have plenty of time" he said.
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As he bent over her, she began to tremble. It was stupid
and she wished she could control herself. The shiver of
anticipation ran down her spine and she closed her* e?{a
waiting for him, falling into the deep and dark abyss, falling
and yet safe because they were faling together.

XXII

THEY HAD DINNER AT SODEN IN the Sulzbachtal where they
found a French divisional headquarters installed. Horst
produced his papers and the colonel in charge welcomed a
gdlant Czech ally with effusive protestations of admiration
and friendship. When von Falkenau hinted discreetly that
he and his wife had been recently married, the Frenchman
became dl smiling courtesy and solicitude. Hdlas, he could
not offer them a night's lodging, for the houses of the little
watering-place nestling in the wooded valley were packed
with his troops and with some French workers awaiting
repatriation, but he promised that he would give them a
dinner that would have made Brillat-Savarin lick his lips
in delighted appreciation. N

It was dl so easy and pleasant; they had an aperitif on
the veranda of the hotel which served as headquarters.
Helen and the colonel chatted amicably and vivaciously
about Paris; Horst was content to lean back and listen.
One or two junior officers drifted in, attracted by a feminine
presence like homing bees to the hive; in a few minutes Helen
was the centre of alaughing, chattering group. Monsieur le
mari was a little neglected—but then, it served him right,
withdrawing such a beautiful and charming woman from
circulation, the selfish beast. That was what the glances
of the young officers expressed and even the colonel, hisbrown
face intent as he listened to one of Helen's stories, seemed to
agree with them. . _

They lingered over the dinner which was realy excellent,
with plenty of Rhenish wine and two bottles of champagne.
There were toasts to which Horst replied in his careful but
idiomatic French. The colond was sure that they would
find accommodation just across the Main in Klingenberg;
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he had stayed at the hotel a few days ago and found it in
ﬂood repair_but amost completely empty.  If M. Reznicek

ad any difficulty he should only mention the colond's
name; that would be quite sufficient an introduction as he had
the hotel-keeper under his thumb. _

It was dark when they said good-bye to the friendly French;
but they had less than ten miles to drive and the road was
easy to follow. It climbed the sde of the vallgl and then
ran through the woods towards the river. The stone bridge
was down, the colonel had told Horst, but there was a
pontoon bridge. _

About a mile from the river the road narrowed and became
twisting, with nasty double bends and potholes that shook
even the well-sprung Mercedes. Horst drove carefully but
absent-mindedly. Helen was talking about the officers, their
ugguenchable a‘g?alety and high spirits; how one of them
had travelled dl the way from Lake Tchad to the Rhine
and yet longed for the last lap of the journey that would
take "him back to Paris. He listened t0 her with one ear;
she had just made some funny remark and he turned to her
when she cried:

" Look out, Karel! Look out!"
~ Sharply outlined in the headlights of the car a stag stood
in the middle of the road. It seemed quite undisturbed
by their approach or perhaps it was blinded by the lights.

0o late Horst wrenched the wheel aside; too [ate the st
bounded, now alarmed at the closeness of the four-whesl
monster. The last thing he felt was Helen's hand pressing
his aim. Then something rose and hit him sharply on the
head. He lost consciousness. _ _ _

When he recovered it, he was Iylrg‘g on his back in the

rass on the roadside. Helen was bending over him, bathin

is temples with eau-de-Cologne with which she had saturat
her handkerchief. It stung his abrased skin and he sa up
suddenly. The incautious movement sent a stab of pan
through his head. _

"Lie down,’ she sad and gently forced him back. He
noticed that she had folded his overcoat and placed it under
his head. He closed his eyes.

"What happened?' heasked. o

"You amost hit the stag—and finished up by hitting the
roof with your head. But you stopped the car before we
ran into the ditch."
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"You—you are dl right?" _
~"Of course, dear. Luckily the window was open on my

gde or | would have dived through the glass. Does your
poor head hurt ?' _

He was dl right so_lon%as he kept his eyes closed. It
was ridiculous that a dight blow on the head should incapaci-
tate him. He felt it g&ngerly. There was a sizable lump
there but no blood. He opened his eyes again. Helen's
face was above him, dim and tender. He could not resst
touching her cheek. o

"We should be getting on,' he said faintly. ]

"Yes, in amoment. Just rest. There'S heaps of time,'

"How long . . . how long was | out?'
~ "Only about ten minutes.” You looked so uncomfortable
in the car, | dra%ged you out. | was afraid that . . '

He lifted her hand and pressed it to hislips.
h"ﬁq, no, Helen. | have a very hard skull. Very
ar

His hand crept to his coat-pocket, as if to reassure himself
that the sheets of paper were ill there. To-morrow, at
the latest, he would memorise them and then burn the lot.
To-morrow . . . He closed his eyes ?aln for the pain had
returned. It must have been”a dight concussion, he
reasoned. _ _

"Helen,” he murmured, "I'll just rest a few minutes
and then we can go on. Il be al right."

"l can drive," sne said. "You ought to see a doctor."

"No," he sad stubbornly. "It's nothing. Just a bump
on my head. A cold compress and anight in bed ... I'll be
fit asafiddle.. . ." o _ _
~ She sguatted down at his sde, holding his hand. Now,
in the darkness, the stabbing pain was more bearable. He
breathed softly, carefully, asif the motion of his Iun(lgs might
jolt him back into agony. He counted his pulse-beats
dowly, between each surge of pain which ill ebbed and
rose regularly. _

He must have dozed off, for when he opened his eyes next
though it was difficult to focus them at first, the pain had
become a dull throbbing. Helen had been watching him,
her eyes upon his face. "She smiled.

"Fedling better?" she asked. _

"Yes, much better." Gingerly he sat up. "Quite well,
| think," he added. "I can drive now."
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q " _to, dear, you might feel groggy quite suddenly. Let me
o It."

"Nonsense,' he sad gruffly.  "l——"

But when he tried to get to his feet, he suddenly agreed
with her. The trees spun round and he had to clutch her
shoulder to st himself. She bore up well under his
weight and helped him to the car. He was panting heavily
by the time he sagged down on the sest. o

"I'll be al right in a moment, he mumbled, keeping his

es closed. The darkness was filled with purple shooting

as and yellow Catherine wheds. Sowly the dizziness
melted away, t " | am sorry to be such a nuisance,' he sad.
"You can drive on now." _

Silently she let in the clutch and the car jerked forwards.
The jolt brought back the pain but he gritted his teeth.

"WEell be there in no time' Helen said. "And you can
go straight to bed. Poor Kardl."

He felt a little irritated by her compassion. But it was
only natural. The next moment she put into words his
silent thought: ) )

"You know we women like nothing better than to get a
helpless male in our hands and nurse him,"

"1 am afraid | am avery bad patient,' he smiled. "That's
one dark secret | did not téll you. | like to be left aone.”

" Oh, I won't make afuss. ~Only—even a dight concussion
might be dangerous. That'swhy you need rest and a doctor.”

He did not answer; he was quite certain that he would
be dl right by the morning. In a few minutes they reached
the pontoon bridge and were chalenged by a French sentry.
Horst produced their papers—the colonel "had given him an
extra pass—and Helen drove dowly, carefully, across the
swaying, broad contraption. Ten minutes later she stopped
in front of the hotel.

Again the French colond's name worked wonders; they
were ?lven a spacious, pleasant room overlooking the river.
Horst Telt alittle better; he refused Helen's offer to help him
undress. But it was quite an effort to get off his clothes and
when he stretched himself under the cold sheets, he started
to shiver. Helen had disappeared and he was grateful for
that; he could fight the nausea done. _

But she returned in a few minutes, carrying an earthen-
ware hot-water bottle which she pushed "under the bed-
clothes, fussing and persuading him to tell her whether it
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was dl right; then she made him drink a glass of mulled
wine.

"Now go to deep,” she said. "l put a luminal tablet in
the wine—it should give you plenty of rest."

He wanted to protest that he had never used drugs; but
gradually the shivering stopped and warmth stole over his
body. Drowsly he turned towards the wall. It was good
for once not to feel responsibility, not to be tense. His
head still ached but it was a distant, rhythmic, almost pleasant
pain. He opened his eyes and saw Helen moving about the
room; she was wearing her dressing-gown and doing things
a the built-in wash-stand. She seemed to belong to the
room, to his life. Yes, he decided with a sigh as he closed
his eyes and surrendered himself to sleep, he had chosen
well and acted wisely when he married Helen Fleming.

XX

Everything was grey, with infinite variations and shadings
of the same greyness. Darker overhead as if there was more
substance to it; gradually lightening as it neared the ground
until it became the gossamer-grey of a moth's wing.  All colour
had been drained from this world except grey and at first it was
restful and pleasant. No longer had the eye to contend with
clamouring purple and rampant blue; the full-throated yellow
and the ostentatious green had vanished alike. He had no sense
of space or shape. Evei;gthing melted and merged into this
neutral tint. Its very drabness seemed to give security as if it
camouflaged all that might mean betrayal.

Perhaps it was some cavern in which he stood, some vast
underground chamber stretching into the infinite with hundreds
of tunnels, passages, shafts and galleries opening from it.
He could not see these but he knew they were there. He felt
perfectly confident that he could pick his way through this dingy
maze, this dun-coloured underground world. He needed no
Ariadne's thread, no guide, no blazed marks; the compass was
inside him, its needle swinging always into the right direction,
unerringly, with supreme confidence.

But still he hesitated. He was confident of his strength and
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his ability but he did not quite know what task had been set,
what labours had been chosen for him. He stood there, on the
floor of the sombre cave, waitingfor the word. Someone, surely,
would tell him what he had to do. It was no use setting out,
no use beginning the fight unless he knew the goal and the enemy.

Someone, he felt sure, would speak in a moment, Iull his
uneasy doubts which began to whirl around him as if shaped
out of the cinereous fog. The voice—he could almost hear it
now—would echo from the vaulted, invisible ceiling, reverberate
in the funnels and chambers of rock. Sill, it would be clear
and easy tofollow.  Until it came, until the words were spoken,
he had nothing to do and nothing to fear. Relaxed, he could
wait in this date-grey world, disembodied and yet poised for
instant action. .

He waited. But there was only silence and the ages passed,
now fleeting, now dragging leaden feet. Impatience and irrita-
tion welled up in him. He was ready and willing; why did
not the voice call him? Perhaps if he reminded it of his exis-
tence, perhaps if he moved and spoke, it would come. He was
not a bootblack or a lackey to be kept hanging around because
of some whim or deliberate malice. He. ..

Air flooded his lungs as he opened his mouth and called out.
His voice shattered the silence, the grey ness swirled as if a

riad bats had taken flight from their nests, the spirals and
whirling columns of tawny, intangible colour danced around
him as if they would never settle.  He stood his ground. He
wished he could remember the name he cried, the word he spoke,
but it seemed to be lost in the grizzed air, the grey storm.

No matter: the answer would come. Question and answer,
black and white, right and left, good and evil, night and day—
there was a duality in all things. A voice calling out a query
could not be left without reply; not in his world where everything
was orderly and carefully planned. He felt no uneasiness
as the swirling draperies offog gradually came to rest and once
again he was standing firm in the mouse-coloured space.

But the silence remained unbroken and suddenly he knew
that it would be no use challenging it again. All at once the
greyness, restful and protective, held a menace. There was
something or someone hidden in it, opaque as the dingy tint
itself; crouching, preparing to pounce. He could feel its
physical presence as if it were the scent of an animal. For a
moment he was well satisfied with this discovery. If there
was danger, he could defy it; if his enemy was about to attack,
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he could defend himself. ~ Anything would be better than this
va%ue feeling of uneasiness, this pallid silence, this tension
without any apparent cause.

Sill he waited, but though the crouching foe was somewhere
around him, nothinﬁ happened. He was left with this feeling
of hidden hostility that would perhaps never reveal itself. The
thought crept on him that it would never happen; that for the
rest of his life he would stand here, isolated and forlorn, waiting
for an attack that never came, a voice that never called. It
filled him with revolt and bitterness that quickly turned into rage.
His hands clenched, hefelt his nails digging into his palm and
he knew, without a mirror, that his face was distorted in a fury
that was unreasonable because there could not be any valid
reason for it.  They could not treat him like this, he thought and
did not pause to consider who "they " were. They could not
ignore him or just pay him enough attention to keep him in
this state of uncertainty. He had proved to a full measure what
"he could do. Let them crush him, let them release all the demons
of this grey hell; it did not matter as long as they took notice
of his existence.

He plunged forward and rushed against the nearest wall of
rock. He lifted his hands and be&an to pound the grey, Slate-
like substance. He had expected sharp pain, blood, splintering
bones; but the wall was soft and pliable as if its substance were
rubber. His knuckles made a deep impression on it; but a
glnment later it had sprung back and there was no trace of his

ows.

The panic which swamped him was stronger than any force
he had ever encountered. His arms flaying, perspiration
st.reammc?; down his body, he repeated the assault. Fear forced
him intofurious activity, he knew that if he stoppedfor a moment
now, everything would be lost.  He heard himself utter inarticu-
late, choking cries and as the soft, yielding wall was smoothed
out again and again, he stumbled and fell against it and woke*

Horst von Falkenau lay till and stared into the darkness.
He heard Helen's quiet” breathing. He was exhausted as
if he had gone through a boxing match of many rounds.
But in a few moments he was reassured and calm again.
It must have been the dight accident, he told himself, while
his eyes gradually discerned the outlines of bed and chair,
cupboard and table. He could not remember having ever
dreamt before in his life; at least he had never been able to.
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recal his dreams and even now the outlines of the one he
had just had began to fade until he was left with a vague
impresson of something unpleasant that was already half-
forgotten. His headache had gone and apart from the wesk-
ness and the cllrgl ng, cold sweat that covered his body, he
felt amost normal. _ _

He shook his head. This would never do, he told himself;
quite confident that it would never occur again. If there
was anything he prided himself upon, it was the steadiness
of his nerve, the non-existence of what that old Jew had caled
the "subconscious." Semitic claptrap, no doubt. One of
these days he might even read a book about it; but now he'd
better %0 to deep again and recover hisfull strength. Nothing
could harm him; certainly nothing that was inside him, in
his brain or—he amost had spoken the word aloud—in his
so-called soul.

XXIV

THE GENERAL WAS THIN AND only five-feet-four. He lived
on liver pills and files—at least that was what his aides
used to say. Wiry and irascible, he had the deserved reputa-
tion of a compact little devil who worked eighteen hours a
day and expected his subordinates to do the same. Blas
phemy punctuated his sentences; obscenity flavoured them
with a specia spice.  No one could ever explain the mystery
why everybody liked and admired him. He was a dour
Connecticut Y ankee who took nothing for granted; a bachelor
with a grudge against mankind and the sole relaxation of
writing hymns when the spirit came upon him. But the
hymns hé never showed anybody in the army; at least he
did not make his troops sing them. -

His main grudge against” humanity and the War Depart-
ment was that they had not given him a fighting Aob_. He
held one just after Pearl Harbour but maaria lad him by
the hedls for sx months and when he bullied Washington
into letting him return to active duty, they put him into
Intelligence. He had the necessary qualifications, being a
good linguigt, a superb psychologist and a born policeman
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—three qudities which are sldom combined in one man.
Nor was his task without an element of danger and romantic
excitement. Yet Genera Stede looked upon it as a pen-
pushing, Paul Pryish sort of occupation. .

He was in a worse temper than ever because for once he
had every reason to be angry. The young officer who stood
stiffly af attention had to use dl his strength not to qualil
before the storm that broke upon him.

" Don't remember! Don't remember!" the general repeated
withinfinite scorn. " Damnit, Whitney, are you a half-wit ?"

He paused in his pacing, thrust his wizened face right up
to Peter's chest—he did not reach higher—and repeated:

"ﬁre you a half-wit? Yes or no? Answer me!"

"No, sr."

"M%/ best man, | told Washington. The brightest or at
least the only one who doesn't think that we are pIayégE
Dick Tracy or Superman in G-2! For Christ's sake, p
up? Can't you remember anything?" _

"l only Know, gr, that the papers were locked in my
brief-case and that the key did not leave my pocket for a
moment." _

" Did you gé) to bed in your trousers?" _

"No, Sr. But | had the key strapped to my wrist."
~"Mysteries!  Sure enough, the man is asking me to solve
riddless Do you want a bucket of water to sober you up?"

"| am quite sober, Sr." _

"But you were drunk, weren't you, Whitney?' The
snal man's forefinger stabbed at his lowest coat-button.
"You were roaring, stinki nP drunk in the Kaiserhof, weren't
you? The dispaich-rider found you ..."

"Yes, | was drunk, Sr." _ _

"An officer! A man of brainsl A youngster with legd
training and experience! Drunk!"

Peter kept slent. There was nothlnF] he could say. All
the evidence was against him and he could hope for no'mercy.
The General had broken men for far less. Desperately he
tried to remember once more what had happened. “The
wedding . . . and then the three of them . . . and nothin
more. "What had happened when he had had that last drin
—at least he thought it was the last—he could not recdll.
As if an iron curtain had descended which divided the two
moments. One second he remembered staring at Karel's
face—pleasant enough but it seemed to wobble and dissolve
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in that acoholic memory—and the next there was darkness
until the dispatch-rider “shook him into consciousness the
next mornlngii As he sat up, his first thought was for the
keys—and when he found them, nestling between the small
change in his pocket, he was filled with almost delirious
happiness. He could not have explained why he was worried
about them—except that every morning when he woke, his
first unconscious gesture was to touch the narrow bracelet
to which he always fastened them—»but there they were,
al h(_:or_rect and present . . . and he could have kissed them
inhisjoy. _ _ .

The dispatch-rider had looked c_urlousIP/ a him. He had
sat up and explored the roof of his mouth with his tongue.
This was not the usual hangover but the grandfather of
al "mornings after." He wished he had some hot black
coffee handy. But there were onl en;ﬂty bottles and glasses
on the tablé and the room looked a shambles. He signed,
with dlightly trembling fingers, the receipt of the message.
The General wanted him again, at once. A fine thing when
he had only returned three days ago! But there was nothing
he could do about it.

It was later in the afternoon when a bath had restored
him to something like semi-normality that he thought of
the papers in the brief-case. He might refresh his memory
before he faced the old devil, he thought, and spilled the
contents of the leather case on to the table. Half-way
throggh the pile he noticed that they were not in their accus-
tomed order. He had not looked a them since he had come
back to Leipzig but he had a trained memory and he remem-
bered how he had grouped them in the Nuremberg office.
In a smal red-leather note-book he had made a check-list
of them, usi n? code abbreviations no one could understand,
and he started to compare it with the papers. _ Fifteen minutes
later he knew that two of them were missing—the general
summary and one individual sheet. 1Js check-list did not
show whose name had been on that personal sheet; for the
lis was smply numbered and could be re-checked against the
summary. Now that was gone he could only determine the
number of the missing document but not to whom it referred.

Frantic now, he went through the empty brief-case, then
the drawer in which he had kept it and finally through the
whole room. This was pure madness for he knéw the missing
papers could not be there—if they had been removed from



THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE 117

the brief-case, whoever did it must have taken them away.
But who could it have been? The key was with him ali
through the days and nights and . . .

Helen? But why should she do it? Anyhow, she never
had the opportunity, she never was in this room aone—nor
did she know what papers he had in his brief-case. Then
who else? The staff of the hotel? But how did they get
hold of the key? And he knew that hotel staffs at houses
\_/I_vrr]lereAI lied ofticerswere staying had been checked rigorously.

en. . .

Karel? It was impossible. He had made it his business
to investigate the Czech and there could be no doubt about
his bona fides. True, they had been together in this room
until he had passed out. What happened afterwards?
However hard he cudgelled his brains, he could not remember.
He was amost certain that Helen and Karel had left before
he drank that last glass ... he had nothing to accuse them
of, nothing to confront them with. . . . _

He was amost frantic with worry by the time he reached
Nuremberg. It was no use postponing the ordeal—he told
General Stedle that somehow or other he had lost these
It F]nportar_lt documents and that he was now prepared to face

e music.

That, of course, made Old Leatherguts—another nick-
name of General Steele—explode with wrath.

" Face the music!  Face the music!" he repeated. " What
do you think this is,_a Hollywood supercolossa ? Come to
your senses, man!  Think! ~ Think!" _

Asamatter of fact when hefacedthe General, Peter Whitney
felt himsdf participating in an unreal scene—somethin
out of "The Four Feathers' or "The Lives of a Ben
Lancer,’ The brilliant young officer, he sneered at himself,
who gallantly takes the blame and, disgraced, redeems his
honodr by & brilliant deed of heroism. At the end of al
there was the heroine in pink orgnandl_e, the old family mansion
with the Virginia creepers and the final dissolve asthe lovers
melted in akiss . . . But life was»not Hollywood. He was
in a devil of a mess and with ngcprospect of getting out of
it ... No prospect ... no prospect. . . _ _

He was IJerked back by General Steel€'s rasping voice:

"The only other copy of that summary is in Washington.
Ibam_ sending a radio message at once to have it returned—

y ar."
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"There—there is another copy?" Peter stammered.

"Do you think because you are an idiot, everybody dse
must bé one?" shouted the General. "Of course thefe has
to be a court martial,” he added. "You have every chance
of being dishonourably discharged—with perhaps a year
or o in prison. A fine career, Captain Whitney!"

"But, g, if there is another copy——" _

"Don't start snivelling. Do you think | can hush this
ulg’? Do you think the ' War Départment will think it is a
charming fancy of mine to waste a few thousand gallons of
%asollne_ just to fetch a sheet of paper from the District of

olumbia? | have to tell them the truth. The matter is
out \(()f my hands. Completely out of my hands."

n es’ sr..u

"Don't yes-sr me, you drunkard ! Don't you redise
what this” means? Satan knows, theg_ hate me enough,
those pen-pushers in the Pentagon. A dip likethisand . .

"l am sorry, gr." _ _

"As if that” would make the dlightest difference. | can
take care of myself, don't worry.” But what about you?
What are you going to do? How are you going to face

our people at home? Do you think any law firm would
ave anything to do with you ?"

"I'll'be dl right, gr, _ .

"Don't try to console me as if | were a maiden lady who
lost her umbrella. _Let's go over it again. Now . . ,

It was no use. They went over it again, three times, and
the General only desisted because it was time for his pills
and hot barley-water. Having refreshed himself, he dismissed
Whitney. _ _

"l am not puttlné; you under arrest until | hear from
Washington," he said. ~ "But, of course, you'lj stay close to
headquarters. And . .. Whitney 7'

"Yes, sir?" _ _

Old Leatherguts drew himself up and said:

"l wouldn't do anything stupid. The'coward's way out
and dl that—though it's a damned slly expresson. =~ You
?skkef hold of yoursdf and try to remember. That's dl |

or." .

Try to remember! It was no good asking that. Peter
bgan to think that something must have been put into that
last double whisky—a devilish drug, brewed by Dr. Fu
Manchu or some "smilar fictiond Borgia which ‘gave him
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partial annesia.  Or had he been hypnotised? He wandered
out of the General's room in which not so long ago the crazy
sadist, Streicher, had given pep-talks to his underlings, and
sat down in the courtyard. He was hidden by some hideous
columns from which the swastikas had been chipped off.
No, the "coward's way out” was not for him. Heliked the
Old Man's sauce, assumi ng that he would think of anythin
as cockeyed as suicide. If he only knew what had happen

... if he only knew. . . .

The aide-de-camp looked at young Captain Whitney with

a pitylr;? smile, _ o

'What? Disturb him when he is in conference? |
don't want to find myself in some God-forsaken hole super-
V|s(|jng Ktrgut prisoners,” he said. "No, you be a good boy
and wait.

So he had to wait and this was sheer agony. But at last
the conference had ended and he was once ‘more admitted
to the august presence of General Stecle, o _

"Well,” Old Leatherguts greeted him, "what is it? Did
you get that tl>3ra|tn Iof yours fo work? Do you remember?”

"No, gr. But [—"

"Get out, man. | can't waste my time on fools like you.
Of dl the %c\)/sh-darned, ornery, low-down ..." _

_Captain 'Whitney took a "deep breath and committed
lése-majesté. He actually interrupted the General.

"Sir "[;]'Ink | know who could help me to remember."

What*

" | havetold you about MissFleming . . . that is, sheis Mrs.
ngznmd( now, and her husband. They were with me just

ore ..."

"Before you gat stinking drunk. | know. Goon."

"They left while | was adeep. | know their route. If
| could catch up with them, | am sure they would be able
to give me some clue, some indication of what had happened.
They may have noticed something . . . someone lurkin
around ... or anything suspicious. Of course they coul
not know that | had lo—misiaid the papers. But if'| could
talk to them, 1 am sure ..." _ _ _

The General who had been doing his hungry tiger act
sto%)ed and gave him a searching look. _

"Captain Whitney, are you trying to take me for aride?"
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"No, sr. Honest, | could locate them—in a few days—a
week at the most. They were stopping a Cologne and then
going on to Paris. Karel Reznicek was bound to get in
touch with the Czech military mission. In a car or a plane

could . . .

The General folded his short arms and teetered on his
heels while he weighed Peter's proposal. ’

" Uhmhm ... by rights | ought to lock you up. Instead
of which you have the colossa effrontery to ask for a Paris
leave. | must say you are the most insolent bungler | have
ever seen.”

"Yes, gr, _
~ "Don't act so meek as if peanut butter wouldn't melt
in your mouth. If you think you can go AW.O.L., you
are greatly mistaken. I'll catch you if 1 have to travel
al the way to Tokyo to do it." _

"l am not running away, sSr, | give you my solemn
word of honour. ..." _

"Pah, don't use your copybook words with me. If | let
ou go—if | said—it will only be because | think you are
oqdrguch of afool to pull afast one on me. A week, you
said?'

"Yes, gr," replied Peter, having great difficulty to k
his face straight. The old devil was going to play ball.
He would get his chance—and he would be a prize idiot
if he could not take the full advantage of it. But he knew
he was not out of the wood yet.

The General sat down behind his desk. He looked smadl
and forlorn behind its vast expanse but his leathery face was
taut and menacing in expression. _

"Listen Peter,” he sad dowly "I am taking an awful
chance. | am giving you a fortnight to wind thisup. In a
fortnight from now you'll report here whether you have
Clear lﬂo this businéss or not. At midnight a fortnight
from to-day your time is uE. | can't let you have a plane;
that meanS answering awkward questions. But you can
take a jeep and a driver." _

" I'd rather go aone, dr, if you don't mind."

"Oh no, ollIJ ﬁvon‘t. You are taking aG%rcljv%—one Q]I our
€x-Co| € an eye upon you. ou if you
don'tpgick to tﬁgpbarg%i/n. PI a)r/n etting ol _gnd sel%ti-
mental, that's why | am doing it. But these slly moods
of mine don't last long. Go and draw a month's pay," he
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scribbled something on a sheet of paper, "some K-rations
and get yourself enough gas coupons tor a couple of thousand
miles. "That's al."

Peter knew better than to try and thank the General.
He just said: "Yes, gr. Cer_tam%/, gr."  He marched out
of the room and when he got into the hall, he danced a little
Hg to show how happy he was. Helen and Karel would

lp him, he was sure.” There had to be an explanation to
this stupid mystery. He had a fortnight and a fighting
chance. That'was dl he had wanted.

XXV

HELEN AND THE FRENCH ARMY doctor who caled him " mon
vieux" and told jokes that were reminiscent of very old
copies of La Vie Parisienne, kept Horst in bed for three days.
At first he stormed at his wite that he needed no doctor
but she was tactful and persuasive. He redlised that he
would benefit from the rest if not from the medicd atten-
tion; he had been on the go for a good many days, living to
a certain extent on his nerves and perhaps this drowsy idl Qg
was a good tonic for the journey ahead. Up to now he h
had amazing luck and everything had gone smoothly. He
was too good a tactician not to redise that it could not last
for ever.” He was quite confident of his ability to tackle
any emergency—but there was Helen who represented camou-
flage and safety but at the same time was a r&ponsbng
when he had a part to play demanding dl his artistry.

he endured her cosseting and attention; yes, she had been
quite truthful when she had said that every woman loved
to nurse a man who was thus helpless, at her mercy. The
doctor sad that he could find no trace of a concussion, his
reactions were al normal; but a blow on the head was aways
a tricky matter. He should rest and degp as much as he
could; " he prescribed a mild sedative and then departed after
congratulating Horst upon his charming and intelligent wife.

But on the fourth day von Falkenal began to be fidget

and impatient. After aU, he had a certain task to carry out.
Stuttgart first and then Strasbourg; Peris, if necessary, but
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if he could devise some way by which they could avoid the
French capital and strike "south-west, it "would be much
better. Paris was big but Paris was a centre for many
Allied activities—among others, Intelligence. 1t would be
safer to keﬁ) awgy from the big cities; his papers and his
acting would stand up much better to the scrutiny of provin-
cid officids, innocent subaterns or smple village policemen
than . . . But that was something he could decide later.
Fortunately in Helen's eyes he had built up his work as
somethlgg confidential and irregular; so long as the part was
well acted, he could make her believe anything he wanted.
At least he thought so.

He dept late on that fourth day and when he woke he
saw Helen gitting at the small table, her short hair tousled,
her face intent; she was writing. _ _

" Is it an autobiography?' he asked lazily. " Or has spring
stirred you to poetry? "

She turned quickly:

"Oh, Karel, you are awake! Now | am sure you want
breakfast. Il go down and tell them. It's no use ringing,
they smply won't answer the bell."

"l don't_ want breakfast, he said. "l want you,_%{oun
woman. But first: no evasons. What were you writing?

"A letter

"To Peter Whitney, | suppose?'

"No, Mr. Nosey Parker. To my mother. | am a very
erran_teéjaughter but even so | think she ought to know | am
married.”

"By dl means tell her, he sad indifferently. "But don't
make it too long." _ _

While she continued to scribble he lay on his back and
watched the ceiling. What would happen, he thought, if
he found the man with the ring—the man who had stolen
the papers of Frederick Rickman? Now "ie was not angry,
he could weigh the posshilities dispassipnately. The papers
were not much use to him—unless he could persuade Helen
that for some reason or other he had to change his identity.
But that might take a lot of explaining and an even more
careful watch over every detail. 'No, he decided without the
dightest emotion, he would have to kill the pseudo-Frederick
Rickman and his companion, too, if 'necessary; but the

s could not be of any use to him. Of course if they
ad money on them, that was a different matter.
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Helen finished the letter, sighed, put it into an envelope
and sedled it.

"You redly don't want any breakfast?"

Horst looked at his wrist-watch: "No, but | wouldn't
mind having some lunch. And after that | am %?lng to
get uF, have a bath and a shave—and off we go, Liebchen.”

"I'll see about the lunch a once. But as for going—

the doctor sad . . . _

~ "No, no, my sweet. | am strong as a lion. The doctor

isan old fool.” And you must not forget, that thisis not our

;Ij_roper honeymoon. ~ We will have that next year, in the
ara. | really must get on with my work." _

She came over to his bed and saf down close to him.

"Karel," she said, while he started to play with a strand
of her hair and then dipped his fingers down to her small
ear, "may | ask a question?'

"But of course,’
~ "Don't tell me If you can't or don't want to ... but what
is your work ?" _ _ _

e took her into his arms and whispered in a mock-
dramatic voice: _

"| am a gunman. | track down people and kill them."

She remained passive and there was a tiny edge to her
voice when she spoke again:

" | meant it serioudly, Don't laugh a me, please. | feel
aI bit |Ik$ Bluebeard's wife. Are thére any skeletons in your
closts ?'

"Alas, | have no closats. Listen, Helen. My secrets are
not my own. | am not being pompous or melodramatic.
But thougg the fighting in Europe is over, there is still much
to do. | me a special agent—a cross between a diplomat
and a detective. |—| may even have to change my
|den:[)|lj[y a one time or another. You trust me, don't
you? _ .

"l married you." _

There was n0 pathos in the three words; a Smple statement
of faith, it reassured him and chased away the dight uness-
ness he had felt at her original question.

"Be patient a little)" he sad dowly. "It won't last Ion?.
And then well spend our eveningsin a nice, quiet way. 11|
tell you an interminable seria sfory and you can lisen and
admire your husband's valour."

"You are dllv." she laughed and as he bent her head back.
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searching for her lips, protested: "Don't, Karel. You want
your lunch. | must . . ." _ _

| am not hungry,” he murmured, "Food is an evil
necessty. It won't "harm you either if you miss a med.
You aré getting plump, you know," _

She laughed, closing her eyes. The curtains were drawn
and outside rain lashed the windows. Agan the sense of
being enclosed in a shell of safety came upon him; her close-
ness, the scent of her hair, his own rested and stirring body
dl contributed to it. Yes, she was someone to keep. He
amost made himself believe that_he could keep her.

Afterwards she went to deep like atired child, curled up
againgt his sde. He watched her for a while and gently
drew his arm from under her head. He, too, began to fed
drowsy. They could start later in the evening, he thought,
or to-morrow morning; it would make no great difference.
He was sure, somehow, that he would overtake those two men
—and if he did not, there were others who could deal with
them once he was In Spain. Spring should be pleasant in
San Sebastian.  And later they could go up to Madrid or ...

. . . The wet snow which had started to melt in the afternoon
squelched underfoot. He was second in the Indian file and
every step was a special effort.  They had been on the move
for three da%{s now but Franz had said that they could take a
long rest after this job had been finished. It was the most
important of all. Kowalski was a rich man and an important
one; a mill-owner who had stolen all his wealthfrom the Germans
and would now diefor it. They would show them who was the
master in Slesia which those murderers and thugs in Versailles
had given to Poland on a platter. They would show them . . .
they would . . .

Weariness crept up hisfeet, encased in old army boots, under
the leather leggings and the riding breeches until it reached his
midriff. His arms felt frozen and iff; he had to give his
leather jacket to Paul, the youngest, who was coughing badly.
But Kowalski was sitting in his mansion, swilling champagne
and growing fat on German blood and marrow, the swine. . . .

For six hours they had been walking, skipping through the
woods, avoiding the main roads, crossin(r; the ravines, slithering
across the railway lines where they could not help coming out
into the open. Franz was the leader; dark-haired, twenty-two,
and his face the colour of clay. He had been a U-boat
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commander—he still wore his Iron Cross first class under his shirt
—but that was in the other world, the one before the November
day which had ended everything. Franz was the leader but
he, Horst von Falkenau, was the second-in-command and the
real brains of the outfit. He liked Franz to think that he gave
the orders; but the orders were suggested by him, a stripling of
_nifneteen, who had only fought for two years and even that in the
infantry. . . .

He was no longer conscious of the long, weary tramp, the
melting snow, the sharp stones jutting out of it.  Everything
had grown more than life-sizez He knew what was going to
happen but at the same time he felt a sense of expectation as if
he were reading a serial, avid for the next instalment because
it was broken off at the most thrilling point. The seven men
who marched over the rid%e, around the dag-heaps and made
their way towards the big house on the hill, were part of some
pageant; their movements, their subdued voices, all directed by
some off-stage power they could not resist. He was spectator
and actor in the same person; though he could not see his own
face, it was an indistinct blur, he had no doubt about his identity,
his participation in the events that would unroll, yard by yard,
like the painted canvas of a song-vendor on an old-timefair.

They were at the house now;, with Paul he made off to the
left where the dg%s were kept.  Big, ugly brutes, Alsatians the spy
they had sent ahead three days ago had reported. They were
trained to attack prowlers on sight. Show began to filter down
from the dark skies again; he felt the flakes as they landed on
his hand and the wet kiss tickled his skin.

The three dogs came on them in a compact, almost silent
roup, as if their fury would not waste itself on snarling or
arking.  Paul dlipped and almost fell but Horst steadied him
and the next moment he felt the fetid breath of one of the dogs
upon his face as it reared up on its hind legs, snapping at his
throat. He had some difficulty in freeing his knife and cursed
himself for not having it ready, but before the sharp canine
teeth could fasten in his flesh, he had dipped it from the sheath
just in time. Even so the teeth of the brute grazed his arm as
it fell back with a smothered yelp, its throat dit. Paul was
having trouble with the other two but together now they dispatched
them.” The younger boy was sobbing and trembling and Horst
smacked his face hard to bring him back to his senses. He
was impatient to join the others who were having all the fun
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and did not wait for Paul to recover completely, but set out
silently to make the circuit of the house.

Hefelt the biting cold, the burning spot on his skin where the
dog had nipped him; hisfeet were wet and his nose was running.
But at the same time, with all the physical discomfort sharply
impressed upon his senses, he saw already the scene in the big
flagged hall with the refectory table upturned and the people
lined up infront of it. He saw it and saw beyond it, too, their
journey back into theforest, the brag%adocio and the loud-mouthed
talk slowly dying down until Franz began to sing the old march-
ing song. ... It was as if he saw three pictures superimposed
on each other like a film which had been exposed three times.
A little blurred but clear enough. But there was no emotion in
him, only an emptiness and an urgency to get it over.

It was exactly as he had seen it: Franz and the others in
their shabby and fantastic clothes standing with their backs
to the nail-studded immense oak door and In front of them the
six people: Kowalski, his wife, his son and the three servants.
He wondered that there were only three until he remembered
that the others dept in the cottages behind the house and that
Kurt was taking care of them in case of need.

But Kowalski was not fat; he was a tall old man with a

thatch of white hair, a brown face and a white moustache. He
looked just like one of the Roman Senators he remembered from
the history book, ditting diff and proud while the Vandals
prowled through the Forum.  Only he was standi n% not sitting.
His wife was afaded small woman and his son, dark-haired, dark-
eyed, with twitching lips as if he could hardly restrain himself
fromjumping at the invaders.
! He had no personal feelings about Kowalski; it was a Vehme
job like the others the Freicorps expected you to do—you killed
and burned, wrecked and then went away; a plumber did his
job with leaking pipes, a carpenter planed some shelves—it
was exactly the same. Rather dull and unpleasant, but you
had no choice. You did not expect retribution because you had
no sense of guilt; though Paul and some of the younger ones often
gnashed their teeth and moaned in their sleep as if they were
going through all of it again.

" You beasts” Kowalski was saying in a high, strained
voice, and Horst noticed that he had a strong Polish accent,
"you beasts. It won't last long and you'll hang—every one
of you."

Franz nodded and the rifles spoke. The echoes shattered
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the air, reverberatinﬂ from the high rafters, sweeping along the
panelled walls as if they would never end. Kowalski slowly dlid
down in front of the upturned table; one hand grasping the edge
of the polished top, was sharply outlined with trembling fingers.
The nails were clean and square-cut, but the hand was old with
grey hairs and uneven skin. Horst watched the hand, waiting
for it to release its grasp and dlide down. But it took an end-
less time and he shifted his eyes.

The woman had fallen on her back and the young man on
top of her as if he wanted to shield her even in death. He could
not see her face but her dressi ng-%own had opened and showed
her yellow skin. It was an obscene and disturbing sight,
though under the dressing-gown she was wearing a high-collared
nightdress. Just that triangle of skin between neck and breasts,
wrinkled and yellow and dead. The son had fallen across her
body, his face upturned, his nostrils black, and on his face
an expression of scorn and awe. The three servants were also
dead but he did not bother to look at them.

It could not have lasted more than a few seconds but he felt
that this brief interval would never end. He found himself
wishing passionately that someone would move or shout. The
echo had died away now and the silence was complete. Suddenly
panic seized him that he would be left alone with the bodies,
that the others would steal away. It was not the guilt of the
deed; it was only the sense that he would have to face them
alone, already dtiff, sprawling in the undignified attitudes of
death that made him uneasy. Perhaps they would rise and
demand to be killed over and over again—and what if he had
spent all his ammunition?

Then back in the darkness and the cold; again he was second
in the Indian file. Behind them the house was dark and desolate.
Their orders were not to burn it for they were a long way from
headquarters and the blaze would raise the alarm too early.
Twenty-five miles or more in the snow, and at the prospect of
the long tramp his heart sank. It was not fair, he thought;
they ought to provide transport. The k||||n§? was a nuisance
—but this long walk. Frostbite and chilblains, rheumatism
and even pneumonia—the Cause was not worth all this.  You
could not expect heroes to walk fiftK miles like footsloggers.
They did the dirty work and the Chief sat in the farmhouse
and gave orders. It was not fair. He was going to do some-
thing about it. He would tell the Chief what he thought of him.
One day, perhaps, he might press the trigger by mistake and no
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one would notice it in the woods. Sometimes the Chief came
with them—if it was a specially spectacular job or someone
he knew personally and hated. Then, in the forest, among the
trees—an accident. And he, Horst von Falkenau, an officer
and a gentleman even if they had torn his epaulettes from his
shoulders when he came back from Flanders, even if the Kaiser
had fled and the Sozis were playing at starting a Republic . . .
he might become Chief instead. There was Franz, but Franz
was not ambitious; he just wanted to kill because he could not
break himself of the habit.

But the twenty-five miles dill stretched in front of him,
endless and disheartening. The squelching snow, Paul's snuff-
ling, the roots jutting out from the snowdrifts and tripping up
the unwary—it was hateful. This was not what he had joined
the I(Ij:reicorps for. He would do something about it. He
would . . .

, . . Horst von Falkenau opened his eyes. He felt a
stranger, lost in some world of others making. Why was
he len here in bed and who was this strange woman at his
Sde” e was breathing softly and she was IoveI%/—but
this was no time for women or for bed. He must tel the
Chief ... he must remember to impress upon him the vita
importance of ...
~Helen stirred and opened her eyes. As she lay on her
sde, for one moment their glances met. There was blank,
puzzled lack of recognition in Horst's, while hers were shining
with deep and contentment, the soft warm glow in awoman's

es who has—at least for the moment—nothing to ask of

ate. But her look dimmed; almost dismayed, she asked:

"What isit? What has happened? Is anything wrong ?*

The eyes and the voice brought him back from the distance.
The effort was tremendous but he just managed to find the
tone of nonchalance and affection that was needed.

"It's nothing, my Sweet. , I've only {ust woken myself.
| thought | had had a dream—a very slly one."

She ‘sat up, the flimsy nightgown “dipping from her
rounded shoulders.

"How exciting!" she clapped. "You never told me that
you used to have dreams—I mean, dreams to remember. |
aways make a vow while | dream to kee||o it in my mind—
but 1 never can. It dips away. And | do love dreams.
Tel me, what was it about?
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"Nothing . . . redly ... | can't remember."

‘This was getting tougher. It was not the dream that
disturbed him. Those years were so distant and al trace
of them had been wiped out except in his own mind—and
even there, he thought, they were safely under lock and key.
Logt or just locked away, together with those childhood
memories, the first shameful and starving days at the
Kammerspiele, the intrigues and disappointments of his
rather brief but not unglorious acting career. What came
afterwards . . . no, he could control that, at any time.

What made him uneasy was the mere fact of dreaming.
He could not remember having ever dreamt before—except
that first night in Klingenberg but that was immediately
after the stupid accident and did not count. Surely it did
not count . . . surely there were ways and means to prevent
them coming? He was quite confident that there were and
that he would be able to use them. He could beat anythin
outside and inside him—he had done it before, again an
again—why should it al change suddenly? _
_Dreams could not change nor influence reality and al his
life he had been a redist. Perhaps his nerves were a little
overstrained. Well, he would take better care of his body
and his mind could take care of itself. _

Lazily he stretched. The darkness had disappeared; al
this was familiar and homely. He traced the tender curve
of Helen's arm and said: _

"If | am not mistaken, you promised me some lunch—
about three hours ago. ..."

XXVI

STRASBOURG WAS LIKE A madhouse and it took them three
hours before they found a room in a third-rate hotel on the
Place de la Gare. Horst was furious and Helen meekly
amused at her lord and master's stormi nﬂ_that did not seem
to produce the right results this time.  His temper was ill
short when they unpacked in the shabby, soiled room, and
wisdy she kept dlent. She had met enough Continentals
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and knew a sufficient amount about men to redise the virtues
of keeping one's mouth shut.

But after dinner he seemed to be more cheerful. He had
drunk more wine than usual but it had no specid effect on
him except that he talked more than normally—about
Czechoslovakia, about the news in the paper he had picked
up from an empty chair and about Paris.

"Would you mind very much if we had to turn south?
he asked. ™ | have to get my instructions here—as a matter
of fact |1 have an appointment in fifteen minutes—and it is
not impossible that I'll be sent to Bordeaux."

"No, | wouldn't mind," she replied dowly, "except that
sooner or later | have to report in Paris. ~ You know, |
only made temporary arrangements for leave and . . ."

"But of course you will resign. | mean—I don't want a
wifein uniform. “You have a perfect reason now, a husband
to look after." _

This was quite a surprise. She had not thought that he
would be so possessive . . . and somewhat old-fashioned too.

"l don't think | can do that," she answered, picking her
words carefully. "You see, | undertook to serve two years
and only sx months have .| haveto apply for release
inthe normal way and . . ." _ _

He lifted his hands in a gesture of comic despair.

"Red tape! Nothing but red tape! Terrible! 'l settle
everything if you leave it to me. If |1 have to go south,
well " telegraph” from Bordeaux to your chief in” London.
Then I'll take you to Spain and well be lazy for a month
orso. ...
be]l“BUt Spain, Karel ... | mean . . . you never mentioned it

ore. ... :
~"The war is over. People have once again the right to
live private lives. They will look after the Germans without

ou

~ That hurt her. "Of course | know my" work is not
important,” she began, but he cut her short. °

"Work and you—that's a contradiction in terms. |If |
were an Indian ﬁrl nce, | would build you a string of palaces
gtnd yt?u V}/g:%ullq' ave nothing to do except to St in them and

eautiful.

aé’ue laughed. He was so absurd and lovable; and every
hour she discovered new things about him. But she would
not give in—yet.
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~"Well talk about it—when you get your orders. Let's
finish the wine and forget that we are ?rovvn-up "

He nodded as if he thought the whole issue unimportant.
Tf;teyhdrank, toasting each other. Then he glanced a his
watch.

" | must go now, darling. Promise me, you'll stay indoors.
Thereis al sort of riff-raff al)out and after dark it is not safe
out in the streets. | may be a little late—but I'll hurry, |
Promise, . :

" All right," she smiled. " I'll write another letter.  Mother
must be frantic by this time—I only sent her a brief note."

She watched him as he walked across the square, tall and
handsome, no longer a stranger but the closest kin, the
dearest in the world. What "if his ideas about women's
careers were different from hers? She smiled aPaln, aquick,
secretive smile and turned towards the hotel hall.

As soon as he had left her, Horst put her out of his mind.
He wanted two things—more mong?é and some tablets of
that stuff Hermann's boys used to take on the long raids to
keep awake. No doctor would give a prescription for them
... but there were other ways. He wondered whether the
cache of stuff was till there in the woods near Blamont. It
had been one of his duties to provide the place.for it in the
disused mine—and then he forgot about it for it could concern
him no longer. He never dreamt that he would think of
«all those cases again—enough drugs to keep a dozen hospitals
gom?, enough poison to put the whole of Europe to quick
and final deep.  And some of that sulpho derivative prepara:
tion—he remembered the fina list which he had checked
with the pompous and fat Oberst of the Medica Corps. . . .
It would be easy to make a detour. . . . _

His mind worked clearly and swiftly as he made his way
towards the hotel on the Place Kleber. The Maison Rouge,
it was, a somewhat old-fashioned but excellent house. He
hoped the French had not taken it over for an officers_mess.
But even then, Gaston was certain to hang on. Trust Gaston
—he had survived greater caamities. And Gaston would
know where the Strasbourg station of the underground was—
it stretched all across Europe, it had been organised—when?
JLllst after Stalingrad. There was foresight Tor you, if you
plesse. . . .

He reached the hotel and was a little relieved to discover
that it was gill open to the general public. Two French
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ﬁolicemen sood at the entrance but they did not challenge
m. A well-dressed civilian, circulating freely in the military
zone, must obviously be al right—and HorSt smiled at the
bottomless stupidity of al these prople. Or perhaps it was
due to his well-laid plans that it had al gone without a hitch
.. . except for the emptK safein the Frankfurterstrasse.  But
he must not think of that, he must not get angry. Anger
was the petty vice of fools. _ . _ ,

The hotel 'hall was crowded with officers in uniform; and
one or two women of the usua type. He marched up to
the desk and said: "Excuse me ... but could | see Gaston?"

The man behind the desk stared at him with narrowed
eyes and Horst thought that this journey of his seemed to
be from one reception clerk to the othér. Like signposts,
th%/ marked the stages of his trip. o

ut the man iUSt stared at him and he grew irritated.

" Does he no longer work here?'

"Monsieur hasn't heard?" the clerk asked.

"No, I've only just arrived in Strasbourg . . . why, what
has happened 7" = : .
~"Gaston was killed in araid, three days before the libera-
tion of our city. It isagreat pity, monsieur, that he could
not live to see 1t—he was such an ardent patriot."

Horst did not care two hoots whether Gaston had been able
to fool the reception clerk of the Maison Rouge with his
fake patriotism. ~ This was getting serious, he thought. The
next place where he could get money was Paris—and Peris
was a spot he would rather avoid.  He still had a comfortable
sum in his pocket but prices had rocketed and he had to be
prepared for ever emergencxé So... _

"l am sorry to hear about Gaston,” he said curtly. "Did
he leave any family? | might be able to heI?_. o

"Oh but, monsieur, Gaston was a confirmed bachelor.
He always used to say that as long as other men had
wives . ."." smirked the clerk. " | never heard him mention
his family. | believe he was an orphan.” ,

Horst “decided that he was not interested in Gaston's
private circumstances. Though he had little hope of any
results, he wanted to make sure of his other quarry.

" Do you mind if | look at your register?" "He changed the
subject “abruptly. "It is just possble that a friend of mine
whom | mis&d in Stuftgart may have stayed here—or
possbly may be ill a your hotdl.
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"But of course, monsieur," and the man swung round the
heavy book fixed to a revolving wooden block.

"Thank you, He ran his finger down the column of
names. Most of them were French. But his finger stopped
suddenly. It was amost _incredible luck—or perhaﬂs just
his usual good fortune. Frederick Rickman . The date
was that of three days ago.

Again he turned to the clerk: _ . _

"I"am in luck,' he said. "My friend ... is M. Rickman
gtill staying here?" _ . 1

The Clerk nodded. "Yes, monsieur. But he is out.™

"Oh, what a pity! When did he say he would be back?"

"About eleven 0'clock,” the man behind the desk replied.
"l believe he is expecting a telephone cadl. He told me to
have it put through to his room."

"What number is that?" _ _

" Four-hundred-and-nine. Monsieur will come back?"

"Yes, but | don't want you to tell him anything. Heis
an old comrade of mine and | would like to surprise him.
Is it understood ?"

This time it was a banknote that passed between them.
The receKtlon clerk winked: "Naturally, monsieur. | under-
stand. little private joke, hein?"

"A very private joke,” smiled Horst. _

“He turned away and the next moment found himself

vigorously embraced by a young French airman. _
Edouard!" the Frenchman roared. "What a delightful

SLIII’pI‘IS?! Edouard of dl people! And in Strasbourg of dl

aced!" .

Horst freed himself abruptly but the Frenchman clutched
at him again. He was a handsome, brown-faced youngster
with asmall dark moustache ala Adolphe Menjou and adouble
row of ribbons on histunic. He was dso roaring drunk.

"l am afrad you are mistaken," von Fakenau sad
fI’I%Id|y. “| am not Edouard." . _

he” Frenchman cIung to him with limpet-like tenacity.

" Of course you are Edouard, even if you don't know it!"
he inssted with the crooked logic of the glorioudy drunk.
"And you cannot do thisto me . . . not to Jules, your old
pa! Edouard, please. "

Horst thought that this was the worgt posshle place to
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cal attention to himself. He took the arm of the stagger-
ing arman and drew him away, behind a thick imitation
marble column. _ _

"Listen, you fool," he Wh%ered flercelg. "l am not
Edouard. You are drunk. Go to bed before you do
something silly." _ _

He turned to go but found the young man still hanging
on to him. _ _

"You are always scolding me, Edouard,” he wailed, and
tears stood in his bright brown eyes. " You are aways telling
me | am drunk. But | am not. | am just happy.

"Wel| then, be happy without me. | must go."

To his surprise the airman nodded. "1 know. And you
want the 'auto.” He stumbled and amost fell. He was
leaning against Horst and the ex-Gauleiter felt the fumes of
brand _a$ault|n(f:1 him in strong waves. It was miraculous
that this young fellow could still stand up. He was appar-
ently in the final stage of drunkenness, the last flicker of
aimless effort, before collgpse and unconsciousness. "But
itsno use . . ." the drunk continued. " Il—I got the—key
—and the garage is locked. The at—the atten—the atten-
dant," he brought out triumphantly, "has left. You can't
go unless you take me. Little me. Little Jules the bright
star of the skies. . . ." _

He started to sing in a cracked voice:

"Sur le pont d'Avignon . . " _

Horst clapped his hand over his mouth and whispered:

"Ssh, Jules! You don't want to wake the others. Of
course I'll take you. | wouldn't desert a pa."

The plan had ‘come to him in a flash. It till had a vague-
ness, an element of uncertainty about it that he didliked;
but this was an occasion for improvised measures. The
real genius in strategy, Clausewitz had said, was the man
who could turn the Chance elements to his own a_dvantaﬁe
at the shortest notice. If Clausewitz. had not said it, he
ought to have, thought Horst with awry smile, rememberin
how little use the wisdom of the General Staff's High Pri
had been a%alns the intuitionjof the Bohemian corpordl.

Hules bubbled over with bibulous gratitude: _

" That'sh wonderful, Edouard . . . that'sh ared friend . . .
Cme on ... we musht hurry. . . ."

As he half-carried the young airman through the front door,
Horst glanced a his watch. It was just haf-past ten.
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Outside the cold air seemed to revive Jules for a moment.
Purposefully he made for a narrow aley which led alongside
the main hotel building towards the rear. But this new
animation did not last long. He staggered and would have
falen if Horst had not caught him.” Reception clerks and
drunks, he thought again . . . signposts of my journey. For
a moment he remembered Peter Whitney, but already the
American was something immaterial and dim, a figure from
a story-book who could not possibly matter.

"Keys and locks" the young airman muttered. "Locks
and kéys. What are they for, | ask you? What need is
there to lock up things?” Why don't we trust each other,
Edouard?" _ _ _

He threw out his arms in a wide, eloquent gesture and
redly fell over. They werein the alley now, dark and narrow
arid “dank; Horst _began to feel an increasing irritation.
Perhaps he could find some other way to work this . . .
Berhaps. . ... But as he knelt down, rolling Jules over on his
back, he decided that if the garage was the place he wanted,
it would be better to stick to his origina plan.

Jules had temporarily given up the ghost—he was dead
to the world. Horst hoisted him on to his shoulder and
carried him towards the end of the aley which showed, a
little lighter, against the dark space of the high walls. Once
they passed under a beam connecting these walls and Juless
head must have knocked against it for he suddenly recovered
consciousness and began t0 sing again about the dancers on
the bridge at Avignon. _

Horst set him down on hisfeet. The young airman reached
up dazedly and fingered his head.

. "r\{ygat'sh the matter?" he demanded. "You wanna
I p 1 -

gIIt's Edouard,” Horst reassured him. "Where is that
garage? A little drive will do you good.” _ _

Jules pointed vaguely and von Falkenau switched on his
torch. There was a steel door in front of them, a few yards
ahead. "The key?" demanded von Falkenau. But “Jules
did not reply. Jules was well and truly lost in the paradise
of the drunk. Horst had to go through his pockets to find
the gara.ge kety. It was one of those lock-up places, not
the regular hotel garage; within were two cars—both French
army vehicles—a bench, a concrete floor, and in the back a
pile of rusty toals, oily rags and other rubbish. . Horst opened
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the door of the car nearer to the door and dumped Jules in
the driver's seat.  His torch wavered briefly over the bleak
dusty interior. He retreated softly to the door and locked
it from the outside. _ .

The clerk looked up with aacriity as he reappeared at
the desk. "1 am afraid | won't be able to keep my surprise
aplge?mtment with Mr. Rickman to-night; Horst said.
" "Perhaps I'll look him up to-morrow.  Or I'll ring him.  But
| ill want you to keep quiet—a surprise is a surprise even
twenty-four hours later,’ _

The man behind the desk nodded. He did not understand
the whole thing but this tall, handsome civilian had tipped
him royally and he, for one, did not concern himself with
matters that were outside his ordinary duties. These were
bewildering times and one had to bé grateful to be aive
a dl. Asfor M. Rickman—he was a surly brute and never
had acivil word for anybody. The clerk turned to the pigeon-
holes behind him and by the time he looked round again,
his visitor had dlsaf)peared. _

The corridor of the fourth floor was deserted. A single
bulb burned at the turn, a few yards from 409. Horst
reached up a gloved hand and removed it. The black-out
curtains were dill in position at the window which was just
opposite the room of M. Rickman. He pulled them and

epPed behind them, leaving a dight crack. ~As he waited,
he felt a fierce pleasure of anticipation which blotted out
everything—Helen, the long gourney behind and ahead of
him, the dight weariness he felt under his burning eyelids.
Thiswas like old times and he knew exactly what to do.

Heavy, blundering steps aong the carpetless passage. A
voice swearing in German at the darkness—the stug|>_| idiot,
Horst _thoua?ht, awonder he had lasted so long. Then the
fumbling a the door. Von Falkenau stepped forward.

"Go on, right to the middle of the room," he said. The
gun he held jabbed into something soft and bulky. The man
stiffened under it but did not cal out.

Horst followed him over the threshold and closed the door
behind himself. He found the light-switch.

"Turn round,” he commanded. _

The tall, heavily-built man swung round and his mouth
opened in a comic expression of surprise.  His heavy-jowled,
mottled face tried to crease into an ingratiating smile but it
was not very successful.
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"Why, there must be some mistake . . ." he sad in a
squeaking, h{%h-pltchw voice which contrasted strangely with
his bulk.” "Who are you? What do you want?"

"Put up your hands," Horst said quietly. "Don't move."

He ran his fingers over the man's body and removed a gun.
He threw it on the small table on his lett.

"But | tell you—"

"Keep quiet." On the pud%/] left hand of the fat man
there was the ring—the ring with the snake. With scientific
curiosity Horst studied him. In his mind he put back the
moustache under the swollen, purple nose; cropped the long,
greasy hair until it again had a military cut; stripped off the

old-fimmed glasses. Yes, his memory had been right.

ho told you, Gruppenfuehrer Obmann," he continued in
tghe Sal’j)1§ even tone, "about the safe in the Frankfurter-
rasse”

~ " You must be mad," the other man protested. " My name
lals Rlckrrzjan and | am an American citizen. [I'll rase the
arm and——"

"No, you won't raise the alarm, Obmann. And it is no
use bluffing me. You know, | can kill you in at least six
different ways—quick and dow, nasty and nice. It all
deﬁ_)ends on you." .

he tongue of the cornered man darted out. He was till
bluffing but afraid: o

"1 don't understand your gibberish. There must be some
mistake. If you are from the police, identify yourself."

Horst had met Obmann perhaps three times in his life.
The Gruppenfuehrer was one of Heinrich's less bright boys;
but for the more brutal ]IObS he was efficient enough. ~A
much-travelled man who left a trail of torture in his wake.
Horst was a little surprised that Obmann had had the guts
and intelli Pence to remain at large so long—but fear sharpens
the wits of the dullest hippopotamus. It gave him particular
satisfaction that Obmann had not recognised him.

"Come on," he urged the man who called himself Rickman.
"1 haven't time to waste and you haven't much left."

"But—what do you want to know? If it's mon%—"

"It's money as well. But that comes later. ho told
you about the safe in the Frankfurterstrasse ?' _

"l don't see what business of yours it is ... but if you
dready know ... it was Kemmerich." _

So Kemmerich had planned to double-cross him! The
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swine. Kemmerich whom he had raised from a fifth-rate
imp, "working" the district behind the Alexanderplatz, to
]r:;_ls personal aide! Kemmerich who had regularly recelved
his cut of al the rackets and "capital levies' in the Gaul
Kemmerich who . . , The ingratitude of man was realy
unspeakable. Horst did not pause to think that he, in turn,
had double-crossed Kemmerich; that he had killed him
because he needed a corpse for his get-awa%/. Kemmerich
could not have known that in advance—his treachery must
have been prepared beforehand and . . . _

The other man must have noticed t_he_tlgwtenl ng of Horst's
face. The flicker of fear became panic in his eyes. -

"It was dl hisidea" he blurted out. "And I was waiting
for him but he did not come."

"Who was the other man with you?"

"Heinz Braun—but they caught him in Stuttgart because
he got drunk."

0 on,

"There is nothing more to say," Obmann continued in
desperate haste. He began to feel that he was pleading
for hislife. "But | swear | didn't know—I—but—who . . .

He paused and stared at Horst.

"Why, you are—" o , _

The ‘gun, pressed againgt his belly, stopped him.  His
breath whistled thinly as he drew back, as if the fraction of
an inch by which he’removed his body from the cold touch,
would mean a margin of safety. _ _

"No names, my friend," Horst whispered. "It is enough
that | know yours."
~ "But Herr Ge . . . | mean, you know me. | have a place
in the Plan. | can be useful."

"Give me the money."

" | only took half. “Braun had the rest and——"

"The money." _ o

Obmann sighed. Regretfully he reached into his inner
pocket. He brought out his hand armed with a knuckle-
duster decorated in addition with five-iach nails. But Horst
warded off his blow with ease.  Under his grip the fat man's
arm became lifdess. He st,rlpped the ugly weapon from the
swollen fingers. Then he lifted his leg and kicked Obmann
in the groin. The obese Gruppenfuehrer doubled up with a
de of pain. Before he could straighten out, Horst kicked
im again.
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"The money," he repeated. _ _

This time a bundle of notes was forthcomln% without any
opposition.  Horst thrust it into his coat-pocket.

| want the rest. | am sure you have kept back some."

"But | need afew hundred if—"

"Give metherest.” -

Another, smaller wad came out.

"You won't want it," Horst said dryly. "Come on now."

‘The fat man did not budge. His bulk shook dightly and
his voice was hoarse: _

" Btg)t" | have given you everything. What more do you
want”

"Come on." Horst prodded him with the gun. "If you
let out a sound, I'll shoot. | have a silencer—a little plop
won't disturb anyone." _ _
_As they passed alon(f:;_ the corridor, they heard distant
singing. me){oung officers were making merr¥. They did
not” meet a soul, marching down the p e 1o the back
stairs which Horst had reconnoitred. Once Obmann made a
movement as if to bolt but his captor kicked him again and
after that he seemed to have lost dl fighting spirit. They
came out into the courtyard from which a narrow passage led
to the alley. It was pitch dark here and Horst kept his
gun pressed to Obmann's back, holding it there while he
oOpened the garage door.

"Inside," he said. _ _

The Gruppenfuehrer hesitated. Horst pushed him across

the threshold. He closed the door behind himself and
switched on the light. "Go right to the back,” he ordered
his Frlsoner. _ . _ _ _ _
| é]tl_JIes was gtill deeping blissfully in the driver's seat, snoring
ustily.
_ P|>e/>ase consider what you are doing, "the fat man began
in the tone of someone appealing to reason. " | never knew
that the money and the papers were so important. | swear
to God that if | had known . . . and we are in the same boat.
| would do anythlnthor you, really andythlng. Just now,
upstairs, | lost” my head—but | wouldn't be a traitor—
for anything in the world. Please, Hen General—please
pause to think . . ." _

"Take off your overcoat,” Horst sad curtly. ,

Obmann obeyed dowly. Von Fakenau made him take
off his jacket and his waistcoat as well.
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"Turn towardsthe wall," he commanded.

"But please . . ."

" Raise your arms and turn towards the wall... ."

"For pity's sake, Herr Ge . . " o

Horst came closer and Obmann hastily did as he was told.
Keeping him covered, the other man switched on the engine
of the car nearer to him.  The steady purr of the motor filled
the enclosed space and the car itself vibrated strongly.
There was no sound or movement from Jules. _

"l have dreamt of this, Obmann, for quite some time"
Horst said softly. "Stand still and don't try to turn your
head. Itisnouse You have to die’ _

He had his gun pressed against the man's back, in the
middle of the lumbar section of the spine.

"You will take along time to die but you won't be able
to do anything about it," he continued in the same even
tone. "And | am sure you will go straight to hell."

He pressed the trigger. The recoil was considerable and
he statj;%ered, steadying himself against the purring, trembling
car. The echo, too, sounded like thunder but actually the
engine almost completely absorbed the noise. The French-
man stirred but did not open his eyes. Obmann slumped
down, shot through the spine and paralysed from the hips
downwards. An animal-like sound came from his open
mouth. Horst twisted the fat man's tie into a narrow strip
of fabric and gagged him. Then he dipped from the garage
after he had switched off the engine.

Insde the dying man was struggling for breath. With
an immense effort of his torso he threw himself forward
so that his head came to rest close to the footboard of the
first car. The young aviator opened his eyes and stared
down into the fat, upturned, distorted face, hisected by the
twisted gfag He shook his head as if to scare away the
vison. It would not go away. He reached out his hand
to touch the matted harr but withdrew his fingers before he
came in contact with it. He did into the far seat and closed
his eyes again. He dept while Franz Obmann died—
% inches, with dl the blood and pain pent up in his body.

e solitary bulb swung slowly overhead and there was no
more sound except Jules's snoring.
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THE BLACK MERCEDES SPED through the famous vineyards
of Burgundy, past Dggr:] and Vougeot, Corgoloin and Beaune,
Champtorgeuil and Sennecey-le-Grand. It roared across the
lain of Bresse and the wide valey of the Sadne. They
unched in the shadow of the lovely Eglise de Brou and in
the afternoon came to Bellegarde in"the Toothills of the Jura.
It would have been a pleasant drive—but Helen was a
little puzzled and uneasy. Her husband had been taciturn
and pre-occupied ever since he had come back, shortly before
midnight, from receiving his "marching orders’ in Stras-
bourg.” She had waited up for him and he had kissed her
ood night; but for along time she heard him tossgP and
urnlng and when she woke in the morning, he was already

dr

Now, in Bellegarde, he amazed her with a suggestion she
could not understand. _ _

"Helen, my dear," he said, "you drive on to Annecy
aone. | have some business here and I'll join you in the
evening,'

"But. . ." _ .

"Please, Helen, | have no time to explain." _

He softened the harshness of his words with a quick,
absent-minded smile.  But she felt that he was drawing
away from her, impatient for her to go and that aarmed her
more than anythln% Moreover, she was a forthright sort
of person who disiked mysteries and did not take kindly to
bem& treated as a child. _

" Karel," she sad and held on to his deeve as he stood
outside the car, "do tell me if something is wrong. | am
your wife and | have aright to know." ~ _

"There is nothing wro_n?. You are imagining things. |
thought you were a sensible woman. Just drive ahead and
I'll see you to-night. The rooms are reserved at the Grand
Beau Rivage” He patted her hand reaswrmglg. "l
swear to you that | am not up to any mischief. Or do you
think 1 have an assgnation with a beautiful blonde sp){]? '

The joke fell flat for she had heard only part of what he
had said. She repeated blankly: :
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"The rooms?" _ _

He hastened to explain: "l have been deeping so badly
and | may be alittle late. | thought if | took two rooms
for the night | would avoid disturbing you."

"But that's absurd. . . ." o _

"Please, Helen, do trust me. Everything is al right,
normal and pleasant. But if you persist © . ."

_ It amost sounded like a threat. It almost sounded as
if he hated her. Blinded with tears she let out the clutch
and the car shot forward. She had driven a couple of miles
before she noticed that he had left his overcoat on the back
seat. The weather was far from warm. She hesitated
whether she should turn back. But no—he was in a strange
mood. Perhaps something was WOI‘I‘)(]I;]C? him; perhaps dl
he had S%one through and endured caused a belated
shock—she had read of delayed nervous effects caused by
strain. . . . Tenderness welled up in her. She drove on,
dowly, puzzled and amost unhappg.

_Asthe car disappeared round the bend, Horst von Falkenau
sghed with relief.” He sat down on the roadside and pulled
a map from his pocket. He did not want to stay on the
highway but neither did he want to make a detour. Yes—
his finger followed the contours of the map—there was a
short cut. It meant pler;tgl of hard climbing but that was
what he wanted. He had to test his theory. He had to
strain his body, tire out his muscles, arrive at a state of
amost complete physica exhaustion. He could not do it
sitting in the car—nor could he expect Helen to share a
vigorous course of physical training; she would think that
he had gone mad. But he was sane, saner than ever in his
life. He knew that something had started, way deep in him
that was just barely to be perceived; yet it was dangerous
and he had to do something about it.” He had picked up
those pills in the woods near Blamont—but he was_not
sure about their effect. In any case, he, hated drugs. They
were unmanly, habit-forming”and somehow obscene. NO,
this was the better way. . . .

_He found the secondary road a few hundred yards to the
right and started his march. Three hundred paces at a hard
trot, three hundred a the pace of %lck march and then
three hundred of ordinary walking. He smiled—how long
it had been since he had tried this! The "toughening up

inthearmy . . . why, it lay aimost thirty years back. How
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he had hated it and yet how he had loved the years of fighting,
of anonymity, of escape from every kind of responsibility
. . . escape from Aunt Agatha and the life in Marienbad.
Last night had been the worst so far. He had kept awake
amog till dawn and had then thought that his seep would
be deep enough to save him from dreams. But it did not.
It seemed that he had hardly closed his eyes when it began.. ..

. .. Thelong table in thepanelled dining-room. The candles
and above them Aunt Agatha's dead-whiteface, the hair severely
upswept from the waxen forehead. 7 he cameo brooch at the
neck of her black dress. Her long, narrow, beringed hands
hovering above the plate.

" You must eat your vegetables, Horst. It is a question of
self-discipline.  There is no bad food or good food. Every-
thing served in my house is wholesome.”

" Yes, Aunt Agatha."

"Marie told me to-day that she saw you playing with one
of tr];)se Czech boys again and that you were laughing. Is it
true?"

" Yes, but he spoke to me first."

" How often do | have to tell you that you are German and
that you must have nothing to do with those horrid ragamuffins?
\r(]ou are a German, not an Austrian or a Polack, remember
that!"

" Yes, Aunt Agatha."

It was no use, he could not shut his ears. Her nasal voice
continued inexorably:

" Your father fought at Gravelotte. Your grandfather was
the leader of the Conservative Party at Frankfurt. Your
great-grandfather commanded his own regiment at Jena and
Leipzig. You have seen his name on the Denkmal last summer,
remember ?  You are a weak child, Horst, butyou carry a great
trad|t|on

"Yes, Aunt Agatha."

And afterwards in the mausoleum-like drawing-room with
its family portraits, the hi(T:]h-backed uncomfortable chairs, he
was allowed to look at an illustrated copy of Scheffel's Ekkehard.
He turned the diff pages dowly, loathing the fed of the gilt,
hard edges. Aunt Agatha was reading the Preussische Staats-
zeitung; she never touched the local or the Viennese papers.
She was an exile in the Empire of the Habsburgs, an exile
from Prussia and Mark Brandenburg. Since her only brother



144 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

and his wife had been drowned in a sailing accident, she had
devoted her life to charity and the correct upbringing of her
nephew. He was only five when he came to her, a wilful,
moody, unsatisfactory child; but she was determined to do her
duty. The duty of Agatha von Falkenau was to make life as
uncomfortable and unyielding for everybody as she could. A
former Stiftsdame, she till hankered secretly after the secure and
narromly confined life of the nunnery-like institution; but she
would not shirk her responsibilities and did not believe in board-
in? schools. _

f he could only have laughed at her; but there was no chink
in her armour of whalebone and black jet. And fear crept
upon him, day and night, whenever he saw her or thought of
her. She never beat him but her words were tiny lashes, lacerat- -
ing his mind and body. And when she was serioudly displeased
with him, there was the small room on the ground floor, bare and
dark. She locked him in until he apologised. At first it took
hours, half a day even, before he could bring himself to ‘humilia-
tion and self-abasement. But the small room gradually broke
his spirit. He did not know what was the terror it held; it
looked ordinary enough when the door was opened and the sun-
light streamed in.  But how many hours he had sat there on the
single stool, staring at the faded newspaper and watching the
single gadight, trembling lest it go out. That was his supreme
fear: that one day, one moment the light would start to flicker
and then die and he would be left alone in the dark. The dark
was peopled in his imagination by a dozen Aunt Agathas, black-
clad, the thin, long hands ending in sharp, rending claws, their
faces like that of the witch in thefairy-tales of the Grimm brothers.'
If the gadight failed, the hostIK, vampire-hke Aunt Agathas
would start to fly around above his head, quicker and quicker,
their long black dresses flapping like bats wings until they
swooped down upon himand . . .

His imagination always stopped at this moment but not
his dreams. The soft, cold shapes were around him, closer
and closer they pressed and he sobbed, trying to wake up, to open
his eyes. But it was no use trying to escape, no use trying to
remember that it was not real. That was why after a year or
0 he apologised at once, meekly and abjectly. But Aunt
Agatha did not believe in rapid repentance. Even so there was
the measure of time he had to spend in the small room, When
he grew a little bigger, at ten or eleven, he started to think of
digging a tunnel, of breaking through the walls. But it was
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no consolation to ﬁlOt such an escape even though he had
managed to get a chisel and a crowbar. On the other side, in
the bleak and formal garden. Aunt Agatha would wait for him
and shoo him back into captivity . . .

... She had her first stroke when he was sixteen but she clung
on to life with reptile-like tenacity. She had her wheel-chair
equipped with a bell and the bell punctuated his days with its
‘persistent clan%our; it even rang in his sleep and often he started
up, with clenched fists, sweating, pursued by the fiendish sound.
It seemed that her crippled state gave her mind a sharper edge,
.a greater ingenuity in taunting and bullying him. He often
pla}ieql with the idea of killing her but his adolescent imagination
took it for certain that physical death would not end this thing
between them.  She hated him because she had hated his mother:
a pretty, feather-brained woman who was perhaps one or two
degrees lower in the rigid social hierarcr;i/ Agatha von Falkenau
believed to be the only reality in adgradu ly disintegrating world.

~ The second stroke came a few days before he enlisted. Her
right side was Sﬁaraly%d and she could no longer use even the
wheel-chair. e lay in her big, bier-like bed but her influence,
her presence was in every room, following him into the Street,
the school, the playground. The decision to break away had
come suddenly. ~ This was the third year of the war and already
recruiting offices were less particular about the recruits age and
%hyscal condition—and he was, at not quite seventeen, a tall
road-shouldered youngster, in perfect health, with unimpaired
vitality.  All the way from the barracks he ran home. The
two old women servants stared at him aghast as he burst into
the hall, clad in Feldgrau, his eyes shining. He paid no atten-
tion to them but hurried upstairs and, without pausing to knock,
rushed into his aunt's room.  She was lying on her back, starin
at the ceiling, her lips pursed, the creases in her face dark an
cavernous. He storged just inside the door, panting a little.
With some difficulty she turned her head and looked at him.

"What's this masquerade?’ she asked in her thin, precise
voice. The stroke had not affected her nasal, prim enunciation.

"l am going away, Aunt Agatha,’ he crowed, unable to
keep the triumph out of his voice. o

" You aremad.” Her eyesdiddown his figure. " Completely
mad.  You should be ashamed of yourself. = Take those things
off at once, A Falkenau—dressed up as a private! What
foolery is this? And a private in an Austrian regiment!
Your grandfather would have whipped you!  Your father . . ."
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He stepped to the bed and looked down at her. Inwardly
shaking, heforced insolence and defiance into his voice:

" You witch!" he said contemptuously. " You blood-sucking,
inhuman, black-hearted witch! | am rid of you now. You
can do me no more harm. | have stood it for twelve years.
But now | am free."

Her mouth opened in dazed surprise.

"How dareyou . . ." she began in a hoarse whisper. But he
continued.

" There is nothing you can say or do that will hold me back.
It isn't the way | wanted to go but any way is good as long as

it takes me away from you. | hope you'll die—I hope you'll
die soon. | don't care if | get killed. | don't care where
they send me. But you can't do anything about it.  You can't
.. .youcant. .."

With a painful, gigantic effort the old woman half-raised
herself. Her left hand moved spasmodically; a little froth
appeared at the corner of the thin, wasted lips. Her voice
was now an inarticulate croak. He watched her, feasting his
eyes on her helplessness. A cramp shook her; her teeth chattered
and she cried out though the words could not be distinguished.
He turned on his heels and marched from the room, slamming
the door. He hoped the shock had killed her. He hoped . . .

. . . All this had come to him last night, in the dim hotel
room at Strasbourﬂ. Not in a connected series of pictures
but as something he knew and remembered; the knowledge
of the memory was aflickering background to the disjointed
scenes, sounds and feelings that filled the hours of the dawn.
He relived his youth again, telescoped into minutes—but
there was no sweet sense of triumph over the witch, the
incubus of those years. In his dream Aunt Agatha was aive
and now he wasflogging his body, straining his sinews, seekin
relief in weariness and exhaustion to kill her again. It seem
the most important thing in the world to do this; while he
topped the next hill and made rapidly for the ravine ahead,
rée spoke the words aoud: "/ hopeyou'll die . . . | hopeyou'll

iesoon. . . "
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SERGEANT IRA EADS CAME FROM the Bronx and was a sceptic.
He only believed what he saw and heard—and even that
reluctantly. When Old Leatherguts caled him into his office
and told "him that he was to accompany Captain Whitney
on a confidential misson, he immediately suspected the
catch. And sure enough, there were strings attached to the
ass?nment; he was to keep his eyes on the young man and
see that they got back in a fortnight's time” Also, he was
to be prepared for some rough stuff—and of course, keep
his mouth shut. Now Ira was the sort of man who talked
a good deal but never said anything that was useful to the
people listening to him. He was thirty-eight, a small, wiry
man with reddish hair and the face of a benevolent Brer
Fox; he looked upon life as one huge hoax which never
fooled him for a moment. He was dso a first-class driver
and an excellent marksman. He had to be, to have survived
eight years on the toughest beat in the Bronx. _

y "the time they reached Strasbourg, Peter Whitney
knew the sergeant's preferences in chewing-gum, Hollywood
stars, baseball teams, comic strips and women. But he
dtill had no idea how much Eads knew of the purpose of their
misson or of his superior officer's nasty predicament. As
they swung round the sguare and came to halt in front of
the tall, gabled building in which the American Military
Mission was housed, he turned to the sergeant:

"Sergeant, do you know why we are here?"

"No, but | can guess:

"Well, spit it out.” _

"The Old Man sent you to look for something—or some-
one. And you'rein trouble. But | don't believe you realy
know who you are looking for."

"Thank [\)/_(%u,tser gant. ~ That's most helpful. Now grab -

ite '

yourself a 0 ed in the mess while | see the adjutant.
"l ain't hungry. If you don't rnind, I'll stick around
with you."

Petéer shrugc};ed. It might have been worse—at least
there was a little laughter hidden in Sergeant Eads narrow,
orey eyes. And he certainly needed someone who would be
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a corrective to his own volatile, over-optimistic nature. Now
that he had reached Strasbourg he was not really quite sure
what he was looking for. Perhaps it would have been better
to go straight on to Paris. He had friends there in G-2 and
Karel and Helen were certain to spend a few days in the
French capital. _ _ ,

Genera Steele's name made things easy in the adjutant's
office. Peter was introduced to a keen-eyed, grey-hared
Kentuckian, in charge of Intelligence.

"Sure" the major nodded, "we have a good check on all
hotels. ~ Let's ring them one by one and see what happens.”

At the sixth (tsB, they were lucky. Yes, Monsieur Reznicek
and his wife had stayed at the Carlton. They left yesterday
morning by car. Destination? Paris. _ _
~ " They have aMercedes," theintelligence major said. " Here
is the number. Do you want us to send out a genera call ?"
~"No, that isn't necessary. | am going on to Paris. But
first I'd like to have a bath and a bite to eat. Which is the
best ﬁlace forit?"

"The Maison Rouge. We keep half a dozen rooms for
visitors like you.  One night's the limit, though. Here you

are.

He scribbled a chit and Peter, followed by Sergeant Ira
who had kept slent al the time but was thinking plenty,
drove over to the big hotel. _

They found it in an uproar. French policemen, Surete"
detectives, military mtelégence officers crowded the lobby.
The clerk behind 'the desk seemed amost out of his mind
with worry and Peter had to grab his coat and shake him before
he gained his attention.

"What's the commotion about?" he asked.

The man behind the desk stared at him:

"Monsieur le capitaine hasn't heard?"

"No, how could I? | have only just arrived." _

"A murder, most mysterious and horrible, monsieur.
And in the lock-up garage right next to the hotel."

"That's interesting. Who Is the victim?" _

"One of our guests. Oh, it is most disressng. An
American gentleman by the name of Rickman."

"Civilian?" o )

"Yes, monsieur. But"—he bent closer, whispering confi-
dentially—"they say his papers were forged. meone told
me that he might turn out to be a pretty important person.
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Peter was only half-interested.

"Redly? And who may that be?" _

The clerk bent even closer. He was dl self-importance
ashemurmured:

"Hermann Goering." _

Whitney could not help laughing. "But that's absurd.
Goering was caught long ago. He isin safe custody."

"I am not so sure, monsieur," the clerk shook his head.
"Hitler had his doubles, n'est-ce pas Why shouldn't
Goering have them? Perhaps it isn't the real Hermann
they have caught. Perhaps he wastrying to escape. . . ."

"Sounds much too much like a "Hollywood spy story,”
smiled Peter. " And what about the murderer? Any clues?"

wre]y tfé)und him in the garage. He was dead drunk."

n a .Il

"Yes, monsieur. A young French officer of the Air Force.
Such a nice boy, too."

"But . . . dead drunk? And he stayed there? It sounds

screwy.
"?{vyi_s most mysterious, mon capitaine. Especidly as
they did not find the gun. This man, this Rickman was
shot through the spine and was 8agged. And Lieutenant
Jules Dubois had no revolver. Of course, he may have
thrown it away. They are questioning him now. Naturally,
if it turns out to be Goering—hell get a decoration. But
he may get the guillotine, who knows?" o

It was not his fight, but Peter could not help being inter-
ested. While he soaked in ahot bath and listened to Sergeant
Ira's disparaging remarks about the French generaly and
French coffee particularly, his mind puzzled over the dis-
jointed and fragmentary facts the clerk downstairs had
?IVGI’] him. "Dead drunk,” the words stuck in his brain—
or the obvious reason that his present troubles had begun
with the sariie condition. It was realy a waste of time and
he had no business to interfere with what was obviously a
French police affair—but he decided when he got out of the
bath and sat down to a scanty meal, to ask a few questions.
He mflgrmed the sergeant of his intentions but Eads made no
remark.

The French colond, in charge of the investigation, flanked
by ajuge d*instruction and an Air Force officer, was harassed
but polite. Yes, on the face of it the victim was an
American citizen of Danish origin.  He had not been definitely
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identified; that is, there were certain suspicious circums-
stances . . . To see the corpse? Weéll, if the capitaine had
such morbid tastes. . . . But he was pretty firm about
Koung Dubois. He was just sobering up—it seems he has
ad a veritable poisoning of alcohol, very regrettable. He
did not remember anything. No, monseur le capitaine
must excuse it, there was no precedent for interviewing a
murder suspect in such circumstances.

So Peter thanked him foV his courtesy and drove to the
morgue which was a few blocks away. “A military police-
man took them down into the basement which smelled of
disinfectant and was more dingy than horrible.
~ Frederick Rickman was not a whit prettier in death than
in life. He was a perfect stranger to Whitney who felt no
regrets that he had never met him. He was’just about to
drop the grey sheet over the gross features when Sergeant
Ira spoke. _

"1 know this guy,' he said.

Peter jumped. _ _ _

" Don't startle me' he cried. " Where did you meet him ?'

" | never did. But I've seen his picture. Put a moustache
on his face and crop his hair—you can't mistake him. He
is on our list—or was."

"What list? What moustache? Sergeant, don't Play
Information, please, with me. This is not the sixty-four
dollar question." _ , _

"Can | tel you outside?' Eads pleaded. "This place is
iving me the’jitters. | wish | hadn't eaten those baked
%eans

Peter led him into the corridor and u_rged him to spesk up.

"Look, captain,” the sergeant said, "it's dead easy.
These guys really know nothing about Ipr_o1per disguise.  Why,
| believe they would be frightened stiff if you mentioned the
words Elastlc surgeon in their presence.  For dl'their beauti-
ful rackets, theyre not a patch on Our Dillingers. Mer
me, the tough guys in the Bronx would think nothing o
buying themselves a new face every Thanksgiving or mebbe
Fourth of July. | spotted the man'right away. Me, | have
a photographic memé)arty." _ _

‘0K, %cl)u are greaf, sergeant.  Dick Tracy isn't a patch
onwu. hoishe?"

"Why, heis—"

"Go on!"
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~ "Shucks, | have forgotten the name. But he was on the
list, with his ugly mug and dal. But it will come to me in a
moment—;just don't you rush me!"” .

His pointed ears twitched a little, his good-natured fox-

face was puckered with concentration. . _

"1 got it!" and hit his right palm a resounding blow with
his left fist. " Franz Obmann, Gruppenfuehrer, former Kom-
mandant of Buchenwald, second-in-command at Maidanek,
SS Spezialdienst and on Heinrich Himmler's staff from——"

" Never mind the biography! Are you sure?'

"As | have never been in my life."

"Good. Come on!" _ :

_ They rushed back to the Maison Rouge.  The French colone!
listened to them wearily and spread cynical hands.

"But what proof have you, monsieur? Just because
your sous-officier thinks that . . ."

"Just look at the left thigh of the corpse” Sergeant Ira
spoke up manfully. "You ought to find a scar—a long
one—running crosswise. Thefilessaid he got it in Hamburg,
in the early street fighting days." _

The colonel looked brighter. "Bon. If your theory is
borne out by fact. ..." _

It was. Especidly when the colonel reassured himself
that neither Eads nor Peter had seen anything of the corpse
except its face. He thawed completely and confessed his
troubles to Peter. _ _ _
~ "This is a most confusing case, Captain Whitney. Here
is this young bo¥1, Dubois. He was celebrating because he
had just heard that his parents and sister were safe—they
were found in Austria. He celebrated too well and cannot
remember much. He does not know how he got into that
garage. He swears he has never seen Rickman—or shdl we
say, Obmann?—never inhislife. Hetalks vaguely of another
man who was with him at one time during the night . . .
brl]Jt he cannot describe him.  Then there is the question of
thegun. . .."

"Another man?" the young American lifted the pertinent
detail from the colond'stlow of words. .
Sk\"Yes. Strangely enough, the reception clerk—a rogue if
| ever saw one—also sad that someone had asked for
Rickman ealier in the evening. A tal, fair-haired man
nrho spoke French well but with a dight accent.”

"Well, colond," Peter said, "if | were you | would release
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Lieutenant Dubois. He could not have committed the
crime.  And if he killed this Obmann, he must have done
s0 in self-defence. After al, the man was a notorious Nazi,
evidently on the run."

"Do you redly think so?" _
I"Eure | do. And if | could have another talk with that
cek . . ."

The harassed little man was produced and Peter, usin
much tact and patience, extracted from him the pertinen
facts. The man who had asked for M. Rickman . . . the
clerk's description was sketchy, he was a bad witness, but
certain details had stuck in his mind. These details were
infuriatingly, vagueI?/ familiar. They described someone
Peter knew but could not identify. " And so he and his
faithful Ira departed from Strasbourg, making for Paris—
and the young captain was puzzled and unhappy. He was
no whit Nearer hisgoal. . . and he began to suspect that after
al, his trip might prove a wild-goose chase. . . .

XXIX

DURING THE THREE DAYS THEY spent in Annecy—still
bearing the scars of the long-drawn-out battle betwéen the
Maquis and the Germans that devastated so much of the
Haute Savoie—Helen became more and more mystified and
worried. In the last ten years her life had been entirely
cosmopalitan.  She had known many nations, races, creeds,
she redised that human beings of "a different nationality
from her own could not be judged by English standards.
Their psychology, their upbringing, their "conditioning" was
so utterly different. She adso realised, humbly, her own
[imitations in understanding them, following their mental
processes. But there were certain fundamental verities
certain rules and facts which applied to al norma men and
women.

Now she began to ask herself whether her husband was a
normal, sane man or not. It was a question she would
dill slence with a little effort; a question to which there
were many reassuring answers some of which satisfied her.
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But the vague uneasiness remained and his behaviour gave
her new cause for anxiety amost every hour.

That first night he had arrived very late. She sat up,
waiting for him, in her room, having left the connectin
door open. His steps as he came in, were heavy, he amo
shuffled instead of walking, and sne heard him throwing
himself on the bed without pausing to take off his clothes.
When she went in, she found him sprawling on his back
dusty and sweat-plastered, breathing heavily.” He manag
a smile but avoided her questions. = She helped him to un-
dress, forced a glass of hot milk on him and then went back
to her own room. For along time she could not go to deep.
Once or twice she got up and tiptoed to the door, but he
had closed it and she could not discover whether he was
adeep or not. _ o

He never told her what business had kept him in Bele

arde and how he got to Annecy. The appearance of his

oes and clothes seemed to show that he had walked—
but that was absurd, the distance was too great and he had
never shown any inclination for mountaineering or hiking.
But his behawou;dgrew odder and odder as the three days
. He seemed to have conceived a sudden great passon
or physical exercise, for aimless exertion. Every morning
he rose early and went for a swim in the lake—which was
icy-cold, even the reeds being covered with hoar-frost.
Afterwards he had a brisk run. By the time Helen had
ot up and come down to breakfast, he had spent three
ours in the open air. He should have been glowing with
ood health but as a matter of fact Helen noticed for the
Irst time that there were tiny wrinkles under his eyes and
that the eyes themselves lacked lustre. Only his hair, close-
fitting, déek, amost white gold, retained its vitality. She
had learned not to speak much during breakfast for”he was
moody and, though aways polite and tejjder, the conversation
often”petered out into brooding taciturnity on his part and
embarrassed silence on hers. _ _
~ After breakfast they went for a walk, taking their lunch
in a rucksack. Helen was a healthy girfl who had aways
played golf and tennis; but after the Tfirst day she let him go
alone. "She smply could not keep up with him. He always
chose the steepest, most uncomfortable paths and though
he helped her over the awkward spots, he did not dacken his
pace. It was as if something was driving him, mercilesdy
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and conti nuouslg. He did not pause to admire the view or to
get his second breath. He amost ran uphill, a feat Helen
was unable to imitate after the first or second attempt.
Even during the brief rest while they had their meal, he
seemed unwilling to st down. And when they got back
after tea-time, he had a bath and went out again—explaining
that his muscles were getting stiff and that the only cure was
to have more exercise. _ _

She st%/ed a home during the second and third da)&s
and he did not urge her to come along. When he got back,
later than usual, he seemed to be in a better mood; th
talked and laughed damost like in the first days of their meet-
ing. But the nights frightened her again. “He had been a
curiously gentle [over, aimost child-like, and her tenderness,
her jubilant affection had increased a hundredfold during the
first nights they were together. But now even this changed.
Sometimes he "hurt her ‘and she gritted her teeth or cried
out softly; aways he apologised, aways he was contrite
and ashamed, but soon he forgot. _

The last night he had falen adeep in her arms and for
a while she had watched his face: lean, brown and smooth.
But as she watched him, a tiny muscle started to twitch
just above the left cheekbone. e BUt her fingertips over
it and felt the deep-warmed flesh; but the twitching did
not  stop. S(_)methmg went on, under the smooth “skin,
behind the shied of bone and muscle. Something in which
she had no part, which she could not fathom. It seemed to
her that nothing was more important in the world than to
smooth away the tiny twitching, the sole outward sign that
there was turmoil and strife benesth that face. But as her
flnlgertlps %ently caressed the skin, he suddenly freed him-
i from her arms and rolled over to, the edge of the bed.
As she had bent closeto him, his arms, flailing through the air,

within an inch of her face . . . and two of his fingers
_sIaPped her cheek. It was a gentle touch, not a blow, but
it frightened her. She drew Dback, leaving as much space
between him and herself as the narrow bed would allow;
dhe closad her eyes and began to cry, qwetlgéegeaoerately.
She scolded hersalf for a fool—he must have reaming
or it was an unconscious, unintentional gesture . . . but she
could not forget it and cried hersdlf to deep. .

.. . This time the dream was brief and sharp like a series of
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snapshots, quickly unrolled. But it was att there, with the
colours of the dead, dry grass, the dusty yellow of the courtyard,
the drab grey of the huts and the steely blue of the freshly-
erected barbed wire.  The sun focused into a yellow patch
upon the muzzle of the machine-gun in the nearest watch-tower.

They came up shuffling, in their striped uniforms, their
heads shaven, their eyes deep-set. He flicked his whip against
his gaitered leg, to feel the sleek hardness and reassure himself
of his inviolable superiority. The guards were in a line with
him and the prisoners came on, men and women, their faces
empty, the skin dried to the bones, the wrinkles deep-cut ditches
in the soil of the spare flesh.

There was the line where they were to stop, come to attention
and await his inspection. There was the line but they did not
stop. They came on, their broken hands hanging inert at the
side of their thin shanks, their feet shuffling in the clay-mixed
dust. At first he thought theg were blind and he called out a
harsh command, echoed by the Kommandant who stood at his
side and whose features he could not remember. But nothing
happened, across the narrowing space the blurred, immense
mass moved on, shuffling and silent, passively hostile, menac-
ingly helpless. He roared at the guards to fire and his ears were
filled with the detonations, the rat-tat-tat of the sub-machine-guns.
He saw the bullets strike, he saw them tearing through the thin
figures as if through air.  They bled and the blood made strange
patterns, now mixing with the stripes, now criss-crossing them.

But till they came on, closer and closer. He could see their
faces now, the ashen, transparent faces of the walking dead.
Again he gave the order to fire and again the volleys rang out.
But even as he saw a bullet plough a furrow across a man's
face, a woman's breast, he knew that nothing could stop them.
There was no other way except to turn and run. But he could
not run. Never before, dreaming or waking, had this feeling
of helplessness, this utter paralysis come over him.  They were
only afew yards off now and though he suddenly felt convinced
that he could move and run, his brain 'told, him that he was a
Great Man and had to remember his pride in the midst of panic.
The guards had vanished, the Kommandant alone stood at his
sde and he heard his voice. It was fat Obmanris voice,
speaking in a grotesque lisp:

"/ have a place in the Plan. | can be useful," he was saying.
" Useful, useful, useful,’ he repeated like a parrot. " Useful,
useful, useful. . . "
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The mass of men and women was now close enough; he could
sense their breath, the odour of the unwashed bodies, lacerated
by hunger, disease, the whip. He half-turned and swung out
to hit at least one of them, to reassure himself of their tangible
reality. His hand touched something soft and warm which
was more horrible than if he had touched air or dead, wet bones.
He backed away with a violent gesture and started to fall. It
was an endless fall with the certainty that he would be maimed,
broken for ever, at the end of it; and the anticipation of a sicken-
ing contact with the earth was worse than . . .

XXX

THEY STARTED EARLY NEXT morning. In brilliant sunshine
they drove along the western shore of Lake Annecy, past
Saint-Jorioz and Duingt with their prehistoric lake dwellings,
through Faverges and Albertville, following the valley of
the Arly and later the Arc and the Isere.

Sitting in the warm security of the car, Helen watched
her husband's calm profile and scolded herself for the weak-
ness and fears of last night. He had told her his story but
it could not have been a complete tale: how could she know
that he had redlly suffered, what ghosts haunted his dreams?
It was something that could not be dragged brutally into the
open; put into words it would lose its redlity. A%am she felt
ashamed, just as in the Leipzig hotel-room after he had first
spoken, soberly and with restraint, of his adventures. Who
was she to resent any secrets he might be keeping from her—

robably to spare her anguish and the need for sympathy
hat could make no difference to the past? The wiSest, best
course was to |g1nore_ it, to wait patiently until the misery
and sorrow should dissolve, should find 'some outlet in his
soul. Her mere presence ought to help; she was woman
enough to believe that. _

"What about lunch?" she asked as brightly as she could.

He removed his eyes for a brief spel from the road and
gave her a smile: _ _ _

" Saint-Jean-de-Maurienne, | think," he sad and reached
for the map. " Just see how far it is from Albertville.  We
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must have the car checked over—there is a rattle somewhere
| don't like. And after lunch I'll show you the cathedral—
lease, don't say you have seen it before, | want to be the
irst to tell you dl about its beauties. . . . And well stop for
the nlg?ht al Briangon. Or we can go on to Barcelonnette.
It's only sixty-odd miles farther on—but of course, it means
alot of climbing."

" No, let's not go very far to-day. It's such lovely weather.
Unless of course ..."

"Unless what?" _ _

_ His voice had changed—just a little, but she could sense
it. Tense again and somehow expectant as if she were the
onl)ﬁlper_son who could give him the right clue. _

"Nothing important, darling,” she replied. "You did not
tell me very much about your conferences at Strasbourg and
Bellegarde” | have 4ill” one week of my furlough—but
I'll_'have to get in touch with Paris if | want to pro on(? it."

"Of course gou‘ll have to prolong it. We are going down
to Nice—not Bordeaux as | originaly thougl;é, they changed
my Borgle;(s—a;nd then probably 'on to San Sebastian.”

‘But Karel. . ."

"Now, | don't want to hear any objections from you.
That would be rank mutiny. And I assure you that Spain is
very nice in the spring. Ther€ll be things in the shops and
when | have finished my business, well fly to London and
you can introduce me to your family. | promise to behave
and not to disgrace You." _ _

"Oh, Karel,” she laughed, "you are impossible. Do you
think that my people have never seen a foreigner before?
True, there was never one in the family—Dbutit's time we
made a beginning, anyhow." _
~"No_regrets?” He turned suddenly towards her with a
fierce intensity in his voice. " Are you sure ... no regrets?'

" What 7' she mocked at him with pursed lips. " Married
a week and aready doubting your wife's affections? Fie
on you, S, to think so poorly of women!"

le swerved to avoid a military lorry and when he spoke
ain, his tone held relief and laughter:
»/" No ... it's rather that | think poorly of myself. | have
been moody and strange these last days, haven't |1 ?"

At first she meant to deny it, but she knew that honesty
was the best policy even if it led to complications.

" A little, darling. | thought you were tired."
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He stopped the car and put his arm around her shoulder.

"l am reel_l?/ looking forward to our stay in Spain" he
sad. "It will be my first vacation in Sx years.”

" | am sure you deserve it, poor dear,” she sighed. " Only
... | hate loose ends.  I'll have to go to Paris, | think, before
we cross into Spain.” _ _

"Why?' He was fondling her hands, having pulled
off her gloves. "You can write or wire. . . ."

" But Karel, | am just as much under orders asyou are...."

"Nonsense. You are just playing at being a ' woman of
affairs, Anyone as beautiful as you ought to be content

O...

" You sad that before.  But beauty, my friend, is only skin
deep and doesn't last for ever. | want to be useful—to you,
to myself, to the world."

"Let the world be" he said, and she sensed that he was
withdrawing again into that strange, distant shell of his.
"It can only hurt you. You and |—we are quite sufficient."

He kissed her and for a few moments she felt that he
was quite right—that it was futile to bother about the world,
about humanity. The big words were meaningless in an
case; the earth and mankind were only red In terms o
individuals or limited loyalties. You could not redly feel a
citizen of the globe—only of a country or, even more usud,
of a city or village. _

But her mood did not |ast long. All her adult life she had
dedlt in redlities, in tangible facts; and she was one of those
who wanted to know where she was going—at least as far as
that was possible in human life.

"And after Spain?' she asked. "You know, Karel,
weve never redly talked of what we will do when your
work has ended—I| mean, when you will no longer be under
prders,"mllltary or diplomatic or whatever your department

18, . .,

"l don't know," he replied. "Perhaps well go back to
Prague and I'll open my law office again. | am not sure.
Europe, for many years to come, will be an uncomfortable
and disma place. Czechoslovakia was comdparatlvely |uc\:/l\</y
—but even there the problems are vast and complex. We
don't yet know c1u|te clearly how the Soviet Union is going
to influence our lives . . . after dl, we are the most highly
industrialised country near to Russia... and of course, politica
events may change one's plans. . . ."
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"You mean, you don't like the Russians?' she asked,
eager to gauge his opinions, to find out more about his
preferences and didikes. _ _

"I lived for two years in Moscow," he replied cautlou_séla%/.
"I admire them greatly. But it is one thing to appreciate
a person and quite another to adopt his way of life."

He had put that neatlc}/, he told himselt; the rea Karel
Reznicek could not have done better.  But thiswas dangerous
ground—for he still thought of the Russians as bloodthirsty
arbarians, sub-human creatures whose mental processes
were as different from a civilised man's as a D jomeyan
Negro's. They were al mad, anyhow. Hetrusted his acfing
talent to covér his real opinions but he preferred not to
strain it unduIY. _ _

"Perhaps I'll become a diplomat,” he j>oked._ "How
would you like to be an ambassador's wife? Parties, big
eek cars, diamond tiaras and ..." o
't""Oh’ Karel, stop it," she laughed. "I wouldn't like it a

it.
"No ... | thought you wouldn't. Sometimes, you know,
| wonder whether it wouldn't be best to turn our backs on
Europe. It will be along weary waiting for things to return
to normal—and another war may come before that. |
couldn't stand another war. | know | couldn't.” _
"Oh, but there won't be another war while we are dive"
she cried in quick optimism. "There just can't be. People
have suffered too much not to have learned the lesson."
"Maybe," he said and started the engine again. Bornery,
Chamousset, Epierre. At Aiguebelle they began the climb.
The engine settled down to a deep-throated purr and they
were both slent. _ _
There is some fear in him, Helen thought, something he is
too proud to confess. If | could worm’it out of him ... it
would be better for both of us. But it takes time. She
felt reassured, though, because he had talked freely and she
had a share in his plans. Perhaps, she decided, he needs
]BUS[ as much adjustment to this mad marriage of oursas | do.
ut nothing can happen . . . nothing must happen to spail it*
But while she sank gradually into a semi-conscious, com-
fortable state, Horst was again righting his battle.
f|_f|F was strllll %g%e)a/rtam V\ahetrtler khIS r?]t_her _crgde rgtet?]gg
of flogging his in order to keep his mind quiet
worked9 or not. For a couple of nights it had been dl right;
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though he had not dept well, he had got some rest—and no
dreams. But last night there had been that damnable
experience of re~I|V|[1|_gr;1 something he had thought buried
sarely and for ever. e whole idea that there was something
in him he could not control was monstrous and he refused to
accept it. He had overcome dl the difficulties, won dl the
battles he had chosen to fight. Here he was, driving free
and of his own will throu?h the French Jura, with a ovel¥
woman at his sde, OPlenty of money in his pockets and a set 0
Eapers that would take him across the Spanish frontier.
ut what had happened to the others? Himmler, dead on
a barrack floor, after carrying that phial of poison for days

in his mouth . . . Ribbentrop, caught naked in a fifth-rate
boarding house . . . Streicher, arrested skulking behind a
woman's skirts, having to grow a beard in a futile attempt
at disguise. . . . Seyss Inquardt and Quisling, Rosenber

and Ley, Sepp Dietrich and Frank—none of them h
( . True, they were much too conspicuous, much too
important while he had preferred to be second rank, the
power behind the throne. But even so—he only had to
count his blessngs to reassure himself. And whatever was
in him, he could overcome—it was unthinkable that his
own brain should turn against him.

A line came into his mind, half-remembered. Its rhythm
mingled with the rhythm of the engine. He could not
disentangle it.

"Though fleet, we shall find him . . ."

“Where did the line come from? He had aways prided
himself on hismemory. He was about to give up the attempt
in disgust; after al, what did it matter? But with a sudden
leap a second a third line added themselves:

" Though fleet, we shall find him,
Though strong, we shall bind him,
Who planted a snarefor hisfriend . . ."

That was dl, and however hard he tried, he could not
remember the rest. It was not a German poem, he felt
cerj[aédno—but where had he read it? Or had he heard it
recited?

All through lunch he was dlent again and Helen teased
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him that he was making up to the waitress who was fat and
on the wrong sde of ort¥. But he replied to her banter
absent-mindedly and she, too, fell slent. They inspected
the cathedra and he remembered_enou%h of His manners
and his part to_be an adequate guide. But while she was
lost in admiration and appreciative delight, he could feel
no glow, no enthusiasm. Again the lines tantalised him.

"Though fleet, we shall find him . . ."

It was not till late in the evening, in their hotel at
Brian9on, that the solution came to him. And then he
did not like it adl. He could remember now the whole
strophe:
" From primal ages hoaay,
This lot, our pride and glory,
Appointed was to us;
To Hades gloomy portal,
To chase the guilty mortal,
But from Olympians, reigning
In lucid seats, abstaining;
Their nectared feasts we taste not,
Their sun-white robes invest not
The maids of Erebus.

"But, with scourge and with ban,
We prodtrate the man,
Who with smooth-woven wile,
And a fair-faced smile, o
Hath planted a snare for his friend;
Though fleet, we shall find him,
Though strong, we shall bind him,
Who planted a snare for his friend."

It was dlly, of course; silly ¥]et dangerous to go back to
the distant fwenties when he had played his part on the
stage and not in real life. 1t was that crazy fool Martin who
decCided that what the people of Munich needed in dl their
misery and near-starvation were the tragedies of Aeschylus,
There were only a dozen performances of the trilogy—and
Horst had been” most unwilling to take the part of “Oredtes.
He thought it was a weak and dull task for any actor—
that nincompoop who murdered his mother and thén whined
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that it was Apollo who put him up to it. ... Now that he
had placed the Furies chorus, his own lines came back to him:

". . . The blame—what blame may be—
| share with Loxias, who fore-augured griefs
To goad my heart if, by myfault, such guilt
Should Qﬁ) unpunished. | have spoken. Thou
What | have done, if justly or unjustI%/,
Decide. Thy doom, howe'ér itfall, contents me."

How silly, his lips curled in a silent sneer, how unspeak-
ably glly the whole idea of "The Eumenides.” One char-
acter passing the blame to the other, Orestes to Apallo,
Apollo to Athena, Athena to Zeus—and al the time the
Furies shrilly protesting that they had to have their prey
or the whole universe would collapse. And old Aeschylus
with his tongue in his cheek, making up to the swollen-headed
elders of Athens, dyly planting propaganda in the Argive
mind that they should be faithful to the aliance with his
city . .. "Thy doom, howeer itfall, contentsme. . . ." That
was the cowardly pleading of weaklings. It was a nuisance,
remembering that old junk . . . and he had been rotten as
Orestes because al the time he had violently disagreed with
the lines he had to speak. But now that hé remembered it,
there was no need to ascribe any particular significance to
this piece of rubbish spewed out from the depths of his brain.
None at dl. And with g‘ged vivacity he started to explain
to Helen the beauties of the Porte d'Embrun.

XXXI

A MOMENT AGO HE HAD BEEN safe and pleasantly drowsy;
the warm sheets surrounded him with an armour of content-
ment. A moment ago he had heard Helen's soft breathing
and his half-closed eyes had followed the soft curve of her
ams and shoulders.” A moment ago he had been certain
of hisidentity and his strength.

But now something or someone took him by the scruff of his
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neck, clamped his head into a metal vice so that he could only
look in front, fixing his eyes qun a certain narrow strip of
ground. It was hot. He felt the heat rising from the cracks
of the parched soil, whirling in sluggish spirals in the dry
runnels like mountain mist. He blinked his eyes but the sun
dowly and relentlessy moved across his horizon, so slowly
that there was no appreciable change in its position, nothing
to show the passing of the time.

"Let me go," he said aloud. "Don't be afool. Let me go.
I won't run away. | can take it."

But there was no answer and he knew that it was no use to
gtruggle.  This land, this spot was accursed; nothing would
grow and no man could live here. The heat burned the soles
of his feet and he felt perspiration trickling down his neck,
his shirt clinging to his back, his whole body feeling clammy.
But he could endure it. He was not going to break down and
plead for mercy.

They came over the ridge, the small bedraggled procession.
In his brain a dow, solemn music accompanied the s_traggligg
procession; for a moment, in sheer delight of release, he identifi
it as the opening theme of Tchaikovsky's Fifth S/mphonP/.
But there was nothing rhythmic or musical about the people
approaching the centre of the arid plateau. The guards on
both sides, their guns at the ready; and in the middle the seven
men and three women. He could not distinguish their faces
nor were they important enough to be observed closely. They
were partisans and they had been sentenced to death. This was
a good place to die, nothing human about it, no contrast between
the violent end and the smiling face of Nature. The thirsty
soil would absorb the juices of their bodies—like water poured
on a patch of parched earth, they would disappear in no time.
He had no personal stake in what was happening; nothing but
this unseen, mysterious force that clamped his head in an iron
vice and fixed his gaze. Could he close his eyes? He tried and
immediately molten lead poured upon his lids: the sun which,
strangeIK enough, he could endure with open eyes but not when
he sought refuge in blindness.  As he looked again, the hot rays

to dissolve the landscape, even the soil disappeared and
only the middle horizon remained, with the small group crawling
closer and closer.

The gallows rose from the ground like the Demon King in
a pantomime's transformation scene. Gaunt and grey, they
broke up the scene into fragments. Sx of them were quite
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erect and formed perfect parallels—but four were crooked and
disturbed the balance, the symmetry. He felt angry with those
who had erected them; dlipshod work, what if the weight of the
bodies made them overbalance and topple? But he again
reminded himself that it was none of his business, he was no
active participant, only an eye-witness, a detached observer.

Black trousers, torn and dirty shirts—the men ascended one
by one the narrow platform.  The three women wore voluminous
skirts, embroidered blouses, their hair was bound in kerchiefs.
For a moment he had the curious conceit that they would perform
a national dance; but there was no fiddler, no guzica-player
present and the only dance they would dance was the kolo of
death. All over this country of mountains and forests, of
sunbaked plains and barren cliffs, the kolo of death went on
day and night. It served them right, the stubborn fools. That
leader of theirs, calling himself a marshal, graduating from
bricklaying to anarchist plots, a man who refused to give battle
when all military canons prescribed it and sunk back from the.
mountains when he was, by all rights, annihilated! Well,
there was plenty of rope in Jugodlavia or if there was not, it
could be imported. . . .

The ten candidates for death stood there, lined up like actors
infront of the curtain of the brazen sky. The SS men busied
themselves with the ropes. There was no ceremonial. One
man opened his mouth, but before he could speak he was kicked
into edoara]ysed silence. The executioners stepped back and
pulled away the dais. Instantly the ten figures turned into
grotesque manikins, puppets dancing at the end of a rope. He
watched but there was no satisfaction. They died too quickly
or . . .no, not al of them. There was a woman, clawing at
the rope, trying to lift herself, to remove the relentless pressure
upon her throat. There was a man swinging back and forth, in
a broken rhythm, and his eyes were till alive.

Then the shots rang out, behind and around them. The SS
men took cover and returned the sporadic ‘firing. But he stood
there, the vice still holding his head; feeling that at any moment
a bullet might strike him, that at any moment lead, hotter than
the sun, hotter than the sweating earth, would plunge into his
flesh. The anticipation, as always, was worse than the actual
blow. He watched, dully, the last of the bodies settling down to
an inert swinging; but suddenly he could not stand any more of
it. Hoarsely he cried out and wrenched at his head with hands
that had acquired a will of their own. And all the time he



THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE 165

heard the music, swelling in his head until it filled the whole
space, the whole universe; the brass and the tympani, the drums
and the fiddles. . . . When he tore himselffree, it was too late.
As he swung round, the partisans were upon him and he went
down in a chaos of flailing arms, flashing teeth and manes of
coarse Hack hair.  But the music stopped and there was silence;
silence with a sibilant, futile little breeze that died as soon as it
sprang up but touched with cool fingers hisforeheadfor a moment,
like the fingers of a ghost. . . .

. .. Thistime his awakening was gradual; he shed deep as
a snake doughs off its skin. = His dazed brain took a Iorgi?
time to ?r_asp a few physica facts: that he was dive, th
he was lying in bed, and that another human being was
breathing  a few inches from his body. He shook himsef
and opened his eyes.

Barefoot he padded over the wooden floor to the wash-
stand. The water in which he immersed his head was ice-
cold but it did not sober him up. His skull ached, he could
eel the waves of pain radiating from a central point. He
started to rub his forehead, his temples, his face. The rough
towel's touch was warm and gave momentary relief where
it passed over his skin. But as he straightened, he felt
dizzy and had to lean againgt the wal for a moment. He
%!anced at Helen; but she was adeep and her 4iill face made
im forget his misery for asecond. = _

He crept back to’bed and lay on his back, staring at the
beams of the celling. He had to reason this out, he told
himself. There was nothing that did not yield to the cold,
clear penetrating power of his brain. It was his brain that
had given him al the advantages over the men of Instinct,
the men of stupid brawn. It could not forsake him now
when he had come so far. _ _

The dreams . . . How many did he have? Four or five
... he could not quite keep track of them. But it was
something that had never happened to him before; some-
thing that had a beginning and therefore must have an end,
too, It was not a mysterious affliction sent by some dark
divinity—he did not believe in God nor Devil, in any case.
It was some trouble that had a perfectly natural cause—if
he could only find it.

He cagt back his mind over the last few days—over the
period that had passed snce they left Leipzig.” There was
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nothing wrong then. He felt strong and secure; he gloried
in his genius that had combined a fool proof method of getting
away with winning-the woman he wanted more than anyone
in his life before. ~ The first dream—when did it come? It
wasin that little town on the Main—Kronenfeld . . . Klingen-

.. ..ho, Klingenberg, IJ1USt after the accident with that
stupid animal. Of course _he had received quite a blow on

is head; he was weak and in a bad physica condition though

there was certainly no need of that stupid fussing by Helen

gnd the little French doctor . . . Yes that was when it
an.

e turned over and let his arm hang over the edge of the
bed. There was a small rug there and mechanicaly he
started to scratch at a loose strand in the cheap fabric.

It was impossible, he told himself, that a perfectly normal
man should be free of dreams—of nightmares, if you wanted
to use a vague and far too melodramatic word—free of
uncanny shapes and sounds, colours and sequences one day
and fight alosing battle with them the next. It wasimpossible
unlesstherewasareason. That blow . . . the doctor spoke of
mild concussion but that simply could not be the reason.
He could dtill think clearly, he could gtill make immediate
decisions. More important and more conclusive: he could
gill play his part, the part of Karel Reznicek, without a
false tone, without the dlightest hesitation. Helen had
noticed something—how could she help it 2—but it had only
increased her compassion and love. She did not, she could
not suspect him. True, sometimes there was a little strain,
he felt ‘a bit tired with the whole pretence of being a noble
Czech patriot. Especialy because he did not like Czechs.
But that was a personal” taste; it could not interfere with
his task. If Obmann had not beaten him to the safe in the
Frankfurterstrasse—but no, the man was dead, the world
well rid of him; and why should it have been esser to act
the part of a Danish-American than that of a Czech?

He had tried some remedies. In his youn? days he could
aways wake at a given hour, however early, it he told himsdlf
a few times before gomP to deep: | must be up a sx. Or:
| must not overdeep. It worked every time. He had done
the same thing about these dreams of whatever they were.
He had repeated (not because he believed in the slly nonsense
of that French professor, but because he had tested its efficacy
in adifferent matter)—he had repeated to himsdlf that he must
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not dream, that his degp should be deep and undisturbed.
Whatever there was in him, subconscious or just a nameless
evil imp, received the command. But whoever or whatever
it was, proved insubordinate." Until now he always had had
time to recuperate between these broken, restless nights—
there was a pause of a few days, there was relief and new
_s%rength. But what if they came every night? What
if ...

That idea of tiring his body, of driving himself physically
to the limits of endurance had not worked either. It had
only made him impatient with his own body and had caused
Helen real anxiety. No, whatever this thing was, it could
not be cured by climbing mountains, running races or lifting
weights. A little contemptuously he thought of his own
weaker sdf that had suggested such a crude method. But
what else was there?

Two things, hedecided. One—to faceit squarely. Do not
resist, he told himself. There must be a pattern in these
dreams, yes, there must be an end and a beginning. If he
could find the clue, he could defeat the enemy. And if that
did not work—he could always stay awake. In four or five
daysthey should be acrossthefrontier. Inthree, if necessary;
but he did not want to hurry as Helen might think it strange.
And once in Spain, he could relax. He could tactfully
prepare Helen for the next stage of their journey—across
the ocean. What-did it mean? To stay awake for ninety-
sx hours. It had been done before. Somewhere he had
read that adults stayed without deep for over four days—
without any ill effects. There were those crazy Marathon
races and dances. And their participants had no help,
could not use stimulants he could use. There were those
pills.. . . they should be handy.

There was another thing—he never had two of these
dreamsin one night. If the worst came to the worst, he could
endure one . . . and afterwards still have a good deep.  Yes,
this was a reassuring fact. He closed his eyes and settled
down in the warmth of the bed. Ten minutes later he was
adeep and this time no nightmares came.



XXX

ON THE SECOND DAY IN PARIS Peter Whitney found his man.
He spent an infuriating twelve hours being 'sent from pillar
to post, passed from one department to the other, with
Serdgeent Ira tagg(ng along philosophicaly, pausing now,
and then to make dlsparaglng remarks” about SHAEF.
The remarks were funny_and unprintable but they did not
noticeably improve Captain Whitney's temper. _

However, his quest seemed to have come to an end in the
afternoon of the second day. He was sitting in a small
room off the Place Pigale, drinking bad coffee and fencing
with Mr. Kladnik, who held a mysterious position in the
Czech mission of inter-Allied liaison, whatever that meant..

"Yes, | have met your General Stede” M. Kladnik said,
and inspected Peter's credentials for the fifth time with the
same interest an avid fan would display in the last chapters
3f eelﬁc_rlme story. "He is an excellent man but has a bad

igestion.”

hus bluntly stated, it seemed to be a ?ood (description

of Old Leatherguts. However, Peter was not paying a socid
cal and he said, as politely as he could: _ _

“We were talking of Karel Reznicek, Monsieur Kladnik."

“Oh yes, Reznicek. What did you want with him, now?"

"l wanted to discover his whereabouts.”

‘lwhy?ll ] )

* Because | wish to meet him."

* For what purpose 7' : o

“My dear Sr ... | want to play checkers with him. |
want fo ask his advice on what tié to wear with a tuxedo.
Don't you redlise that my business is urgent?" )

Kladnik was pIumfp, rosy-cheeked and very self-possessed.
Sarcasm rebounded from his pneumatic ego. But he had a
sense of humour and he smiled while he pontifically folded
his hands on his stomach. _

"Captain Whitney, | am going to be frank with you. Has
Karel Reznicek caused some trouble for you?"

Peter stared. _ _

"Trouble? How could he? Well... hestolemy girl... in
away. Butthat has nothing to do with my need to see him."
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"You are convinced that this Reznicek is dl that he
seems to be? That he is a Czech? That he is a bona fide
agent of the Czech armed forces?" _ _

" Great Scott, man, | checked up on him myself. Heis

K.
~Kladnik began to shake his head dowly. He was exactly
like a porcelain mandarin.

But . . .

"Karel Reznicek is dead, the Czech said.. )

"Dead? But . .. when? And where is Helen ... his
wife? | mean, shemustneed helpand . . ."

"The man whom this lady married is dtill alive, as far
as | know," replied Kladnik. "You see, | don't know very
much. ou have told me, was dl news to us—bu

h. What you have told al to us—but
then, liaison is far from perfect between the various intelli-
Wme organisations. What | am trying to tell you, Captain

hitney, amounts to something rather serious. Two days
ago we heard that the real Karel Reznicek was dead. We
have not found his body but we have no reason to doubt
our source of information. . . ." _ _

He took a sip of coffee and made a grimace of disgust.

"It is a very long story and | dont want to burden you
with al the details. ~ Karél Reznicek was a patriot and a ver
useful and courageous agent of the Czech underground.
He disappeared a short time before the liberation of ue
—the final stages of the fighting were rather confused. The
day before yesterday the woman who had betrayed him to
thé Gestapo, came forward. Conscience is a weird and
wonderful thing. Shetold usthat hewasdead. Asamatter
of fact, we h begury to suspect it alittle earlier. You seg,
ti?]arel Reznicek told this woman everything—except one small

ing.

Hg paused dramatically and Peter wished M. Kladnik were
less eager to resemble Orson Welles in "Journey into Fear."
th" nd what would that be?" he asked politély, providing

e cue

"That he had made arrangements with some of his com-
rades in Pilsen—to report there within a week after he had
ended his last misson . . . unless he was dead.”

" But how did you know if he did not tell this woman?'

"That's easy,” amiled the plump Czech. "l was one of
the men he was supgosed to meet.'

"And the woman?"
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"She told us everything and then she committed suicide.
A pity—she was a mogt ravishing creature,’

" S0 the man who calls himself 'Karel Reznicek . . |

"Must be an impostor. And not a Czech. Probably a
Nazi. Possbly a danaggrous and important person, using
Reznicek's papers, suitably changed by forgery, to escape.

"But'". .. good God, man, you don't know what you are
saying: . . :

ladnik smiled. These Americans were so over-excitable!

"If you don't believeme . . " _

"l do, | do! Only—it is so strange and pretty terrible.
You see, this man, this impostor—he married, under the
name of Karel Reznicek, a very great friend of mine. She
is a fine girl and now sne is helpless in the hands of this
swine. |—I must do something to find them. At once. |If
| have to comb Peris from garret to cdlar, if | haveto . . ."

The Czech intelligence man smiled slowly: _

"There is no need for such desperate measures, monsieur.
And | would not worry about your lady-friend. | don't
think this man would harm her. She is his best insurance—
she may represent his best camouflage. And he may gen-
umt\el/\}/ e in love with her. ..."

"What? That double-dyed Nazi, that . . ." _

"But we don't know for certain that he is a Nazi of any
colour a dl. Mine were al theories, idle guesses, mon
capitaine. | sug%est that we go to the Sret6 and put our
facts before the Commissoner. The French police are not
yet up to their pre-war standards of efficiency—nbut it is not
difficult to send out a description of the couple, wireless
it to al digtricts, and issue a general warrant.” You don't
hapmen to remember the number of the car 7' _

‘No, | don't," answered Peter. "l only know that it was
a black Mercedes, pretty big and battered. Of course, he
might have changed its colour or taken to trains or . . ."

"Let us not be pessmigtic, my friend. The cleverest man
makes mistakes. And while this pseudo-Reznicek seems to
be a very clever one, he cannot have travelled across Eastern
France without having left some trace behind him. You
are certain that he was at_Strasbourg?" )

"Yes, | think 0" replied Whitney. "l am a little con-
fug%dv alrllgl? not sure of anything—but” he was there and ..."

ell?

"The Nazi who was killed! The Nazi in the garage!
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Obmann or whatever his name was . . . this fake Reznicek
must have had something to do with his murder! He was
asking for him at the desk of the Maison Rouge! But . . .
would one Nazi bigwig kill another '

"Captain Whitney, one of these days you ought to read a
ood book on the Nazi movement.~ What ese have they
een doing in their spare time except kill each other?"

"You areright and | am afool. « But now | am beginning
tbofsee daylight. Gosh, Kladnik, if we can only find them
efore . ..”

He turned away and the Czech with the round cheeks
tano{ the comfortable girth kept slent with elephantine
act.

An hour later Peter Whitney was ditting in a bistro that
sold something called Pernod” though it had only a faint
resemblance to the pre-war article and its price had'increased
twenty-fold. Sergeant Ira sat besde him and mournfull
inspected the stedl table-top from which generations o
drinkers had rubbed away the white paint.

"You sure this Czech told the truth?" he asked.

"Why shouldn't he? He is just as keen to catch that
hed as | am." o o

"Yeah." Eads moved his jaws meditatively and rhyth-
micaly. His only weakness—practically—was peppermint
gum._ "But foreigners are funny. Why, | remember 'way
ack in prohibition times ..."

"No, sergeant,” Peter begged him.  "Not now."

"V\/_eil, there ain't anything we can do, except wait. They
promised to let us know if some'_[hlr]? came through. But
would you mind very much, captain, if | did alittle snooping
on my own?' _

"Not abit, Eads. Go right ahead." _ _

"Thanks, | will." The sergeant removed his small, wiry
body from the uncomfortable chair and sauntered off.  Any
moment Peter expected him to pull a magnlfylng glass from
his pocket or produce a couple of-blood-hounds. No, Ira
could not help him. _

He was baffled and unhappy. Something had haﬁpened
that had shaken his whole world to its foundations. He was
helpless and yet his whole bagg cried out for quick, decisve
action. If the man who caled himsdf Karel Reznicek had
come down the boulevard, he would have killed him—no,
that would be too easy and too quick. Give him a beating,
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knock out his handsome white teeth, bash in his pretty
profile, tear out his white-golden hair. He. . . _

Until now Germans were people to Cgotaln Whitney.
You met them in battle, they had guns and you had guns
and you shot at each other. "They were not nice customers
true; but they fought with weapons you could. understand
and counter. ~ MusCle for muscle, brain for brain, man for
man, you gave just as good as you got. And you knew that
you were riding a triumphant wave, that nothing could
stop you getting to the crest. Later, the Germans became
patients in a huge psychopathic ward. They had to be
cured and kept from ‘doing harm again—doing harm to
angbod%/ while they were in this dangerous state of lunacy.

ut this—this man who had probably murdered Karel
Reznicek or was responsible for his death—this man was not
a human being, not an ordinary loony. You could not
measure hlm_cg%{ any normal or abnormal standards. He
defied classification. ” There was nothing in Peter Whitney's
experience that could explain a man who, with everyone's
hand against him, paused to woo and marry a girl under
the falsest possible pretences. When he thought of Helen
oung Captain Whitney forgot al his law-book learning, all
the tough and sophisticated things he had done and said
in his life. His imagination worked overtime. He saw her
murdered, he saw her being tortured, humiliated, helpless;
and these were not pretty scenes. Sitting at the batter
table in the Paris bistro hé went through the agonies of hell.
Because he was an American, he had been inevitably con-
ditioned by Hollywood; and so he thought of Basl Rathbone
and "Love from a Stranger"—and that did not make things
one tiny bit better. _ _

When he emerged from his own ﬁrlvate hell, he felt empty
and chastened. The only thing that remained was hate—
hate of the nation that ‘could produce men like this soft-
spoken, handsome beast. Oh yes, Helen was right, Peter
told himself—but what difference had it made? She had
told him that there was no gLood or bad German—just the
tsame paranoiac race, humble like Uriah Keep when conguered,
sadistic and murderous when on top. She should have
developed an instinct for smelling them out, for knowing
from a hundred yards distance thal a member of the Herren-
volk was approaching. But she did not. In three days she
fel victim to this . .".
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It was no use torturing himself, Captain Whitney decicled.
It was no use—yet how could he stop? _

His vague suspicion of the man who caled himself Karel
Reznicek had begun when the tall, fair-haired man spun
that stocr)y about mysterious Russians and plans of assassina
tion. Or perhaps a little bit earlier, when "Karel" had
explained glibly why he had denied his knowledge of English
at their first meeting. It had thickened when the papers
were stolen.  Peter was now certain that this Nazi in disguise
must have taken them. How? When? It did not matter.
So he had two good reasons for wanting to catch him: Helen
and his own neck. He would catch him if he died in the
gttlempt. And what a wonderful settling of debts it would

el

He rose and walked back to Kladnik's office where he had
told Sergeant Eads to meet him. Kladnik had no news.
They spent the night together, smoking far too many
ug;arettes and drinking innumerable cups of a brew miscalled
coffee. Inthesmall hoursthey even started a game of poker.
_Sere?e_ant Ira cleaned them out’in no time at dl. The Czech
intelligence man acquired a new and considerable respect
for Americans. Peter just sighed that if bad luck was riding
a guy, he could never get rid of it. _ _

en the telephone rang at half-past four in the morning,
they were bleary-eyed and had reached the stage of doubting
the evidence of théir own senses. But they al three made a
bee-line for the phone. Kladnik, for al his bulk, won the
race, which was just as well for the voice at the other end
of the line spoke Czech. _ ,

The plump man replaced the receiver and said:

" Yes, weve got in the first report from the SUrete. They
have been in Annecy for three days, leaving two days a%(‘).
Our friend seems t0 have no suspicion of danger for he
registered as Karel Reznicek."

And his ... wife?" Peter asked.

"Madame appeared to be in excelent health. They
did not give their destination when they left but it is thought
that it would be in the ’general direction of the south-west."

"What do you think?" asked Whitney. "Is he making
for Italy? Or Switzerland ?" _

"Hardly Switzerland,” smiled Kladnik. "At Annecy the
frontier is verP/ near—yet they turned away from it. = Nor
ltay. | should guess—Spain.”
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"ivel, what are we waiting for?" cried Peter. "Can |

get,aplaneto Annecy?" _ _
| don't think so. ~ But you have your 4€€8h heinl  What

about setting out after a good breakfast” one me from
tfvery stop on your way. That may avoid detours. And if
they “are caught, I'll join you. I'd rather like to meet Pan
Karel Reznicek—whoever he may be/ _
~ Though Peter was impatient to start at once, Kladnik
inssted on breakfast and Sergeant Ira seconded him hear'uI%/.
About §i they passed through Vincennes, on their way to
the south. er tried to feel like a knight in armour,
riding to the resctle,ﬁf the captive princess, but he only felt
deepy and as full of hate as ever.

XXX

IN. THE EARLY MORNING THEY struggled over the Col d'lzoard,
using the snow-chains Horst bought a Briangon. The
seven and a hdf kilometres of winding ascent took them
over two hours. At Sainte-Marie they were told that the
Col-de-Vars was blocked, but von Falkenau decided to risk
it in spite of the advice of an old moun_tamé;wde. They
ﬁot stuck a thousand feet from the summit and would have
ad to walk or spend the night in theicy wind if an American
caterpillar truck had not given them a'tow. Even so it was
rather late when they reached Barcelonnette but Horst was
"determined to get t0 Nice. Up the Col d'Allos and down
gan to Beauvezer; another Ior_ﬁ1 climb to the top of the
olle Saint-Michd. At F{udget- eniers they stopped for
dinner and it was past midnight when thelights of Nice
greeted them as they drove down the Moyenne Corniche.
Their smal hotel was near the Boulévard Carabacel and
Helen was so tired that she went straight to bed. The
long drive, however, had had the opposite effect on Horst;
he Telt wideawake and sat for another hour in the tiny salon
reading the local newspaper whose aticles were studded
with odd bits of American dang. _
This was the last lap, he told himself; in two days they
wottld be safely across the border. In his present dert
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state the terrors of the night seemed to be unreal and unlikely
to return. . He had comeé througlh a bad patch, he told him-
self; now it was over and he could relax. It was just as well
that he had no need to use those pills—he had heard some
ugly tales of their after-effects even if they did keep you
awake for long periods at a time. No—and he stretched
luxuriously—those /ears and haunting spectres at Brianson
must havé been due to his weariness and the long strain.
He knew that he could easily get through these last few days.
He dtrolled upstairs and found Helen adeep. Her face
was a little flushed and she breathed rather heavily. Horst
ﬁave her a glance. Perhaps she had caught a cold—they
ad to stand for a long time in the snow when the car %ot
stuck—or perhaps it was just weariness. He hoped that
ghe would not become ill, it would be awkward if they were
held up for any Iendgth of time—but then, even aweek should
not make a real difference, Karel Reznicek's identity, he
told himself, was dill a safe secret and he saw no way in
which it could be uncovered. _ _
When he got into bed, he felt how tired he was himself.
The rhythm of the car throbbed in his brain, the bare rocks
with their white-spattered brown and grey, rose in the dark-
ness under his eyelids. He yawned and’ stretched his body
full length, feeling drowsiness gradually creeping over him,
numbing his mind, wrapping him in warmth and contentment.
That night he had two dreams, amost in immediate
succession, like the two digointed instalments of the same
serid, with some of the connecting parts missng.

The first was short and simple. He was on some secret
errand that was desperately important. As he set out, walking
down an indistinct street, with the houses swaying wildly in
some storm or earthquake, he was filled with the urgency and
importance of his mission. He carried something under his
arm but whether it was a brief-case, a loaf of bread or a hand-
grenade, he could not tell. He turned into the vaulted entrance
of a building with a sentry-box on each side; but the sentries
had disappeared. If he walked through the passage and up the
stairs, he would reach his destination in sixty seconds—4t was
as simple as that. But when he got to the staircase, there was
a big sign in Gothic lettering right across it, saying; OUT OF
ORDER. DANGER. NO ADMITTANCE.

He shrugged; there were the back stairs, he could walk up



176 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

those and it meant only a little delay. But at the bottom of
the stairs, after he had crossed a large, dim courtyard with uneven
cobblestones under hisfeet, there stood a man whoseface he could
not see and who pointed to the left. Aha, Horst thought, there
is an ambush on the first landing, how kind of him to warn me;
and once again he passed under a vaulted arch, emerging into
another courtyard. .

The rest was confused and increasingly menacing. Again
and again he stopped at the bottom of stairs which were barred
to him.  More and more courtyards appeared, growing smaller
and darker, until he was stumblingi1 over boxes and garbage
cans, low-strung clothes lines and other unidentifiable obstacles.
And all the time the sense of urgency was with him; he had not
much time left, and unless he could persuade the guardians
of the staircases that his business was important and could not
be delayed, he would lose . . . no, he was not certain what he
would lose and what he was carrying under his arm. He told
himself that he must keep his head, that if he panicked, disaster
would follon—but still the courtyards and blocked staircases
repeated themselves in endless succession until he could have
cried in mortification except that he remembered that tears would
give him away. Tears . . . it was ridiculous. At the next
stairway he decided to risk all. He brushed the silent, form-
less figure aside and rushed up to the next landing. The cork-
screw turn prevented him from seeing what was ahead and he
stopped only at the last moment. The staircase ended and

there was nothing there . . . no corridor, no more stairs. Just
emptifl space, unrelieved darkness. A wall rose behind him so
that he could not turn back . . . inch by inch it edged forward

like the steel wall in that ridiculous story he had read—how
Ion% ago? he did not know. Inch by inch he was edged closer
to the abyss and when hefell, he suddenly knew what was under
his arm; a human heart, gory and soft to the touch, still beati n%
he could not tell how and why, its rhythm filling the air as hefel

and wasjolted into consciousness again,. . . .

... Wdl, it had not been so bad, he told himself as he lay
awake in the darkness and listened to Helen's swift breath-
ing. He looked at the luminous dia of his watch. Only
half an hour had passed since he had marked the time, before
he began to drift off to deep. The image of the last Staircase
was dill in his mind; he told himself, harshly, that he must
not think of it. Something dse instead . . . something
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leasant and reassuring. Helen's face when he proposed to

er . . . the gleaming white curve of her body . . . And then,
other women: redheads and blondes, that black-haired
Jewish girl in Posnan who had spat into his face when he
took her . . .. Shining mornings as he rode through the pine-
forest, feeling his strength and superiority like a pliable yet
impenetrable armour . . . The ancient and civilised aroma
of Napoleon brandy swirling in the broad glass as he turned
it between his hands. . . . The touch of ice-cold water on
his skin after a night of hard drinking and wenching . . .
There were so many pleasant things in the Pasx and quite a
lot to look forward to. ... If he impr these memories
upon his mind, they would surely be transferred into his
dreams—provided there was no way of escaping those dreams.
But perhaps he had had his dose for to-night.

. . . His last conscious thought was that it had worked—
those Eleasant images had been the right condltlonln%. Because
when he closed his eyes, he was back on the stage of the Kammer-
spiele and nothing unpleasant could happen to him there. Had
he not risen from the obscurity of an understudy to the glory
of a star in three short months ? Of course, it was his talent,
that chameleon-like genius of acquiring any colour the part
demanded; but even at twenty-one he believed in the maxim
that Lady Fortune needed a little shoving, a little judicious
guidance in the right direction. _

He stood in the wings watching Reinhold Below rehearse
his great scene in "Gotz von Berlichingen”  Martin, the
director, prided himself that he algve?/s chose his revivals aptly—
he thought that in these confu and unhappy times while
Munich seethed and groaned with the aftermath of the short-lived
Bavarian Soviet Republic, the tale of the iron-fisted old knight
who took the side of the people, would be most appropriate. It
was a fine part, anyhow; and Reinhold was the right man for it
even if he was only twenty-eight. A strange fellow, Reinhold;
some said that he was over-sensitive, a good actor but an un-
balanced human being. Perhaps because he had served through
the war in U-boats and once had to endure attacks by three
destroyers for almost twenty-four hours, he had brought back a
dight nervous complaint from the long years under the sea. . . .
He was affable enough to his colleagues, a most conscientious
worker—even if now and then a trifle upset him and rehearsal
had to be broken off. Martin handled him as a trainer would
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treat a high-strung thoroughbred. But Horst hated him because
he was only Reinhold's understudy and Reinhold blocked his
way to greater things of which he felt himself perfectly capable.
He had talked to Martin but Martin was a fool—he considered
himself the greatest stage producer after Reinhardt (sometimes,
in his cups, even above Reinhardt) and insisted that actors
needed "maturing,” that in three or five years Horst might
make a good Mercutio or a passable Egmont—but that he must
be patient.

Yes, Martin was a fool; and Horst von Falkenau had been
quietly amused and not a little satisfied when twelve years
later the great producer was denounced as a Communist and
beaten to death in Dachau. There was little patience in the
Gestapo and their victims were given no time to "mature”. . . .

He stood there on the stage, watching his rival and grudgingly
admittin?( that Reinhold made a good job of the fireeatir;?
robber knight. That scene where he denounced the feud
oppressors and then rushed from the council chamber . . . it was
really well done. It left the audience shaken, reluctantly admir-
ing; it cast a spell that helped over the somewhat lame and
colourless later scenes. It even made an impression on the
handful of people watching the rehearsal in the semi-dark
theatre. Martin's bald head shone like a billiard ball in the
dimness and when Reinhold finished the scene, he barked his
approval.

It was then that Horst's cup of bitterness flowed over and
that he decided to do something about it. "Gotz' was to be
presented to the Munich theatregoers in a week's time; after
that, for at least a month, it would be played every alternate
night—provided the revival was a success. And why should
it not be? It had everything—a fine cast, imaginative scenery,
good direction . . . everything except Horst von Falkenau, who
had by now almost forgotten those dark and dismal months with
the Freicorps and wanted to be a successful actor. For Horst
von Falkenau, struggling on a salary that inflation shrunk
smaller and smaller every day, had exactly ten lines to speak
ip] "Gotz von Berlichingen"—and not very important lines at
that.

With the suddenness of the dream-world the scene changed
and he was standing at the back of the stalls, watching the first
night of the revival. His call was not till the fourth act—and
though Martin liked everyone to be in their dressing-rooms,
this time Horst had broken the rule.
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There was fun and triumph to be enjoKed if he only waited
patiently for a little.  Again, grudgingly, he admired Reinhold's
brilliance. He held the audience spellbound, every inflexion,
every gesture was worked out with great artistry yet appeared
to be perfectly natural. Sowly the play moved up to the climax
when, at the end of his long speech, he would turn and rush
from the castle hall infury and contempt.

The speech had ended; the audience was rigid under the
fascination of the old knight's harsh voice. 7hen Reinhold
Below turned and rushed at the lath-and-canvas door.

But the door was locked.

He fetched up with a hard smack against the scenery. As
yet no one had noticed that something was wrong. The set was
realistic enough; at the wings only a very narrow dit was left,
not enough for a man to pass through in a hurry—a slim person
might have squeezed through the opening with some discomfort
and in a rather undignified position. But Reinhold did, not
think of such a possibility. Again he attacked the door. It
would not vyield. It could not yield for Horst had himself
wedged the two narrow wooden strips which held it in position
and which were turned the right way when the scenery was put up.
No one had seen himdo it . . . there was no possible proof.

And now the audience noticed that something was wrong.
A girl tittered, a man's voice called out:

" What's the matter, old fellow? Have you forgotten where
the door is?"

Laughter spread in waves, swelled to a flood. Catcalls and
ironical remarks flew from row to row. Reinhold had his back
to the audience. It was a defeated, broken back. Martin's
fat voice was heard giving a command to lower the curtain.  But
the curtain had stuck or perhaps the man who turned the handle,
was not at his post. The sneering temper of the audience
rose. These were cynical, lawless times in Munich; and any
crowd quickly turned into a mob if it could find a victim.  They
shouted at him to dig a tunnel, to sprout wings and fly away,
to scuttle himself.  And then, dowly, silently, Reinhold turned.

That was how it happened: he had turned round and in his
face there was defeat and madness. He was finished and he
knew it. Before the curtain came down and mercifully hid his
shame, he had collapsed and was clawing at the bare boards.

Yes, that was how, simply and effectively, Horst von Falkenau,
the understudy, got his start in the Munich Kammerspiele.
And even now, in reliving his triumph in a dream, he was
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filled with a sense of pleasant anticipation as Reinhold Below
slowly swung round to face his tormentors.

But the face that stared across the footlights, shadowed by
madness, was not Reinhold Below's. It was his own—it was
Horst von Falkenau's. And as he cowered, split into two,
one of his egos down in the turbulent, catcalling audience, the
other up on the stage, he knew the mortification and self-contempt,
the urge to scream and run, the choking feeling in his throat and
the cold clutch upon his heart that Reinhold Below must have
known before they came and took him away to a padded cell.

XXXIV

THE SLIMY HORROR CLUNG TO him and he felt that he could
never shake it off. He would never wake to a normal and
real m_ornlnﬁ; there was no return and no escape.
_ But into the deep well of unconsciousness a voice insinuated
itself gradually. A voice he knew but could not place,
calling a name he did not recognise.
"Karell Wake up! Karel!" _ _ _
He opened his eyes but he was dill blinded. And his
brain was covered with an opaque layer, ajelly-like substance.
When he sgoke, it was in the tongue that was his childhood's:
" Wasgibt's? Lass mich allein. . . ich mag das nicht. . . ."
But as she repeated her cry in English, he summoned all
his strength and shook off the paralysing daze. _
" Karell Wake up! You have been dreaming again . . .
anightmare. . . ." _ _
It"was better not to spesk. He dtill could not trust him-
«f and the rage that possessed him ,was directed just as
much against her as against himself. She had no business
taxing hisstrength, drawing on it, when he needed every ounce;
she had no business barging into this most private struggle.
But the next moment he clung to her, ill silent; for she was
anchor and a bridge back to sanity.
"Was it very bad?' she askéd. She reached out and
switched on the smal bedside lamp.
He shook his head.
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"No, it's dl right. . . . Did |—speak or something?"
"You_ were shouting—quite loudly, too. | couldn't
distinguish the words. "It sounded like German—»but per-
haps it was Czech. Karel, don't you think . . ."

e noticed that her bare arms, pressed against his cheek,
were very hot to the touch. She coughed and he felt her
body trembling in a brief paroxysm. turned away and
put "her free hand against her lips. _

"What's the matter?" he asked. He was a little alarmed,
but he dso welcomed the opportunity to guide the conversa-
tion away from himself. _ _

"Oh, Karel, | feel an idiot,” Helen sighed, "but | think |
amléyomg to be ill."

"But .. . how do you mean? You feel unwell? Shal |
go for the doctor? Or get you some medicine?"

It was an entirely new Situation in Horst von Fakenau's
life—playing nurse’to a sck woman. For Helen must feel
pretty bad If she confessed it; during their trip he had
redised that she ignored ph?/scal discomfort and could
remain cheerful when he had long become irritated. If her
illness should prove serious ... If it should hold them up
... half adozen surmises flashed through his mind and for a
moment he forgot the problem he had to face himself. For
it was no longer any use trying to hide his head in the sand—
two of these damned visitations in a night . . . and what if
al his nights, ever slegoln hour should be turned into one
long sequence of them? haps it was dl caused by the
tension of having to plaé/ two parts—that of Karel Reznicek,
to Helen and the world—and that of Horst von Falkenau,
the man whom nothing could frighten or dismay, to himself.
For when he analysed his own reactions to these dreams, he
had to confess that he had not been quite frank even to
himself; that he had shut off dl the implications behind a
curtain of defiance and belittling scorn. _

Wadl, he 4ill had sufficient reserves of strength—and it
should not last long. A week could make no great difference
and in a week he should be in Spain. That would mean
safety and perhaps a doctor . . . but no, he had no faith in
doctors where the mind was concerned and there was nothing
wrong with his body. _

When he asked Helen what he could do for her, she did
not answer. He chafed her hands; they were dry and hot.

"You'd better take your temperature,” he said. "Have
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you got a thermometer or shall | ask for one from the people
downstairs?" _ _ )

"Inmybag.. ,'shewhispered. "Thereisoneinmybag...,’

She shivered violently and asoft moan made him thoroughly
adarmed. What if shedied? he thought, and the idea seemed
to be fantastic in connection with anyone as vital and young
as Helen. He fumbled in the bag, Tound the thermometer
and coaxed her into opening her lips. He noticed that they
were a little cracked, the soft red skin dried out by the fever.

While he ticked off the minutes on his wrist-watch, he
decided that he would take some of those pills he had collected
in the woods near Blamont. If he could spend about five
nights without deep, he should be dl right. It was no
weakening, he told himself; Helen needed him and he had

ood cause to stay awake. No, it was not a cowardly act—

if, a the same fime, he escaped those inconvenient visits
from his Past, that was of secondary importance. A little
uncomfortably he felt that perhaps he was not entirely
sincere about this; but introspection was a very new pastime
for him and the sooner he ended indulging in it, the better
it would be for both of them. _

The Continental thermometer showed a little over forty
degrees Celsius—high enough. He must get a doctor, he
decided, even if it meant taking a certain risk.

"I am going out for a few minutes,' he told Helen, uncon-
scioudly lowering his voice. " But 'l send up the chamber-
maid to St with"you. Will you be al right?'

Surprisingly, distressingly ‘she clung to him.

"Please, don't go,” she pleaded. "I am ... | fed so
queer ... | want you here. . . ."

Gently he freed his hand from her hot clutch.

"1 must go out to find a doctor,” he explained. "I redly
won't be Ioerag." _ _

She started to cry. It was a quiet, subdued sound in the
somewhat airless room and the tears came slowly surglng
from under her eyelids. He bent down and kissd her “an
was once again appaled by the dry heat that seemed to
emanate from her whole body. Then he tiptoed to the door
and hurried downstairs. He found an elderly woman who
looked rather stupid but klﬂle{ and explained to her that
Madame Reznicex had a chill; would she st with her?
Francine—that was the chambermaid's name—made little
clucking noises and hurried upstairs.
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The doctor, the receptionist told him, lived down the
street—only a dozen houses away. "But he is rather old,
monsieur,” “the man said. "Our young men are al away.
Hell do his bet, though." _ _

Dr. Pascd was a dried-up, grey-haired wisp of a man who
wore the little red ribbon of the _Le(Tglon_ d'Honneur in his
buttonhole and was prouder of his family name than of
anything ese. Within the first five minutes he informed
Horst that he was a descendant of the great philosopher—
and he could prove it, too. Horst restrained himself with
difficulty from being very rude and warded off the doctor's
attempt "to show_him his family tree, The surgery was
more like a drawing-room with small gilt tables and chairs,
a great mass of bric-a-brac scattered everywhere; but there
was dso a white enamelled business-like instrument cabinet
and in the corner an X-ray machine. o

"Young people are so cadess” the doctor chattered while
they walked the few dozen yards to the hotel. "They think
their bodies will last for ever. Yet there is nothing more
fragile, more vulnerable than the human organism. A few
_de%gre&s difference in its temperature, the lack or surplus of
infrnitesimal doses of certain chemicals can destroy it rapidly.
Now the other day | wastelling ayoung student .. ."

"Most interesting,” interrupted Horst without the dightest
hesitation. "Shall we go up straight away?" _

The doctor gave him an indignant glance but did not

st in telling his story. Upstairs Francine rose from

de the bed and whispered: _ _

"She has been very restless. Cadling for you, monsieur,
dl thetime. . . and for her mother, too. . . ." =~ _

The doctor examined Helen who was semi-conscious; her bég,
feverish eyes fixed on Horst who stood at the foot of the bed.

"l am not sure," Dr. Pascal pronounced, "but it looks like
pneumonia to me.  Only one lung, though and she isin very
good physical condition.  Are you a refugee, monsieur?"

He is'worried about his fee, thought Horst and hastened
to reassure him: "I am travelling in an official capacity,
doctor. Do you think there is serious danger ?" _

" Not if we can get some M and B quickly," Dr. Pascal sad.
"Perhaps the American hospital can let me have some.”

. "M ‘and B?" repeated Horst. "I am afrad | don't

now . . .

"It is a new drug, developed by the British,” Dr. Pascd
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lectured him. "l am an old man, monsieur, but not a fool
and always willing to learn new tricks"

"And how long will it be do you think, before she
recovers? | mean ... | would like to'make my plans accord-
|tngly . ...and if my wife cannot travel for a considerable
ime. ..

"I am no prophet, Dr. Pascd protested testily. "She
may be fit to travel in a week—though | doubtit—or a
fortnight—or a month. Pneumoniais no joke, monsieur.”

He prescribed a sedative, gave directions to Francine what
to do about food and warmth, cold compresses and drinks;
he éométse_(;[l to return in the afternoon with the drug if he
cou it.

Horst walked downstairs with him.  He wanted to ask a
number of questions—but he was dso afraid that the doctor
would consider him a fool. So he said nothin excspt:

"1 trust this will cover the cost of your vist," and handed
the old man a folded note. _ _ o

Dr. Pascd took it without looking at it. Surprisingly he
reached up and patted Horst on the shoulder.

"Don't worry,” he said. "Shell be dl right. She must
be. A woman, so young and lovely ..."

"Thank you, doctor,” Horst sad stiffly.  Suddenly he
felt ver¥ tired. A low, steady humming within his skull
seemed 1o fill the whole hotel hall, the whole building. He
turned back and dowly climbed the narrow, steep sairs.
He could not think in Such a state, he decided. There was
nothing he could do except wait—wait for the doctor, wait
for Helen's recovery, wait for his own return to his usua
balanced, sane self. But he was sane, of course he was;
no one could deny that he was till able to act quickly and
decisvely. The way he dedt with that swine Obmann—
that was not a madman's or_a coward's way. ... |If he could
only deep without . . . But no, deep was dangerous; in
unconsciousness a lurking enemy was waiting for him he
could not yet name and therefore could not gect.

Francine was waiting for him, a look of anxiety on her
plump, motherly face. _ _
_"She is deeping now," she sad. "But the doctor sad,
give her these ..." and she held out a few smal white pills.

"You %o and get something to eat,” Horst told her. "I'll
wait a little time a her bedside and if she doesn't wake
by hersdlf, Til wake her and give her the pills
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The chambermaid nodded and disappeared. Horst drew
up a char and sat down, cloe to Helen. Her face was
flushed now, her hair damp, clinging to her temples and
forehead. He felt an amost irresistible impulse to smooth
the strands of hair back; he stretched out his hand when she
suddenly opened her eyes. They were dimmed with the fever
but even so brighter than he could ever remember.

" | am going fo die" she sad slowly. _

"Nonsense.” His voice was sharp, in surprised protest.
"Dr. Pascd will be back shortly to give you an injection
and you'll be well in no time."

She did not reply and he thought that she had gone to
deep again. He hesitated, the pills ready in thé smal
teaspoon; she spoke again:

"Karel. .. last night . . ."

" Yes, my sweet ? _ _

"When I woke you—after your nightmare—you spoke in
German. | know now. | am sure. Why did you speak in
German, Karel ?"

He laughed. _ _

"What "an absurd_guestlon! | was dreaming . . . and |
haven't the faintest idea what Iang\l(Jage one uses in dreams.”

"But you weren't adeep then. You—"

"Look here, Helen," he said firmly, "you must not worry
about things that don't matter. | went to a German school
when | was a child. | am bi-lingual or tri-lingual or what-
ever you wish. But now you are going to take these pills;
later,” Francine is bringing you some broth and you'l rest
until Dr. Pascal comes.” _

l%ga swallowed the pills obediently and lay back, her eyes
closed.

"Don't go away, Kardl," she murmured. "If | am aone
Il die. My mother—it is funny—I have been thinking of
my mother. If she were here—she would only fuss and
wouldn't help a bit ... but 4ill if she were here, | ..."

"You'll be well by to-morrow," Horst said. "And youll
see your mother soon. Don't worry, darling. | am here.
I won't go aNeag/ )

She remained slent, but the fever burned brighter and
brighter in her cheeks. She tried to throw off the bed-
clothes and he had to tuck her in again and again for the
room was none too warm and the doctor had warned him to
keep her well covered. She was in a deep that was half-
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delirium; she was muttering al the time but he could not
distinguish the words. _

Two hours later the chambermaid came back and he went
down to eat somelzt).lglsggl. As he was returning to the sck
room, he met Dr. : _

"l have got it," the doctor beamed. "These Americans
are redly wonderful. A young colleague even offered to
scome adong and give the injection. But | told him that |
was not so decrepit yet that 1 should not be able to find the
vein. How is she? _

"Not much better," Horst replied. "She seems to be
verm restless.”

"Well see about that,” Dr. Pascd declared cheerfully.
"This stuff works wonders. Really wonders. They say, 1t
saved Monsieur Churchill'slife."

ﬁs t}aey reached the landing, he stopped for a moment
and said:

"They would not take any money, of course. | just gave
them your name and nationality."

"Oh . .." It wasanon-committal sound. "But | don't
think I introduced myself to you. ..."

"That's dl right,” waved the old doctor. "l rang up
the hotel and got it al from the reception clerk. | did not
want to disturb you. | hope you don't mind."

"Oh no, not ‘a al. They are certainly generous, those
Americans.” _ _ _

The fever had risen and Helen was breathing heavily.
It seemed cruel and senseless that her body should be attacked
b somethler?;? as humiliating and malicious as this sudden
illness. Health belonged to her, was a part of her, like her
hair or the little furrow between her eyes. Now she was
hepless and Horst felt something he could not remember
ever feellngf before: compassion, pity, indignation—mixed
with a formless fear that this complex emotion would weaken
him in some way, endanlger his plans, put obstacles into his
way. Dr. Pascd quickly and deftly gave the injection;
he'said that if the fever rose another tenth of a degree Centi-
grade, they should send for him again—otherwise he would
come early next morning to look at the patient. _

_Francine declared her” willingness to stay up during the
night; but Horst said no, they could share’it; if she sa up
till midnight, he would take the rest of the vigil. He went
out for a groll, found that he was just as restless walking as
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sitting down and returned to the hotel for the evening meal;
Helen was adeep but the fever had not yet abaied and
Francine was busy with cold compresses and with bathing the
girl's body in a solution of vinegar and water.
"Il come back a midnight, Horst said when he had
inspected his wife. -~ "This room isn't big enough fof, the three
of us. I'll find a place for a short nap in the salon.™
Francine nodded and he went downstairs again. He
wondered whether Dr. Pasca's 0E|t_|m|sm was justified. He
wondered what he could do if Helen's recovery was dow.
He wondered . . .

XXXV

HE WOULD NOT TAKE THE tablets. He would not trust his
fate to something so dangerous and unknown. All his life
he had kept away from drugs—even when he was in pain.
He thought of Goering and the enormous dose he needed
every day. Roehm, too . . . and dl the others. Whether
he had two or twenty of those ... dreams ... it did not matter.
The humming in his' head had gone; he was tired but he could
think clearly” again. Nothing could defeat him that was
within himself—he repeated this sentence as if it were a
declaration of faith, a solemn oath, a reaffirmation of some
shining piece of wisdom. He would get over this aone.
Goering's bright boys when they went off to bomb Coventry
or Rotterdam—they needed these artificial aids to courage
and dertness.  But he ... not Horst von Falkenau.

Francine had gone; she told him that just before he came
up, she had changed Helen's bed-clothes as they were soaking
wet with perspiration. , o ,

"It is a good sign,” she said. "She is ill on fire, the
little one, but | think sheis mending already. . . ." _

Horst had nodded and sat down in the chair at the bedside.
Helen was deeping but in the dimmed light he could not
decide whether "hef” colour was more normal, her breathin
less tortured. Dr. Pascal had sad that they should no
disturb her if she slept—that nature was doing its work
best with the body completely relaxed. Nature . . . Horst



188 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

grinned sav_a?(ely. Nature or whatever it was, had played him
ascurvy trick.”. . . o

The room enveloped him, like a shell. It was the con-
tainer of his universe; suddenly he could not even visualise
the corridor, the staircase, the'hall, let aone the street and
not far from it, the sea.  The tiny noises of the night stopped
a the threshold as if something had deadened al sound.
He and the fever-stricken woman in the bed, the night-
table and the dimmed lamp, the oblong of the wall opposite
him, half-dipped in shadow: that was dl. Once he had
roamed freel_¥ across the heaths of his Gau\ his plane crossed
frontiers as it it were passing over a shalow furrow; he was
driven three hundred miles a dz?y or travelled from one
state to another between breakfast and lunch. Europe
was both spacious and small; spacious for those who belonged
to the Herrenvolk's masters; small for those who were hedged
in by barbed wire, by passport g%gulatl_or_ls and deportation
orders. But now this room seemed sufficient. _

A dow, heavy stroke reverberated through the night. It
was the clock on the nearby church tower, Striki nght e half-
hour. It was the only sound that had penetrated the protec-
tive shell. Strange that he had not noticed it before; but
during the day the roar of traffic must have swalowed or
minimised it. ~ Now that the silence was absolute, the ponder-
ous clangour caught his imagination. He glanced a Helen
but the sound had not disturbed her. The prospect of
listening to the clock, striking each quarter, was not un-
pleasant; it cut up the night into orderly segments, built
steps for his brain upon which he could ascend. _

He heard the third quarter strike and then the first of
the twelve marking the hour.

. . . He was standing in the courtyard of Sadelheim.  Above
his head a dirt-encrusted bulb shed scanty light upon the cobbled
archway. SS men and prison guards surrounded the victims
of Adolfs Purge. The commander checked their names, then
they were led to the wall at the back of the courtyard. Here a
few people stood, holding torches or fastening them into the
loose, reddish soil.

Four men came first . . . among them a priest. SJddenlgl
they realised why they had been taken out into the courtyard.
One screamed that he had been promised, it was only for ques
tioning; another embraced the legs of the priest, begging him to
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save his life. But the guards swiftly and brutally ended the
scene and dragged them to the wall where the execution squad
was waiting. Horst winced a little at the volley. He saw the
four men collapse in postures that were more ludicrous than
tragic—except for the priest for he, lying on the ground, lifted
his arm in a final benediction. Then an SS man walked
up to him and shot him through the head. A waste of ammuni-
tion, Horst thought; but then, bullets were cheap on this night. . . .

There was no break in time, no transition; but the court-
yard had dissolved and he stood outside the Sanatorium Hansel-
bauer. It was a fresh, clear June morning; the birds were
singing in the rose-garden and the new day was superbly
contemptuous of whatever was coming.

A small group of men entered the building; ten minutes
later they reappeared, driving a motley crowd of half-dressed SA.
leaders in front of them.  The prisoners looked surprised, foolish
and frightened.  They were hustled into cars and driven off.

Horst moved forward to follow the Fuehrer into the sanatorium.
Armed sentries had taken up their places in the corridors.
He drew back a little as Hitler knocked on a door. A seep
voice asked who it was and the Fuehrer gave his name. Inside
there was a shout of joy; then the door opened and Roehm, in
pyjamas, stood on the threshold. The Fuehrer with three others
entered the room and the door was closed . . .

. . . Again the smooth yet abrupt transition. Somehow
Wiessee had disappeared and he had returned to the Stadelheim
courtyard. A group of prisoners was led from the cells. One
was crying; all the others shouted, repeating assurances of
innocence, begging for a chance to clear th ves. But afew
minutes later the volley rang out . . . the first . . . the second . . .
the third . . . after that he gave up counting. The afternoon
Passed imperceptibly, but he dtill stood in the archway, listenin
to the punctuation of the minutes by the barking, sharp-voic
guns.

Then Roehm passed him, his fat chest heaving, his eyes
full of tears, perspiration running down his face. He passed
s0 close to Horst that he could have touched him, but he saw
nothing except the wall at thefar end; bloodsplashed and mottled,
the firing-squad and the little group of SS officials waiting.
He cried out and threw himself at his escort, roaring like a
wounded animal.  The guards took hold of him, fastening his
hands behind his back. He kicked out and they tied his feet
together, then dragged him to the watt.
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"Dogs, swine, dirty swine . . ." he shouted till the very last
moment when the volley crashed out. . . .

Horst relaxed, with a sigh. He had been tense; he felt the
rough surface of the wall against which he had leant, leaving
a pattern of pressure upon his back. But now he was free;
nothing more could come, nothing disturbing could happen.
Some of the men who had died out there in the courtyard had been
his friends and comfpanions in the early days, one or two he
had even liked or found amusing. But that did not matter.
They were dead and he was alive; that was the important thing.

But as he turned to go, another long, shuffling procession
approached from the direction of the prison. There were no
?uards to accompany them—a circumstance that Horst did not
ind strange at first. Swinging in a severe rhythm they came
towards him—twenty or thirty men, all in uniform. He could
not distinguish thelr faces, not even when they came much
closer. Some mask had fallen over their features, freezing
them in a uniformity that was grotesque and a little frightening.

They passed very close to him and now the first one spoke.
Two_words only:

"Duauch .’ ."

He reached out to grab the man's deeve but could not touch
him. A barrier was between them, intangible yet unsur-
mountable.

The second passed and he, too, murmured:

"Duauch...”

On came the others in more and more rapid succession, and
their murmured malediction merged into one whispered chant,
like the soft response of a congregation to the priest: °

"You,loo...you,too...you,too...you,too...."

The susurration of voices ebbed and rose again. The line
seemed to be interminable. Horst covered his ears but the
voices penetrated flesh and bone. In the delicate labyrinth
they echoed and reverberated, until the two words could no
longer be distinguished, but their sense was driven through the
ears into his brain; his whole skull was filed with the sound.
He opened his mouth to scream but it was a soundless protest.
Hefelt as if he were back in the shadowy, ash-grey cave of many
nights ago when he stood and waited for his enemy to attack,
challenging him and knowing that he would never come.

Louder and louder the echoes grew until they merged into one
vast gong-like, metallic sound which squeezed all other sound
from the universe.
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... He woke and 4till the strokes of the gong, the echoing
clangour continued. There was alittle interval now between
them and he counted the strokes—one—two—three—four—
five—six... . Then, asomewhat longer pause and a different,
sharper stroke. After that, slence. ™

Almost in terror he glanced at his wrist-watch. It showed
exactly one o'clock. Panic clutched him.  He remembered
now that he had heard the church clock strike the first of the
twelve strokes on the hour. Between 'the first and the sixth
stroke he had lived through more than a day. Between the
first and the sixth . . . how many seconds could have passed?
Not more than half a dozen. _ _

He remembered suddenly the story in "The Arabian
Nights.* He could not recall the exact details—but dimly
he thoug{ht of the caliph and the sage; how the sage wanted
to show the futility of human endeavour, the narrow limits of
our perceptions. "The caliph immersed his head in a bucket
of water—and between the time he put his head under the
water and took it out again, he had lived through a life-
time of joy and sorrow, of love and hate. He had been
poor, he had married and beé]otten children, he sang and got
drunk, fought enemies and died; and al in that brief second
spent with his head in the bucket of water. It must have
been thirty years or more since he read the story; he saw the
book with the heavy Gothic print and the black-and-white
illustrations clearly. © He had not understood the tale then,
he had even thoudht it rather slly. But it was true and the
thing that was happening to him'was no new, unique exper-
ience. Dark were the vistas, incredible the depths which
opened to a single human be? within his own body and
mind. And now he was truly afraid.

He turned his head and saw that Helen had awakened and
was looking a him.

"Darling,” he said and moved close to her, "how do you
feel? Let me take your temperature. Then you must
have these pills. ..." _

Her eyes were clear. Her damp hair tousled, she looked
as if she had passed through some barrier, left a land-
mark behind her. Her voice, low and soft, was full of
wonder.

" Who are you?" she asked. _

The question hit him a sguare blow; was she getting
worse? = Was this some strange delirium?
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"But Helen,” he tried to explain, "you know me. You
know Karel." _

"Ka,\)r"el?" she repeated musingly. "Karel? Is that your
name?~

"Come on, take these . . ." and he offered her the pills.
"Just asip of water. They'll makeyou deep,

She stared down at the Small whité globules on his palm.

"Dont want to," she shook her head. "It's poison.”
She lifted a forefinger to her lips. "Sssh! They want to
poisonme. . . "

"Don't be glly," he argued. "You have to take these.
They'll make you well." _

"Are you a doctor?" she asked. Mechanically she took
the pills’and sipped the water he held out to her.”
~ "Helen, you are not wel,” he said. "Perhaps it's the
injection Dr. Pasca gave you. Don't you know me? |
am your husband." _

"Husband?' She inspected the word and found it
distasteful. She wrinkled her nose. "l haven't got a
husband. | ... but Hans is dead,” she cried suddenly in a
strained voice. "Hans is dead and he cannot marry me.
| don't want any other husband. | want Hans. | want
to go home. | .."

efore he could move, she was out of the bed and half-
w;g/ to the door. ~He caught her but she struggled and he
had considerable difficulty in getting her back to the bed.

"Let me go," she sobbed. "Please, let me go. | don't
know, who you are. | never did you any harm, did I?
Please, don't 'keep me here.  Please™..." _

He did not know what to do or say. If this was the
crigs . . . should he fetch the doctor ?  But he could not leave
her done. He managed to get her under the bed-clothes;
he shook up the pillows, made her lie comfortable and talk
al the time, in a soothing, persuasive voice. She had started
to cry and the flow of her tears dismayed him; it was a
Helen he did not know. But gradually, as he chafed her
hands and stroked her hair, her sobs beCame quieter.

"Nobody is going to hurt you," he was saying. "Youll
go home ‘in the morning. Everything's gomg? to be dl
right. Just rest a little and try to deep. It's a long
journey and you need dl your strength. Just rest. Cloe
your eyes now, there'sagood girl. Closeyour eyes.  You are
going fo degp now. Yes deepisthe best thing.” Seep . . "
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Obediéently she closed her eyes and he sighed in relief.
He felt terribly tired. Suddenly he hurried fo his suit-case
which stood in the corner and took from it the small box—
one of half a dozen he had collected from the woods near
Blamont. He stared dully at the instructions, in smadl
print and in German and swallowed three of the pills. He
could not resist any longer. This was the only way. The
double fight was too much for any single man. =~

Helen was quiet now. Horst walked to the window and
glanced out. Day was breaking dowly, reluctantly. Gulls
\r/]\(heleled a_bq?/e the housetops. He sat down again and began

is long vigil.

XXXVI

ILL LUCK SEEMED TO DODGE the new Sir Galahad who rode
in a jeep. His temper grew steadily worse and Sergeant
Ira néeded dl of what he caled his "sunny disposition” to
cam his irascible superior.

" You're getting just like Old Leatherguts ... | your
pardon, General Stédle" the outspoken sergeant complained.
"‘Haven't you heard of the Chinese saying? Softlee, softlee,
catchee monkeY. L _ _

"Sometimes 1 entertain myself with the various ways |
would like to murder you, "Ira" grunted Peter Whitney.
"The death of a thousand cuts, that's the only thing the
Chinese developed in which | am interested. So shut up.”

Sergeant Eads shut up, according to regulations. They
reached Annecy with the 1neep's engine almost red-hot; they
had to wait five endless hours unitil the French mechanic
who had never seen such a monster, produced the necessary
tools and parts for some emergency repairs. No other
mishap held them up until they reached Saint-Michel-de-
Maurienne where they burst a tyre—a rare occurrence with
these sturdy vehicles—and were given the most pessmistic
reports about the state of the Galibier pass. There had been
a snowfal in the night and even the Vdloire was sad
to be blocked. Ira took one look &t the captain's face and
decided not to argue with a madman. If he was destined
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to freeze to death in an outlandish place with a name he
could not even try to pronounce, that was kismet—a word he
had learned a the loca cinema in the Bronx which was
addicted to pictures with sheikhsin them.

They strugg!)ed through Saint-Martin-d'Arc and up to the
tunnel” just above Valoire. But at Les Verneys they found
a ski patrol who had just returned from the dopes of the
Col du Lautaret. They had been searching, in vain, for a

arty of foolhardy maquisards who were in too much of a

urry to return to Briancon, their native place. _

"It they are lucky, they die quickly," the sergeant in
ch%rge of the Ratrol sad. "If not—it's even worse”

er asked him about the pass.

The bearded " old sweat" Shrugged.

"In some places the snow, it IS three feet deep . . . and
soft. In other placesit is one foot deep and frozen . . . like
an ice skating rink. But mostly it is four feet deep and

ou could never get out of it. 'No, monsieur, you cannot
oke with the Galibier. You must wait unless you wish to
commit suicide” o _

Peter did not wish to commit suicide. He looked at his
m_aP1 and tried to puzzle out some way of getting to Nice
without having to cross the Alps. There did nof seem to
be any. Evenf they crossed into Switzerland . . . but that
would mean extra papers and permits—and probably would
take a week. He did not have a week left. If he wanted
to catch the pseudo-Karel Reznicek, he had to move fast.
Sergeant Ira was a very amus ng companl on but he had his
orders. And Peter meant to keep that rendezvous with
General Stedle in Nuremberg, whatever happened. _

Les Verneys has few amenities in summer, even fewer in
the early spring. _The only hotel is a wooden chalet and not
too well heated. They shivered for two days and three nights
and Sergeant Ira played poker with the loca inhabitants.
This time, though he taught them the game, he ended up
with a net loss of eighty-tive dollars and thirty-two cents.
His temper did not get ‘any sweeter through this eementa
catastrophe. _

It was al the more galling because they knew they were
on the right track. The black Mercedes™ had been Seen at
Faverges and Albertville, at Epierre and Saint-Jean-de-
Maurienne. There was no doubt about it: Karel Reznicek
was heading for the Grande Route des Alpes. He had



THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE 195

R/Iassed through Vdloire three days in front of them. The
lercedes was a good car but Ira'S super-jeep could catch up
with it if they drove twenty hours a day—and Peter Whitney
had no intention of dawdling on the road. Also, the fake
Karel had no idea of the pursuit—at least so Captain
Whitney hoped—and would probably stop every night duri gg
the hours of darkness. But al these advantages were wash
out by the snow—four or three or six feet thick, it made no
difference—that perversely blocked their way. _

On the fourth morning after their arrival, the ski-patrol
turned up again. It was ill dangerous, they explained;
but it could be tried. They would need snow-chains, a
g\wde_—and perhaps it was Just as wel if Messieurs les

mericains dso had a few French soldiers along to help
them if they got into any trouble.

» S0 off they went and “after two-and-a-half days of nerve-
racking travel they reached Puget-Theniers and began the
long, dow descent to the Mediterranean.

XXXVII

FOR ALMOST TWENTY-FOUR hours now Helen's temperature
had been normal, but she was 4ill weak and Dr. Pascd
frowned whenever Horgt tried to mention the subject of
travel. There was nothing to do but to wait and it was
not an easy thing to do. ) . _

_ Four days had {)a&ed gnce that night of deirium.  Ninety-
sx_hours without deep for him.

“The doctor urged him to take a rest—though old Pascd
did not know that he had stayed awake al this immeasurable
Iené;th of time—and Helen bégged him to take a second room
and have a good degp. He Smiled and sad that he was dl
right; an old campaigner, he could exis on short cat-naps.
He was lying, for he craved deep whenever the effects of
the tablets wore off; but then he took a few more, gradualy
increasing the dose.  For the first few hours it was wonderful
—he felt dert, very much dive and thought that he could
do dmost anything. After that it was not so good. He
had brief spels of dizziness, for minutes he became deaf and
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once he had what might have passed for a heart-attack with
anyone else—but of course, his heart was as strong as a bull's.
Worg of all, his brain refused to function for brief periods;
his sense of timing and co-ordination went to pieces. He
dropped things and missed small objects by inches when he
wanted to lift or touch them. But he was not alarmed.
It would pass. Helen would soon recover and then, in
Spain, he could relax. He could relax ... for he was till
tense. Sometimes he was tempted, terribly tempted, to
throw the small boxes containing the pills into the sea—to
cut off his way of retreat and face the nights terror once
and for all. But he could not do it. He could not think
very far ahead in these days. When Helen was well . . .
when they could get across the frontier . . . when he could
settle down without the constant pressure of anxious waiting
...when...when...when...

He did not dare to take more than one dose of the drug
a day; he knew redly very little of its nature and it was
unthinkable to ask for information. He went so far as to
vist the Nice town library but he could find nothing that
made him any wiser. Dr."Pascal? No, the old fool would
ask_inconvenient questions. _

The only thing he could do was to remain aone as much
as possble during the hours of depresson and eIoh%/s_lcal
discomfort that followed the brief period of alert well-being.
Every morning he stayed with Helen for a few hours; in the
afternoon he went out and sought some lonely part of the
coast, some hidden spot in the woods. Of course, he had
to come back at nightfall and there was till the night to get
over. But Helen, during her dow convalescence, dept agood
ded and fell adeep early; hewasfreeto wrestle with his demon.

Until the fourth night when weariness and despair over-
came himin an overwhelming wave. He covered his sunken,
bloodshot eyes with trembling hands. Yes, it were better
to yield, he thought. Nothing could ,be as horrible as this:
the'fear of unconsciousness, the terror of what would emerge
from the darkness, with dimy fingers and faceless head.
But somehow the hours dragged on and he till clung to the
tatters of his pride, the remnants of his strength. Then came
the false vigour, the sense that the next day, the next night
could not be so bad—that, at the worst, he would reach a
date of indifference and torpor in which nothing would matter.

He was rocking to and fro when he felt a light touch on
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his shoulder. He started, looked up and saw Helen standing
in front of him. _

"What isit?' she asked. " What is the trouble, Karel?"

"He had never alluded to her strange delirious talk that
night when she was just getting over the crisis; and she must
have forgotten it. o

His first impulse was didlike, aimost hate. Why couldn't
she leave him alone? But then he roused himsdf and even
managed a crooked smile. _

"You shouldn't be up," he said.  "Go back to bed, Helen
.. ..you know what the doctor said about catching colds."
at"alllh'ave my dressing-gown,’' shereplied. " And it isn't cold

She sat down, closeto him; he felt the warmth of her body.
But there was no desire in him, no stirring of hisblood. She
took his hand which trembled a little in hers.

"You are ill," she said.

"I am perfectly well." _

"Then why don't you sleep? The last three nights . . .
| woke up once or twice. Every time you were up. Don't
lieto me, Karel. For better, for worse . . . we are married,
you know. Perhaps it is not your body—though you look
simply frightful, with those sunken eyés of yours . . . and
YOU haven't shaved to-day. Tell me, dearest . . . what isit?

s it something to do with the war? With the things you
had to suffer? ~ Is something . . . haunting you?"

Woman's intuition, he sneered to himself. But he could
not tell her. He could not even invent alie to cover it all.

"Nonsense,' he said dully. "And | did deep every night.
It just happened ... | was worried about you; ..."

"But | am amost well. In two or three days ... if you
wish...wecangoon...."

Two or three days. Forty-eight or seventy-two hours.
He was too tired to translaté it into minutes and seconds,
but every moment he would feel and suffer separately.

"That's wonderful,” he said mechanically. "The sun in
Spain will do you Pood." _

"But Karel ... I must know what's troubling you,"

"Nothing . . . nothing at al. . . ." _

She pressed closer to him as if her nearness would strike
a spark of trust in him. _

g "Perhaps you don't know yourself. ... If you saw a
octor . .
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"That old fool Pascal?’ He could not keep the contempt
out of hisvoice. o

" No, but he told me of an excellent psychiatrist, a former
assistant of Forel. He is a Swiss himself, staying in Nice
for glfew days. Why don't you go and see him—just to please

"Good God, Helen," he sad and aPUShed her away, "you
sound as if you thought | was a lunatic." _

She tucked her dressing-gown under her and gave him a
quick, warm smile, _ _ _

" Of course not, don't be slly. But insomnia can be very
trylnﬂ. And deeping drugs don't dways help."

Why can't she leave me aone? he thought again, almost
savagély. Why must she go on prying and fussing? 3
ing drugs! He felt he could deep for a week—a month, If
he only dared. _ _
~ "1 have no insomnia," he said curtly. And he was spesk-
mgtthe truth. But he could not tdl her ... he could
not...

"Don't you think you are behaving like a child?' Helen
. Her voice was even and patient but he could feel
that she had no intention of giving up the subject.

"Not at al. |—don't like fuss. You must understand
that | have learned to be rather independent. | don't
mean it unkindly—but really, there's nothing the matter with
meand even if there were, | don't want to see some quack: "

"Please, Karel, don't be so stubborn. For my sske, as
a favour—let this doctor have a word with you."

0

He was tired of fencing, of beigg polite. Yes, she was a
lovely woman and he dill wanted to keep her. But no
woman—or man—would ever dictate to him or even offer
unsolicited advice.

She got g&) with a tired gesture. o _

"You make it very difficult for me", she said in a strained
voice. "But | must tell you because you force me into
it: these last few (1%/5, ever snce | began to recover myself,
you haven't behaved ... as a sane man would.. .."

Horst jumped to his feet. Now he was angry.

" | think you're absurd. You are imagining things. | am
well, | tel you, perfectly wdl. . . ."

" You don't act asif you were well." .

" Stop it, Helen.  I've had enough of this, 1. ."
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"Don't try to bully me. You know | am right. Why
do you persist in thisridiculous attitude . . . ?"

0 woman had ever spoken to him in this tone. They
were_quarrelling, he thought, just like people in a play—
question and answer, retort for retort. o

" | don't want to discuss the subject,” he said stiffly.

"But | do. We are grown-up leand . . ."

His irritation and weariness overwhelmed him. He could
not bear it an?/ longer. He had to sllence her—but she would
not remain sfent. ~ And so he struck her across the face.

Immediately he felt sorry—not for her but because he
had lost his temper, fallen out of character, failed to carry
his part. She stood there, facing him, her tace very whitg,
her eyes enormous in amazed indignation.

" Horst von Falkenau turned on his heels and rushed from

e room.

XXXVIII

FOR OVER TWO HOURS HE WALKED, inndI?/, hurrying—he did
npt know where. When dawn came he found himself on a
rocky promontory, deserted even by the birds. He sat down
under an overhanging rock and hugged his knees. It was the
Cﬁ.llet, hushed hour just before sunrise, with the light filtered
t rouc%h athin mist; everything muffled, wrapped in the wisps
of cotton-wool clouds that drifted across the stedly sky.

He felt the weariness seeping into his bones, And suddenly
he remembered that he had |eft the pills behind. There was
no way of recovering the strength and aertness even for a
few hours unless he went back to the hotel. And he did not
want to go back because he did not know what he could
sy to Helen. Some women, he knew well enough, liked
to be beaten. But he doubted whether she belonged to this
category. She had a drange pride, he could not fathom.
After afortnight or more she was _stlll acomparative stran%er.
He could foretell her reactions to hislove-making, to his jokes,
to the tales he fished out for her from Karel Reznicek's
past . . . but beyond that? «

He was angry with her at first, because she caused this
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quandary, because he would have to prolong the period of
ain and depression from which only those pills could save
im—or go back and face her curigsity or compassion; he
did not care which it might be. But dowly anger faded.
She did not know. He Speculated idly what her reaction
would be if he told her—oh, not thaf he was Horst von
Falkenau, a Nazi Gauleiter, masquerading as a Czech patriot
.. . but if he told her about his dreams? She would insist
even more strongly that he should see that doctor. Andif he
yielded to her . .~ no, he could not completely trust himself
any longer. Probably the Swiss psychiatrist was a charlatan
like so many others; but what If he wasn't? What if by
some black magic he could break down his defences and make
him talk? That would be the end of everything—for Horst
did not believe in the Hippocratic oath.” If he betrayed
himself to this strar]gher, the doctor would not hesitate to go
to the police forthwith. . . . _

Graduallg he became aware of the reddening on the eastern
horizon. Slowly the solemn ceremony of sunrise began. He
could not bear the strengthening light and closed his eyes.
Only for amoment, he told himself, only for a few seconds—
he would not go to deep, he would just rest hiseyesand . . .

... A bonfire burned on the left, fed by small black figures who
passed and re-passed between the church and the centre of the
square. They were carrying shapeless bundles of wood, straw
and faggots, piling them up around the blackened walls and at
the same time replenishing the fire on the left. He was sitting
on the roof of his car, idly I|13Ia ing with his riding-crop. He
liked fires, he liked to watch the leaping flames, the gflovving
coals, the running, nervous fingers of fire hurrying up the ladders
of the planks and logs of which the bonfire was'built. And in
a few minutes there would be a bigger and better blaze.

A group of soldiers appeared at the crossing leading into
the square. They were driving a large crowd of people towards
the porch of the church. 7here was no resistance; closey
packed, men, women and children stumbled forward, silent and
passive. They passed close to the car and Horst could see their
faces which were empty of expression.  Cattle, he thought, just
cattle; but they might yet Erove interesting subjects of experiment.

At the church door, other soldiers were standing, getting the
crowd into some semblance of a queue, seeing to it that no one
stopped or hung back. The people were ill silent as they
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passed in small groups into the interior. It took almost ten
minutes before they were all inside. The heavy oak door,
studded with broad-headed iron nails, was closed and barredfrom
the outside. A bundle offaggots was placed against it and straw
was piled high until it all but covered the door.

A sergeant of the SS. came up to the car and saluted.

'We are all ready, Herr General,' he said.

'‘No one is left in the village?" Horst asked.

"No one who is alive."

1 Very well, you can proceed.”

A dozen soldiers held torches to the bonfire; the pitch flared
up. As if performing some complicated ceremony, they ran
up to the church door and divided there, circling the building,
touching their torches to the combustibles heaped up against the
walls. Here and there it took a little time before the fire caught
but soon the circle of flame had enveloped the base of the building.
No sound came from inside.

Horst settled a little more comfortably upon the roof and
steadied himself with his free hand. Above him the sky lost
its smoky colour; as the fire rose, the clouds became tinged with
a rosy hue that was rather attractive. He tore away his eyes
from watching the changing play of colour overhead. The
windows of the church had no shutters, but iron bars were
securely fixed in the thick stone. He hesitated whether he should
get off his grandstand seat but decided against it. He did not
wantenis uniform to be soiled—and he could see from here just
as well.

It was through the door that the flames penetrated into the
church.  As the dense smoke was blown aside by a gust of wind,
a couple of heads appeared in the hole burnt through the wood.
But they vanished again as the soldiers pressed as close as the
flames would permit and pushed them back. A thin wail now
rose like a column of smoke—the wail of children and women.
And suddenly the windows sprouted arms and hands, heads
and shoulders as some of the crowd pressed against them in their
desperate search for air.  They were beaten down with the butts
of guns which the soldiers wielded like clubs.

There was something musical, rhythmic in the screams and
shouts that came from inside the church. Horgt, sitting on the
car, shouted down to the driver to move back a few feet; the heat
began to be uncomfortable. He still enjoyed the fire, its colour
and its ever-changing tracery. Asfor the people inside, hefelt
neither pleasure nor compassion. An example had to be set,
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a group of evildoers punished, so that there should be no more
sabotage, no more attacks on solitary German soldiers in the
district. His job was to see that it was done. He had not
come to gloat; it was an experience like any other. In half an
hour he would drive away, satisfied that his orders had been
carried out, and leave the rest to the local commanders.

But though the driver obediently backed the car away, the
heat did not seem to recede. Hefelt his clothes growing damp,
his hair clinging dam%le/ to his skull. He wiped his face and
once again gave a brief command to drive to the far side of the
square.

It made no difference.  The noise inside the church now rose
above the crackling of the flames and the shouting of the soldiers
who had become intoxicated by the fire. But Horst was just as
hot as before. His skin began to burn, the prickly heat climbed
up his body, rising from his legs to his torso, his armpits, his
neck. He jumped from the roof and entered the car. Angrily
he ordered his driver to take him back to headquarters. But as
they drove through the silent, deserted streets, he seemed to be
on fire himself. He was, within a few moments, in agony.
Enough of his self-control remained so that he did not cry out;
he did not order the driver to stop. Higher and higher the
temperature rose in and around him though he opened the windows
and leant out to catch the cooling breeze. It did not help. The
noise and the flames were left far behind;, he wiped the sight
and sound from his memory.  What was this sudden fit? Had
he been overtaken by some mysterious illness? At last he could
not bear it any longer. He shouted to the driver to stop but the
man either did not hear him or was wilfully refusing to obey.
He tore open the glass pane and shouted into hts ear—but still
without effect. Hefelt as if his very bones were melting in the
fire. He kicked open the offsde door andd'umped. He rolled
into a ditch and scrambled to hisfeet with difficulty. There was
a pond nearby and he rushed towards it, pursued by the fever
that was in his body.  Fully clothed, he plunged in.  There was,
he noticed half-consciously, a thin layer of ice at the edge of the
pond. But the water was hot, scalding hot. ~With a shout of
despair he tried to get back to the bank—but the heat seeped into
his clothes, his flesh, his brain and he went under into a flame-
coloured, incandescent hell. . .

\
\... Horgt von Falkenau woke and found that he was Iyig
in\the sun which blazed from a cloudless sky. A grave-ey
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child of about five stood in front of him and regarded him
with a mixture of curiosity and fear. Clumslly, he got to
his feet and began to stumble towards the rdad running
aong the top of the steep dope. Severd times he fell;
sobbing and cursing, he dragged himself up again until he
found a firm surface under his feet. He was somewhere on
the road to Cannes, a few kilometres from Nice but he felt
that the distance was endless and he would never make it.
The porter had to help him upstairs when he reached the
hotel. "Inside the room Helen sat quietly, ill in her blue
dressing-gown. When she saw him, she started to her feet
with a cry of aarm. o _
"The pills . . ." stammered Horgt, "the pills in the little
box ... onthedesk . . . give me threg, please . .." _
He swalowed them without water and lay back, with
closed eyes, exhausted. Usualy they worked within a few
minutes but this time it was aimost "half an hour before he
felt his strength returning. It would not be for very long,
he knew; in a few hours he would have to begin the fight
again. Helen had helped him to undress and supported
his weight as he staggered to the bed; she watched slently
as the colour returned to his face, his eyes were bright again
and his voice clear. *
"Helen . . ." he began and found the rest very hard to say,
"l—I feel terrible about last night. You must forgive
mell

"Don't spesk of it now." She took his hand. "You
w%re n_(%t );purself. And what's alittle dap between husband
and wife?
~She amiled and he was rather relieved. His apology was
gncere only to the extent that he was sorry he had forgotten
himself; the blemish of the desred perfection, the fdse
tone in the part he played displessed him. And he wanted
her forgiveness because he could not find the strength to
woo her, to go through a long process of pleading and
reconciliation. _

But Helen was a strong-minded woman who never forgot
her purpose. _ _

"There's one thing, dear,” she said, "and | h%)e you won't
be unreasonable now. | want you to see Dr. Kdler."

"Who is he?" _ _

He was not pretending; he redly did not remember.

"The Swiss psychiatrist | told you about. Hell be in
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Nice for another week and | can make an appointment
straight away, for this afternoon, if you want to." "~
He was too tired to argue; so he used delaying tactics.
"I'll see him if it makesyou happy . . . but'would you mind
very much if | left it till to-morrow? It's just—I don't want
to See anybody except you. And you aren't well enough
yet to be out of bed yourself." _
"Nonsense," she said briskly. "Dr. Pascal said | could
go out if | wanted. But it's adl right—well make the
pointment for to-morrow. Now . .". you'd better try to

‘I cant," he protested. "Let's go out and have a walk.
| am wideawake. | feel really fine:
~"You can‘taPossbI . .. half an hour ago you looked as
if you were half-dead. Please, darling, rest alittle. . . ."
‘But there is nothing the matter with me. Look . . .
don't | look al right ? "Who wants to deep at eleven in the
morning?" o o
He kissed her and her lips kindled a flame in him he had
not felt for some days. Their love-making was brief and
fierce, dmost as if théy were enemies. His strength was not
%et ebbing, the pills had given him a new lease of life. Per-
aps* it was al over, he thought, as he lay at her sde and
watched the soft line of her cheek. Such .”. . visitations or
disturbances of the mind can come and go suddenly. He felt
warm and secure. She had been slent for a while. But
now she asked: _
" Ilgarel . .. what were those pills you took when you came
aC .ll O
"Oh, | don't know," he evaded her question. "Somethi ng
a doctor in the underground gave me—against fatigue an
over-excitement and that sort of thing. | haven't the
faintest idea what their ingredients are. ..."
"And have you taken them regularly? | never saw . . ."
"Now, your ladyship, forgeftx?/our days of hunting opium-
smugglers” | am not a drug addict.” ,
" No one said you were, Slly. $till . . . these things can
be dangerous. You'd better tell Dr. Keller about them.”
"Yes, of course." _
They went down to lunch where Helen was greeted with
8reat warmth by the staff who had al been very anxious
uring her iliness; Francine, who doubled dutiesin the dining-
room and upstairs, served them with a beaming face.
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“I'd like to write a letter, Helen said. "Are you sure
you don't want to go up and fie down?"
f "{\Io ., | want a paper and a little walk. I'll be back
ortea. ’

"Very well, dear . . . but take care of yourself, will you?"

He riodded and strolled from the hotel. He bought a
copy of Le Petit Nifois at the corner but did not look at it.
For awhile he walked on the Promenade des Anglais and then
sat down in a sheltered spot. He dtill felt fine. The night-
mare of the early morning seemed to be very distant. He
put al thought of it resolutely from his mind. Leisurely he
unfolded the paper which carried uninteresting news. "But
suddenly his eyes fastened on a smal item printed in heavy

type.

It gavethefactsbaldly. A dangerousindividual, masquer-
ading under the name of Karel Reznicek, was loose in the
department of the Alpes Maritimes. There followed a
reasonably good personal description, the call to al men
of goodwill to denounce the fugltlve if they could identify
him and the offer of a substantia reward. _

It was sudden and for a moment it completely caught him
off hisguard. Hefelt trapped; helooked aroundwith haunted
eyes to see whether anyone was watching him. There was
no one in sight; and the dizziness that came over him, passed
in afew seconds. o

Almost he welcomed the shattering news. It meant that
he was caled upon to act, to gather dl his strength, to fight
something that was tangible instead of the misty wraiths of
his dreams. If he had any doubts whether he Could master
this criss as he had mastéered so many others, they did not
last long. He had to use dl his audacity, dl his |n?enu_|t :
to get out of this trouble. He folded the paper, put it into
his pocket and started back to the hotel.



XXXIX

THE TRAIN TO PERPIGNAN WAS crowded but Horst von Falkenau
had secured a seat in acorner.  The rest of the compartment
was occupied by a Basgue family—father, mother and six
children, their ages varying from sixteen to Sx months, They
got in a Cannes and started to eat amost as soon as the train
moved out of the station. The children climbed dl over the
seats, hung out of the windows, ran along the corridor,
noisly demanded more food. A small girl of about seven
climbed on to Hordt's lap to see the landscape better, but
he did not protest. A touching family scene, he thought;
and in his shabby clothes, open-necked shirt and greasy
Mret, he was part of it. The child wriggled on his knees—
but the child was a link with the others, it made him less
conspicuous. He was dill dert but he knew that weariness
would come—and yet he could not relax for a moment . . .
not for another %gy _

The little girl had dark eyes and brown hair. It was coarse
hair, threaded with a cheap blue ribbon—but Horst wished
it had been adifferent colour. Hedid not want to be reminded
of Helen. He had put her out of his mind time and again—
but she would not stay out. At other times he would have
been quite ready to cut his losses and forget a woman as
as;fc}gn astshe ceased to be useful or desrable . . . but this was

ifferent. . . .

In order to give his brain other materia to work on, he
went over the details of the last twenty-four hours. He
thought he had organised the whole thing beautifully, with-
out a hitch—but in this general state of his mind, vacillati 28
between dmogt unnatural wakefulness and deep, exhaust
depression, he could not be quite sure, ) S

hen he had read that little news item in the Petit Nifois,
he had gone back to the hotel. Helen was waiting for him,
looking a little thoughtful. He wondered whether she had
seen the paper? But no, she was anything but a good
actress—even if he was ignorant about geg m_ana/ things
in connection with her, he could aways read her mind.
© "Had a good walk?' she asked.
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"Yes, a very nice one" he replied and sat down. "Did
you write your letter 7" _

" Part of it ... | was a hit restless and tired. | lay down
and had a nap. Disgraceful habit." o

He smiled and said evenly; " | have been thinking of what
you said, Helen. Perhaps it is better if | see your Swiss
miracle-man as soon as 7|oossble. Could you get in touch
with him this afternoon ?* _ _

"Why, yes ... it is only about fifteen minutes wak to
his apartment. | could dip round. . . ."

This was better than he expected. _

"\s/ely?l'J'ld you? I'll wait for you here ... | am rather tired
myself.

She put on her coat and hat, tal ki_n? al the time: _
" | am so glad you are being sensible, Karel. | don't mind
confessing, | wasreally worried. . . ."

"Don't get away with the idea," he laughed, "that | am
redly ill. I've just decided to humour you." _

She came and stood in front of him as if offering herself
for hisinspection.

He took her into his aims. For a moment he felt sorey
tempted to pour out the whole story. He was a good actor,
he knew, and perhaps he could make her believe that she
belonged to him, that these weeks had joined them together
S0 that, no matter what he was, she could not forsake him.
But the _urge passed as swiftly as it had risen to the surface
of hismind. He could not risk it. He remembered how she
had spoken of Germans and Nazis, recaled her laughable
dispute with that young American. Even if he succeeded,
it would take too Ion% He hated to let her go.  Of dl the
manifold possessons he had discarded since he dipped from
the Gauleiter's mansion, she was the most valuable, the most
important. But he could not keep her and he knew that
to the hour of his death, he would remain aredist.

He was not concerned for a moment with what she would
do or think after he had gone. He would not be there to
watch whatever happened, therefore it did not concern him.
What did concern him, was hisown safety, his misson or what-
ever he cdled it—he did not bother to put it into words. But
for the last time he drank in the sweet scent of her body, and his
kisses were wild and hungry until she freed hersalf, Iaugggmg.

" | am not going to the end of the world, darling,” she sad.
"I'll be back In no time."
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"That will betoo long, he said, and meant it.

When she was at the door, he cdled her back: *

"l am a scatterbrain,” he said. "I forgot to send two
telegrams while | was out. Would you do 1t for me? And
if 3{8“ coglld buy one or two things . . . just wait one moment,
will'you?

Hg scribbled two entirely imaginary names and addresses
on a piece of paper and added some messages which were
largely meaningless. That would keep her another fifteen
or twenty minutes. He aso made out a shopping list—
%10031 ng things that would take her into two or three different

0pS.

e nodded, %Lad to do something tangible for him—he
had refused her help so steadfastly! = She gave him one last
smile and hurried from the room. . _

Feverishly he began to pack. He emptied one suit-case
completely "and sorted through al his ,belon%mgs, selectin
those that could in no way give away either Karel Reznic
or Horst von Falkenau. "He changed into his best suit and
went through his pockets. He came upon two sheets of

aper and paused for amoment. . . . These were the sheets
e had taken from that fool American. There was no fire-
Hace in the room and to tear them up was to invite disaster.

e was horrified at the discovery; for he had completely
forgotten about them and that showed that something was
wrong with his memory, his proudest possession. And then
some perverse idea flashed through his mind. He sat down
and scrawled a few lines on the back of the sheet that con-
tained his personal descréptlon and record, He placed it in
an envelope, seded it and put a stamp on it—he had bought
a few in the afternoon—and then dipped it into his pocket.

Het_m(;eéI no one on the service stairs and reached the street
unnoticed.

* The rest was easy. In the Old Town he found a pawn-
broker's shop and bought a greasy, second-hand suit with a
btret to match. He gave aregretful thought to the Mercedes
—but to use the car would be suicide. No, his best bet was
to take atrain to Perpignan. There was another "station”
of the underground there—unless it had disappeared by some
unfortunate accident as Gaston had at Strasbourg. But he
refused to be pesmigic. Now that he knew what he had
to do, every stegegchaI took, every word he spoke, was purpose-
ful. He had living too softly and comfortably, he
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thought, while in the lavatory of the railway station he
changed into the soiled, shabby clothes and with a few quick
strokes changed his appearance, making himself about
fifteen years older than his real aqe. The fools, he laughed
softly, who thouf?ht that they could catch him because they
ublished an indifferent description in the papers of France

e made sure that he had a box of the pills on him and his

un. No one paid any attention to him when he boarded
the night train.” He took a ticket to Montpellier; he could
aways that he had changed his mind and pay the sur-
charge. Karel Reznicek's paoers he tore into tiny pieces
and flushed down the drain. * He was nameless, commonplace
—aman no onewould look at twice. And the Basque family
was aver¥ convenient camouflage indeed. _

But as the night passed and the train crawled on, his self-
assurance gradually began to wane. The little girl, after
bouncing up and down on his knee, had fallen adeep and his
arm ached as he held her. He would gladly have returned
her to her fat mother—but she, with dl the others, was asleep;
snoring filled the crowded compartment and he could not get
the window open with his left hand aone. In the half-
light, for most of the bulbs were broken and the carriage
showed many sgns of war-time neglect, he watched them/
turning his eyes from one inert face 1o the other; he thought
them obscené, devoid of al humanity. Seep was the great
stripper of masks, the supreme remover of pretensions and
prides. He wondered how he looked when he was adl
and regretted that there was no way of finding out, for who
wouM tell him truthfully? _ _

But he, he was awake and that gave him afleeting sense of
power. He could rob or kill some of these people before they
dirred into consciousness. He felt that he was the only
human being awake in thistrain, perhapsin the whole universe.
The headache that sent ShOO'[Igﬁ ?am throu%h his skull, the
stiff discomfort in his body—all that was the price he had
to pay for his lonely superiority. Prometheus, he thought,
must have felt the same when he was chained to the Scythian
rock. But Prometheus was a failure—he stole fire and yet he
could not escape the revenge of Zeus. . . . How slly, Horst
thought, that these ancient symbols and fairy-tales should
dill haunt us in the twentieth ‘century.  Christianity and the
Greek ided of beauty, Kant and Rousseau—the rubbish of
past ages the trash of so-cdled intellectuals cluttering up

[+
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even the mogt utilitarian mind. . . . Perhaps that was the
real root of his troubles—that while he was a man of action,
he had read and studied enough in his youth to carry this
lumber of dead philosophers and prophéts with him.”. . .
You could not erase lines you had spoken on the stage,
sentences that leapt to your eye on a printed page and became
stamped upon your brain.... - Perhapsthis usdlessflotsamwas
making it difficult for him to forget other things. If so,it was
the damned irony of fate . . . but it ill could not beat him.

Now that he was on his way—he had posted the letter at
the gare—he permitted himsdf a brief consideration of
Helen. She would get the letter to-morrow morning after a
night probably spent in anxiety and in a wild search for
him. What would she do? It did not particularly matter.
Nor was he concerned with her future. Perhaps she would
go back to that young? fool Whitney; convert him to her views
about Germany and the Germans,” marry him and produce a
brood of children. . . . But this thought could not be dis-
missed as eadly as the rest. The idea was painful and
infuriating. He had killed Anna because he did not want
her to betray or encumber him—Dbut he had another motive for
the killing.” She had been his mistress and he did not want
to bequeath her to an%/body ds.  Perhaps she would have
been inconsolable—but that was not certain, "it was a fasti-
dious thought—no one should drink from his glass, no one
should lie In his bed, no one should embrace his women if
he could help it. _ _ _ _

There had been a brief period during his walk back to the
hotel after finding that piece of newsin the Petit Nifois, when
he had played with the idea of killing Helen. But he soon
discarded it. It was unnecessary and . . . yes, he might
weaken at the very last moment.” The flight from Nice had
been wdll n%ggfed and smoothly executed, but he no longer
trusted hi completely. There was something he could
not_quite control, something within himsdlf that had turned
againg him.  Yes, he had better face it asit had aways been
his habit to face the facts. But time and freedom from
strain would heal it, would sed the fissure through which this
dark and intangible power reached out now and again.
~ He waited for the morning, for Perpignan; doof and brood-
mg, but not without hope while the smdl Basque girl breathed
agty in his lap and the train crawled towards Spain and

y.
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NEXT MORNING, SHORTLY AFTER eleven, a battered and pro-
testing jeep came rattling down the Avenue des Diables
Bleus, turned into the Rue de la République and came to a
halt in front of the Nice prefecture in the Place Garibaldi.
'gl’yfvftlJ r?en—%ne tal, the other smdl and wiry—climbed

i rom it.

"thope it's the end of the journey,” yawned Sergeant
Ira. " I'd like to lead a stationary life for a change."

Captain Whitney made no answer. His face, under the
grime and weariness, was st and grim.  If his trip had been
In vain, if the chase should prove to have been fruitless after
dl ... He had spoken to Kladnik a few hours ago and the
plump Czech had told him that the frontiers were watched:
no Mercedes with a couple travelling in it had been reported
from anywhere. No, his quarry must ill be in France.
And at the thought that he might be within a few hundred

ards of the man he sought, a fierce exultation filled him.

his was the show-down, the fina battle—and this time he
would er)rove to his dippery opponent that he was not so dumb,
nor_helpless. _

Thesousprifetwasvery friendly. Yes, of coursethey would
make the necessary enquiries. “Fifteen minutes later they
had the required answer. Karel Reznicek and his wife had
registered at the Hotd du Monde, near the Boulevard Cara-
bace. The sous-prtftt told them how to get there, but
presed them to stay and have an aperitif first. Peter refused
and had difficulty in doing it Eolltely; he was half-way down
the dtaircase before Sergeant Eads caught up with him,

"What are you going to do?' asked Ira as he switched
on the engine. o _

"Listen, sergeant,” Peter began, "this is very irregular.
| didn't tdl the Frenchman what | wanted with Karel
Reznicek. Strange that he had not received the circular—
but | suppose efficiency is not their strong suit. 1 am going
to arrest him—I may have to bluff alittle. You play aong
with me. And whén we're on our way back, Il top in a
convenient gpot and . . ."

"Bump him off? You can't dt that."
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" No, you half-witted idiot. | just want to give him ataste
of my Knuckles. We can aways say that he had resisted
arrest or tried to get away. Are you game?"

"Sure, | am game. I'll even help you. At the unarmed
combat school we were taught some useful tricks. Now if
you twist the left aam in acertanway v . ' _

"Thanks for the advice, sergeant,” smiled K_ounq Whitney
but his smile was not even skin-degp. "I think 1'll get by
on my own,

He burst into the hal of the small hotel and roared at
the elderly clerk in his worst French:

"Monsieur Reznicek . . . est-il id?"

The clerk stared and shook his head dumbly.

"But | was told he had registered here!l" shouted Peter.
"Don't lie to me' _

"Monsieur Reznicek left yesterday,” the old man said.
"But madame is upgtairs. e have great trouble with her.
If monsieur. . . ." _

"What's her room number?" demanded the young captain.

The clek gave it and Peter rushed at the 'stairs as if he
were charg]ng a machine-gun emplacement. Sergeant Ira
plodded beénind. _ _

On the landing they ran into a plump, motherly looking
woman—it was Francine, the chambermaid. She stood in
front of a closed door, pleading with someone inside to let her
in. Peter glanced up and saw It was the number he had been
given downstairs.

"What's the matter?" he asked. _

"It's terrible, monsieur,” wailed Francine. "Madame . . .
she won't admit me. She won't even answer.  But | know
sheisin there. | gave her the letter myself. She has but
two days ago left her sick-bed.  But when the letter came.. '

"What letter?' asked Sergeant Eads.

"l do not know, monsieur. It had a French stamp and
| think it was eé)osted in Nice, but of course | did not open it,

Peter pushed her aside and knocked.  There was no reply.
He turned back. o

" Sergeant, go and make some enquiries about the Mercedes.
Find out where it was garaged. Go to the station and see
whether they have seen anyone answering to the description
of Reznicek board a train.” Then come back here.  Hurry,

Sergeant Eads saluted and turned on his heds. Pefer
knocked again. Then he cdled out:



THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE 213

"Helen . . . it'sPeter ... let mein, please...."

There was a little pause, then the door opened. o

He took one look a Helen's face and stepped inside,
closing the door behind himself. )

The beauty was dtill there, the beauty of line and curve
but drained of al colour, Her eyes were lifeless or perhaEs
what life was in them, was hidden. They were amost like
the eyes of the blind and Peter was once again filled with hate
and helpless rage that this had happened to her. He did not
know what it was that had made her so pale, so till, solifeless.
He made a move to touch her but she retreated a step or
two and stared at him worldlessy. He had just enough
brains not to follow her. _ _ o

When he spoke, it was the conventiona thing he said
amogt like Stanley's "Dr. Livingstone, | presume?’ For
he said, and his voice sounded false and forced:

"Helen . . . thank God you are dl right."
~ Shereplied and her voice was huskier than he remembered
it, huskier and tinged with some tremendous restraint as if
she could not trust herself to relax an inch:

"Yes. ..l amdlright." _ _ _

"l came as soon as | could, Whitney continued. His
words were foolish and empty, he knew; but what could he
say, not knowing what had happened? " |she—ishegone?’

She sat down, her hands hanging inert, her whole body
robt\)(ed of vitality.

n 6-II

"But what . . ." . o

"I must tell you," she sad as if giving herself an order.
"He is not a Czech. He was masquerading al the time,
playing a part. His real name is Horst von Falkenau and he
was a Nazi Gauleiter. He used me as he used you and
everybody ese to get away. He ..." _

Héer voice broke then but dill the tears did not come.
What could he do or say? The wisest thing was to keep
quiet, to hear her out.

"He wrote a brief note before he went away,” Helen
continued. " He said that he was not sorry, that these two
weeks had been worth the danger and the risk. And he left
two sheets of paper behind." o _

Peter Whitney's heart %ave a sudden jerk as if someone
had hit him hard in the ribs.

"Two sheets?"
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~ Helen held them out and he was hard put to avoid snatch-
ing them too abruptly. He was bewildered. Why did this
man—what was his real name? Fakenau?—relinguish his
prize? Was it some strange stresk of foolhardy bragging
. . . was it some hidden motive? He glanced at the papers
and saw that they were the documents stolen from his brief-
ca. It had been Karel Reznicek, after all... but he should
not cal him by that name, think of him as the Czech patriot
whose character he had taken. A rud%grg? admiration rose
in him for Horst von Falkenau who carried his part
with such su?erb arrogance and life-like confidence. But the
next moment this feeMng was swamped by the old hate, the
old fury. What did these pieces of paper matter compared
to Helen. And Helen . . . _ _

"Yoy know what | have been doing ever since | got the
letter?” she asked in the same dull; lifdless voice. "He

osted it before heleft Nice. | spent the whole night looking
or him—he had sent me out on a fool's errand so that he
could get away—running to the police, getting up a search
party. - He—he had been acting strangely for some time. |
thought he wasill. But probably he wasjust worried how he
should get rid of me ... how he should get awa%y. | think
he is making for Spain—unless that was a lie, foo, like dl
the other things. . . . But you know what | did? | took
three baths . . . and then ‘came back here and scrubbed
myself again and again.... Itissofoolish... | felt like Lady
Macbeth'... | felt asif | had committed a murder. . . ."

"Stop, Helen! It'scrazyto. . ." _

"Yes, a murder,” she nodded. "I killed Helen Fleming,
dl by mysdf. Wasnt | clever! Wastn't | the perfect
murderer!” Peter, you'd better get away from me. [—it
may be catching. 1 can never again talk to normal people,
touch a child, go in a crowd. | can never go back home.
I ... | wish I had the courage to kill what little there's left
of Helen Fleming." )

It was an old-fashioned method but Peter remembered
having seen it used on women jbefore, and with good effect.
He lifted Helen from the chair. She winced and struggled
but he held on to her arms grimly.  Then he began to shake
her—shake her hard until her teeth began to chatter, her hair
came tumbling into her face and her knees went limp.

Her weeping was not soft or rebdlious. She cried as
perhaps no woman would cry in front of a man, however
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indifferent she was to him—with a wild abandon that fright-
ened Peter alittle. He was sufficiently worldly-wise to know
that tears came easier to a woman than to the weakest man;
but this was not sorrow, nor rage; it was the weeping of
hopeless defeat. _ _ _ o

'Listen, Helen," he said, knedling at her sde, feding in
advance how inadequate and clumsy anything he could say
would be, "listen, honey. You walk in the street and some-
one throws mud at you. Your dress gets dirty, maybe even

r hand or face, too. Does it make you any different?

ou can wash it off, can't you? What'is a fortnight com-
pared to alifetime? If you were one of those women who
are waited on hand and foot, who have never been useful in
their lives ... | could understand. But you had a job.
You ill haveit. | don't know what you're thinking about
the Krauts now and | don't care. You can't hate them any
worse than | do. But you are gill Helen Fleming. You
haven't killed her, No one could. No one could kill some-
one who was so fine and brave and intelligent. Gosh, | am a
dumb clerk from alaw office, but even | know what you meant
to anybody who ever met you. Listen to me. It will be
hard ; | know. It will taketimeto forget. Bat it's nowhere
written in the book that you can't forget it. You know
what | mean when | say that more evil, more horrible things
have happened to women al over Europe, dl over the world.
It isn't that | want to belittle what—what has happened, to
yOLIJ_. E]:ut they bore up under it because they had something
to live for."

She lifted her head and looked at him. There was a little
more life in her eyes. Her lips trembled.

"What's there to live for? "You know ... | must be frank
about this . . . when | got the letter it wasn't so much the
discovery of who he was . . . but the feeling that | had been
used and thrown aside like an old shoe, a worn-out tennis
bdl ... | guess | thought too much of myself. He never
mentioned with aword what-he thought. . ."what | should be
expected to do ... or feel. .. Hejust went off and if it
had served his convenience, heVould have killed me or dragged
me aong. A dave girl or a concubine, a beast of burden or

a ..
Peter waited till the new paroxysm of cryin t itself.
" How—how did you kngw ’?'yshe asket¥ 9 e
" | discovered in Paris that he was an impostor. He had
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to get away from here, to leave you because the hue-and-cry
was up. | wonder that he stayed so long. And what you
say about your being discarded ... it's dl foolish, Helen,
You know, it is"

"But I ..."

The door ogened and a whole crowd of people burst into
the room. There was Sergeant Ira trying to keep pace with
the sous-prdfet; there were two policemen, old Dr. Pasca and
another medical-looking gentleman with a small grey beard;
and behind them al, like a big sheepdog, Kladnik. It was
his voice that boomed above the babble that filled the
room:

" Captain Whitney, | think we ought to leave now. | have
a car outside. Our man, | am sure, was making for the
Spanish frontier."

Helen had drawn back to the farthest corner of the room.
Dr. Pasca elbowed his way to Peter's side. He introduced
himself and added:

"This lady is my patient. She needs good care. My
eminent colleague, Dr. Keler, promised to help me with
her case. If you are a friend of hers, would a?/ou please
explain to these imbeciles that she is not a criminal ?

Peter stared helplesdly at Helen a8 whom the sous-prifet
was firing questions with the rapidity of a machine-gun.
He turned to Kladnik:

"Can't you do something? Sheis in no state to be ques
tioned. That unspeakable swine . . ."

"But of course,” and Kladnik bowed as far as his waistline
would permit. He cleaved his way to the sous-prtfet and
drew him aside. Their conversation was in whispers and
lasted for ten minutes, but at the end of it the official left
the room and took his policemen with him.

Dr. Pasca and his colleague closed in on Helen. But
Peter was not "through with her yet. He told Kladnik
to wait.

"I must go," he told her. "You stay right here. These
gentlemen will look after you.  And when | come back, well
talk about—about the other things. | warn you, if | don't
find you here, I'll be awful sore. There's no telling what |
might do."

She was a little dazed but dowly, dmost incredibly, she
smiled. It was enough. Peter took Kladnik's arm and
cdled out to Ira. Before he left the room, he turned back
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and gave Helen a last look. She was gtting quietly in the
corner, her hands folded. Professor Keller was t kl%to
her and she was listening . . . that was good. But Peter
wished he did not have to go.

XL

HE KILLED THE SPANIARD JUST after midnight. It was too
easy, yet it did not go as smoothly as he had thought. Not
because the fat wine merchant from Tarragona was a difficult
man to finish off but because of his own condition. He had
taken some more of the Pllls as soon as he got off thetrain in
Perpignan but their effect wore off after a couple of hours.

_The Spaniard was a gross fool, half-drunk; he boasted of
his prowess as a business man and as a lover of exquisite
women and his lies on both subjects were blatant enough.
He patronised Horst who introduced himself as a French
ex-prisoner-of-war, trying to get back to his village in the
Pfyrenees. They drank together and a little skilful steering
19 t{]e conversation brought forth an offer of a lift to the
rontier.

When they sat in the ramshackle car, an ancient Fiat, an
amost unbearable weariness came over Horst as so often
before. At first he consoled himself with the thought that
it would be soon over—that he was free now, unencumbered
by the need to pretend to Helen, the necessity of PI ing
adouble part. But it did not help.  Perhaps he should have
waited a little longer; they were ill on the outskirts of
Perpignan when he reached out and turned off the ignition
key. “The motor coughed, spluttered and died; the fat
wine-merchant looked a him and saw, even in the semi-
darkness, murder in Hordt's eyes. _

Von Falkenau caught him—he could not use his gun—but
the greasy, soft flesh was dippery and the man wriggled
from his'grasp. The next moment he was out of the car,
yelling lustily., But Horst had followed him a second later
and with a flying tackle landed on his back, one hand clamped
over the Spaniard's mouth, the other around his neck.

He tripped up the man and they rolled in the gutter which




218 THE LEAF OF A LIME TREE

was full of rotten bits of vegetables, nameless filth, dimy and
wet. The wine-merchant was fighting for his life but he
was obese and his muscles had no strength. Once Horst got
his hands around his neck, it was soon over.

~ No one had moved around them, there was no sound, no
light. He bent down to lift the body on his shoulder but
dizziness welled from the darkness and he had to st down
suddenly, close to the corpse.  With closed eyes he rocked
to and fro until the pendulum within his brain seemed stilted.
He staggered back to the car and dumped the dead Spaniard
into the back seat. He drove on, sowly, breathing heavily,
until he had | eft the town well behind. en he turned off the
road, towards a clump of olive trees.  Screening the windows
of the car witharug hefoundin th_elu%%age boot, he switched
onthesmall roof-light. With considerable trouble he propped
up the dead man on the back seet so that his face was plainly
visble. He searched him and found his wallet and his
Rassport, duly visaed for leaving France. This was what
e had expected.

He put his suit-case on the front seat and took the small
flat make-up box fromit. He could not do very much—yet
this had to be his masterpiece. chklﬁl_, with practised
skill he worked until he had transformed his face at least to
areasonable replica of the rather blurred passport photograph.

He stripped Carlos Albuera—his papers gave him that
name—to his skin, then put on his clothes over his own.
This gave him some added girth though far less than the
dead man had. Next he disposed of the body—by simply
dumping it behind some bushes. He did not care who found
it or when ... by that time he would be in safety. He was
bathed in Bersplratl_on by the time he had finished the dis-
tasteful job. A pity hé could not find the "underground
station" In Perpignan; they must have got cold feet or had
been caught. But this was dmost as good. Carlos Albuera
returned to his native Spain. Kard Reznicek had dis

eared. Horst von Falkenau was nowhere at all. _

e did not want to cross the frontier at night. Inspection
was aways closer—men were suspect in the darkness whereas
the light 'of the day made people look more innocent. He

least sx hours to kill—but he wanted to get away
from this spot. He could not be far from Argelés sur Mer
and he felt suddenly hungry.

One little wineshop was ill open and when he proved
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that he had some English money, they gave him a bowl of
potato soup and the remains of ‘a _scrag%Y hen. He drank a
pint of harsh red wine and killed time talking to the ancient
{oatron who had the same grievances against General de Gaulle
hat he had had against” Pétain, Léon Blum, Reynaud or
Ddadier. But finaly the old chap started to yawn and Horst
took himself off. He sa for a while in the car; then he
decided to drive on, very dowly and if necessary, fill out the
ti me*ust this side of the frontiér. _

A tew hundred yards from the wineshop the first attack
came upon him. [t started with a violent shiver; his heart
was gripped in a cramp that sent tears into his eyes. He
must”have lost consciousness for a few seconds but some
instinct made him stop the car just before he did. At least
an hour passed before he recovered from his weakness. He
was bathed in sweat and as he stumbled from the car into
the cold night air, he shivered again.

It was unthinkable that he should fail now, when he had
got so far. It would be ridiculous, an anti-climax. If'Fate
or whatever it was, had any sense of fitness, it would not do
this to him. There was no sense of proportion left, nothing
outside the pain and the tremendous relief when it had gone.

He drove on again a few hundred yards and the second
attack came. With trembling fingers, when it was over, he
searched for the pills and swalowed half a dozen. It usualy
took fifteen minutes for them to do their work—but this time
nothing happened. Alertness and strength did not return;
he felt just as weak as before. He was afraid to take any
more. haps if he waited . . .

.. . He was certain that he had kept his eyes open, that he had
not relaxed for a moment.  Yet here he was, once again a specta-
tor, in theforest clearing he knew so well.

Others must be here with him but he could not see them. As
far as his senses could tell, he was alone with the other“man—
the little Jew in the middle of the clearing. A thin, shabby
little Jew, looking like the caricatures Stretcher published in his
paper, with long hair, drawn into corkscrew sideburns down his
temples, a misshapen nose.  Only his eyes were large and bright.
His caftan was green with age and diff with dirt. His hair
was matted with blood; bareheaded he stood therefor a moment
and then started to dig_. _ .

The little Jew was digging a grave. He worked clumsily and
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with unnecessary effort; as he lifted the spade, the earth dlipped
back again and again into the hole. There was no trace of those
who forced him to do this; and however sowly he worked,
gradually the hole grew and his figure became shorter.

Suddenly he lifted his head and spoke. It was a sing-song
voice and the words seemed to strike at Horst's brain quite
independent of the Jew; as if he knew in advance what he was
going to say, as if the words ran parallel in his mind.

"Sound the great horn for our freedom,” sang the little Jew,
"lift up the ensign to gather our exiles, and gather us together
from the four corners of the earth. Blessed art thou, O Lord,
who gatherest the outcasts of thy people Israel. . . . Restore our
judges as at the first, and our councillors as at the beginning:
remove from us sorrow and sighing; reign over us, O Lord,
thou alone, in kindness and tender mercy, and justify us in
judgment.  Blessed art thou, O Lord, the King ofjudgment. . . .
And for danderers let there be no hope; and let all wickedness
perish in a moment, let all thine enemies be speedily cut off. and
the dominion of arrogance do thou uproot and crush ana cast
down and humble speedily in our days. Blessed art thou, O
Lord, who breakest the enemies and humblest the arrogant. . . ."

A little silence, punctuated by the flashing of the spade and the
moon that had risen somewhere, casting a clear light upon the
scene.  Horst hooked his arm around a fir-tree. The little Jew
was not up to his knees in the hole he had been digging. But
his voice rose again: _

"Let our prayer come before thee, hide not thyself from our
supplication, for we are not arrogant and stiff-necked, that we
should say before thee, 0 Lord our God and God of our fathers,
we are righteous and have not sinned; verily we have sinned. . . .
We have trespassed, we have dealt treacheroudly, we have robbed,
we have spoken slander, we have acted perversely and we have
wrought wickedness, we have acted presumptuously, we have
done violence, we have framed lies, we have counselled evil, we
have spoken falsely, we have scoffed, we fyaverevolted. . . . We
have turned away from thy commandments and thy judgments
that are good, and U hath not profited us.  But thou art righteous
in all that hath come upon us; for thou hast acted truthfully, but
asfor us, we have done wickedly. . . . What shall we say before
thee, 0 thou who dwellest on high, and what shall we declare
before thee, thou who abidest in the heavens? Dost thou not
know all things, both the hidden and the revealed?"

The voice ceased abruptly. But Horst wanted to hear more.
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This was a voice that covered the misshapen nose, the corkscrew
curls, the shabby caftan. It was a splendid, great voice, risin
from the depth of the earth. It spoke words of humility an
pride, of confession and trust. The heaped-up earth now hid
the little man up to his shoulders. Occasionally the spade still
flashed, the pile of wet soil visibly grew. And just when Horst
wanted to move, to step closer, the chant arose again:

"0 my God,” sang the little Jew, digging his own grave,
"guard my tongue from evil and my lips from speaking guile;
and to such as curse me, let my soul be silent, yea, let my soul
be unto all as the dust. Open thou my heart to thy Law, and let
my soul pursue thy commandments. And as to any who devise
evil against me, speedily make their counsel of none effect and
frustrate their design. Do thou it for the sake of thy Name, do
for the sake of thK right hand, do for the sake of thy holiness,
dofor the sake of thy Law, that thy beloved ones may be delivered.
0 save with thy right hand and answer me. Let the words of
my mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable before
thee, 0 Lord, my Rock and my Redeemer. He who niaketh
peace in his high places, may he make peace for us and for all
Israel, and say%/e, Amen. May it be thy will, O Lord our God
and God of our fathers, that the temple be speedily rebuilt in our
days, and grant our portion in thy Law...."

Now even his head was almost covered by the mound of earth.
And hands, disembodied, huge and hai r?/ hands came out of the
darkness of the trees and shovelled the [oose soil upon the little
Jew. They pressed him down into the hole he was digging.
And tall, shining black topboots appeared and trampled down
the earth.  But the voice was still unsilenced:

" Thou knowest the mysteries of the heart, O Lord; unto thee
alone belong both revealed and secret things. We come with
words wherewith to crave thy favour; heed not our wickedness
nor our wrongful acts. We come this day like unto one who
feareth and hath dread; thou who art exalted, being merciful,
yield loving-kindness for thy sake.  Strict justice deal not unto
dust and ashes; see! our end is the worm. If we have erred
and the sin is veiledfrom us, art not thou alone he who perceiveth
faults? So H'udge us not as one who acteth designedly; and, in
an acceptable time, list thou the confession of our lips. Pardon
us on this day our sins, whether known unto us or unknown;
whether committed presumptuously or in ignorance, both in
relation to positive and negative commands. Deliver us from
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the punishment of excision and death; have compassion upon this
clay, the work of thy hands. . . ." ,

‘When silence fell again, Horst felt that it was unbearable
without the voice. But nothing disturbed it, the forest was
breathless and expectant. He could not endure it but he knew
somehow that his voice would not help.  The answer, the salva-
tion was in that little mound of earth, W&I)(Ivﬂllstenlng with the
freshly upturned soil. It was in the grave which the little Jew
had dug for himself and into which his voice and his eyes were
trampled. Horst sta%gered forward and began to dig with his
ten fingers, feeling the mud clinging to his skin, feeling that
however frenziedly he worked, he made no impression on the
soft earth which yielded only to harden again the next moment.
It was all in vain and he sobbed, cursing God and Man; and
then he woke and the world of reality around him was full of
the same silence and the same terror.

XLII

THE SUN'SGLARE, IN THE LATE afternoon, wasjust as blinding
as the noontime dazzle. It was reflected from the white
rocks, the straight white road, the white bridge.

Carlos Albuera, wine merchant, of the town of Tarragona,
had passed through the French customs. The barrier was
dill open. The Spanish frontier guard gave a cursory
examination to his %%Eers; they seemed to be in order. The
sergeant, a tal, black-browed Catalan, nodded to him to
drive on. _

But the car did not move. _ _ _

On the other Sde of the barrier, dill on French oil, a
large, dusty car drove up and stopped with screaming brakes.
Three men jumped from it—an American officer, a sergeant
and a |oortly figure in cvilian clothes. They hurried up to
the little hut that housed the French frontier quards and
began to shout an%(?esthulete. The Spanish soldiers craned
thair necks and tried to listen; but as they were about fifty
yards away, they could not catch any of the words. _

And now the occupant of the battered Fiat climbed stiffly
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from the driver's seat. He stood a the dde of the car,
swaying alittle. His face was grimy, his eyes flat and dead.

" Areyou unwell, seflor ?" asked the sergeant but hereceived

no_answe. _ _
For Horst von Falkenau, erstwhile Gauleiter, General of
the SS, wearer of sSx decorations for bravear\%/ this was
Waterloo and the end of theroad. He knew th he was not
asleelp, that this could not be one of his nightmares. Every
small detail was sharply etched in the scene: the bluish tirit
of the sergeant's jow! where the strong beard did not yield to
the razor; the white bridge, the red-and-yellow cokmrs of the
barrier, the small crushed stones of the road. And equally
sharp was the throng of people blocking the road to safety,
the road into Spain. _ _ _ _

Annawasthere, her buxom fairnessjust asripe and desirable
as it had ever been. Kemmerich, his loutish face pae and
determined, stood sde by sde wlth Obmann, who still wore
the garish tie as a_g1ag, bisecting his features. Reinhold
Below and the Spanish wine merchant, Aunt Agatha in her
stiff black shiny dress, Kowalski and his family, with the
servants a little distance behind them. . . . There were
others whose faces he could not distinguish, closaly packed,
rank upon rank, in serried lines. This was no nightmare,
no unearthly visitation. He was no Macbeth to struggle
with bloody ghosts, no murderer in some cheap novel being
haunted by the spectre of his victims. He was Horst von
Falkenau and he had been betrayed. He had conquered and
outsmarted dl, nothing and nobody could stand in his way.
But there was the enemy insgde him, cunning and invisible,
he could never find or get to grips with; an enemy that at
this very moment was whooping and laughing in his brain;
an enemy to whom he had to surrender. . ..

Something snapped in his mind; a blinding light, a grest,
rushing noise filled the world. With a hoarse shout he
turned. He did not h6ar the amazed cry of the sergeant.
He started to run back across the bridge, shedding his cumber-
some clothes as he went.  He saw nothing but the road under
his feet and even s0, stumbled and staggéred, but rushed on,
drunkenly and aimlessly.  One of the French soldiers reached
out to halt him but if was no use. He ran and as he ran
his face grew lax and child-like; the white gold of his hair
streamed out like amane.  And when he fell, pent and amost
a peace, he was no longer a man. His dobbering lips, his
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colourless, blinded eyes were like an animal's. He twitched
and lay dill; as Peter Whitney and Kladnik hurried up to
him, he was a lump of inanimate flesh in their hands. He
offered no resistance, as they carried him to the car.

" Thisis our man," Peter Whitney said when the big limou-
sine backed up to the bridge and then jumped forward,
roaring towards Perpignan, "But why on earth . . ."

"I don't know," Kladnik sighed. ™It doesn't matter. |
don't think it will make much difference, my friend. But
sometimes, you know, | wonder whether we, in this enlightened
century, are as clever aswe think ourselvesto be. . . ."

The man who had no longer a soul, sat rigid and silent on
the back seat. And no one ese spoke for there was nothing
more to say. - :

THE END

London, December 1944—July 1945
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