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         No one waved to the three red coaches as they came around the corner and drove down the main street of Buschhausen. As they passed the shop windows a few women stopped to look, a few children interrupted a game of ball to watch them pass, and a few heads were raised behind the windows of the “Theodore” pub, and then bent to their tankards of beer again.

         “That’ll be them,” said someone in the pub. “I call myself the peaceable sort, I do, but somehow I smell trouble . . .”

         Music and singing proceeded from the three coaches. A hundred and twenty tanned brown faces, topped by black hair, swayed in time to their song, teeth flashing white, black eyes shining. Now and then a forest of arms waved out of the coach windows as they passed a pretty girl, and there was a lot of loud whistling and catcalling, getting even louder if the girl turned her head away or looked embarrassed. Then, quite suddenly, the men quietened down. The buildings and pithead gear of the Emma II mine lay ahead: Shaft 5, the main shaft, with the administration building attached to it, the management offices, the pithead baths, the jumble of tracks and loading ramps, all surrounded by the great dark mounds of the pithead stocks, growing daily.

         Dr Bernhard Pillnitz, works doctor at the Emma II mine, looked out of the window as the three coaches pulled up in the forecourt of the administration building, with a squeal of brakes. He was just washing and drying his hands.

         “Well, here they come, my dear,” he said. “The Sunny South Comes To The Ruhr! We’ll have to try and learn some Italian—amore and la dolce vita and other such holiday memories won’t be quite enough!”

         Dr Waltraud Born joined Pillnitz at their surgery window. She had been assisting him for six months now. Initially, it had cost her an effort to get along with the miners, who could be rough-mannered, but then she found that if she were equally outspoken she could win their respect. Willi Korfeck, known locally as Willi the Fist, on account of the strength of that item, which could knock a man cold more effectively than ten ccm of ether, was the first to meet the new Dr Born. “Come on, get your trousers down!” she told him briskly as he stood in the surgery, looking embarrassed and complaining of a boil on the buttocks. “You’re not usually so prim and proper!”

         After that Dr Waltraud, as they called her, was accepted by all the men at Emma II. It was common knowledge that you would do better to go to her than Dr Pillnitz if you wanted to be off sick and needed a medical certificate, since little Dr Waltraud, so they said, had a soft spot for her miners.

         “They look in fairly good shape,” said Dr Waltraud now, to Dr Pillnitz, as the coach doors opened and the Italians flocked out. “Considering they’ve probably never had a square meal in their lives . . .”

         Dr Pillnitz looked at her. “You’re a blonde, my dear. And as any mirror will tell you, a pretty one. Those coaches are disgorging a hundred and twenty hotblooded Latins, who’ll be filing past you for medical examination in a couple of hours’ time—we’ll see how you stand up to their ardour then!” He smiled ironically. Dr Waltraud stepped back from the window, head held high.

         “I’m a doctor, that’s all,” she said briefly.

         “ ‘That’s all?’ I rather doubt it.”

         “Bernhard, if I didn’t know you so well I’d be furious with you! You just can’t help being sarcastic, can you? When do we expect these Sicilians in here?”

         “In two hours’ time. They have to go through all the motions first—welcoming speeches from management, then they get shown their quarters, they get given coffee and hand-shakes and assurances of friendship—lots of sand to be thrown into those dark eyes.”

         Dr Waltraud sat at her desk, tapping its top with a long pencil. “What have you got against the Italians?”

         “Nothing at all, my dear.”

         “Well, everywhere I’ve been these last few days I’ve heard the same kind of thing: let ’em come, we’ll show them a thing or two about work—and so on and so forth, all very hostile. Why, for heaven’s sake? These men have come fifteen hundred kilometres, right across Europe, to help get our coal out of the ground—in return they hope to earn a decent wage to send money home to their families, who were so pleased their menfolk could get work in prosperous Germany. What’s wrong with that?”

         Pillnitz said no more, but went back to the window. Out in the forecourt, the Italians were standing by the red coaches which had brought them to the mining town of Buschhausen from Gelsenkirchen station. The personnel manager, the senior deputy, someone from Administration, and the manager of the camp where the Italians were to live, were coming out of the office block. Dr Fritz Sassen, son of the mine’s managing director Dr Ludwig Sassen, was talking to the leader of the Italian party.

         “They’re off, Waltraud!” remarked Dr Pillnitz. “The personnel manager first—want to know how he’ll start? ‘We are delighted to welcome our new colleagues to the Emma II mine . . . ’ ” He opened the window.

         They heard the confused murmur of voices gradually dying down in the forecourt, and then, in ringing tones: “We are delighted to welcome our new colleagues to the Emma II mine . . .”

         “You see?” Dr Pillnitz grinned. “Now he’ll go on about the community of workers, international cooperation, etc. He’ll avoid actually saying they’re in for eight-hour shifts of hard labour four hundred metres underground.”

         “Close the window, Bernhard.” Waltraud stepped back. “Why on earth did you ever come to work at a mine? With a tongue like that, you could have had a brilliant hospital career!”

         Dr Pillnitz closed the window, shutting out something about “the historic links of friendship between our two nations”.

         “Ah, well, my father was a miner,” Dr Pillnitz said, serious for once. “He died of silicosis. Over forty per cent of all miners did, at the time. I promised myself not to forget that, once I qualified, and one should keep such promises, Waltraud.”

         Dr Born did not reply. Suddenly, she was seeing Dr Pillnitz in a new light. It was the first time she had heard him mention his private life at all, in the six months they had been working together at the mine’s infirmary. She really knew no more about him except that his wife had died some years ago, and ever since he had been remarkably wary of any woman who seemed to be getting interested in him. He lived in an apartment in a new block, had no close circle of friends, had not joined the newly founded tennis club, but was a paid-up though not active member of the miners’ racing pigeon society, and doctor to Buschhausen Football Club. An eccentric, the people of Buschhausen said: a good doctor, if rather mean with the medical certificates, and not a favourite with management either, because he said what he thought straight out.

         Out in the forecourt, the camp manager was addressing the men now. He was the only person who spoke Italian—not well, but at least the grinning Italians could understand him, and clapped and cheered every sentence. He was promising them good food, Italian cooking, comfortable rooms, high standards of hygiene; they let a lecture about good conduct go in one ear and out the other as they glanced up at the office windows, where several girls’ heads could be seen.

         The camp manager spoke for quite a while. The arrival of this first contingent of Italians at Emma II had meant hectic preparations beforehand. Living quarters themselves had been easy enough to find: a camp of wartime huts which had once housed Russian prisoners stood four hundred metres from Shaft 5. The huts were long, made of wood, and painted green, but during the post-war years they had fallen into decay, roofs had rotted and plumbing had rusted. It took three months to make the place habitable, but even the glossiest of new green paint could not counteract the impression made by the double fence of barbed wire, with one big gate in it, also dating from the war, which surrounded the whole camp and cut it off from the outside world.

         “They’ll get used to that,” Dr Sassen, the managing director, had said. “After all, they’re going to have clean rooms, lavatories and showers, a recreation room, good beds—luxuries they’ve never known before! I think we should leave the fence where it is for the time being. We all know about Latin lovers—see a skirt and they think it’s the go-ahead for rape—and we know how our young fellows here in Buschhausen feel about their womenfolk!”

         Luigi Cabanazzi was at the back of the crowd of Italians. He was the only man among them who had not come straight from Sicily, but had turned up asking to join the party at Munich, with his papers all in order. The others were happy to have him to make up their numbers, since during the six-hour wait at Munich railway station for their train to Gelsenkirchen, one of the original hundred and twenty, Giulio Bosco, had vanished without trace.

         Now, Cabanazzi was looking around him. During the drive through Buschhausen, he had noticed a store with smart suits in the window, a pub called “Uncle Hubert’s Hut”, a cinema showing a Vittorio de Sica film, and several pretty girls . . . Yes, life could be good here, he thought with a smile, lost in daydreams of those pretty girls.

         Two hours later, as foretold by Dr Pillnitz, the men came over to the infirmary. They were considerably less ebullient now. They had found that they must sleep ten men to a room in the huts. And then there was that barbed wire fence; you couldn’t see over it. And the kitchen—mamma mia!—how could you ever cook spaghetti or a good pizza in a place like that? Still, all things considered, it was better than their ruinous hovels in Postamente, the mine management had promised further improvements, and this would do for a start.

         Waltraud Born fitted the ends of her stethoscope into her ears, while Dr Pillnitz left the surgery to meet the first contingent in the waiting-room. Through the halfopen door, Waltraud was surprised to hear him giving them instructions in Italian. There was the rustle of clothes being removed, the shifting of feet, the murmur of voices, and once a laugh.

         Dr Pillnitz returned, followed by the first ten men, bare-chested. Thin and bony, with prominent shoulder- blades, they were obviously men who knew the meaning of hunger. Dr Pillnitz lined them up by the wall.

         “First batch of Adonises,” he said. “Who gets the golden apple, Waltraud?”

         “Prego!” she said briefly, signing to the first Italian. He happened to be Luigi Cabanazzi, who stood by the wall unable to take his eyes off Waltraud Born. What a beauty! Long fair hair, lovely figure under that white coat, long, slender legs, the face of a Madonna . . . Cabanazzi felt the blood pulsing through his veins.

         When he did not move, Waltraud beckoned to him again. “Prego!” she repeated. She glanced aside, and saw Dr Pillnitz starting his examinations at the other end of the row of ten men. Then something made her jump. She looked back to see Cabanazzi standing very close to her, expanding his chest with its dark hair right in front of her eyes.

         “Signorina dottore, I am here!” said a deep, warm voice.

         “Oh—you speak German?” asked Dr Born, momentarily taken aback.

         “A little.” Cabanazzi gave her a beaming smile. “Bella signorina dottore . . .”

         Waltraud bent and put her stethoscope to Cabanazzi’s chest.

         “I am healthy!” said the warm voice above her head, almost as if he were whispering in her ear. “I am very healthy, signorina . . .”

         “Hold your breath a moment, please,” said Waltraud, compressing her lips. Then she felt pressure. The pressure of a brown hand which had settled on her right breast and was stroking it. Abruptly, she stood upright and pushed the hand away. Cabanazzi was smiling broadly.

         “Bella!” he repeated, and firmly replaced his hand.

         For a split second Waltraud Born hesitated, then she raised her own hand and slapped Cabanazzi’s away. The sharp sound made Dr Pillnitz look up. First he saw the grinning faces of the men by the wall, then a glance at Waltraud and Cabanazzi told him what was going on.

         “Well, to hell with you!” said Pillnitz. A couple of strides took him up to Cabanazzi, whom he seized by the scruff of his neck, swinging him round. Cabanazzi’s eyes blazed as he looked into the doctor’s determined face, but he could not wriggle out of Pillnitz’s grasp. Two hard hands were forcing him out of the surgery and into the waiting-room.

         Forty pairs of eyes stared as they saw the doctor fling their fellow-countryman out into their midst. They said nothing, but the way they looked at Cabanazzi was not friendly.

         In the surgery, Waltraud was washing her hands as if they were dirty. Dr Pillnitz offered her a towel.

         “Thanks, Bernhard,” she said quietly. “Perhaps it was partly my fault, and I should have been more careful. Are you going to report that little scene to the management?”

         “No, why should I?” Pillnitz shook his head. “The man probably thought nothing of it. What worries me is how our lads here will react when this passionate lot of Latins go out into Buschhausen on Saturdays and Sundays!”

         At first, the new arrivals hardly seemed to be noticed. The hundred and twenty men were divided up between various shifts, they worked at the coal-face, helped the shot-firer carry blasting charges, worked as haulers, used drill hammers to bore holes in the rock for explosives, roofed the roadways, helped with the winding gear. They soon settled into their camp, and within a couple of days there was a cheerful Sicilian atmosphere about the place. Washing fluttered on lines slung from one hut to another, the men played guitars in the evenings, and hung chianti bottles and colourful pictures of home on their walls. There was a good smell of tomato sauce, parmesan, salami and hot olive oil around. Four cooks worked in the kitchen, making ravioli on long pasta boards, and there was a large pan of tomato sauce permanently on the stove.

         Initially, they found their German colleagues friendly, helping the Italians find their way around underground and at the coal-face. The Buschhausen miners grinned a little at the eagerness with which the newcomers set to work, and Willi Korfeck said what many of the others were thinking: “They won’t keep this up more than a couple of days before letting the pace drop. We don’t want ’em spoiling our own rhythm, do we?”

         And the immigrant workers were a subject of earnest debate in the pubs. “The hell with economic miracles and full employment and all that guff!” commented the hewer Theo Barnitzki. His companions nodded assent: Barnitzki was a cut above most of them, going to evening classes with a view to becoming a deputy. “They want to make more and more money, that’s all they want in management. Emma II’s been okay without Eyeties so far—and look at those pithead stocks, will you? And think what they’re saying about the slump in sales—hell, why do they want increased productivity? Bringing Eyeties in—and they say there’s another two hundred coming. And the coal stocks growing and growing—well, what’s the point?” He had another schnapps, and brought his fist down on the plastic surface of the small round table. “I’m telling you, there’s likely to be trouble! And who’s going to suffer? Us, same as usual! Not that that’ll worry old Sassen, he’s got his millions in the bag!”

         With this kind of talk, the attitude towards the immigrant workers in Buschhausen became hostile quite soon after their arrival. They were the subject of discussion not just in the pubs, but in the small, neat miners’ houses, and the managing director’s grand villa.

          
      

         On Sunday, Buschhausen was remarkably quiet. The young men had gone off to back their team at a football match in Gelsenkirchen; their elders were digging the garden or busy with their racing pigeons. It was a fine spring day, warm and almost windless. Smoke rose almost vertically to the sky from the tall chimneys of the nearby coking plant, and the pithead frame of Shaft 5’s winding gear stood out against the cloudless blue like a silhouette cut out of black paper.

         Hans Holtmann was sitting contentedly on a seat by the garden wall of his little house, smoking a pipe. His wife Elsi and daughter Barbara were opposite him, cleaning vegetables for dinner. His son Kurt was in Gelsenkirchen.

         “Anything good on television today?” asked Hans Holtmann, pushing the tobacco down in the bowl of his pipe.

         But before anyone could answer. Barbara suddenly said, “Look—isn’t that one of the Italians coming?”

         Luigi Cabanazzi was cycling slowly along the road. He had found the old bicycle he was riding in a shed near the camp, during an exploration of his new surroundings. It, too, was a wartime relic, and he had appropriated it.

         From the road, he glanced at the little house; it looked like all the others in this quiet street. A red-tiled roof, a small front garden, a long, narrow back garden with a hedge round it, a few fruit trees, a rabbit hutch, a pigeon loft in the roof. Altogether, a clean, comfortable, contented little world. The special thing about this house, however, was the glimpse Cabanazzi got of blonde hair in the sunlight; it immediately made him brake. He pushed the bicycle over to the garden fence, looked over the hedge, and offered the family his best smile.

         “Buon giorno!”he said, waving. “A fine day!”

         “That’s right.” Hans Holtmann clenched his teeth around his pipe-stem and looked around for the Sunday paper, by way of showing that he was not interested in starting up a conversation. But Cabanazzi went on beaming at Barbara Holtmann. How pretty, he thought. How young! How deliciously blonde!

         Dragging his eyes away from Barbara, he looked at Elsi Holtmann. “Buon giorno,” he said politely. “You do not go out in this fine weather, signora?”

         “No,” said Holtmann firmly, before Elsi could reply. “What do you want?”

         “My name is Luigi Cabanazzi . . .”

         “Is it, really?”

         “Prego?”

         “Oh, Dad!” Barbara put down the cauliflower she was cleaning. “Really!”

         Puffing at his pipe, Hans Holtmann rose from the garden seat, came slowly up to the hedge and faced Cabanazzi. “Was there anything else you wanted?” he asked, almost snarling. Luigi Cabanazzi waved to Barbara and got on his bicycle.

         “A fine day!” he called again, his brown face beaming under his black curly hair. “A fine Sunday!”

         “Dad, that was horrible of you!” said Barbara, as Holtmann came back and opened his newspaper, muttering. “He didn’t do anything to hurt you!”

         “Very polite he was, too!” Elsi Holtmann started peeling the potatoes. “There’s some I know could take a leaf out of his book!”

         “Oh, for God’s sake!” Hans Holtmann stood up and put down his paper. “I’m going up to the loft—at least my birds don’t talk nonsense!”

         His Sunday morning was spoilt. Women! Fall for a curly black head the moment they see it! A fine time we’re in for in Buschhausen, with three hundred and fifty like that running around the place!

         He went up to his pigeon loft in the roof; Hans Holtmann was well-known as one of the best pigeon breeders for miles around Gelsenkirchen.

          
      

         Breakfast was served on the terrace of Dr Ludwig Sassen’s house, under a wide orange awning. White- painted French garden furniture with plump, brightly flowered cushions gleamed in the sun. Two lawn sprinklers were revolving soundlessly on the fresh green grass. Erna, the housemaid, had put the coffee on the hotplate to keep it warm until the Sassen family appeared.

         Dr Sassen’s villa was a little way outside Buschhausen, set in a wooded, hilly landscape. Its surroundings— hills, birches and pines, hazel bushes, groves of beech trees—produced a charming and almost romantic effect, but if you stood on top of one of those green slopes, you saw that the illusion was the result of landscape gardening. From the top of the hill, you could see the mine, with its brick buildings and sheds, coking plants, pithead gear, ventilation shafts, chimney stacks, tipplers and loading ramps, heaps of rubble and dirt. Through it all ran a narrow, muddy watercourse, its water looking oily and sluggish.

         Up here among the trees, however, it was like Paradise. Dr Sassen had had this villa built eight years before, when he married for the second time. After five years as a widower, he had met and married the young and attractive Veronica Bender, and now they had a seven-year-old son, Oliver, around whom the life of the Sassen family revolved. Oliver regarded his half-brother and sister from Dr Sassen’s first marriage—twenty-one- year-old dark-haired Sabina, and Dr Fritz Sassen, aged twenty-six—as a good source of extra pocket-money; Oliver had the trick of turning up in places where he had no business to be, and had found that he could turn the observations he made into hard cash. Dr Fritz Sassen said his young half-brother was a born financial genius.

         At twenty-eight, Veronica Sassen was used to having people turn to stare at her. Tall and slim, red-haired, proud and graceful in her movements, she accepted all the good things that Dr Ludwig Sassen had to offer. She was the centre of parties and society gatherings, the centre of the family, the apple of Dr Sassen’s eye. If he was beginning to feel their age difference of twentyseven years, he did not show it yet. He had had a sauna built in the grounds, where he kept his weight down and tried to retain an athletic figure. To please Veronica, he learned the latest dances, and kept going bravely when parties went on into the small hours. In fact, he did all he could to provide his young wife with the life she loved. Dr Sassen might have made a name for himself as a tough industrialist, but he was putty in his wife’s hands; he adored her.

         Not so his son Fritz, who was very different: tanned, athletic, highly intelligent, Fritz treated his stepmother, who was only two years older than himself, with proper courtesy but with reserve. They talked like good friends, but underneath the surface each of them felt a mutual defensiveness, an awareness that a moment might come when something sparked off an explosion.

         This fine spring morning, Veronica Sassen came out on the terrace in a close-fitting, silvery catsuit, her red hair loose on her shoulders. The combination of red and silver was breathtaking. Fritz Sassen moved out one of the garden chairs for her.

         “Sabina’s sorry to miss you this morning, but she’s already gone out to play tennis,” he said. “Is Father coming down to breakfast?”

         “Yes, he’s just taking a phone call.” Veronica had a musical voice. “Something about those Italians. I think it’s their camp manager calling.”

         Fritz Sassen sat down. “Yes, we have a number of problems there all right.”

         “Oh, really?”

         “You won’t mind my having a word with Father about them after breakfast?”

         “Not at all. I’m quite used to it.” The words were civil enough, but were uttered in a distinctly reproachful tone. Veronica poured herself some coffee, and chose a particularly crisp and brown slice of toast.

         Dr Ludwig Sassen came out of the house with little Oliver. He was wearing sports clothes: white trousers, a white pullover above a blue roll-neck sweater, and white shoes. His grey hair was combed smoothly back, and his vigorous face with its lively blue eyes was tanned: he spent fifteen minutes a day under an ultra-violet lamp, in another attempt to live up to Veronica’s standards.

         “Lovely day!” he said. He kissed Veronica’s hair. “You look enchanting, Veronica,” he told her. “As always!”

         “Thank you, Ludwig.” Veronica smiled, graciously.

         “Morning, Fritz!” said Dr Sassen cheerfully. “Where’s Sabina?”

         “Playing tennis.”

         “There’s always someone missing! We never seem able to get the whole family round the table at a meal together.” He sat down, and let his wife pour him some coffee. “Did you have anything special on hand, Fritz?”

         “Not really. ” Fritz Sassen took a piece of plain cake. “What did the camp manager want, Father?”

         Dr Sassen glanced inquiringly at Veronica, who nodded.

         “I told him you had the manager on the phone, Ludwig.”

         “Oh, it’s nothing much.” Dr Sassen spread butter on a piece of toast and helped himself to honey with a silver spoon. “It’s to do with the way the Italians are adjusting—or aren’t. It’s the climate, you see. Dr Pillnitz mentioned it to me, too. Several of them are suffering from headaches and nausea. Of course, the food may not be what they’re used to, either.”

         Fritz Sassen pushed his plate away, his face grave. “Aren’t you taking this rather lightly, Father?”

         “How d’you mean?” Dr Sassen frowned, his bushy eyebrows coming together. “When I go to Italy, their olive oil upsets my stomach for a day or so!”

         “I don’t think that’s it, Father.”

         “Oh, please! It’s Sunday—don’t let’s talk about work, at least not at breakfast!” Veronica raised both hands in a helpless gesture, but her smile was icy. “Can’t you think of any other subject of conversation?”

         “I had fourteen air samples checked in the laboratory yesterday.” Ignoring his stepmother, Fritz Sassen looked at his father’s face. It was not receptive. Veronica had asked him to change the subject, so he wanted to do so. “The CO2
          content of the air is above normal. Hence the men’s nausea and headaches and dizziness. It’s not the climate of Germany, it’s our climate here in Shaft 5! We’re down at eight hundred metres now, working along the sixth level, but the ventilation shaft there at present is too narrow. The induction port and the exhaust fans are inadequate. When we open up that sixth seam there could be a disaster, Father. We must install larger fans—and automatic exhausts from Level Four downwards.”

         Sassen put his toast back on his plate. Veronica was toying with her own slice; she felt irritated and nervous. Always on about their wretched mine, she thought.

         “Better check the results again,” grunted Ludwig Sassen.

         “We have. Three times. They’re correct. What we need . . .”

         “I know just what we need, my boy. We should have to invest a hundred and twenty million marks in the place to get Emma II thoroughly modernized. No problem in itself—until you stop to think that the eighth seam is the last seam in Shaft 5. No more after that! In a few years’ time it won’t be profitable to work Shaft 5 any more, and it’ll be closed down. Good God, Fritz, you know that!”

         “But the safety measures—”

         “Our safety measures have been all right so far, they’ll do for another few years.”

         “And you’re ready to accept the responsibility?”

         “I’m responsible to the Board of the mining combine for keeping Emma II profitable. What’s the point of asking for a hundred and twenty million to modernize a place that’s already scheduled for closing down in our long-term planning?” Dr Sassen picked up his toast again. “Now let’s drop the subject, Fritz. Maybe there was some interference with the electric current of the ventilation system when those samples were taken.”

         “Wouldn’t it be better to lay the samples before the Board, father?”

         “So as to have them filed away?”

         “It would certainly lift the sole responsibility from our shoulders.”

         “There’s no need to bother, Fritz.”

         “Dr Pillnitz shares my opinion.”

         “Pillnitz?” Dr Sassen frowned. “He’d do better to stick to his patients, and leave the ventilation of the mine to us. I’ll have a word with him tomorrow.” Sassen finished his cup of coffee. “What do the deputies in charge of the ventilation say?”

         “Nothing yet.”

         “Well, there you are.”

         “But their instruments and gauges do.”

         “For God’s sake, this is Sunday! Let’s postpone this conversation till tomorrow, Fritz. Coming out to the lake?”

         “No, thank you, Father.” Fritz’s voice sounded stiff and hostile, erecting a barrier between father and son. Dr. Sassen shrugged his shoulders and stood up. Oliver was already running across the lawn to the summerhouse, to fetch his little sailing boat, which he wanted to take out to the family’s yacht on Lake Baldenay. Veronica stayed where she was, a satisfied look in her eyes. He’s withdrawing emotionally from his son by his first marriage, she was thinking. He loves Oliver and me more. I can twist him round my little finger . . .

         While Dr Sassen, Oliver, and the housemaid carried the equipment for their sailing expedition out to the car, Veronica stood in the sunlight by the garage, still wearing her close-fitting silvery catsuit; she had decided not to change till they were on the yacht. It was at this moment that Luigi Cabanazzi came round the corner of the road on his bicycle. He braked sharply, dismounted, and stared at Veronica Sassen as if she were a supernatural apparition.

         “Mamma mia!” he said out loud, taking a deep breath. Then he bowed gallantly, smiled, passed a hand through his black curls, and looked at her with eyes that expressed his thoughts very clearly.

         Veronica did not return his glance in any way. Her fine-boned face was cold as marble, and when Cabanazzi continued to look her up and down, she turned brusquely away. Dr Sassen came out of the garage, sweating, breathless, and red in the face: he had just carried a deckchair to the car, and was angry with himself for finding such a small exertion a strain.

         Luigi Cabanazzi got on his bicycle, said a polite, “Good morning,” as he rode past Dr Sassen, and disappeared among the birch trees. Suddenly, Veronica cast a quick glance after him.

         “Was that one of your new Italians?” she asked, casually.

         “Very likely.” Dr Sassen mopped his brow. “I’ll have a notice put up tomorrow: private road, no trespassing. In Italian, too.”

         “A good idea, Ludwig.” Veronica went inside the garage and got into the open, white car.

         His eyes, she thought, how they shone! So full of life and passion . . .

         She leaned back in the comfortable seat, stretching. She heard Ludwig Sassen breathing rather hard beside her; that deckchair had been a strain. He’s an old man now, she thought. Old, but rich . . . and I am young . . .

          
      

         Kurt Holtmann and Fritz Sassen returned to their respective homes at almost the same time that Sunday evening.

         Hans Holtmann was sitting out in his garden again when his won, whistling, came in at the gate. “Well, how was the match?” asked his father, knocking out his pipe against the wall of the house.

         “Oh, fine, Dad.” Kurt Holtmann smoothed down his brown hair. He was tall and strong; the muscles of his upper arms rippled under his shirtsleeves.

         “How did we do?”

         Kurt Holtmann was taken aback; he did not seem to have expected the question. Then he said. “Four-one. Fantastic, Dad.”

         “I believe you.”

         “Is Mum there? I’m hungry.”

         “Yes, we were keeping supper for you.”

         Hans Holtmann kept his thoughts to himself. Why is the boy lying, he wondered? Our team won all right, but they won two-nil. He hasn’t been to Gelsenkirchen at all. What’s he hiding, and where has he been all day? And why does he feel he has to lie to me? We’ve always been more like a couple of friends than father and son!

         Hans Holtmann went indoors, to an appetizing smell of fried potatoes and bacon, with curd cheese seasoned with onion, paprika and chives, and a bottle of lager to wash it down. A good Sunday supper.

         But where’s the lad been all day, thought Holtmann, and why is he lying?

         At the same time, Fritz Sassen was saying goodbye to Dr Waltraud Born. They stood in the little birch wood not far from the villa, kissing.

         Up on the slope of the hill, Luigi Cabanazzi lay in the grass, whistling softly through his teeth. Fancy, he thought, so that’s it! Acting outraged to me, but you’ll kiss him! You’re a little witch, signorina dottore! However, now that Cabanazzi had set eyes on Veronica Sassen, the signorina dottore paled beside her . . . a woman in a garment like a shimmering, silvery second skin, with loose red hair above it . . .

          
      

         Hardly anyone noticed the arrival of a newcomer to Buschhausen on Wednesday morning. He drove into the town in a little old car, and stopped outside the Catholic presbytery to unload his two cases. Father Paul Wegerich had arrived.

         Dr Ludwig Sassen was surprised to hear that there was a priest wanting to speak to him. “Come in,” he said, friendly but reserved, pointing to one of the big leather armchairs in his imposing office. “Well, and what brings you here, Father? My secretary told me it was urgent. As you know, we poor industrialists are rather short of time!”

         Father Wegerich remained on his feet. He was wearing civilian clothes, and looked the same as any ordinary citizen. He was of medium height, slender and almost delicate in appearance, with long, slim hands, and the face of a dreamer.

         “It won’t take me long to tell you my business.”

         Dr Sassen was surprised. The priest’s voice was sonorous and powerful, arid did not go with the man’s general appearance. “I want to go down the mine.”

         Dr Sassen was momentarily surprised, but then nodded. “Why not? Would you go and see our personnel manager? He’ll find a good deputy to show you around.”

         “No, you misunderstand me, Dr Sassen.” Father Wegerich folded his hands. “I don’t want to visit the pit; I want to work in it.”

         “Want to do what?” Dr Sassen stared at the priest’s slight figure.

         “Work in it, along with the men.”

         “But why?”

         “To help them come to know the power of God. ”

         “Well—so far as I’m aware, you already have a colleague in the Catholic church here to do that.”

         “Above ground, yes. But there are some things one understands better down the mine.”

         “Forgive me, Father, but you see me rather at a loss.” Dr Sassen lit a cigar and watched the smoke rise. “Don’t get me wrong, Father, but a miner’s job down at the coal-face—well, it’s no picnic!” He glanced at the priest’s delicate hands and youthful face. “And from the look of you, my dear Father . . .”

         “I’ve already worked in French and Belgian mines,” said Father Wegerich simply, “and that wasn’t too much for me.”

         Rather impressed, Dr Sassen drew on his cigar. “You like to make life difficult for yourself, I see.”

         “I want to be able to pray in church on Sunday, with a clear conscience: Lord, we thank you for the week that has just passed.”

         “Well, why not?”

         “One can’t thank God for things that are too far away. And the ordinary working man, he can’t say much, he depends on his employer’s goodwill. But I can speak out—my only boss is God. ”

         “A very useful arrangement.” There was heavy irony in Dr Sassen’s tone. I wonder, he asked himself, what this little priest is actually after? Does he mean to snoop around? Stir up the men? Make trouble for management? Do I need that sort of thing?

         As if he could read Sassen’s thoughts, Father Wegerich put a hand into his jacket pocket. “I have a letter of recommendation from the Bishop here.”

         “The Bishop doesn’t know much about the coal-face either, “said Sassen.

         “But he knows the need of human hearts, Dr Sassen.”

         “My dear Father, what’s the idea?” Sassen put his cigar down in the big marble ashtray. “Emma II is a model mine. We have an excellent canteen, a good works council, the union has nothing but praise for us, I keep our own infirmary going here staffed by two doctors, and we’re shortly to have a nurse too, I build housing for the workers, I’ve started a kindergarten, we have excursions for the miners and their families, and a holiday home of our own on the Baltic for our employees. I think that enables me to go to church on a Sunday and say: God, I have tried to please you . . .”

         “Certainly.” Father Wegerich nodded. “All the same, I should like to be allowed to go down the mine.”

         “If you wish. Talk to the personnel manager; mention my name.”

         Father Wegerich hurried away. Out in the corridor he stopped, and looked out of the window at the extensive area of the mine above ground. They have everything they could want here, he thought. And yet the accident rate is three times that of other mines.

          
      

         On Friday the alarm went in Shaft 5. It came from Level Four. No one knew just what had happened; everything had been quiet, reports on the ventilation showed the air was normal, so it could not be fire-damp. The deputy in charge of the cages was the first to be informed; he sent down a gang of construction workers with stout pit-props. Up in the administration building, they rang the infirmary.

         “Roofing caved in on part of Level Four,” said Dr Pillnitz, hanging up. “We’ll be getting some nasty bruises . . .”

         An ambulance was already driving into the forecourt, and Dr Fritz Sassen was running to the pithead, followed by the chief deputy. Dr Pillnitz picked up a small box of syringes.

         “Come on, Waltraud, and bring the box of dressings too.”

         “But shouldn’t we wait here until . . .”

         “We don’t know anything for sure yet. I may have to go down and treat the poor bastards on the spot.”

         He went out, Dr Born following him with the first aid box. A sudden idea occurred to her. “Will Dr Fritz Sassen have to go down too?” she asked anxiously.

         “Maybe.”

         Then she, too, began to run as if she were running for her life.

         At the time, Hans and Kurt Holtmann were working on Level Four, at the far end of the gallery. They had only the light of their helmet lamps to show them the scene of the accident; when the props gave way and the roofing caved in, the lighting cables had come down too. After the rumble of falling rocks, they heard several screams, and then all was silent in the mine. Silent and dark.

         “Christ Almighty!” shouted Hans Holtmann, as they pressed close to the wall to shelter from the cloud of dust, hands over their mouths. For a few seconds there seemed to be no air at all; the veins swelled on their temples and necks. Then, at long last, they felt a little oxygen coming through and were able to breath again. They ran to the place where the roofing had collapsed, clambering over broken pit-props, clearing away chunks of rock, working their way on until they were facing a compact wall of rubble. The hewer Blondaski was lying there jammed under a pile of pit-wood.

         “My legs!” he screamed, seeing the two Holtmanns clambering towards him. “It’s my legs—take it easy, mate, don’t pull—my legs! Oh, God!”

         Hans Holtmann very carefully pulled one of the broken props away, leaning all his weight against the timber while Kurt tried to shift Blondaski from under it. An animal-like bellow was the result.

         “My legs! My legs!”

         Kurt Holmann let go of him and crawled back, his blackened face streaming with sweat.

         “We’ll need a winch, Dad!” he gasped. “Where the hell is everyone? Where ’s the blaster? ”

         “Anyone else still there? ” Hans Holtmann called into the dark. Blondaski was whimpering like a child.

         “Six more men—six of ’em!” he gasped. “Oh, God—my legs!”

         At last, voices came out of the dark, the sound of feet and of tools clattering against rock. Three powerful torches cast bright light on the collapsed roofing. A deputy appeared, with ten men.

         “How the hell did that happen?” asked the deputy, horrified, as three men began raising the pit-props, using a small winch. “How the hell did it happen? Though Christ knows, anything could happen in this damn shaft . . .”

         Under the rubble, Blondaski was silent. He had fainted with the pain.
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