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  The town lay under a light curtain of mist. The bus had passed the hospital of Thun1 after half past nine and took the road up to Goldiwil2 and Heiligenschwendi3. The steeply rising road led through a wooded slope. Among the trees, the haze of September began to clear. There was not much circulation and the bus moved rather speedy. At every curve, the gear reacted with a roaring sound and the nine passengers swung from one side to the other. After two miles and a half, the road grew flat for some hundred yards and then divided into the roads to Goldiwil and to Heiligenschwendi. On the right, before the parting of the roads, there was a bus stop and some woodland paths led uphill and downhill. The bus stop was constructed on a retaining wall. A guarding rail on the right side protected it. Below the retaining wall, a wooded, broad and steep ditch led downhill.




   




  In the bus, two passengers with anoraks, trekking poles and walking-tour shoes had pushed the stop button. The elderly man carried a small backpack and the woman had a braided basket on her left arm. Obviously, they intended to go on search for mushrooms. The bus stopped, the middle door opened with a hiss and the mushroom seekers stepped out. The driver closed the door and the bus began to move slowly. Then the driver saw in the outside mirror, that the bearded man began to wave with his arms and to run lengthways the bus. The bus stopped again and the driver opened the front door. The man with the backpack reached the door. The driver turned from his seat to the door. "What's the matter?" he asked. The man with the backpack panted and gulped. "There must have been an accident," he gasped out. "Somebody lies down there in the ditch." The driver tightened the handbrake, powered off the engine and stepped out. "Look, down there," said the man with the backpack and pointed at a yellow spot between the trunks of beeches and spruces about twenty-five yards down in the ditch. The driver went to the crash barrier, put his hand above the eyes and peered down. "It's a cyclist," he said. "There, his bicycle," and pointed at a racing cycle ten yards below the retaining wall, half covered with dry foliage. The driver put both hands beside his mouth. "Hello!" he shouted. The yellow spot didn't move. "Wait," said the driver and hasted to the bus. He grasped at the radio set of the bus and called the control center of the traffic enterprise. He talked fast but quietly. "... yes. No. Yes. One person. A cyclist. Yes. An ambulance and the police. Yes. The Goldiwilstrasse, just at the bus stop Scheidweg. Okay. Bye." He turned to the passengers. "Excuse me please. Seems an accident has happened out there. We shall have to wait for the police. Please don't leave the bus now. Is a doctor or a nurse among you?" A young woman in jeans and a dark parka rose hesitantly. "I'm working in the rehab clinic up there," she said. The driver looked at her. "Thank you. We are going now to look whether any help is needed." He detached a first aid box from the dashboard. Outdoors, the man with the backpack glimpsed at the loafers of the driver. "You should stay with the bus. Give me the first aid box and the young Lady and I will try to get down." The nurse nodded. The driver looked at her. "Okay. Be careful. Help will arrive soon," he said and handed over the box. The woman with the basket turned to the nurse. "Take my cane. It may be rather slippery in the ditch." The man with the backpack and the nurse now hurried down the woodland path on the right side of the ditch. When they reached the same level as the cyclist, they left the path. Slowly and by means of their trekking poles, they began to traverse the scarp of the ditch toward the cyclist. They reached him a few minutes later. From the bus stop, the driver and the woman with the basket saw, how the nurse bent down to the cyclist, put two fingers on his temple but withdrew quickly her hand. The man with the backpack opened the first aid box and took out some gloves. In this moment, the sound of two hooters became louder. A yellow-red ambulance and a white and red car of Police Bern stopped behind the bus. A young female doctor, an ambulance driver and two patrol officers in dark blue uniforms stepped out of the cars. After a few words with the bus driver and the woman with the basket, the doctor and her companion fetched two aluminum cases and a folded stretcher. With one of the patrol officers, they descended the woodland path beside the ditch. When they arrived at the cyclist, the nurse told a few words to the doctor. The doctor put on her gloves, took out a stethoscope and a small lamp. Without turning the cyclist, she put the stethoscope under his tricot and then flashed in one of his eyes. Then she stood up. "You are right," she said to the nurse. "He is dead."
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  The 27th of September was a warm day and all the terraces of the restaurants along the Bärenplatz in Bern4 - called 'the front' - were crowded with people, sitting in the sun. Adrian Thormann came out of the post office shop at the Bärenplatz. He just had sent off a report about an administrative investigation he had finalized on behalf of the Federal Veterinary Office and he felt relaxed. He had arranged to meet Franca at a quarter to twelve for lunch in a small Italian restaurant, called 'Da Luigi'. About to five o'clock Franca had to participate in a meeting at an art association. Therefore, both of them had an afternoon off and they had planned a walk across the botanical garden after lunch. It was half past eleven now and the 'Da Luigi' in the Zeughausgasse was only a few minutes from the Bärenplatz. Thormann strolled across the tourists from Far East with their big cameras and the groups of young people, sitting on the place and having a picnic. Suddenly, he heard badmouth a woman. A man answered in a very characteristic twang. Thormann knew this voice. He looked around and he saw Fridu5 Beyeler between two teen girls in tight white jeans and a Japanese couple. "Look at that, you boor!" cried one of the girls and pointed at a trodden plastic bowl with noodles and curry sauce which flowed on the pavement. "One doesn't eat on the floor and I have no eyes on my back!" countered Beyeler through his nose and glared bewildered through his thick glasses. He still held the camera of the Japanese people who looked puzzled at the scene. Fridu was a chunky fellow with too baggy jeans and broad suspenders. He was the rather lowbrow helpmate of Thormann's gardener. Thormann intervened quickly. "What happened?" "We sat here for our picnic and this guy stomped backwards into my noodles!" complained the girl. Fridu's face flushed. "The couple here asked me to take a picture of them with the Käfigturm6 and I only made a step backward. I cannot ..." "Young lady, chill out please and get another lunch," said Thormann and slid twenty francs into her right hand. "But just one moment." He took the camera, placed the Japanese couple rapidly between Beyeler and the teens and made two pictures. "Thank you, that's it, and now the Käfigturm." He smiled to the Japanese, placed them in front of the tower, made three pictures and gave them back the camera. "Oooooh," said the Japanese and tittered blithely. The teens went on giggling and Thormann slapped Beyeler on the shoulder. "Nice to meet you, Fridu. However, I have to go now. Somebody is waiting for me." Beyeler answered with a nasal chuckle. "You always are a good guy, Thormann. Thank you very much!" He gazed after Thormann and stodgily picked out one of his beloved 'Gauloises bleu' (which in reality he pronounced 'Gnoluas bnö').




   




  When Thormann arrived at the 'Da Luigi', he had a look at the showcase with the menu. Suddenly, someone embraced him from behind. Then Franca gave him a hearty kiss. Franca de Coulon was an attractive, dark-haired woman in her forties. No wonder, that Thormann adored her since a long time. Together, they entered the restaurant. The owner, Signor Luigi Malatesta, a bouncy, sixty years old, graying Italian, received them himself and showed them their table. They ordered insalata mista, antipasti, saltimbocca con verdura, two glasses of Merlot7 and a bottle of water. Thormannn just had begun to relate the adventures with Beyeler at the Bärenplatz, when his cell phone began to buzz lowly. He gave an asking look to Franca. She smiled. "Take it and then switch it off," she said. He took the cell phone and went to the small cloakroom. "Thormann speaking." "Is there Mister Thormann himself? Good morning, Mister Thormann. My name is Simon Keller. I, - hrm - I need some help of an investigator in a disagreeable affair and - hrm -, I would like to - hrm - ask whether I could talk about it to you." "Well," said Thormann, "I think it's not the time just now for that. I am going for lunch. If you want to see me - just a moment - yes, today, about five o'clock, in my office. Okay? You know where it is? Yes, that's right. Good-bye." Thormann switched off his cell phone and went back to the dining area. "Thank you for your patience. No world-shaking affair, I suppose. Perhaps a new client, I will see him at five", he said to Franca. "Now let's try the Merlot. Cheers, dear Franca."
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  Around five in the afternoon, a young, fair-haired tall man walked along the Amthausgässchen. This is a narrow snickelway in the upper old town of Bern, allowed for pedestrians only. In front of the house number seven, he halted and looked at the nameplates beside the door. The door was not locked. Inside there was no elevator, and Simon Keller took the stairway. He passed the entrances to a chiropractor on the first floor, to an advertising agency on the second and to a tax consultant on third. On the fourth floor, there were two entrances. On the right side, there was an information-consultant. Beside the door on the left side there was a small brazen plate: 'Adrian Thormann - Investigations'. Keller rang the bell and Thormann opened the door. He was a middle-sized, rather inconspicuous man, about fifty years, short gray hair, gray eyes. "Mister Keller, I suppose? My name is Adrian Thormann. Come in, please." Thormann led his visitor across the small antechamber to a bright room with a large table and ten chairs. Three high open windows to a small backyard let in daylight and air. On the opposite wall of the room, there was a rack with a small overhead projector, an espresso machine and some bottles of mineral water. "Take a seat, please," said Thormann and shut the windows. "How did you refer to me?" Keller harrumphed nervously. "I asked a friend who has a job with the Federal Office of Public Health, whom he would choose if he would need someone for an investigation. He gave me your name." "I don't ask you by now who is this advisor," said Thormann and laughed, "now, what's your problem?" "My uncle died after an alleged accident. The police ignore completely my doubts about the circumstances. From there, I look for someone who could check the report of the police." Thormann gave him an acute glance and pondered over the matter for a moment. "Okay, I think you have the right to know whom you want to engage, before you will relate the details. Therefore, at first I will inform you in short about me and about my suppositions to take on a mandate. Alright?" Keller nodded. "Some years ago I was a lawyer in the Federal Department of Justice and Police8. Because of differences with the responsible minister9, I left the federal administration. I wanted to do something a little bit more interesting and opened a private office of investigations. However, I kept my license as an attorney. Therefore, I accomplish investigations about activities with administrative and - sometimes - penal background. Your problem seems to be urgent, isn't it?" Keller nodded. Thormann handed over a paper with four pages. "Well, then you should have a look on my terms of contract just now. Please read it. If there are questions, we will discuss them." Keller began to read and then put the paper on the table. "It seems okay for me". "Did you take note of the scale of my fees?" Keller nodded. "And you have seen, you would allow me to hire other people if I deem it proper." "What kind of people?" asked Keller. "I am a one-man business. May be, I shall need some help for an observation. May be, I shall need a lab for some analysis. May be, I shall need the assistance of a computing fellow. I have relations to such people and I obligate them to discretion. For me, in general they work with reduced fees. Do you understand?" Keller nodded again. "Now, Mister Keller, you shall relate your story. May I record it on my laptop for convenience? If I should decide that I cannot take on the job, I will delete the whole recording afterwards." Keller nodded again. Thormann activated the laptop on the table and inserted a pen driver. Keller began to talk. "Ten days ago, the police informed me that my uncle Erwin Keller had a fatal accident. It seems, he crashed with his bicycle on a road near Thun. They said that he, descending from Goldiwil down to Thun, had failed a bend of the road, overturned in ditch beneath the road and broke his neck. Some passengers of a bus found him in midmorning the fourteenth. It seems, the accident had happened in the evening before. My uncle has been incinerated the day before yesterday." Keller coughed slightly. "Would you like a glass of water?" asked Thormann. He fetched a bottle of mineral water and two glasses from the rack on his left side. "My uncle was the younger brother of my deceased father. He was fifty-one and I am his nearest relative. Since I live in Bern, we often went together for a ride with our bikes. The ride up to Goldiwil and to Heiligenschwendi was one of our favorite training tours. We made it just on the Sunday before he died." He took a sip from his glass. "Three days ago, the police let me know that they had finished her fact-finding and that there was no evidence for an influence of other people on the accident. They gave me a copy of the final report and handed me over Erwin's bicycle and clothes. When unpacking the things at home, I saw that the cycle computer still was fixed on the handlebar of the demolished bike. It was covered with mud. I cleaned the display and detected that the gadget was still in function. It showed correctly the time of the day. I wanted to look how many miles Erwin had made that day and made change the display. The mileage amounted 15 miles. Well, the route from Bern to the place of the accident amounts at least about 22 miles, and when you ride first up to Goldiwil or to Heiligenschwendi, you come to 27 miles. The operating time reached the total of 54 minutes. The computer was in the modus, in which it counts only the riding time. Then I had a look at the saved top speed. It was 20 miles and a half per hour. If you descend from Goldiwil or Heiligenschwendi to the place of the accident, you achieve easily a speed of 30 to 35 miles per hour. So I began to doubt about the depiction of the police." "Isn't it possible to manipulate the computer by means of mishandling?" asked Thormann, who had listened until now with a deadpan expression. "I don't know whether you have experience with cycle computers. It's rather difficult to manipulate the type, which used Erwin - it's the same as mine. You cannot change only one indication. All other indications would be deleted. The only possibility of mishandling would have been an unintended switch off during the ride; that means after 15 miles. Therefore, even in this case, something seems inconsistently. According to the report of the police, my uncle died around five or six o'clock p.m." Keller drank a sip of water. The look of Thormann was thoughtful, but he said nothing. Keller went on. "To arrive at the place of the accident, Erwin should have left Bern at least around four o'clock. Before starting his ride, he had to leave his place of employment, he had to get to his apartment at the Obere Zollgasse, near Ostermundigen10, and he had to change his clothes. That means he had to leave his firm at least around three and a half. Therefore, in general he works till five. These facts seemed rather strange to me, so I had a critical look at the bicycle. The front wheel was demolished considerably. But on the tires of both wheels, there was a white stripe. I remembered that near the end of our last ride we had passed a fresh road marking which was not yet dry. I have the same stripes on the tires of my bike. The paints on the tires of my uncle were not very worn. In a way, that confirms that he didn't ride more than 15 miles. So for me, it remains the question how my uncle came to the place of his accident." Thormann took his glass and drank. "Did you tell the police all this?" he asked. Keller nodded. "Yes. I wrote to them. The regional station house in Thun sent the dossier to the head office in Bern. Yesterday in the morning, I had an appointment with Inspector Walpen at the Waisenhausplatz11. Mr. Walpen wasn't very ... let's tell ... not very patient. At least he grew rather angry and told me, he wasn't keen to waste his time with paranoid people." For a moment, Thormann shut his eyes and reflected about the matter. "You give the impression of a reasonable man, not of a paranoiac. For me, your story deserves some regard, I think. If the police aren't willing to do dip into it, I will have a look at it." "Thank you," Keller murmured. Thormann bent over his notebook. "We will now edit our contract. First I need your particulars." "I am a teacher in mathematics at the academic high school Neufeld. I live with my girlfriend in Bümpliz12, Winterfeldweg number 132. Her name is Karin Schmid. As I told you, she works with the Federal Office of Public Health." "Do you have some paper of identity with you?" Keller handed him an ID card. Thormann looked at it. "May I scan it later?" When he had finished his questions, he stood up. "I will scan the card now and print the contract. One copy for me, one for you. And then, a need a letter of procuration - three copies." He went through the door behind him, which led to a small office. Inside were a plain desk, a desk chair and some racks with a printer, a photocopier and a scanner. The printer began to work and Thormann put the ID card to the scanner. When he came back with the forms, they signed them and Thormann gave back the card. "Would you care for a cup of coffee or an espresso?" he asked. Keller nodded. "Gladly. An espresso, please." Thormann began to handle the machine. "Now, I have some more questions", he said, put the cups on the table and went to his laptop. "Your uncle: He was a single, if I make it out right?" "That's right. To tell the truth, he has always been a kind of a nerd. He had two final degrees of the Swiss Federal Institute of Technology Zurich13, one in mathematics and one in electrical engineering. He didn't care much about people, neither women nor men. I think, the last years the only people outside of his employment he kept company with, were some guys in a chess society and me." Keller drank up his espresso. Thormann keyed in his memos. "And what was his employment?" "The last ten years he worked with the Kryptonion SA. It's a firm out there in Gümligen14. As far as I know, they produce special electronic safety installations, encoders and above all encoding programs." "Were there any difficulties in his firm?" "I never heard something in this regard. However, Erwin was in progress to change his employment. The first of November he should have started with his new job at the SSI15." Thormann suddenly raised his head. "The SSI, you said. That means, the Service of Strategic Investigation of the Confederation?" "So Erwin told me, but he didn't tell me which function he should incur there. I think it was something with cryptology." "And what’s about this chess society?" "It's the 'Schachklub Kirchenfeld'. I was there two or three times with Erwin, but for me they were too - hm - well, too manic." "I still have another question. Do you know, whether your uncle often made journeys abroad?" "As far as I know: no. He didn't like ordinary travels. It's possible, that he was now and then in Italy or in France when he crossed an alpine pass with his bicycle, but he didn't go on vacation abroad." "And how were the financial circumstances of your uncle?" "I suppose he was rather well off. For twenty years, he earned good money on his job and he was rather economical. His assets may amount to one million francs, I suppose." "Is there other kinsfolk?" "To my knowledge, an uncle on the maternal side is still alive, but I don't know whether they kept a contact. His name is Oskar Kuhn. He must be an old man now. I have heard he dwelled in Lucerne." "And who are his heirs?" "I still don't know whether he did leave a last will, but I suppose that I am his sole legal heir. The responsible authority has sealed his accounts and his lockbox at the BEKB Bank. Next week, a notary shall come to raise an inventory. Erwin carried the keys to his apartment with him - they are with the things the police gave me back. Erwin also gave me a copy of the keys long time ago. I leave it to you in case you want to have a look at the apartment. It's the number 86a at the Obere Zollgasse." Keller unfixed two keys from his bunch of keys. "One for the apartment, one for the basement room. This basement room is just on the right side after the entrance. Erwin kept there his bikes and a kind of a small workshop." Thormann took the keys. "Thank you. I think it could be helpful to have a look. Your uncle, did he own a car?" "Yes. He had a small red Peugeot, but he didn't drive it often. It still must be parked in the deep-level garage belonging to the apartment house." Thormann pondered for a moment and looked at Keller. "I think there are several things, I need to have now: A copy of the report of the police and a kind of curriculum with a picture of your uncle. Then, the bicycle and the wear of your uncle" "The bike and the wear I keep at home in my garage; my girlfriend and I have no car but six bicycles. The copy of the report I have with me. The other things I shall try to get for you tomorrow." He took an envelope with some papers out of his jacket." Thormann took the papers, had a quick glance at it and went to the scanner. After scanning it, he gave back the report. "For the moment, I think that will do," he said. "It's about six. I have to do some calls now. In one hour and a half, I will come over to Bümpliz to fetch the things of your uncle. I would like to have a look at them, and then I will make to inspect them by a laboratory as soon as possible. You told me, you own the same cycle computer as your uncle. Could you let it to me for a comparison? Tomorrow, I will read the police report and settle the further proceeding. Approved?" Keller nodded. "Okay," he said, "and if I may give you some help, tell me. I have the time, because there still are school vacations for two weeks."
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  Keller had left. Thormann saved all the scans and memos to a pen drive and put it in a small case. Then he went to a phone in the small office behind the conference room. He chose the number of BCF Analysen, a private laboratory for biological, chemical and forensic science analysis. He had to ring five times. After that a man answered. "BCF Analysen, Maleter speaking." Istvan Maleter was the owner of the laboratory. His parents had escaped from Hungary to Switzerland in 1956 during the Russian invasion. He was a chemist and Thormann knew him since their years of study. Later on, Thormann had supported the launch of Maleter's laboratory and he still was a shareholder. "Hello, Istvan. Thormann speaking. I was sure you are still at work. How are you?" "I am well - much to do," said Istvan Maleter. "And you? Always busy? I bet you have some urgent job for me." Thormann explained his wishes in a few words. "It's not very urgent but I want to have the things out of my hands. May I bring you them tomorrow about eight?" "Tomorrow, I will have to go to Zurich16, but I shall let a notice for Anna. You can hand over the things to her. She will initiate the first tasks." "Thank you, Istvan. I will provide a list of my wishes," said Thormann. They still chatted a few minutes before ringing off.




   




  After the phone with Maleter, Thormann decided to call his niece Helen. He was fortunate to catch her at home. The daughter of his sister had lost her parents in a car crash six years ago and since this time Thormann was a kind of surrogate father to her and her brother. She was a bright sporty girl of twenty-two with short blond hairs and the bright green eyes of a cat. She studied history at the University of Bern and lived in a small one-room-apartment at the Länggasse17. "Hi, Hely! How are you? Do you have time and a mind to have a supper with me this evening?" Helen laughed. "Oh, my dear Ady. I see, once more you want to catch me for some kamikaze mission. You know I never arrive to say no to you, you old rascal. Of course I have a mind for a supper with you. It gives me a reason to suspend the beginning of the French revolution this evening." "I have a very guilty conscience about hampering your studies," pretended Thormann. "But you know you mustn't work for nothing with me. I have to fetch something in Bümpliz and I would be glad if you could accompany me. After that, we will go to eat something - to the 'Aarestübli' for instance. May I pick you up in half an hour?" "Alright. I am already nosy about your new case."




   




  A few minutes after seven, Helen Bauer got into the dark-red Subaru station wagon of her uncle. On their way to Bümpliz Thormann gave her the lowdown of his new case. Twenty minutes later, they halted in front of a gray modest apartment house at the Winterfeldweg in Bümpliz. On each side of the entrance, three large doors led to separated garages in the basement. Adrian Thormann took two convolved big black plastic bags out of his car and went to the entrance. Simon Keller and his girlfriend lived in the second floor. On the ringing of Thormann, Keller came down. Thormann introduced his niece as his assistant and Keller went with them to his garage, opened the door and put on the fluorescent lamp. Six different bicycles hung on hooks at the wall and near the back stood a bike trailer. On the opposite wall, there was shelf with sports goods. A dirty racing cycle with a demolished front wheel lent against the shelf. Beside the yellow bike was a plastic box with some yellow dress articles, a dirty, damaged white-yellow bicycle helmet and a black cycling shoe. For a moment the three persons silently regarded the bicycle and the box. Finally, Thormann asked: "I think the police gave you a list of the things they did find with your uncle?" Keller nodded. "Here." He took a paper, which lay on the clothes in the box. Thormann run down the list. "Only one shoe? May be he lost the other one on his precipitation. Does the list coincide with the content of the box?" "I think so," said Keller. Thormann looked again at the list. "Your uncle, didn't he take a watch with him when he went for a ride?" Keller shook his head. "No. He always took his cell phone with him." "But on the list I don't see a phone," objected Thormann. Keller looked puzzled. "Oh - now, as you tell me - you are right. This fact did escape to me. In electronic things, Erwin was always on the cutting edge. He owned a rather expensive Blackberry and at home, he already was testing a new gadget from Apple, called I Phone." He went through the list and looked at the box. "You are right. The Blackberry isn't with his things". "May be he lost it on his precipitation too," said Helen. "Well, he put it always into the back pocket of his cycling jersey, as a purse with a little bit of money," Keller explained. "The purse is on the list, but not the cell phone." They looked each other in silence. Thormann put the list in the pocket of his jacket, took a pair of plastic gloves out of his pocket and put them on. Then he took one of his black plastic bags. "Please keep open the bag," he said to Keller and Helen. He took the bike and put it in the bag. He took the second bag, put the box with the clothes and the other things in it and put the gloves off. "Well, Mr. Keller, tomorrow I will make analyze the things of your uncle by a laboratory. By the way, I await the resume about your uncle. And, please, give me the number of the cell phone of your uncle." He wrote it down. "If I shall have further questions or news, I will inform you." Thormann and Helen said good-bye and carried the two bags to their car.
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  The Marzili is a small quarter between the hill of the Bundeshaus18 and the Aare River. Only two roads lead to this quarter: one along the river, the other across a small bridge from the other side of the river. The city with the main-station and the upper old town are situated about hundred feet higher up and can only be reached by some steep footways or a small cable car. In this quarter, Thormann owned a modest house at the Weihergasse. It was a former pastry and Thormann had made rebuild it according to his needs. When he and Helen came back from Bümpliz, they put the car in the double garage on the ground floor and went to a small restaurant a few steps from there. About half past nine, they had finished their supper. They went back to the Weihergasse and ascended to the rooms upstairs. Thormann went to the phone and dialed the number of Erwin Keller's cell phone. After a while, the answering machine of the provider communicated that the addressee was not within reach. Thormann cut the connection with a shrug. Then he took the pen drive out of his pocket and went to a personal computer aside from a bookcase. "It's time to have a look at the report of the police." Helen took a seat beside him. When the report was on the screen, they began to read. After reading, they went back to the leather armchairs near the windows. "Do you drink a glass of red wine?" Thormann asked. "Okay, but only one glass." Thormann fetched two glasses and a small bottle from the kitchen. "At first sight, the report seems correct to me," said Helen. "The reports of the local patrol officers and the people who found him seem reliable. About seven in the evening, Erwin Keller rode probably down from Goldiwil, missed a bend, clashed with a guarding rail, produced a salto mortale and fell down in a ditch. The photos of the police in the report comply with these presumptions. The cause of death ascertained by the forensic pathologist was a broken neck. There were some rather harmless hematoma and abrasions. Otherwise, no particular injuries. All that may indicate a precipitation ahead toward a tree or a stone." "That's right," said Thormann. "But ... but there are two rather strange facts. The first is the story of the nephew about this cycle computer. I don’t think he is lying. And then ...at the time as Erwin Keller was found, it seems the cadaveric rigidity was completely distinct. The night before was rather cool. The report says the man lay for at least fifteen to sixteen hours beneath the road. All this time, nobody saw something. Well, the morning they found him, it was rather misty. Therefore, from five to eight in the evening before, the road probably was frequented fairly. The weather was rather clear and it didn’t darken before eight." "But who could have an interest to conceal the circumstances of his death - apart from his heirs?" "For the moment, the question is not 'who'. The question is 'weather'," mumbled Thormann. "I think at first we shall have to discover, whether it was a pure accident or whether someone else was involved in some way or other. Now, what's to do tomorrow? First, I will bring the clothes and the bike to the laboratory. That means I shall have to create a list of the first examinations. Maleter's people should examine the helmet. The question is, whether it seems probable that the damages had been caused by a precipitation. Same thing with the front wheel. Then they should have a look, whether there are other traces on the bike. Traces of a collision with a car, for instance. And then, they should search after traces of DNA on the bike and the clothes." "And fingerprints?" asked Helen. "Well, perhaps it's useful, if someone has thrown away the bicycle after a collision. But if it was a planned attack, I am sure the committers didn't leave behind their fingerprints." "And what about my task?" asked Helen. "I would be grateful if you could learn something about this Kryptonion SA. Register of companies, owners, management, publications about business activities and such things." "And what’s about the nephew?" "Hm ... he probably inherits about a million bucks. People had been killed for less. However, if he had dirty hands, it doesn't seem very plausible to me, that he of all people would contest a police report which would disburden him completely. Anyway, perhaps it could be useful to have a look at him too. In this case, you should also have a look at his girlfriend, Karin Schmid. If you want, you can come to work here." "Tomorrow till eleven I have to participate in a workshop at the university. But afterward, I will come here." "Fine. Myself, I will try as soon as possible to arrange a meeting with this Inspector Walpen and with someone of the Kryptonion SA. After that, we should have a look at the apartment of Erwin Keller. Whether it could be useful, to go to the alleged scene of the accident and to search there for the cell phone and the right shoe, we shall decide later." They finished their wine. Helen stroke out for home and Thormann began to elaborate the list for the laboratory. When he had finished, he pondered for some minutes, and then began to draft a paper for Inspector Walpen.
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  The weather had changed. Friday morning began overcast and gray. At half passed ten, when Helen Bauer arrived at the Weihergasse, a drizzle began to wet the streets. Helen entered the PIN at the door. Thormann had protected the entry not only by a key. At the keyboard of the personal computer, she found a notice of Thormann: "Dear Hely, I got just now a near-term meeting with Inspector Walpen. This afternoon, he will go on a holiday for ten days. I will be back for lunch. Good luck with the fact-finding about the Kryptonion SA. They are willing to see me on Monday at ten and I would be glad about some facts before. Adrian." She started the computer and began with her search.




   




  Just at this time, Thormann entered the small office of Inspector Pirmin Walpen at the Waisenhausplatz. Walpen, a stubby, middle-sized, sandy-haired man of about thirty, wore a dark suit and a blue tie. He offered Thormann a seat. "Well, it's about this Keller story, you told me," he said with the unmistakable dialect of Valais19. "First, I want to thank you for your readiness to see me. I don't want to bother for a long time. I accept the police haven't the time to expand on every point of the scrupulosity of Mr. Keller. So he engaged me to have a look at the details around the death of his uncle," Thormann explained and with a smile, he presented his written procuration. Walpen looked at it with the eyes of a crocodile. "Are you acting as an attorney or as a private eye?" "Both, Mr. Walpen. I shall not repeat the story, which Keller told you. In short, my only desire for the moment is, to let you know, that I am hands-on the case and that in any event, I will inform you if I should discover something of interest." Walpen looked at him without turning a hair. "And to make sure, I ask you to certify that my client informed the police about the observations he had made." Still smiling, Thormann presented the paper he had prepared the evening before. Walpen began to read and his neck reddened softly. Thormann knew the hot temper of the people from Valais, but he awaited the outburst in vain. Walpen clenched his lips and took a deep breath. "In general people manifest more confidence in the police," he grumbled. Angrily he took a pen, underlined the last sentence on the paper with a fat dash and signed. The underlined sentence read as follows: "Adrian Thormann commits himself to inform the police about new cognitions in the case and to hand over to the police possible means of evidence." Thormann pulled out a copy of the paper. "For your dossier," he said and gave it to Walpen. "Yesterday, Keller showed me in his garage at Bümpliz the things of his uncle, which the police gave him back. I think, you have no objection to my intent about a post-event scrutineering of these things." Walpen twinkled. His answer came a little bit too fast. "Of course not." He hemmed. "If you shall find a qualified laboratory, go ahead with it and ... let me know the results." Thormann stood up. "Well Mr. Walpen, thank you for your patience. I wish you a restful holiday."




   




  Thormann came out of the police headquarter, opened his umbrella and traversed the part of the plaza in Front of the police building. When he reached the first coffeehouse at the left, he stopped, looked back to police building and pondered for a moment. Then he entered the coffeehouse. He went to the windows, which gave sight to the police building. He ordered an espresso and footed the bill immediately. He hadn't yet finished his espresso, when he saw Walpen. The inspector had put on a gray raincoat. He traversed the plaza toward the Aarbergergasse and reached the arcades. Thormann quickly left the coffeehouse and began to follow Walpen. Trough a small passageway, Walpen changed to the Neuengasse and followed the arcades to the main-station. He went down the stair to the station and shoved trough the crowd in the broad subway to the tracks. Just before the ascent to the first track, he went to a phone cabin. From the other side of the subway, Thormann observed how the inspector made a call. Thormann quickly took out his cell phone and made two pictures. When Walpen had finished his call, he went back the way he had come. Thormann saw him enter the police building. He looked at his watch. It was about noon and he decided to go home.




   




  Helen Bauer heard enter her uncle. "Hi, Hely," he shouted from downstairs. "I see you are busy," he said when he was upstairs. "How are you? Did you detect something?" "It's not very easy. This Kryptonion SA seems to be a magnificent specimen of secretiveness and the data about them are scanty. I made a short schedule of my previous findings. Look at it," she said and pointed to two papers on the table. Thormann run over the papers. "Nice going, you did a good job. Sounds all very respectable. One of the fellows in the board I know from hearsay. It's a general off-duty, former chief of the telecommunication in the army. The others also seem to be reputable. Of the managing directors, I have never heard ... as far as apparent no scandals. Well, this morning, before I went to Walpen, I made a phone call with an assistant-director of the firm. I can see him on Monday about eleven. What's about the facts concerning our client?" "They are really unspectacular," said Helen. "I have just dealt with his girlfriend when you entered. How was your meeting with the inspector?" "On first sight, rather short and businesslike. However, I am hungry now. I would like to dress a good salad and plate of penne. Okay? At lunch we will discuss our results." He went to the kitchen. "May I assist you?" asked Helen. "If you want ...you can prepare the salad dressing. He began to cut an onion and put it in the salad-bowl. From a basket on the sideboard, he took two tomatoes, from the refrigerator a head of lettuce, a glass with olives, a glass with capers and a bunch of culinary herbs. Then he began to rinse the lettuce. Meanwhile Helen had mixed the virgin olive oil, some wine vinegar and the spices in the salad-bowl. "The pasta we will dress with a sauce of simple mozzarella cheese and some gorgonzola," said Thormann. A quarter hour later, they sat at the big wooden table in the roomy kitchen with a mixed salad, two plates of penne alla gorgonzola and a big bottle of mineral water. "Now, your meeting with the inspector," reminded Helen. Thormann gave a short description. "But the more interesting part happened after the meeting. I barely had left his office, when he came out and went to the main-station. There he phoned someone and went back to his office. I suppose, something I mentioned during the meeting, was the cause for this call." "And that may imply he didn't want to talk in his office nor on his cell phone." "Right. And if this was the case, he wants to hide a connection." They looked each other. Thormann finished his lunch. "And now it's time for a good espresso," he announced. When they had drunk their coffee, Thormann glanced at his watch. "It's one o'clock past. Keller should be attainable at this time," he murmured. He went to his phone. Simon Keller was at home. "Mister Keller, things seem to move. I have now some questions, which may appear rather strange to you. As I rely on conjecture only, I can't explain the whole background to you now. I want to place a kind of copy of your uncle's things in your garage. Then I want to have a surveying of the garage this evening. Do you have an idea, where I could get a yellow bike like the one of your uncle?" Keller seemed somewhat puzzled. Finally, he said: "The bike of my uncle was a nice specimen of a rare batch from 'Basso'20, an Italian bike. I think it's not possible to find the same type over here." "I don't need the same type. It only has to be a yellow racing cycle." "My uncle had another yellow road bike, but it's a very old 'Cilo'21. It's really not the same thing. It should be among his other three bikes in the basement room at the Obere Zollgasse. You may also find there a yellow dress among his other dresses." "Excellent. I will fetch what I need. Do you stay at home this afternoon?" "At two, I have an appointment. Four and a half I will be back." "Then I will come to see you about five." Thormann came back to the table for another espresso. Helen shook her head. "What on earth do you want to arrange?" she wondered. "I suppose, there are people who wouldn't like a detailed examination of that bike and the clothes of Keller. They could try to impede it." "That seems a little bit farfetched to me." "Yes, but it also could be a chance to get rather rapidly a few hints about the accident." He finished his second espresso. "Now we should get some help for the observation this night. I will try with Halder." Willy Halder, a former patrol officer, was the boss and the owner of the Sicherheit AG, a security firm of medium scale. Thormann was, similar to his relations with BCF Analysen, a shareholder of the firm and the owner was his friend. Thormann dialed the number of the firm. "Good afternoon Mrs. Roth. Thormann speaking. Could you connect me to Willy Halder? Thank you very much. Hello, Willy, this is Adrian. Yes, okay, yes. I need some help for an observation this evening. Yes, it's a little bit short, I know, but ... well ... could you send me Küdu22 Neuenschwander with an observation car? ... Fine. May I pop in about four? Yes, there will be time enough for instruction. Thank you very much. So long." He turned to Helen. "I think I will go now to have a look at the apartment house at the Obere Zollgasse. Do you come with me?" "What a question," laughed Helen.
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  Thormann parked his Subaru at the Obere Zollgasse in a parking space for visitors. He took two big plastic bags out of the car. It was still rainy and he hasted with Helen to the entry of number 86a. They had a look at the nameplates beside the bell pushes. Thormann pointed to one of the plates. "P. Sommer - caretaker," he read, "it may be useful to announce our visit to him." He pushed the button and a few minutes later, a young woman with a baby on her arm opened the door. "Can I help you?" she asked and looked at them with cheerful brown eyes. "Mrs. Sommer, I suppose. Good afternoon. My name is Thormann and this is Miss Bauer. We are here on behalf of Simon Keller, the nephew of Erwin Keller. Could we come in for a moment?" The look of the woman became somewhat distrustful, but she let them in. In the hallway, Thormann showed her his ID card with the written procuration of Simon Keller and gave a harmless short explanation for the visit. Curiously, the woman looked at the paper. "Do you have a key?" she asked. Helen showed the keys. The baby began to weep. "We don't want to disturb you and your baby. At present, we only would like to have a look at the basement room of Mr. Keller. We will call you when we have done with." The woman pacified her baby. "It's just this door," she said and looked at the door on the right. "If you still need something - I am upstairs in our apartment." She went upstairs. Thormann and Helen entered the basement room and switched on the lamp. "It seems, he really was a bike freak," said Helen and pointed to the four bicycles, which were hooked at a jig on the wall. There were two mountain bikes and two road bikes. In the middle of the room there was a work stand. On the opposite wall, there stood a big rack with many special tools and bike components. At the back of the room was a coat rack with jerseys and cycling shorts. Thormann nodded. "This is the yellow bike which Keller mentioned," he said. Helen pointed at the bar. "Look, there is even a bike computer." "Excellent," murmured Thormann. Helen helped him to put the bike into the big plastic bag he had taken with him. Then he saw two spare wheels for a road bike beside the rack. "We will take with us also the front wheel there, because we have to present a demolished wheel with the bike. Keller shall decide which of the wheels shall be immolated." Thormann seized the wheel and put it into the plastic bag. Then he took the second bag. "And now the dress, I suppose," said Helen. She went to the coat rack and took a clamp with black cycling shorts. As she pulled away a hanger with a yellow jersey, she stopped. "Hey, what's that?" She turned the jersey. At the back of the jersey, there hung a black cycling shoe. The Velcro fasteners were open and had adhered at the jersey. For a moment, Thormann and Helen looked at the jersey and the shoe in silence. Then Thormann reached for his cell phone. "Just one moment," he said and made three pictures. "I think we should take that with us. The people of Maleter shall compare it with the other shoe of Keller. And if the shoes belong together ..." "Then we have to presume that Erwin Keller didn't ride on his bike to the place of the accident," added Helen. Thormann nodded slowly. He took a pair of plastic gloves out of his pocket. Carefully he put the shoe and the tricot into a separate plastic bag. "I wonder what happened with this shoe. The police will reproach us later with altering means of evidence, but it is too precarious to leave the things here unattended. Now we still need anaother tricot, a helmet, another shoe, a pair of socks and a pair of cycle gloves," Thormann grumbled absorbed in thought. Finally, they found everything they wanted except the socks. "Doesn't matter. Simon Keller can lend us a pair," uttered Helen. Thormann glanced at his watch. "We still have a few minutes. Let's depose the things here and go for some questions to Mrs. Sommer." They closed the door with the key and went upstairs. "We come to say goodbye. We found everything we need. Thank you for your help," said Thormann and smiled. "Nothing to speak of," answered Mrs. Sommer. "This Erwin Keller, he was really a bike freak, wasn't he?" Helen began. "I think so', said Mrs. Sommer with a chuckle. "But by the way, I know nearly nothing about him. He already lived here when my husband and I moved in three years ago. He was always friendly but he never talked much. A very quiet, rather reclusive lodger, I would say." "No friends, no visitors?" asked Helen. "Rarely. Well, some weeks ago, a woman came to see him two or three times. Maybe she was his girlfriend, but I really don't know. The only other visitor in recent times I remember was this insurance agent. He inquired after Mr. Keller, but Keller wasn't at home." "A last question, Mrs. Sommer," said Thormann. "The car of Mr. Keller, is it still in the deep-level garage?" "I think so. If you want, you can have a look. You must take the corridor following the basement rooms. There is a glassed door on the right. It leads to the garage. It's not closed. Keller's car should be parked in the first line on the left." Thormann and Helen said good-bye. Downstairs they went to the garage. The red Peugeot was there. The car was locked and they saw nothing particular. They went back to the basement room, took the plastic bags and carried them to their car. The rain had stopped. Before they started, Thormann took another small plastic bag, stepped to the planting on the edge of the parking space and filled up the bag with earth and greenery. "We shall have to give an adjusted look to the bike and the dress," he said when he came back to car. "Should we tell Simon Keller something about that shoe we have discovered?" asked Helen, when they were on the road. "Not yet. I want to be sure that the shoes belong together. That's why I would like to give the shoe to Maleter still today." He took his cell phone and dialed the number of BCF Analysen. "Hello, Anna, Thormann speaking. How are you? Fine. Just a question: Is still someone in the lab between six and seven? Oh, I see, very good. It concerns the things I brought in this morning. I still have to add another cycling shoe and I want to have a first look whether the shoes belong together. Yes, thank you very much."
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  The premises of the Sicherheit AG were in the buildings of a former factory at the Breitenrain quarter in the east of the town. The building was near the railroad. A lattice fence surrounded it and a man in a small guardhouse controlled the gate. Thormann presented his batch and the guard let them pass. They parked the Subaru at the parking lot between the gate and the building. Halder's office was located at the second floor. He was tall gaunt man with a bushy mustache. He gave a warm welcome to Thormann and Helen. "Still hunting hoodlums, my dear Holmes?" he jested "And Miss Watson is always there too. Well, Neuenschwander can hardly await it to strike out with you. He is in the team hall downstairs. Good luck!" Neuenschwander was drinking a cup of coffee in the team hall. He was a friendly, sedately young man with the stature of a giant - no wonder his hobby was Swiss wrestling23. His occupation learned was car mechanic, but since three years, he was with the Sicherheit AG and had collaborated with Thormann on several occasions. Thormann gave him the low-down of the planned activity. "I suppose, the observation car is mounted with a telescope, a camera and a night-vision device." "Everything aboard." Neuenschwander turned to the window and pointed to an unflashy Volkswagen minivan on the parking lot. The car was labeled with the logo of a cleaning business, which never had existed. "Included the walkie-talkies and some tucker for me," Küdu said. "I will give you two sets of walkie-talkies." "Very good," lauded Thormann, "a video camera with a motion detector I will still fetch from my stack-room at home. We will install it in the garage we want to observe. Now we will drive together to the Winterfeldweg. After placing our carrots in the garage of Keller, you will have time enough to search a convenient place for the observation. In the meantime, Helen and I will go home to change our car. For the observation, I prefer my Mini. It is faster and much more agile than the good old Subaru. Still one thing: The whole action is based on a pure assumption on my part. We shouldn't be too disappointed, if nothing shall happen. Let's go!"




   




  At the Winterfeldweg, Thormann parked his Subaru backward in front of Keller's garage. Keller came down with Karin Schmid and opened the door. Thormann and Neuenschwander took the plastic bags with the bike and the clothes. Thormann took the bike and the spare wheel out from the bag. Neuenschwander dismounted the original front wheel from the bike. "Now, Mr. Keller, which of the wheels we may demolish?" asked Thormann. Karin Schmid, a full-blooded brunette with vivid eyes, begun to laugh. Keller's look was doubtful. "Is that really necessary, Mr. Thormann?" he asked. "Nothing ever is really necessary. Nevertheless, there are indices someone could have an interest to make disappear the things of your uncle and I want to know who it is. It lies now with you to decide". "Okay. Take the spare wheel. It's an old one." With a friendly smile Neuenschwander took the wheel with both hands, lifted his right leg, posed his knee against the wheel, made a short movement and the wheel looked like a broken oval. "That will do, Küdu," said Thormann. "Helen, could you take down the serial frame numbers of the bikes herein? Mr. Keller, do you have a cardboard box and a pair of your socks? We didn't find socks among the things of your uncle." "I will fetch some socks," said Karin Schmid. Keller pointed to the corner. "As to the box, take one of the boxes there." Helen fetched a box and took the clothes from the bag. "Now the mud." Thormann took the small bag with the earth and the greenery. Together they soiled the bike, the clothes and the socks, Miss Schmid had brought in. "Looks good, doesn't it?" grinned Neuenschwander. Keller glanced rather puzzled but said nothing. They lent the bike against the wall on the right side, hanged the demolished wheel on the handlebar and put the box with the soiled clothes aside. Thormann padded Keller on the shoulder. "Don't worry, Mr. Keller. Miss Bauer and I have to leave for two hours now. Mr. Neuenschwander will stay nearby from now on. I would be glad if you could give me a key to the garage. I think, if something shall happen, it will happen rather late. Please, don't come down this night. We shouldn't shoo away the birds." Keller gave him the key of the garage. Thormann turned to Neuenschwander. "Before you are looking for an observation place, you should give us the walkie-talkies. We will be back about eight or nine. I guess, before eleven nothing will happen."




   




  The building, in which BCF Analysen had their laboratories, was in the south-west of the town near the small railroad station of Weissenbühl. Thormann and Helen arrived after six. Anna Egger, the office assistant and right hand of Maleter, let them in. She was an efficient but jovial woman of about fifty. She welcomed Thormann and Helen with a smile. "What can I do for you?" "Helen found that shoe today," said Thormann and laid the bag with the cycling shoe and the tricot on the table; he had enclosed a slip with the request not to detach the shoe from the shirt. "It should be examined with the things I brought this morning. However, we would like to compare it just now with the other shoe, which is here. It's rather important for us to get an idea still this evening." Anna took a form from a case and began to write. "Sign here, please." The form, she adhered to the bag, and then took a bunch of keys. "Please, come along." She unlocked a big French door and went with them to the section with the labs. In two rooms, some employees still were at work. "Mr. Allenbach has begun to deal with your things, but he already has knocked off. I think he will go on with his work on Monday. As you announced your visit, I asked him to depose your things here." She unlocked a small storeroom between a small office and a laboratory. The bike and the front wheel were there in a big case covered with transparent plastic. All the other objects lay on a table, each numbered and wrapped in transparent bags. "May I?" asked Thormann. He put the shoes in the bags side by side and looked to Helen. "What do you think?" Helen viewed sharply the shoes, turned them for having a look at the soles. "It's obvious that the identity has to be proved by a test. But I dare say, they belong together." Thormann nodded. "That will do for the moment." He turned to Mrs. Egger. "The visit helped us a good deal. Thank you so much for your waiting here. Have a good evening and a restful weekend." When he and Helen sat in the car, Helen gave Thormann a long look. "So it's for sure Erwin Keller didn't die where they found him, right?" "I think so," Thormann grumbled.




   




  At home, Thormann checked the E-mail and the calls on his office number, and then made a phone call to Franca de Coulon. After eating a little something, he and Helen prepared a bag with sandwiches, some fruit and a thermos with hot coffee. From the stack-room beside the garage, Thormann fetched a video camera, a digital reflex camera with telephoto lens and two flashlights. About eight and a half, they turned in to the Winterfeldweg. This time they drove Thormann's second car, a dark-green BMW-Mini. It began to darken and the street lighting already was switched on. Along the road there were many parking spaces, the most of them occupied. Thormann found a vacant space forty yards away from Keller's garage. He and Helen looked around in search of Neuenschwander's Volkswagen. "I didn't know his junker is equipped with a magic-hood," grumbled Thormann. He took the walkie-talkie. "Where do you hide, Küdu?" he said when they had connection. "Just in the courtyard of the house next door. I have a clear view to Keller's garage but you don't see me from the street because of the shrubs. I told some nice story to the caretaker here and he did allow me to park in the courtyard." "Excellent. Do you have news?" "Not really. Well, a quarter ago a white Volvo passed up and down the street a little bit too slow. May be, he would have a look at our place." "We will see. I will go now to install my camera inside the garage." Thormann stepped out of his car and went slowly down the pavement. He looked around, opened quickly Keller's garage, went inside and shut the door. Ten minutes later, he came out, locked up and went back to his car. There, he changed seats with Helen. "I want to have a free hand to talk to Neuenschwander and to call the police in case of necessity," he declared.
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  The Winterfeldweg was a very quiet street and until twelve, only a few cars passed. The waiting began to cause boredom. At twelve a white Volvo passed slowly, and then halted at a parking space about hundred Meters away. "I guess, someone has arrived to keep a lookout," murmured Neuenschwander in his walkie-talkie. Thormann turned to Helen. "If someone passes near our car, we will feign the love birdies," he whispered. "You old rogue," Helen murmured. However, nobody stepped out of the white Volvo. Twenty minutes later, a gray delivery van arrived. He halted opposite to Keller's Garage, and without hesitation, the driver reversed to the driveway of the garage and placed the van close in front of the garage door. There were two men beside the driver. One of them plied a walkie-talkie. Then the two men on the front passenger seats stepped out, went behind their Fiat Ducato and opened the tailgate. The driver remained on his seat. The others put on green gloves. One of them took out a big side cutter. His crony lit for a moment the lock of the garage door with a flashlight. In a few seconds, they had cracked the lock and opened the door. The man with the flashlight went into the garage. The other one put quickly the side cutter back in the van. Then he went back to the garage. Suddenly, he shut the garage door. A car passed the street. When it was away, the door opened and rapidly the two men came out with the yellow bicycle and the box with the clothes and put them to their van. However, the two men didn't stop their activities. "Hey, what the hell are they doing now?" said Neuenschwander. The burglars humped all the bikes out of the garage and loaded them to the van. "I would like to catch them now," grumbled Neuenschwander. "No, no," snarled Thormann. "We will proceed on schedule. I really want to know, whereto they will bring the whole gimcrack. Shoot your pictures now and we will follow them afterward as arranged." The whole action had lasted a bare ten minutes. The men shut the garage door, went to their van and drove slowly away. The white Volvo also moved and overtook the van a little later. "Go on," Thormann said. Helen turned the Mini and followed the van. She kept a proper distance and behind them appeared Neuenschwander with his Volkswagen. The Fiat Ducato followed the Winterfeldweg to the north, took the bridge across the railroad, turned to the left and followed the street running parallel the freeway. There was practically no traffic at his time. Thormann took the walkie-talkie. "We should change here." As the Fiat after a turning off was out of sight, Helen stopped and let pass Neuenschwander. In a distance of some hundred yards, she followed Neuenschwander. When they reached the freeway access near Brünnen, the Fiat didn't turn to the freeway but took the small street that crosses the railroad to the south. They had left now the outskirts and passed a small hamlet. "Where the hell they are going?" grumbled Thormann. Suddenly Neuenschwander began to talk. "I guess ... I know where they are going. You know the abandoned brickyard at the Hasenweg? Among others, there is a car workshop of doubtful reputation. I was there in search of a stolen car three months ago." After a few minutes, the Fiat took a narrow street, which led directly at the large dark buildings of the ancient brickyard. Neuenschwander saw the headlights of the Fiat run in the area between the buildings of the brickyard. The van halted and the headlights were turned out. "I told you," shouted Neuenschwander, "he is inside now." "Küdu, please drive on toward Niederwangen. There you turn left and at the periphery of Bümpliz, take the Hasenweg from the other side. So you can observe the back entry of the area," ordered Thormann. "We stay here. And now it's time for the police." Helen had halted under the trees of the allot gardens next to the branch-off and turned out the headlights. Thormann took his cell phone and called the police. He described the situation in short and gave the location. "There are at least three or four of them and it might be they are armed. We are waiting on your officers."




   




  About one and a half, a patrol car and a dark police van appeared behind Thormann's Mini. They hadn't turned on their actinic lights. Thormann stood aside from his car and when they approached, he waved of his hand. The patrol car stopped and the officer-in-charge leaned out of his window. Thormann showed his ID card and delineated the situation in a few words. The officer asked some questions. "Well then," he said, "let's go. Follow us to the entry and stop there. Don't come in until we order it." The two police cars entered the area and stopped between a large shelter and a spacious old factory building with two large gates. Under the shelter were parked perhaps forty used cars. Above the gates was a big signboard, marked 'GARAGE ZANOLARI'. In the area, there was no Fiat Ducato. The upper part of the gates was glassed and the gate on the right shed light. On the brink of the building were some windows and an entry. The six patrol officers left their cars and looked around. Four of them strode to the backside of the building. The other two ranked on each side of the entry. The officer-in-charge took his walkie-talkie. "Did you find the rear entrance?" "We are there. Nobody here," squawked the walkie-talkie. "Be careful. I will ring now," said the officer and pressed the call button without release. For a while, nothing happened. Suddenly strong and ferocious voices resounded through the night. A voice from the walkie-talkie said: "We have gotten them. There are three of them." "Okay, bring them inside and open the front door for us." The officer-in-charge beckoned Thormann over. One of the patrol officers opened the door from inside. They passed a reception desk, went across an office and entered a roomy maintenance hangar. Near a big limousine and a cabriolet, they saw the gray Ducato. In front of the Ducato, there were three handcuffed men, guarded by three officers. "Weapons?" asked the officer-in-charge. One of the patrol officers pointed to a brace of pistols and a switchblade on the workbench. The officer-in-charge smiled grimly. "Good evening everybody. PC Läderach, Kantonspolizei. We carry out a Police check related to burglary. Your identity, please." The handcuffed men looked at one another. Then the one in the black leather jacket shouted: "Ei monn, what is this? You not allowed come herein. You have no right captivate us! We impeach you all!" His accent of Kosovo was distinctive. Läderach sneered. "Well then, before impeaching us, you may explain us, what's the matter with the weapons there and those bikes." He pointed to the six bikes and the box with the clothes in the garbage trough at the back of the hangar and the one bike left in the Ducato. Before the man in the leather jacket could give an answer, a clamor from outside made turn them all to the entry. The door flung open and Neuenschwander hauled a fidgeting man inside who cursed in genuine Bernese German. Neuenschwander had twisted him the arms to the back and uplifted him, so as his feet were floundering in the air. "Chicken to put under the grill," Neuenschwandser snarled. "Could someone of you deal with the pistol in his waistband?" With an apace grasp the officer-in-charge took the pistol and one of the patrol officers handcuffed the flouncing man. "The guy with the Volvo," said Neuenschwander. "Tried to bunk off trough the back gateway." The man gave Neuenschwander a furious look. "You will pay for that, you damned bastard," he grated. "And what's about the permit to bear arms?" asked Läderach. Shrill-voiced, two of the Kosovo men began again to raise a hue and cry, the third, a boy of perhaps eighteen, silently looked down at the floor. The patrol officers didn't take note of them. Läderach turned to Thormann. "You told me you have made some pictures of the burglary? May I have a look?" Thormann looked at Helen and Neuenschwander. "All of us were there and can witness the facts. Hely, could you give him a copy of the list with the serial numbers of the bikes from the garage? Küdu, please fetch your cam and let us have a look at your pictures." A few minutes after Neuenschwander parked his Volkswagen in front of the hangar and came in with a big camera. Läderach let pass the pictures on the display, then he gave the handcuffed men a cool look. "Gentlemen, I arrest you for presumable burglary and bearing arms without permit. No fuss and fooleries from now on. You can tell your stories at the office. And the keys of the garage, please." Grumbling one of the men took out the keys and handed them to one of the patrol officers. "Meyer, some photos of the bikes there, please. Then take down the serial numbers of their frames and put the bikes and the box back into the Ducato. Drive the Ducato to our parking area at the headquarters. Tomorrow, someone will deal with the owner of the shack here. Mr. Thormann, I would like to take the camera with the pictures with us." "May I deliver the pictures tomorrow? I still want to hand you another video made inside Mr. Keller's garage. I will fetch it and I will turn in tomorrow. And ... may I take some pictures of the bikes there with my camera too?" Läderach agreed and Thormann took the opportunity to take from aside also a picture of the man with the Volvo. Läderach put the weapons on the workbench in bags and turned to Thormann, Helen and Neuenschwander. "Could you give me your addresses? I need them for my report." Four patrol officers led the arrested men to the police van. When they had left the building, Läderach asked in hushed tones: "One more question, Mr. Thormann. Why did you observe so closely that garage with the bikes?" "I got a hint, but it wasn't really plausible enough to call in the police at that time." Läderach grinned. "Thank you for your help. If we need further information from you, you will hear of us. May be we see each other on another occasion. And have a good night." Neuenschwander helped the patrol officers to put the bikes and the box with the clothes back into the Ducato. Then Thormann, Helen and Neuenschwander left the building. It had become rainy. Thormann slapped Neuenschwander on the shoulder. "Küdu, could you cede the memory card with the pictures to me? Before I hand it over to the police tomorrow, I would like to copy it. You really did a good job. I think we all deserve a snatch of sleep now. Have a good night." They went rapidly to the cars. "Who drives?" asked Helen. "I would be glad, if you could drive us once more to the Winterfeldweg. I still want to fetch the video camera from Keller's garage. After that, we should go home. Do you want to stay overnight in my guestroom or shall I bring you to your apartment at the Länggasse?" She started the Mini. "I suppose there remains some work for tomorrow. Perhaps it's more useful just to stay with you." "Thank you, Hely. I quite agree." "And what do you think about the whole story now?" "It's a matter of fact now, that something must be black about the death of Erwin Keller. And the part of Inspector Walpen in this story is really disturbing." They arrived at the Winterfeldweg and Helen stopped in front of Keller's garage. Thormann stepped out, entered to garage and came back with an old box. The box had a hole and inside was hidden the video camera. "Tomorrow, we will give Keller the low-down about the events." "The fellows did pilfer all the bikes, because they wanted to mask the elimination of the means of evidence as an ordinary thievery, did they?" "I think you see that quite right," said Thormann.
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  Saturday morning was cloudy but it didn't rain longer. At nine and a half Thormann had written a report with the weightiest facts and some printouts of the most notable pictures for the police. He enclosed the original record carriers. The video showed the two burglars inside the garage from close-up. As evidence, it could hardly be refuted. Thormann completed the documentation with some copies of his own pictures. In the meantime, Helen had called Keller. She related him the events of the night. About ten, Thormann sat in a small conference room at the Waisenhausplatz. Anna Sidler, a young, cagy, female inspector, handled the burglary. Thormann gave her his report, the pictures and the video. "You are with the division 'property offence', do you?" he said." Yes, of course. There was a burglary, wasn't it?" "You will see in the report I gave you, that the case is connected with a ... hm ...a case of death. You know Inspector Walpen, I presume?" She gave him an inquiry look. "I don't understand your question." "Mr. Walpen was competent in the case of death I did mention. My client and I told him about our doubts concerning the circumstances of the death of a person named Erwin Keller, but Inspector Walpen didn't seem very interested. Yesterday, I got clues, that the burglary was arranged only to eliminate some important means of evidence in the case Keller. That's the reason for I made observe that garage with the bikes." "And why you didn't you give information Inspector Walpen about that?" "Well, I simply didn't know it before he went on holiday yesterday. Mind the copy of my note for him in my report." "And how did you get those clues?" "It's not easy to explain ... perhaps it would be better we shall call in your boss. In the meantime, I discovered some more facts about the accident of Mr. Keller, which could interest the police." "All that sounds rather strange," Inspector Sidler said diffidently. "But Chief Inspector Saladin is not on duty this weekend." "Well, I think you shall have to bring the burglars before an examining magistrate today, if you want to keep them in remand." "That's right." "Remember the men were armed without permit. Probably they are rather dangerous and I entertain suspicion, they have to do with the death of Mr. Keller. You will find some facts in my report, but for the moment, I cannot procure real evidence. If you let them go now, they will disappear in some hole as quick as a mouse. In the early days of next week, I should get some results, which may provide clarification. So I beg you to apply for an extension of the remand." Inspector Sidler obviously was worried and began to browse in the report. Finally, she glanced at Thormann. "Okay. As soon as possible, I will apply for an extension of the remand. Your report may convince the examining magistrate. We asked Mr. Zanolari, the owner of the garage, to come here on Monday. Perhaps he can give us further information. But once more: What's about Inspector Walpen in this story?" "I think we should discuss that in a meeting with Chief Inspector Saladin next week. Nevertheless, there is still one little matter. My client, Mr. Simon Keller, owns no car. He goes to work by bike, so he would like to reclaim his bikes as soon as possible. You have the report of the patrol officers with the pictures and the serial numbers of the bikes. I think there is no need for you to keep the bicycles." Inspector Sidler dwelled a moment on that. Then she nodded. "He may fetch his property this afternoon at the entry of Hodlerstrasse 6. On Monday, I shall inform you about a meeting with Chief Inspector Saladin".




   




  When Thormann left the police building, he called Keller by his cell phone and told him that he could get back the stolen things in the afternoon. At the Bärenplatz, he went to the post office to empty his post office box. Then he passed through three shopping malls in the upper old town and a half hour later, he strolled down to his house with three big shopping bags. "Our emergency provisions for the weekend!" he shouted when he entered at home. Helen still sat on the computer. She laughed. "You always keep food in mind, it seems." "Soldiers are marching by their bellies, said Napoleon. And we are a kind of mercenaries, aren't we?" "And what's going on at the Waisenhausplatz?" "Oh, there was a rather distrustful female inspector. At least I convinced her to apply for an extension of the remand for our four friends of the garage. She will arrange a meeting next week with her boss, Chief Inspector Saladin. By the way, did you make out something about Miss Schmid and that Zanolari shack?" "Correspondent to your system, I wrote a short curriculum of all the people of interest in our case as far as I found facts." "Surprises?" "In a sort, yes. According to the forensic pathologist, Erwin Keller died due to a broken neck. Well, three years ago Karin Schmid stood trial in Zürich. She had killed a guy there who had tried to rape her. Probably he didn't factor in her hobby was karate. So he died due to a broken neck. Her act had been judged as self-defense and she had been acquitted. Apart from that, she really seems to be a law-abiding lady." "Another broken neck. Oh dear, mind your neck if you want to go on in this story. Now seriously: She didn't convey the impression of a killer girl to me. I cannot believe she has something to do with the death of Erwin Keller." "It's my impression too. Then, we have Gion Zanolari. He is about forty, married. He runs his garage for six years. The garage drives a home page, but you don't find much information there. Anyhow, there is a photo of him. He comes from the South of Grisons24; he speaks Italian, Romansh25 and German. Two times, there were episodes with stolen cars, but in both affairs, the proceeding had been closed owing to lack of evidence. He is a sponsor of the hockey club SCB26 and a member of the golf club of Interlaken. In my opinion, there is rather too much money and rather few real garage business." Thormann looked at the photo. "I didn't know Clark Gable had a twin brother," he said. "But once more, you did a good job, Hely. Thank you." "And now?" "I think we have done what can be done for the moment in this case. I would like to cook a nice lunch now. After that, a lazy weekend is indicated." "Fine. In the afternoon, I will go to jog. And this evening perhaps I will go out with Sandra, Brigitt and Stan." "Stan? Is this the young American exchange student you told me?" "Right. I will ask them now, whether they already are planning something for this evening." "And what's about Walter?" Helen poutet. "Forget him," she grumbled. "Do you have already plans for Monday?" She shrugged. "There are two lectures at the university, history of historiography; then my workout with the orienteering association." "History of historiography? Sounds absolutely thrilling." "Don't be plebeian. It's perhaps the most interessant lecture I have actually. Every era, from the Greeks and the Latins up to our time, had a special way to depict the foretime and their look and their methods never and nowhere had been impartial." Thormann chuckled. "I understand. We used to say: God himself cannot change the past; for that he needs the historians." "Don't destroy my illusions, dear Ady." "Okay, okay. For myself, I will have to go to the meetings with the Kryptonion and probably with Chief Inspector Saladin. If happens something extraordinary, I will phone."




   




  The mixed salad and the saltimbocca with polenta tasted good and they began to think over the story of Erwin Keller. They discussed several points of the known facts. After all, Helen said: "Do you think someone killed him?" "We still don't know really, but I deem it possible. For the moment, we have not the slightest idea about a probable motive for a killing. I hope we will get some answers next week." Then Thormann rubbed his chin. "Do you remember the fellows last night? They didn't hesitate a second, which of the six garages they had to ransack. I really wonder, from where they knew the particulars." Helen smiled. "If I had to do such a thing, I would send someone before to sound out a neighbor under a pretext." Thormann lift his head. "You have gotten it. Of course. I shall e-mail to Keller immediately and I will attach the numbered pictures of the four burglars. He should show the pictures to his neighbors and ask them, whether one of the fellows or someone else came to ask questions about the situation at the Winterfeldweg." He went to the PC workplace and began to write.




   




  When Helen had said good-bye, Thormann called Franca de Coulon. She was at home. "May I invite you to go to eat somewhere this evening?" She laughed. "To tell the truth I am a little bit too lazy. Come up to Zimmerwald27 about six with a good bottle of wine. We will look at my new creations in my atelier. Last week I had the time to work on my sculptures due to the college vacations. After that, we will cook something simple for us, and we will have a homey evening. If you stay overnight, we may drink a glass without worries about a breath test." "Excellent proposal. See you at six." After checking the e-mail and managing pendent paperwork, Thormann arranged all the papers and media of his new case and transferred them to his filing room. This was a room at the ground floor, which only could be reached from the upper floor by a steep corkscrew stair. The access to the staircase led through an armor-plated door, which could be opened with a special code only. This door was hidden behind a mobile bookcase. Down in the filing room there was a workplace, a computer without external connection and several racks for the records. At three and a half, Thormann went upstairs and looked out of a window. It had begun to rain. So instead of going to jog, he decided for a workout in his own small fitness room between the stack-room and the wall of the filing room. At half past five, he carried a bag full of fruits and a bottle of a six years old Pommard Conte Lafon28 to his Mini, and then set out for Zimmerwald.




   




   




  Monday, October 1st
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  Thormann spent a restful weekend with Franca de Coulon. He had returned from Zimmerwald on Sunday evening and after a sound sleep, he woke up early. The break of the day revealed a sparkling blue sky. About seven, Thormann went to jog on the boardwalk along the Aare River. When he was back, he began to prepare his meeting with the people of the Kryptonion SA. At half past eight, Inspector Sidler informed him Chief Inspector Saladin wanted to talk with him at three o'clock. A few minutes later a vice-director of the Federal Veterinary Office called him to obtain an appointment about his report on behalf of the administrative investigation.




   




  A quarter to ten Thormann parked his Mini in front of the principal office of the Kryptonion SA. It was a modern building of constructional steelwork and dark-green plate-glass. On the wall of the building, there was no signboard. Thormann had decided to act the lawyer. He wore a gray suit with a white shirt and a dark-red tie. He carried an elegant briefcase. At the entrance of the building, a discreet golden plate referred to the Kryptonion SA. When Thormann approached, an automatic swing door opened. He came into a spacious lobby, decorated with a big abstract painting and some black Le Corbusier armchairs. The smell of money hovered in the air. At the back of the lobby, he saw a reception desk of green granite. Behind the desk sat a blonde girl with the face of a goat and pottered at a computer. She gave him a bored look. "What can I do for you, Sir?" "My name is Thormann. I have an appointment with Mrs. Sonderegger at ten." "One moment, please," she cooed. She called up someone. "Mrs. Sonderegger will come for you in ten minutes. Have a seat there, please." She pointed to the armchairs in the lobby. Thormann smiled to her. "Thank you, but I prefer to keep standing for a moment." He looked around. The lobby was tranquil like a church. He turned to the girl. "Rather quiet this morning." The girl pouted. "It's not exceptional for this time. Most of our clients arrive in the afternoon because they come from out of town." "But the staff passes also this entry?" "Of course. In the hall behind, they have to check in and to check out." She obviously felt bored and took the occasion for a little chat. "So you know them all?" asked Thormann. "Sure, at least by name and by sight." "Did you know Mr. Keller, who had an accident two weeks ago?" She looked puzzled. "Oh yes. He was with the firm for years ..." She looked around, shook her head and smiled. "No evil about the dead, but he was not very social ... a nerd like most of them herein." She shrugged. "His only particular quirk was that he arrived often by bicycle ..." At this moment, a well-dressed woman in her fifties stepped out of the door beside the reception desk. She glanced searching through her gold-rimmed glasses. "Mr. Thormann?" She welcomed him but she didn't smile. In a well-arranged conference room behind the hall a bald man in jeans and a light-blue shirt without tie waited for them. "This is Mr. Zingg. He manages the department, for which Mr. Keller did work. I am the staff manager of our firm." Zingg shook Thormann's hand and they took a seat. "As you told us, you have some questions related to the death of Mr. Keller?" Mrs. Sonderegger began. "That's right." Thormann took his business card and a copy of his procuration out of the briefcase. "I may tell you, that his sudden death really did shock us," Mrs. Sonderegger went on, "but what's your concern?" "Mr. Keller's nephew has noticed some inconsistencies in the sequence of events, leading to the accident. As the police didn't show an interest in his facts and advisements, he engaged me to examine the circumstances. Of course, the police are informed about my activities." "And what's about the connection to our firm?" opposed Sonderegger. "Well, my first question bears on a simple fact. I would like to know, at which time Erwin Keller left this building on his last day in the firm. That means, on Thursday the thirteenth of September." Zingg and Sonderegger looked at each other, and then Zingg said: "Can you give us an idea why this should matter?" "Yes. You certainly have heard that Erwin Keller had an accident with his bicycle near Goldiwil. Keller's nephew detected, that the time of his uncle's accident and the time of the beginning of his tour cannot correspond." Sonderegger glanced sharply at Thormann. "Mr. Keller's leaving from here is clearly documentable. First, there is the electronic attendance recording. Then there is the video recording of the entrance." "That's what I thought," said Thormann. "Could you let to me a document of his checkout?" "We shall provide it for you," Sonderegger said. "Other questions?" "Yes. I am aware that the following considerations and questions are somewhat precarious. At this moment, the only thing I know for sure is, that Erwin Keller didn't die at the place, where he was found." Zingg coughed slightly. "What is the point of that? Do you suspect that Keller didn't die by an accident?" "That is the point I would like to untangle, Mr. Zingg. I admit I know precious little about the living conditions of Erwin Keller. That makes it very difficult to determine the circumstances of his death. So I would like to get some indications about his professional activities." "And this activities, what they have to do with his ... accident?" Thormann smiled. "If I would know that, Mr. Zingg, I wouldn't need to ask you such questions. His nephew told me, that Erwin Keller intended to quit, and that he had a new job with the Confederation. Did he give reasons for his quit?" Mrs. Sonderegger and Zingg once more looked at each other. "Well," began Mrs. Sonderegger, "he was with us for fourteen years. That's a long time. He told us, that for him it was practically the last chance to try something new, and I understand it." "He was ... hm ... perhaps a little bit introverted, but he was a very efficient, reliable and highly regarded colleague," added Zingg. "And as far as I can remember, he never had any difficulties herein." "He never did speak about his private life?" Zingg shook his baldhead. "I was his boss for four years, but I never heard something about difficulties nor about his private life." Mrs. Sonderegger adjusted her gold-rimmed glasses and looked straightly in Thormann's eyes. "Mr. Thormann, I suppose you did inquire about our firm. Therefore, you may figure out, that our business is a rather delicate one and for our clients, we need to be really highly trustworthy. We submit our staff to an in-depth security test every three years. The test is carried out by a specialized enterprise. It extends on the private life of the collaborators. Of course, we ask for their consent before. I can affirm Mr. Keller's tests never had caused the slightest problem. No debts, no clandestine activities, no sole inopportune affair, nothing." Thormann smiled again. "To be honest, I expected nothing else. May I ask a last, rather precarious question? What's the kind of your clients in general? Did Mr. Keller have direct contacts with some of them?" Zingg rubbed his chin. "It's really a precarious question, Mr. Thormann. You understand I can't give you names. Well, the kind of the clients ... our clients are medium or large-scale industrial firms, commercial firms, banks, no private persons. Of course, Keller had contacts to some of them. He was one of our most capable collaborators and often had to give advices." "That means he knew many of your clients and was confronted with their needs in the field of data protection?" The look of Zingg was somewhat puzzled. "Yes, if you consider it this way ... yes." Thormann reached for his briefcase. "Mrs. Sonderegger, Mr. Zingg, your information will be a great help to me. Thank you that you took your time for me. I would be glad, if you could send me a document about Keller's checkout on Thursday the thirteenth. Of course, I will inform you, if I shall discover something that could concern your firm." Thormann bowed out. In the lobby, he nodded to the girl with the goat's face and left the building.
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  A quarter past one, Thormann entered his office at the Käfiggässchen. When he checked his electronic mailbox, he became aware of a message from Simon Keller. Keller communicated he had gotten back his bicycles. Then he wrote: "About your last e-mail: As you advised me, I went to my neighbors in our tenement with the pictures you sent me. The old Mrs. Stettler, who lives across from us, told me that one of the men on the pictures was there on Friday afternoon and asked for me. He pretended that I had to let a garage and that he had tried to reach me in vain. He wanted to know which of the garages is mine. He was the man on picture number three." Thormann smiled grimly. It was the man with the Volvo. Thormann took a pen drive out of his pocket and completed his notes. Then he called BFC Analysen. Anna Egger answered the phone. "I will connect you to Mr. Allenbach," she said. Allenbach was an older biochemist and had also expert knowledge in engineering. "Hello, Adrian. I suppose, you want to know, what's about the junk you gave us to look at. To move up a gear, I was in my lab on Sunday. You will get a first report tomorrow afternoon. I have several points I can already make plain. First: The shoes you gave me, they doubtless belong together. Second: The helmet. There is a big dent in the front and traces of wood and of soil. The damage could issue from a precipitation. Third: The front wheel. At the damaged part of the rim and on the tire, I found small traces of galvanized metal. It may indeed issue from a banister or something like that. Forth: The bike. The frame and the back wheel not really seem damaged. No traces of a car or something like that. Only the fork is slightly twisted. Fifth: The DNA. I detected several traces of DNA on the helmet, the jersey, the cycling shorts, on one of the gloves and on the front wheel. I got the first results just half an hour ago. The traces originate from four persons. One person let their traces over all except the wheel. I suppose it's the owner of the things. Two persons let clear traces on the helmet, the jersey and the shorts. A third let very clear traces on one of the gloves, on the shorts and especially on the wheel. I think that person hurt herself on a broken spoke. Sixth: The fingerprints on the helmet and on the bike all originate from the same person, probably the owner. The full report about the cycle computer I will get tomorrow from our electronics technician, but the tests with the second gadget you gave us seemed to evince, that a manipulation of particular data only with the buttons is nearly impossible. The final report from the engineer about the damages to the wheel and the bike I should get this evening. Does that suit your needs for the moment?" "Dear Ernst, you are ingenious. It's really, what I need now. Thank you very much." During this interlocution, Thormann had made notes about the results. For a moment, he remained seated and thought over the information. Then he opened a window to the backyard. He listened. In one of the apartments on the other side of the backyard and above his office, there must dwell a pianist. He or she often practiced at an open window and every time Thormann went into raptures about the music. This time it was Mozart, the famous sonata Nr. 331. Thormann shut his eyes and remained at the window until the end part 'alla turca'. Then he began to prepare the meeting with the police.
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  The office of Chief Inspector Markus Saladin flavored of pipe tobacco. He sat behind a dark writing desk and arose, when Inspector Sidler entered with Thormann. He wore a checkered jacket with leather trimmings at the elbows, his mustache was gray and his teeth were yellow from tobacco and tea. All that gave him the look of an English country squire in a movie of the sixties. He welcomed them and pointed to a dark round table. Although he lived in Bern for years, he cultivated the drawling dialect of Basel29. "Take seats please. We have decided that Anna Sidler works for this case temporarily with the division 'violent crime'. I already had a look at the dossier, so we can go medias in res. I think it's important to know, that the examining magistrate disposed extension of the remand for the four burglars. They already are in the remand prison in the Amthaus." His inquiry brown eyes turned toward Thormann. "Now, Mr. Thormann, are there any news about the death of Erwin Keller, which are not yet in the papers you gave us?" Sedately and concisely, Thormann related his facts and presented his means of evidence. "It's for sure the shoe we found in Keller's basement room belongs to the shoe the police found at the place of the accident. I don't think Keller had a ride from Bern to Goldiwil with only one shoe. The story with the shoe confirms the doubts arising from the data on the cycle computer. The definitive results of all the tests implemented by BFC Analysen I can relate to you presumably tomorrow, toward evening. They should include especially the analysis of DNA traces on the things of Keller." Sidler eagerly had made notes, and Saladin had listened closely. "Very interesting. I wonder at the results of your lab. By the way, I know the lab. It has a good reputation. They often carry out jobs for the police. But now, what's about your problem with Inspector Walpen and the alleged link between this burglary and the death of Erwin Keller?" "In short, it seems the burglars intended to hamper my investigations. I see only one possibility, how they got knowledge of my plans. Four persons knew that I intended to make examine the material: Simon Keller, my assistant Helen Bauer, Istvan Maleter with BFC Analysen and Inspector Walpen. However, Walpen was the only of the four, who didn't know, that the material at that time was no longer in the garage at the Winterfeldweg. A few minutes after our meeting, he went to phone at the main-station. I will hand you over the pictures. He must have given information to someone." Silence spread. Saladin stroked his mustache pensively. "These are no good news," he grumbled. "As you know, he left for a holiday, but I will engage him to come here as soon as possible." He rose and went to his desk phone. After a few words, he became silent. "Are you sure? ... Who gave us the news? ... Have you particulars?" He listened for a while. Then he put the handset down, leaned against the desk and turned very slowly to the round table. "Well, news is growing worse. I cannot believe it. Inspector Walpen is reported as missing. Last Friday, in the Valais the chamois hunt was opened. With two fellows, he went hunting at the Val de Bagnes30
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