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Sarah Gainham was born in London in 1915. She moved to Germany in her early thirties, shortly after the Second World War, and then to Austria,

         where she remained for over fifty years. It is in central Europe that her early thrillers such as Cold Dark Night, The Stone Roses and Silent Hostage are played out.

     


      Night Falls on the City is Gainham’s masterpiece. It was first published to international acclaim in 1967, and was a New York Times top ten bestseller. She later wrote two further novels set in

         Vienna, A Place in the Country and Private Worlds. Gainham also reported regularly on central European affairs for the Spectator, Encounter and the New Republic. She died in Austria in 1999.


     




      

Praise for Night Falls on the City


      ‘A pleasure to read… A compellingly intimate portrait of Vienna from the

Anschluss to the end of the Second World War, which captures its

atmosphere of fear, mistrust, corruption and ultimate collapse. There are

no heroics; instead Sarah Gainham offers a scrupulously detailed story of

individuals forced through barbarism into chaos’ 


Helen Dunmore


      ‘Night Falls on the City really is an arresting book… I don’t think many books

like this get written any more. The scope is huge; the eye for minute detail

unfailing. The author asks the question directly: “What was one to do?”

Why risk oneself for a stranger who is already beyond saving? Friend and

neighbour fall to the same logic. Ultimately, the falseness of lives lived

carefully saturates Vienna and Julia cries out for just one gesture of

morality. It is a powerful book with a message that will always be timely’


William Brodrick


      ‘Night Falls on the City is one of those rare novels of beauty and scope and

ambition that brings to life a particular moment in history… An

important and courageous novel, it is timely that Night Falls on the City is now

being restored to its rightful place on the bookshelf beside other classics

of Second World War literature’


Kate Mosse
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      Foreword


      



         Autumn had arrived in the city. The trees in the square in front of the Westbahnhof were already browning, dusty with the

            exhaustion of summer.

        


         Book Three: August 1939—November 1940








      All bar one of Sarah Gainham’s dozen novels were set in central Europe, a region she came to know intimately after the Second

         World War. Born Rachel Stainer in London (she took her nom de plume from her maternal great-grandmother), she settled in Vienna in 1947. From the mid-fifties to mid-sixties, she was the central

         European correspondent for the Spectator, and her first novel, Time Right Deadly (1956) – and the four that followed – are thrillers drawing on her own experiences and knowledge. But it was with this, her

         fifth novel, that Gainham found her true voice.

     


      Night Falls on the City is one of those rare novels of beauty and scope and ambition that both brings to life a particular moment in history, a particular

         society, while at the same time rejoicing in the minute details of everyday life, everyday emotions. The novel opens at the

         Burgtheater in Vienna in March 1938, on the eve of the Anschluss between Hitler’s Germany and Austria. From the first lines

         we are plunged into the ancient city on the brink of Occupation. In spite of the rattlings of war, the ‘blunt snouts of tanks’

         on the border, this is a world of chandeliers and glittering glass and champagne, a world the protagonists do not yet quite

         believe will be taken from them. The tone is naive, flecked through with disbelief and arrogance. By the time the novel closes – in May 1945 with the Russians entering Vienna – the guileless

         spirit of the opening pages has been replaced by one of despair, hopelessness, weariness after seven years of betrayal, occupation,

         brutality and horror. The consequences of living with tyranny, with fear and the slow death of hope, are clear: the scurrying

         about ‘heads bent and eyes averted in what was … only an acted servility’.

     


      It is a story about politics and the failure of politics; about love and betrayal; about passion for a person, for an idea,

         for faith. At the heart of the novel is Julia Homburg, a wealthy, strong-minded and celebrated actress with the theatre company.

         The story that follows explores how she – and the small group of artistic, naive, opportunistic people and servants who surround

         her – learns to adapt first to occupation, then to war, then finally to defeat. Julia’s husband, Franz Wedeker, is a Socialist

         politician. More significantly, he is Jewish. In Book One (of five sections, each centered on a key moment of the Occupation),

         the sense of disbelief and the contempt the leading characters feel for the ‘Reich Germans’ and the SS – the impossibility

         of being in thrall to ‘those people’ – is evident; so too is their disingenuousness as the old world of liberal privilege

         crumbles.

     


      Gainham is excellent at balancing real history with imagination and, without the effort being apparent, lays bare the background

         that makes it possible for the Nazis to enter Austria without a shot being fired: the rampant inflation, the terms of the

         Treaty of Versailles, mass unemployment, poverty, jealousy, an existing peasant class and servant class, the mood of the kind

         of young men who join the SA and SS with their ‘bellies full of undigested resentment’. She is equally strong in describing

         the volatile atmosphere of the beer cellars and the mob violence in the poorer districts, the markets and the railway stations

         and the decimated Jewish quarter, as she is in bringing to life the comfortable drawing-rooms and country estates of the rich.

     


      Of course, the contemporary reader has the advantage over the characters. We know, as we turn the page and then the next,

         how real is the threat and what is to come. We have the architecture of the story. There are, if you like, no surprises Gainham

         can spring on us. Yet it is a testament to her great skill that she writes some very harrowing scenes and succeeds in making us feel

         we are reading such horrors for the first time: the murder of an old Jewish scholar in front of his family and neighbours,

         the brutalising of a peasant woman in the market, the petty violences inflicted by boys in uniform drunk on power.

     


      Gainham is without judgement – she is a novelist, not an historian – but the question the novel asks is implicit in every

         scene: how would we act in a similar situation and what might we do to survive? At what cost? The justifications for not engaging,

         the selfloathing, the thin line between acceptance and resignation, the compromises each is prepared to make: as Julia says,

         ‘We’re all rotten with lying.’

     


      Though Julia is the leading lady, there is a cast of supporting characters. Franz, who – after a failed attempt to flee to

         Prague in March 1938 – lives hidden away, a broken man; their housekeeper, Fina, a devout Catholic whose only love is for

         Franz and for God; the actors and actresses of the Burgtheater company, some of whom actively welcome the Reich Germans, others

         of whom find a way of working with or around the new order; Georg Kerenyi, deposed editor of the Wiener Unabbangige Zeitung, who believes he can manipulate the new order; Julia’s lover Ferdinand von Kasda – known as Nando; the unpleasant, weaseling,

         spiteful Pichlers, caretakers of the building in which Julia and Franz live.

     


      In some ways, Vienna itself is one of the most important and enduring characters: ‘the tempered grey stone, the steely sky

         and shadowed, blue-white snow’. Gainham’s love for the city, its changing seasons, underpins the sense of loss and waste and

         destruction at the heart of the novel. Our sympathies are also for the city as it is, little by little, corrupted and compromised

         and destroyed. Throughout, the beauty of the architecture and art and theatre are there as counterbalances to the seeping

         ugliness of the Occupation.

     


      When it was first published in 1967, Night Falls on the City was a worldwide success, especially in the United States, where it was in the top ten of the New York Times bestseller list for several months. It is, without doubt, Gainham’s masterpiece. An important and courageous novel, it is timely that Night Falls on the City is now being restored to its rightful place on the bookshelf beside other classics of Second World War literature.

     


      Kate Mosse


      2012




List of characters in order of appearance


Julia Homburg-Wedeker (Julie) – an actress


Hans-Joachim Ostrovsky (Hansi) va theatrical producer


Serafina Moosbauer (Fina) – the Wedekers’ housekeeper


Dr Alois Pohaisky – a lawyer


Dr Franz Wedeker (Franzl) – a politician


Dr Georg Kerenyi (Georgy) – a newspaper editor


Fraülein Bracher – Kerenyi’s secretary


Hella Schneider – an actress


Colton Barber – an American journalist


Dr Hanau – a politician


Dr Peter Krassny – a senior civil servant


Wilhelm Mundel (Willi) – an actor


Frau Lotte – a theatre dresser


Casimir Schoenherr – the Director of the Burgtheater


Ruth Wedliceny – a relative of Franz Wedeker’s


Frau Wedliceny – Ruth’s mother


Ruth’s grandfather – a Talmudic scholar


Horst Winkler – an electrician and SA man


Ulrich Benda – an SA man who joins the SS Luther a policeman


Dr Moller – Julie’s doctor


Maris Pantic – an actress


Friedrich Lehmann – an administrator appointed by NSDAP to the Burgtheater


Walter Harich – an actor


Weber – an accountant


Frau Schneider – Hella Schneider’s mother


Sturmbannführer Blaschke – a German Gestapo policeman


Herr and Frau Pichler – the caretakers of the Wedekers’ building


Margarete Pohaisky – Alois Pohaisky’s wife


Ferdinand von Kasda (Nando) – a civil servant who joins the Army


Anita Silovsky – a young actress


Moosbauer – Fina’s brother


Frau Kaestner – a charwoman


Helmut Korning – a Nazi civil servant


Otto and Christian Krassny – Peter Krassny’s sons


Schultze – a German SS officer


Countess Kasda – Nando’s mother


Lali (Anastasie) – Nando’s sister


Jochen Thorn – a German actor


Oberführer Tenius – a Gestapo officer, quickly promoted


Corporal Berthold Luders – an Army driver


Malczewska – a Polish woman




  




      BOOK ONE

      
      March 1938

      




      
      
      1

      
      The unlit auditorium of the huge theatre was a constant presence of authority and grandeur, containing in its looming interior
         the promise and threat of the evening lights and chatter, of the public who were its loving judges. It stretched away from
         the sloping, half-lighted stage wholly present to the consciousness of the only two persons left standing on the stage; it
         nearly always was present to Julia Homburg and Hans-Joachim Ostrovsky. The two of them stood well back near an exit, like
         minor characters about to make a discreet withdrawal; but the stage was undecorated and as they stood there more of the lights
         went out, leaving them in half darkness. To reassure herself of its reality Julie half turned so that she could look into
         the dark and familiar body of the hall.
     

      
      ‘But Hansi, I don’t understand. What do you mean, will Franz stay in Prague? You know he’s coming home to-day.’

      
      ‘Julia,’ he said quietly, using her correct name to indicate that he was serious. ‘Julia, don’t hedge. Haven’t you seen this
         morning’s papers?’
     

      
      ‘No. No, I left home too early.’ She spoke rapidly, too reasonably, untruthfully.

      
      Everyone else had left and this was quite normal for the rehearsal had lasted well into the luncheon hour but it suddenly
         displeased Julie as if the disappearance of the others was directed against herself. That feeling, a warning to restrain herself,
         swam up from her schooldays, of misunderstanding and being misunderstood; as on the many occasions that her father said in
         his civil servant voice ‘the child is overwrought – she had better go and do her school work until she can command herself.’
         And her mother’s indifferent kindness, which yet always took her father’s side, for the sake no doubt of peace and quiet.
         Immediately, without recognising the memory or the long process it formed part of, Julie became herself again and the sovereign
         calm which was her own achievement, returned to her.
     

      
      ‘The plebiscite has been called off. You understand what that means, don’t you? If Franz comes back to Vienna – though I can
         hardly think he would – he will have to leave again at once.’
     

      
      ‘They really are coming then? Are you sure it’s going to happen?’

      
      ‘I wish I understood more about politics,’ said Hansi angrily. ‘And even more, I wish you had been with us in Berlin last
         summer. Then you’d know what I mean. Of course they are coming. I have to say it quite brutally. All the Socialist ex-deputies
         will be in danger of arrest in a few days’ time. And Franz is Jewish too.’
     

      
      ‘But the Party has been proscribed for years and he’s never been threatened up to now … But it will all be different if –
         when – they come. That’s what you mean? I have to get used to the idea. Perhaps I had better telephone home and see if Fina
         has heard anything from him? I’m not sure what time … if he hasn’t caught the train, I mean …’
     

      
      ‘No, don’t. I wouldn’t telephone anything private for a day or so.’

      
      Julie turned her head slightly, forehead forward and the dark eyes wide open, looking up at him under her brows, the rather
         big mouth still. He had seen her do it a thousand times; she had done it only an hour before, rehearsing the last act of Doll’s House. It was the look of realisation of a fathomless emotion, the tiny movement of the head ducking down gave the eyes a frame
         from the noble brows and withdrew attention from the silent lips. For she said nothing; to an instruction of such unbelievable
         implication there was nothing to be said. Hansi gave her, and himself, a moment before actually speaking the words heard that morning from the theatre’s chief director. But she was too quick for
         him.
     

      
      ‘Schoenherr said something to you this morning! I should have noticed – his being in the theatre on a Friday morning.’

      
      ‘He’s worried about the opening. Doll’s House is due in just three weeks’ time. Any break or confusion in the programme in the next months may cost us the theatre. We
         shall be watched like criminals for any sign of disaffection, sulkiness. I know Schoenherr is in some ways an old phoney,
         but he’s right. We can’t let them take over the theatre.’
     

      
      ‘It will happen so quickly? Will they put in an administrator or something? But I still don’t understand. Why me, particularly?’

      
      He stammered a little. ‘If Franz has to leave … I mean, when Franz has left. Or if he does not return here … Schoenherr is
         worried about your contract. The Nora couldn’t be replaced now. You see?’
     

      
      ‘My contract,’ said Julie flatly, ‘I see. Franzl would be gone, you mean, and I’d be here? Yes, I see now what you mean.’

      
      Hansi, not looking at Julie’s face, took one of her hands. The rings flashed in the slant of light as she gripped his fingers
         which were shorter than her own. He had stumpy, knobbly hands, not at all artistic, and he bit his fingers sometimes.
     

      
      ‘I don’t think you do see yet, Julie. You have to face this. It may be for a long time. It may be – for good.’

      
      They spoke very quietly, using the second person singular of old friendship and familiarity. Since their first meeting at
         the academy as sixteen-year-olds their careers had risen parallel for seventeen years. The boy with the untidy flop of pale
         hair, a little awkward, apparently inexpressive, was surrounded now by all the pressures, talents and intrigues that form
         and contain a striking theatrical gift; a producer pushed forward over the shoulders of older and more established talents
         by the approval of the public. The rangy girl with loose dark hair, aggressive and uncertain, had grown into beauty and power,
         possessed of the jealous and critical love of an audience for which the theatre was almost a rival to the Church.
     

      
      ‘But that’s impossible!’ He was not sure whether she meant it was literally impossible or whether she used the word, as she often did, to describe anything or anybody that did not in some
         way, suit her.
     

      
      ‘This whole conversation is pretty impossible,’ he agreed gloomily. ‘We can’t really be standing here saying such things.
         It’s quite mad. But then, I imagine life is going to get madder and madder. At any rate until we get used to – to living with
         it.’
     

      
      ‘I wish I had gone to Berlin, now.’ Julie looked at him quickly and looked away again. She had missed the guest visit out
         of loyalty to Franz. She gave his hand a little shake as he made to release her and moved closer to him. ‘It seems to have
         explained something to you but I still don’t understand what.’
     

      
      ‘Explain? No, on the contrary, it explained nothing. They have this new organisation for the theatre there now. Very orderly,
         lots of officials busy with everything. They don’t seem to interfere much, but … Then, too, half the people we used to know
         from the Deutsches Theater, the Piscator lot, Rheinhardt’s people – half of them weren’t there any more.’
     

      
      Julie interrupted sharply. ‘Jews, you mean?’

      
      ‘Yes, Jews. Some have been gone for years, almost forgotten. Most are still around, not working, one doesn’t see them. You
         remember Moisewitsch? You weren’t in it, but you remember him producing Dream Play for us? I went to see him. Nobody had his address, but I found him. Of course, he’s an old man, they won’t do anything to
         him and he’s teaching privately. But it gave me … what I can’t explain is that everything is terrifically organised, there’s
         a rational explanation, it’s orderly, practical. Much better organised than we are. But it’s all got a mad feel. Everybody
         there feels it – it’s not just me.’
     

      
      Julie said vaguely, ‘Yes, people have said things. Only I never took much notice. I suppose all the people who came to Vienna
         from there will be going away again now.’ This reminded her and she dropped Hansi’s hand and moved away, towards the wings.
         ‘I must go home. I suppose there are things I should do. But I don’t at all know what. I must think.’
     

      
      ‘Shall I call you a taxi?’

      
      ‘No, Hansi dear. I shall walk.’

      
      
      At the outer door, in the sharp, cold, sunny air, they stopped again, pulling on gloves. Hansi took her elbow, moving away
         from the drowsing porter in his box. They walked from under the shelter of the huge curved building and across the wide roadway,
         glancing sideways for traffic. At the gate of the Volksgarten Hansi released her arm.
     

      
      ‘What are you looking at?’

      
      Julie was staring back at the theatre, disposed by the rules of baroque architecture in the space designed for it. The late
         nineteenth-century building, of pale stone with its green roof and massive decoration was, by the taste of the time, not beautiful.
         But it was handsome, impressive and above all, well designed for its purpose.
     

      
      ‘I always like to look at it from here. Not for itself, but to contrast it with the Rathaus.’

      
      Hansi looked past her, from the curve of the theatre’s oblique façade to the leafless gardens across the Ring and the fabulous
         towers of the City Hall beyond. He laughed involuntarily.
     

      
      ‘You are wonderful,’ he said, delighted for a moment out of his depression. ‘You know, I’d never noticed it.’

      
      ‘But why is it?’ she said. ‘The theatre is imitation baroque and the Rathaus neo-Gothic. They ought to be equally horrid.
         So why does the theatre always give me a satisfied feeling and the Rathaus make me want to laugh?’
     

      
      Hansi narrowed his eyes, assessing the two buildings by his expert internal measure for masses and space. ‘I think … yes.’
         He turned back to Julie, disposing of the problem with typical narrow clarity. ‘First, space. The theatre sits in a space
         clearly designed for it, that it fits into. The Rathaus is imposed on the skyline, not fitted into a space. Then, derivation.
         The theatre derives straight from the late eighteenth century, it’s a copy of Erlach’s designs in feeling. The Rathaus takes
         a jump back for centuries to an ideal Middle Ages that we have no emotional contact with at all. Third, use. The theatre is
         practically designed for its purpose; the Rathaus, as everyone knows, is not. So it looks, and is, an anachronism.’
     

      
      ‘Bravo, Hansi,’ she said. ‘Come after dinner to-night, can you?’

      
      ‘Just a moment,’ he said, his face changing. ‘I’ve remembered something else. Schoenherr made some contacts last summer while we were in Berlin. It seems one of them is here now. A private
         visit for the moment, Schoenherr says. But it’s clear he is one of the officials from the Chamber of Culture.’
     

      
      ‘Chamber of Culture.’ Julie gave a bubble of laughter.

      
      ‘Awful, isn’t it? Yes. Well, what I mean is, there are a lot of such chaps about. Not only in the theatre, one supposes. So
         you do understand, don’t you, that you have to be a bit discreet and careful?’
     

      
      ‘But Chamber of Culture! Such an expression!’ She glanced at his averted face and stopped laughing. ‘I’ll try,’ she said,
         quite humbly.
     

      
      She had walked into the gardens when she turned and called back to him. ‘Hansi! Do come to-night?’

      
      ‘It will be latish,’ he shouted back. ‘I’m dining. About half past ten.’

      
      She waved agreement and walked on. It was her daily exercise when she was working, through the Volksgarten across the wide
         space of the Heldenplatz round the jutting wing of the New Hofburg and across the Burggarten. Out into the busy street between
         Hotel Sacher and the Opera and down Walfischgasse into Schellinggasse to the big apartment on the fourth floor.
     

      
      In the Burggarten she stopped and watched the water birds on the ornamental water fountain, cleaning their feathers busily
         on the peaked top of the low fountain in its winter wooden housing. Through the boning of the winter trees loomed the stolid
         bulk of the Palace, dark grey and gloomily reassuring. Its broad empty terrace, intended for great occasion, Imperial State
         occasions, produced like theatrical scenes, no longer had any purpose. Julie’s view was loaded with childhood memory of the
         glory of the All-Highest House, the service of which had given her father’s life its meaning, stiffened with the jewel-encrusted
         arthritis of six hundred years and to her the place was no historical monument – it was too near in time to be that – but
         seemed in its neglect to be forlorn, resentful, as if the stones could be aware of being robbed of meaning. How childish,
         she thought; Franz would call that anthropomorphism. He often used the word to her, always accusingly. You must not attach
         your subjective emotions to inanimate objects, he would say disapprovingly, and she would laugh at him. He would be there this afternoon.
     

      
      A small man in a long frieze overcoat walked rapidly past her and then stopped to gaze as she was gazing. It was clear from
         the quick turn of his head that he recognised her; Julie was used to that and smiled for him. She was aware of him a few feet
         away, turning to take in the harmony of the library roof soaring over the palace hot-houses, the tall peak of the Augustine
         steeple austerely cutting the baroque; he lifted a sharp chin to take in the enormous hatchment with its crown presiding over
         the centre wing of the façade. Julie turned her head away from the passer-by to glance at the pretty equestrian statue in
         a frame of small bare trees, just to be glimpsed from here. She had never known just which archduke the statue commemorated.
         She strolled on and as she passed the small man, he said something in a half-tone which she did not quite hear, but she gave
         him again an absent smile and in a few moments was slipping through the traffic where the silence of the little park was as
         lost as the thrum of motors had been a minute before. There was nothing in the least symbolic about Julie’s stopping to look
         at the palace from its garden. She often did; it was beautiful, familiar and melancholy and she loved it.
     

      
      A face, familiar but unidentified, nodded as she passed the café windows of Sacher’s. On the corner a knot of discussion surrounded
         the paper-sellers. Julie never looked at a newspaper; she took her news from her husband’s political friends – and enemies
         – if at all. A tall man in English tweeds with a bad-tempered hawkish face disengaged himself from the group with the assurance
         of one who has always had authority. He shook out the newspaper he held, gripping it firmly at its edges with hands more used
         to horses than newsprint. It was thicker and of larger format than the Vienna papers, with deep headlines underlined in red.
         After two steps back towards the hotel entrance, he stopped, an expression of stupefied disgust and anger on his face as he
         took in what he was reading.
     

      
      ‘But, really, it’s perfectly …’ he muttered, and stared straight into Julie’s face as she stopped on the kerbstone, without
         seeing her. Behind Julie an exquisitely gentle voice said, ‘I see you are reading my death-sentence, Graf?’
     

      
      
      A soft, well-formed hand, as small as a woman’s, twitched at the page held by the tall man. He was shorter by a head and shoulders
         than the man he spoke to. As if studying a new role Julie stared at the face between the black homburg hat and the dark grey
         silk stock fixed in old-fashioned folds by a black pearl; the face was the colour of undyed silk, its folds so clean-shaven
         they looked beardless and the amused eyes behind lenses were folded at the corners with age-old urbanity. The doorman was
         still bowing behind him.
     

      
      ‘My dear Deutsch,’ said the tall man in greeting. He frowned down at the shorter man, screwing up his eyes in unaccustomed
         effort of perception. ‘This is going to be worse for you than for us.’
     

      
      ‘It will be worse for us at first,’ said the short man. ‘Later it will be worse for everyone.’

      
      ‘What are you – have you made your arrangements?’

      
      ‘I believe my lawyers are competent. As for personal matters, I have already cancelled my Philharmonic subscription. And you?’

      
      ‘I must get back to Styria at once. They will be running about like chickens with their heads cut off.’

      
      The banker slid his right-hand glove through his left hand, looking down as if the gloves were important. Then he glanced
         up and gave the tall man a measured smile.
     

      
      ‘I have occasionally had the pleasure of being asked for advice by you, Graf. If I might now offer some without being asked
         …?’
     

      
      ‘Naturally, my dear fellow. Please.’

      
      Still playing with the glove. ‘It may be possible for you to come – with the aid of, let us say, discretion – to come to a
         working arrangement with the new order of affairs. I suggest that is your wisest course, the best chance of protecting your
         inheritance. For me, of course, it is different …’
     

      
      Julie moved back from the kerb as a large black touring car with its hood down sighed to a stop immediately in front of her.
         Both men beside her bowed slightly to let her pass as she moved away. The shining doors swung open, their polished steel handles
         and the strip of metal inset in the coachwork glinting in the acid sunlight. Four men were getting out. They were all tall,
         with a long-necked upright stiffness of bearing, somewhat like that of professional soldiers. Their civilian clothes were noticeable
         as they bent their heads together, taking no notice of anyone about them. They walked together into the hotel, with long,
         self-absorbed strides. The man in the homburg had gone. The tall man stared after the newcomers, still holding his newspaper
         open. The doorman was bowing again.
     

      
      At the corner of her own street others were standing about, listening like herself and talking to strangers. In their excitement
         their dialect was almost unintelligible, even to a born Viennese of the educated sort, nasal, high-pitched, slurred. A short
         thin man, cramped with want, leaned his unkempt head towards a stocky old man with bent shoulders and the near-sighted frown
         of a master artisan whose work is close and detailed. The little man had a drooping moustache which blew up and down absurdly
         with the force of his shouting.
     

      
      ‘You’ve never been out of work,’ he yelled. ‘Years, I been out. My father worked there and his father, and what did they do?
         They sold out to some bank, years ago in the Inflation and never said a word. So then when Rothschild shut up his railway
         bank, they just shut the shop and retired. Did they care about us? You bet your life they didn’t. I been out ever since. Ever
         since!’
     

      
      ‘I never said things wasn’t bad,’ said the old artisan, trying to move away from the little man’s waving hands. He coughed
         softly, as if to himself, inside. ‘And I never said things might not get better now. Mayhap things will get better. And maybe
         not. I only said, what’s it matter who they sold out to, Jews or Christians, that’s all I said.’
     

      
      ‘’E’s right, you know,’ said a third man with assumed reasonableness. ‘I’ve been out for two years after twenty-four years
         with Hacha in the Graben. They ain’t Jews nor heathens. And what’s more, they still ride in their motor. I see them. Takes
         off me ’at, I do, like I always did. “Grüss, Herr Director” same as always. Ah, if they knew what I was thinking, though,
         they wouldn’t sleep easy. We’ll be after them now, that lot!’
     

      
      ‘Look at our house,’ cried a fat, loose-built woman shaking a fist like a lump of mutton fat under their assembled noses.
         ‘The professor only has his little flat now, where he used to own the whole house. The mortgages took it away from him. And him
         seventy-three and a professor twice over!’
     

      
      The old artisan looked at her under shaggy brows. ‘You still got yer job, ain’t yer?’ he said, and coughed again softly. ‘And
         the professor’s got his flat. How many flats can he live in, tell me that?’ He turned to go, hunching his shoulders as he
         moved away. ‘Mortgages,’ he muttered. ‘What do they think they are, mortgages?’
     

      
      Julie followed his steps. He turned into a little pub in the cellar of the house next door to hers; a mouth-watering smell
         of vegetables and soup as he opened its door made Julie aware that she was starving hungry.
     

      
      Frau Pichler slid her tortoise head out of the dark half-window in the hallway.

      
      ‘It’s all right, Frau Pichler. I have my key,’ called Julie. But the woman came out to open the lift door in any case, for
         the wife of the house-owner.
     

      
      ‘Have you heard anything, gnae’ Frau?’ she asked in her confidential whisper.

      
      ‘Nothing I understand,’ answered Julie, smiling deprecatingly, in spite of the irritation she always felt at Frau Pichler’s
         conspiratorial manner. ‘But it’s a lovely day.’
     

      
      ‘Ah, the weather, yes. But we’re going to see some changes here, if you ask me.’ Frau Pichler lifted her fat shoulders as
         if in regret, releasing the smell of sweat from the black stuff overall she always wore, day in, day out. A lifetime of small
         envies glinted in her sideways look as she sighed heavily and closed the heavy wrought-iron gates of the lift. Julie pressed
         the fourth-floor button. The lift gave its usual shudder and clang and rose slowly with a slight moan of effort, past the
         upper-ground-floor, the mezzanine, the first floor. At the fourth storey it gave the same clang and shudder as it stopped.
         The flat door opened and Fina’s round face popped out before Julie had stepped out of the cage.
     

      
      ‘Ah, there you are then,’ she said with satisfaction and reproach. ‘You are late for your lunch.’ She came and pushed the
         brass knob at one side of the cage, clashed shut the sliding door and shut the outer gates. The lift clanged and shuddered and sank out of sight as Fina followed Julie into the apartment.
     

      
      Julie sniffed hungrily. ‘The soup smells good,’ she said, throwing down her coat and woollen cap. ‘What’s to eat?’

      
      ‘Fish. It’s Friday.’

      
      ‘Yes, but what fish?’

      
      ‘Just fish.’ Every Friday the same question and answer, for years, even on major fast-days when a particular fish was prescribed
         by custom. It was no truer to-day than any other Friday, for Julie heard the egg-beater in the whites of eggs as she went
         down the hall to the big living-room. They would have fish soufflé, it seemed. She leaned up against the square tall stove
         of porcelain tiles of an ugly mid-brown colour, and spread her cold hands sideways over the smooth bumps of its ornamented
         surface. The glowing warmth that never became too hot to touch was comforting. The whole room basked in an even warmth. It
         was a dark room. Book-shelves reached well over her head down one long wall and the narrower, end wall. The opposite long
         wall was broken by three long double-casement windows covered by curtains of coarse linen net, for the room looked over the
         street, across which were other casement windows just like theirs. Julie went down the room to her husband’s desk where papers
         and writing materials were, for once, in order. As soon as Franz returned they would be disordered, used. Deliberately, with
         the consciousness of doing something forbidden, Julie opened the silver cigarette box and took out one of the fat, oval cigarettes,
         lit it inexpertly and blew out the scented smoke. Between two windows a tall vase of Meissen porcelain whose handles were
         bunches of snakes stood on the floor holding a mass of copper chrysanthemums with shaggy, curled petals. Holding the cigarette
         away from her, Julie went to them and began to pull them into a more becoming group. When Fina changed the water she stuck
         flowers back into their vases without arranging them, and it was an automatic act on coming into the room to rearrange whatever
         flowers were there. One of the soft round heads came to pieces and a shower of crisp, slender petals fell on to the carpet.
         Julie gathered them up and stood with them in her hand, smelling their aromatic, wintry odour. The carpet was worn in patches, in some places its oriental pattern worn half away. It had never been changed since
         Franz’s grandfather had built the new block in his old age and furnished this apartment for his only son, Franz’s father.
         Not for the first time in her life there, Julie considered buying a new carpet. She knew she would do nothing of the kind;
         at the most they would buy another beautiful rug to cover yet another patch.
     

      
      Julie had never seen the grandfather, though there was a very bad portrait of him in the dining-room, done by some provincial
         painter in his middle years when he still travelled to and fro in Galicia on his various businesses. He must have been a rich
         man by then, but the whole family still lived in a muddled and insanitary three rooms in the Second District on the other
         side of the Danube Canal. The rest of the family had gone on living in the three rooms. The fine new apartment in the new
         block, like the Germanising of the Galician name, was for Franz’s father. He was to carry on the businesses of the family
         in real offices with secretaries and clerks and bank accounts. But not a big bank, stuffed with the affairs of strangers;
         a small private bank whose interests were one’s own and who knew what was happening to one’s money.
     

      
      Franz, then a child of seven or eight, was the point of all the change. Though his family wrongly assumed that he would remain
         a good Jew, Franz was to be no longer a nomad camping in the Imperial City, but a German citizen of Austria-Hungary and a
         university professor. At least a university professor, if not a privy councillor. Herr Hofrat! Herr Geheimrat! Perhaps even
         Herr Wirklicher Geheimrat! Well, that perhaps was too much to hope for, but Herr Hofrat – that was a possibility. Julie remembered
         with a slight shock that Franz’s uncle, his father’s elder brother, was still alive. He was the kind of scholar the family
         had wanted Franz not to be, and this wish had certainly been granted them. A Talmudic scholar who still wore a black kaftan
         and side curls under his low black hat. She had seen him only once, but recalled his murmuring voice through the open door
         of the one room out of three that was reserved to him as the scholar of the family. Franz wanted his blessing simply out of
         a powerful clan feeling, for religion had long ceased to mean much to the Socialist Deputy, Franz Wedeker. The old man had continued his murmured ritual, not turning round and still less looking at the tall
         Gentile girl, whose scandalous and forbidden profession had to be hidden from the entire family. If they had known beforehand
         that she was an actress she would not even have crossed the threshold in a home where a holy scholar might be contaminated
         by one so nearly a scarlet woman. They married without a blessing. What Julie remembered about Franz’s uncle was his deep,
         lilting voice and the long black-edged nails of one hand resting on the Book on his table; he was very foreign, very remote
         from Franz and his room smelled enclosed and mean as any hermit’s cell must smell. Afterwards they laughed about it, and Franz
         told her stories of his childhood; the charm and generosity of his grandfather, the traveller’s tales long drawn out by the
         old man, his uncle’s greed over food and the ways he ill-used his wife.
     

      
      Hearing a slight clatter from the next room, Julie dropped the chrysanthemum petals into Franz’s wastepaper-basket and put
         out the cigarette which had in the meantime burned down. She went through a single door panelled in the long book-shelves,
         sat down at one side of the oval table and unfolded her stiff napkin.
     

      
      ‘What time does Herr Doctor’s train get in?’ asked Fina as she lifted the lid of the soup tureen.

      
      ‘About five,’ Julie helped herself to vegetable soup. ‘If …’ she dropped the heavy ladle back into the dish with a clumsy
         clatter.
     

      
      ‘If what, gnae’ Frau?’ said Fina crossly. ‘You’ll break that dish, knocking it about like that.’

      
      ‘If nothing. I had a bad rehearsal this morning. And don’t be so familiar.’

      
      They both laughed at this old joke. Fina covered the dish. ‘I only mean if he’s here for dinner I’ll keep some soup for him.
         He likes vegetable soups.’ She stood, hands folded, watching Julie eat. Then she said, ‘Frau Nosy Pichler says we’re all going
         to be Germans. Is that right?’
     

      
      ‘We’re Germans already, aren’t we?’

      
      ‘Well, you know how I mean. She says the Reich Germans are coming to-morrow to take us over and run this mess here, properly.’

      
      
      ‘Did she now? Were those her words?’ Fina nodded, pressing her lips together. Julie put down her soup spoon. ‘Well, don’t
         get arguing with the old beast or we shall have trouble with the laundry deliveries again.’
     

      
      ‘I never argue. I’ve got too much to do,’ Fina sniffed with conscious superiority as the valued employee of the house-owner.

      
      ‘And if she asks any questions, just don’t answer. Politely, though.’

      
      Left alone with dessert, Julie peeled an orange and looked up at the portrait of her grandfather-in-law. The near-primitive
         painter had given the old man a squint. I suppose he owed you money and did that to your picture on purpose, Julie silently
         addressed the dark face. If you were here now, you’d know what to do; you must have been used to this sort of thing. As for
         me – contract – I don’t even know its terms, never even looked at it. And I haven’t the least idea what to do.
     

      
      She left the orange on her plate and went into the living-room, wiping the water from her fingers with her napkin and dropping
         it carelessly on a little table. She leaned against a window-frame. She could see the street, out of focus through the glass
         of the double panes and squared by the mesh of the curtain. Before Easter Fina would haul the steps into the room and watch
         Frau Kaestner detach the curtains from their massive brass rings and clips, and make a great to-do over getting the windows
         and frames washed. She would complain about the chipped paintwork and they would agree that the whole room needed doing; one
         might have the paintwork white? The fresh set of curtains would have folds from the linen cupboard that took several days
         to hang out by their weight, and would give off the scent of soap and herbs – verbena and lavender – that Fina brought back
         each summer from her visit to her parents in the Lungau. But now they smelled of cigar smoke, brown coal, dust; they were
         slightly gritty to the touch. In the street below, a cart stood. Men made invisible by foreshortening under their black hoods
         went to and from the cart and a coal-chute almost level with the pavement. A policeman strolled up to see that the statutory
         warning to passers-by had been put out, looked through the black hole of the chute into the deep cellar and kicked the iron grille back against the house wall. He stood talking to a servant girl in a white apron with
         a jacket thrown over her shoulders, who stood holding the big padlock of the grille well away from her skirts as she waited
         for the coal heavers to finish. The sun had gone and the street was many shades of grey. It was still winter and in the frosty
         air outside the protecting glass the two massive horses stamped from one hoof to another. One lifted his head from his bag
         and shook his blondish mane, but his snort could not be heard, only seen by the steamy jets from his nostrils. Now is the
         winter of our discontent made – something – summer by … where does that come from? They were not my lines. This time next
         month it will be spring. By then there will be people sitting along the benches in the Burggarten on the walk from the theatre.
         If I am rehearsing then; I shan’t be. Doll’s House is my last premiere this season. The man who stood beside her at the water this morning had said, ‘After all, I’m Viennese
         too.’ Odd, she hadn’t heard what he said at the time but she was quite clear about it now. She recalled the thin poverty-grained
         face under the rather wide brim of his dark hat though she had not, at the time, been aware of looking at it. What can happen,
         after all? There are so many in Vienna, and so many of us are mixed. I probably have Jewish blood myself. Mother coming from
         Transylvania could easily have some in her family. They would have kept quiet about it when Father wanted to marry her, no
         doubt. That’s impossible. I couldn’t have Jewish blood. All the Viennese are anti-semitic, especially the Jews, as Franz often
         said. He was a bit anti-semitic himself, belonging to the German-National wing of his party. They can’t proscribe the Socialists
         here, anyway, since it has already been done. Politics. Franz had wanted Germany and Austria to be joined in 1919; so had
         everyone else then; that was why he went into politics when he came back from the Italian front. I was twelve then, or was
         it thirteen? She remembered it; being hungry and not going out because of the riots and the convent being closed. Her father
         worried himself sick that he would no longer be addressed as Herr Geheimrat, and who was he to write reports to, now that
         the House, the All-Highest, was no more? His and his superior’s claim to authority was surely gone with it? He need not have worried about the Herr Geheimrat at any rate, because everyone went on using their
         titles. And then he died, of influenza, the next spring.
     

      
      The name on the side of the coal cart was Fridolin Schmitz. Fridolin. That was the name of her first love, an absurd name,
         like a boy in a play. They had not known there would be blood, and Fridolin was frightened of his landlady, an unseen gorgon,
         and his concern had made her angry so that she never spoke to him again; he had failed his interim exam and disappeared from
         the Academy. I suppose that cured me of curiosity, she thought; certainly it was after that she had begun to work hard and
         had not thought for some years after, of those actions and feelings, nor attached them to the boys she knew. She had thought
         of it as boring and knew it to be humiliating. Later there had been others, but she never understood what all the fuss was
         about until she knew Franz. Then the whole complex matter fused by some magic into certainty and reality. The feelings and
         actions became real from the inside.
     

      
      The telephone jangled in the hall. She saw it was gone three o’clock as Fina answered.

      
      ‘But Frau Homburg is resting,’ protested Fina as Julie came out into the hall. Julie took the telephone from her and sat down
         beside its table, pulling the upright mouthpiece towards her so that it made the little squeak it always made on the polished
         surface. The wire to the earpiece was twisted as usual. It was Franz’s lawyer.
     

      
      ‘Yes, come here to me, Herr Doctor; I’d rather not go out in case …’ Before she could explain he interrupted her. He would
         be with her in ten minutes. Julie did not replace the receiver, but idly unwound the line straight and listened to the humming
         of the wire. She was now aware that she was frightened; the worried voice, dehumanised by the telephone, had connected her
         directly with Hansi’s words that morning.
     

      
      He was there in less than ten minutes, so he must have telephoned from a coffee-house and not from his office. Fina took his
         hat and coat and he smoothed his bald patch as Julie asked after his wife and the younger son who would take his medical finals
         in three months’ time.
     

      
      
      Julie sat where she always sat, in a high-backed wing chair with dark velvet upholstery, where Franz had posed her in the
         early days so that now she always used it, both aware of the frame it made for the outline of her face, and indifferent to
         it. Pohaisky laid his narrow briefcase beside him on the corner of a wide couch covered by a silk prayer-rug. He was watching
         her, but not with his usual look of aesthetic pleasure. He was a deeply religious Catholic for whom all beauty comes from
         God.
     

      
      ‘I won’t waste words, gnae’ Frau,’ he said and patted his inner pocket, then laid his veined hand again on his knee.

      
      ‘Do smoke, Doctor Alois. You know I don’t mind.’

      
      He was vain of his carefully groomed hands and made quite a business of selecting and lighting a long Balkan cigarette. He
         smiled his thanks.
     

      
      ‘One is always conscious of your voice. That adds a perverse pleasure to smoking when one is here. But I had better come straight
         to business. You may guess why I am here?’
     

      
      Julie did not at all know and shook her head. Pohaisky looked at the blue wreath of smoke.

      
      ‘Is Franz coming back to-day?’ he asked, his voice even more calm and measured than usual. ‘He intended to, I know.’

      
      ‘I have heard nothing. So I don’t really know, though Hans Ostrovsky thinks he won’t. But I think …’

      
      ‘I think with you that he may, in fact, come home. Ostrovsky was in Berlin last year if I remember? Yes. That means, you see,
         that he has some real notion of what he is talking about. Whereas Franz, Franz has only theory, and the theory of the brotherhood
         of man is not going to help much in this situation.’
     

      
      Although they were passionate opponents in politics, this was unexpectedly brutal. Pohaisky had taken care of the affairs
         of Julie’s family and Franz had added his own business after they were married; and though they had become friends in a cautious
         way, they had never agreed about politics and never could have done. After 1934 they had not spoken for many months and were
         only reconciled on Julie’s insistence.
     

      
      ‘Your joint affairs are in order. It is only necessary for Franz to sign over everything he possesses to you. You must know
         what is happening in case I am not able to help you; it is by no means certain that I shall remain unmolested. I hate to burden you
         with tiresome business, but in your position it is likely you will be left in peace.’
     

      
      ‘About my position – it isn’t decided what I shall do.’

      
      Pohaisky misunderstood her, perhaps intentionally.

      
      ‘As a life member of the State theatre you will be treated as an asset of the people. They constantly use these Jacobin phrases,
         you know.’
     

      
      This was what Hansi meant this morning and was afraid to say openly.

      
      ‘You mean they will not allow me to go with Franzl?’

      
      ‘My dear lady, they will not allow Franz to go. Still less will they let you go with him – or to him.’

      
      Julie moved quickly in her chair and then laid the palms of her hands together between her knees so that her face was bent
         down and he could not see her expression.
     

      
      ‘But it may be for a long time,’ she quoted Hansi. ‘It may be – for good.’

      
      ‘For all of us.’

      
      ‘But Franz is my husband. If he goes, I go.’

      
      As she said the words, the absurdity of them struck her. Leave this city? For one of those she always preferred when she reached
         them and was always so glad to leave again, for home. Paris? Golden Rome? The immense weight of London’s urbanity? Leave for
         – for the sake of language – Zurich, that town of insurance agents and bankers? Leave Vienna, the tempered grey stone, the
         steely sky and shadowed, blue-white snow? Leave the sentimental chestnuts and lilacs, the comically maddening people of the
         streets? The music, the theatre – the Burg, that inextricable knot of many knots of work and ambition. The long intrigues
         and the short alliances of cliques; familiar friends and even less dispensable enemies of fascinating and intimate cruelties
         and quarrels. Leave the many-headed unit of the public? Every evening to be seduced afresh. Lose the giant feeling of holding
         them in her hand on those rare evenings when the whole company, in a furore nobody understood, was welded into a power greater
         than its added parts that shifted the very stones of the foundations. To stop working – what people did who didn’t work had always been mysterious.
         In other theatres she would always be a guest. The imperial mass in the lost imperial glory had a meaning for the city, even
         for those who rarely went within its doors, strong enough to rival the Church with its symbols – a meaning other cities could
         never understand. A solid richness of meaning in the quicksands of poverty and rootlessness. In Paris, in London, the public
         slipped over the surface, constantly amused, in constant fear of boredom; they had no understanding. They never stopped still
         long enough. How could one understand the theatre in languages where even their own great poets were invariably cut for length
         and where Wallenstein was not even translated because it was too long to play – seven hours? How give anything to an audience that allowed Hamlet to be cut – did not even know it was cut? An audience that thought of Oscar Wilde as frivolous, had never heard of Schnitzler,
         of Molnár? Did Hofmannsthal, that echo, exist in French – his singing idiom would be cut to pieces on the sharp edge of the
         language. Her language, her instrument. The voice Pohaisky was concerned about was quite different, she knew, when she spoke
         her excellent French, her careful English. And the nervememory connecting words, movements and meaning? It would never work
         in any other tongue.
     

      
      ‘That may perhaps be considered later, Frau Julia. The immediate need is to regulate Franz’s affairs. What is quite certain
         is that if he does return to-day, he will have to leave again at once. There is no alternative for Franz. The papers are here
         – I have them with me. They have been ready for some weeks, in fact …’
     

      
      ‘Some weeks?’

      
      ‘Some weeks, yes. They are, however, dated three years back. When Franz was operated for appendicitis, you remember?’ Pohaisky
         touched his flat case. ‘The best course will be for me to leave the case here. If there is any discussion as to why I was
         here to-day, you will say you wished to check these instruments in the – ah – in view of the new circumstances. About which
         latter you will be well advised to make no comment. You know nothing of politics or State affairs and need to know nothing.
         I am advising you as your lawyer, you understand? But until the papers have in fact been signed by Franz and countersigned where necessary,
         by yourself, they must be hidden. Your cook, for instance, must not know they are here. Can you, by the way, trust Serafina?’
     

      
      She lifted her head and stared blankly at him.

      
      She said, ‘She’s been with Franz fifteen years. Long before we were married. Before his parents died.’

      
      He spoke as if he spoke of the weather and did not look at her, ‘A friend of mine in Stuttgart – we studied here and at Goettingen
         together – has been in prison for two years because of something his own son said of him.’
     

      
      Julie clasped her hands together tightly and rose from her chair. She walked to the window against which she had been leaning
         when he telephoned, touched the curtain as if to lift it aside – the cart was gone – and then came back to her chair and sat
         down again.
     

      
      ‘But all this is impossible,’ she said helplessly.

      
      ‘Yes, it is all quite mad. The papers have annotations clipped to them, so that you will both understand where signatures
         and initials have to be made. It will be quite clear to you. Just do as my notes instruct. Then detach all the notes and burn
         them in this stove here. Not in the kitchen and not just torn up. Make sure you take out all the notes from between the papers.
         That is important because the witnesses’ signatures are already on the documents. My son-in-law and my confidential secretary
         signed them. You realise what I am saying, do you not, Frau Julia?’
     

      
      ‘Good God,’ she whispered. Then, abstractedly, ‘Have you confessed all this? Oh, forgive me, I hardly know what I’m saying.’

      
      He put his hand up to his brow. ‘Yes. As soon as the papers are signed and the notes burned the whole matter is in order.
         Though of course papers of such importance would not be left about but kept under lock and key, it is no longer such a vital
         matter that nobody should know they are here. That is, of course, if Franz returns home. If he does not the procedure is different.
         You sign where indicated yourself, not forgetting initials where necessary. Then detach the notes and burn them. Hide the
         papers again. Telephone me on Monday. Simply say you would like to see me. If he has signed them, they then exist legally and you will say on the telephone that you have now had time to read them through
         again and are reassured that everything is in order. I will then come and take them away quite openly. Have you understood?
         Can you repeat what you are to do?’
     

      
      ‘I ring you up on Monday. If Franz has signed the papers I say I have read them and they are in order. If he does not come
         back, I just say I want to see you. In either case, I sign where I am directed to sign and destroy all your notes. Is that
         right?’
     

      
      ‘Quite right. You understand, don’t you, that you should sign now, but if Franz does not return and by some mischance the
         papers come to light, then you are as much in the conspiracy as we three already are?’
     

      
      ‘Yes,’ said Julie, ‘that too is clear to me.’

      
      ‘Good. Now, if Franz does not return, we must contrive to get the papers to him, and of course, back again. Since he went
         to Prague, we may take it he will still be there next week. Now, fortunately, one of your father’s investments is in Brünn
         – the sawmill. My son-in-law will be able to go to Prague where he will sell the sawmill and get Franz’s signatures. There
         will be a certain amount of confusion for a week or so, no doubt, and we shall be able to use that confusion. Besides, my
         son-in-law has taken the precaution, very noble of him, of joining the Party in order to protect our interests – as you know
         my politics are as suspect as poor Franz’s … Ah, where was I – yes, he goes quite frequently on business to Prague, and there
         is nothing unusual about you wanting to consolidate your property at this time.’
     

      
      ‘But your son-in-law? I can’t ask him to take such risks.’

      
      ‘He himself suggested it. He has a number of other things to do in Prague and will be going there in any case. The risks are
         not so great as they seem; at least not at this moment. No doubt things will be tightened up, but not at once. And once the
         inward obstacles to committing such acts have been overcome …’ He sighed deeply and smiled at her. ‘Every respectable lawyer
         in Vienna is engaged in such affairs at this moment, I assure you.’
     

      
      Julie said quietly, ‘Some day I will try to thank you. I won’t ask a lot of stupid questions. I’ll just take it for granted
         that all this is necessary. But one thing – you do know that I understand what it means to you to do such things. You do know that, Doctor
         Alois, don’t you?’
     

      
      She watched him select another of his fat cigarettes and saw that he was deeply moved; and this frightened her more than anything
         he had said.
     

      
      After a moment he spoke again.

      
      ‘Now, where are we going to hide these dangerous objects?’

      
      They both looked round the long room, silently dismissing one after another the obvious places.

      
      ‘I know,’ said Julie at last. ‘The bases of the book-shelves are hollow. We can put them in one of them.’ She rose and went
         to the long, dark and heavy book-shelves built on the wall from the floor to a height of about two metres. They were deep
         enough to take two rows of large books, one behind the other, so that whole sets of histories, law books, literature, were
         ranged in blocks instead of single rows. The base-boards, of moulded and polished wood like wainscotting, were about twenty
         centimetres high all along the wall of books. Julie kicked one section lightly and it gave a woody, hollow boom. She kneeled
         down and began to remove the heavy books that stood on the lowest shelf. The shelves were laid on bronze pins movable to any
         height needed by the height of the books, which fitted into perpendicular rows of bronzelined holes in the uprights of the
         cases. Pohaisky came over and took the books from her as she lifted them out, laying them neatly in the correct order behind
         himself on the carpet. When the section was clear Julie lifted the oak shelf out, and below was a hollow to the floor half
         a metre wide. She looked at her hands and brushed the dust off them. Pohaisky had his briefcase in his hand and was about
         to lay it in the space.
     

      
      ‘Hadn’t we better put the papers in something else?’ said Julie, hesitantly. ‘I mean, you came with the briefcase – hadn’t
         you better go away with it? I certainly wouldn’t like to trust our house caretaker, and still less his wife. She may just
         possibly have noticed you were carrying it?’
     

      
      ‘You are quite right,’ agreed Pohaisky, smiling painfully.

      
      She got a big envelope from Franz’s desk, already used. Their address was on it and postage marks and stamps. Pohaisky took a bundle of papers from his briefcase and slid them into the
         envelope. They laid the envelope in the dark, dusty hole and Pohaisky lifted back the heavy shelf. He got it back to front
         and lifted it out again to turn it round. Then they silently ranged the books back as they had been before. When they rose
         to their feet they did not look at each other. It was as if each of them had come unexpectedly upon some small, humiliating
         indecency in the other.
     

      
      Pohaisky fished out of his waistcoat pocket a flat gold watch and flipped open its chased cover.

      
      ‘It is four o’clock already,’ he said. He wiped his dusty fingers on a large, perfectly clean handkerchief. Without saying
         any more, she reached him her hand and he bent his grey head and kissed it and went out. She could hear Fina asking after
         his grandchild, the son-in-law’s baby, as he put on his coat and hat. Then the apartment door shut behind him with its familiar
         thud into the felted frame and the door opposite their door rattled faintly in the displaced air made by the heavy ironed
         front door shutting; tiny household sounds, instantly recognised, but so familiar as to go unheard at normal times.
     

      
      Julie stood still for a moment or so by the book-case. Then she went into the hall as Fina came out of the kitchen.

      
      ‘You’ve had no rest at all, gnae’ Frau. Will you have tea or coffee?’

      
      ‘Tea, I think, please. I couldn’t rest, anyhow.’ She went across into her bedroom and through into the bathroom. She washed
         her hands and dried them as carefully as she always did on one of the cold, slippery linen hand-towels with her initials on
         it. She had lived in that apartment for seven years and never consciously noticed before that the inter-curving blue and white
         tiles of the bathroom floor were just like those in her parents’ home. This was not surprising, almost all the big town apartments
         of the period – the last twenty years of the last century – had similar tiles on kitchen and bathroom floors. Black and white
         or blue and white, shaped like formalised knucklebones and curving endlessly into each other.
     

      
      She switched on the lamps in the living-room; the pools of yellow light made its quiet less oppressive with the illusion of something alive. Yes, but this with Pohaisky – what was it
         all about? He had so taken it for granted that she understood why Franz’s not inconsiderable property should become hers that
         Julie had taken it for granted too. On the writing-table lay that morning’s papers, untouched. Julie read the first paragraphs
         of the lead story. Without some knowledge of what had gone before, it was almost meaningless. Bewildered by the details of
         Chancellor, plebiscite, Minister of the Interior, Julie threw the paper down and picked up the next one. This was the disguised
         organ of the proscribed Opposition, Franz’s party. The main news article and the leader were both violently polemical; but
         against neither the Austrian Nazis nor the Reich Government; against the Austrian Government which, as she supposed vaguely,
         was trying to resist the Nazis. It was, it seemed, all a question of the destruction of the power of the working class by
         Dollfuss in 1934. For a short time Julie could not remember when Dollfuss had been murdered for the newspaper read as if he
         were still alive, and the tone as well as the matter seemed to have no connection with the events described in the government
         paper she had looked at before. She turned to the Independent and tried to understand its leading article. It was so carefully balanced that she read in each succeeding paragraph the
         reverse of the previous argument about some agreement made between the Austrian and the Reich governments in July 1936 and
         what Chancellor Schuschnigg had probably understood by it. Julie did not know it but while she was reading the Chancellor
         was actually resigning his office and the long shadow play was over. She laid down the papers, giving up hope of understanding
         what was happening by means of the printed word. There was a small wireless set in one corner of the book-shelves and she
         went and turned it on. A voice sang a kitschy song about love not being sin. The voice was deep and hoarse enough to be a
         man’s voice, but Julie recognised it as the Swedish prophetess of sex who had become a living symbol of what had happened
         in the Reich. Zarah Leander, she thought, I wonder what her real name is – Pedersen, probably. The record ended and at once
         a newsreader began to speak, relaying a message to the populace from the Archbishop of Vienna who counselled the people to be calm and to pray. What they were to pray for was not specified. There
         followed short news items. The frontier between Germany and Austria had been closed that morning, rail traffic between the
         two countries had ceased. This, said the news-reader, was causing a certain amount of confusion in rail communications and
         intending passengers were advised not to travel unless they urgently needed to do so. Massive troop movements were reported
         in Bavaria. General Keitel’s name was mentioned and large figures of tanks. In reality the movements of troops to the border
         had been completed, and the tanks were already standing along the border on every road capable of carrying their weight, their
         blunt snouts menacing, the fingers of their guns pointing, their swaying antennae humming with the tension of waiting.
     

      
      Julie left the wireless on and went out to the telephone. At first the East Station did not answer. When she did at last get
         the information clerk he could tell her nothing about the times of any train.
     

      
      ‘But at least tell me if the trains are running between Prague and Vienna,’ begged Julie. He rudely did not know, his voice
         rose with strain and cracked and Julie cut him off hastily with a jerky move of her finger on the earpiece fork. She looked
         up; Fina was standing in the kitchen door, a glass cloth with red checks in one hand, staring at her. Fina’s round face was
         as rosy as ever, the hard round cheeks with their prominent bones shining in the electric light from the ceiling. The two
         women looked at each other in silence for a moment. Fina opened her mouth to say something and changed her mind. Julie found
         that the palms of her hands were wet. She pulled the address book across towards herself by its pencil cord and searched for
         the name of a fellow ex-deputy of Franz’s who might be able to tell her what was happening. She rattled the fork and asked
         the operator for the number and waited while it rang and rang in uneven spasms. When the operator chipped in again, Julie
         gave her another number, of the ‘secret’ headquarters of the Socialist Party. Unobtainable, the number buzzed dully. This
         is impossible, argued Julie. The operator, who knew Julie, would find out. At last the number rang and instantly was answered from the other end. A harsh North German voice demanded who was calling. Without replying, the operator pulled
         her switch. Should she try another number? No, said Julie, leave it. The operator’s voice dropped several tones. They were
         in a terrible muddle, she confided; a whole block of lines had been taken over and many others cut off. It was said Himmler
         was himself in the city; the airport was closed and the supervisor … Julie never heard what happened to the supervisor for
         the line went dead. She rattled the fork again and again. The line was cut. At that moment the sighing moan of the lift rising
         could be heard. It gave its clang and shudder as it stopped. Julie stared at the apartment door, her finger still on the telephone
         fork. She found her teeth clenched and forced herself to relax her jaw muscles. Fina turned her head staring fixedly at the
         lock of the front door, chin stuck out, mouth slightly open. The small coil of tightly plaited hair made her look like the
         little wooden woman in a weather-house, emerging from her door to indicate rain. Brisk footsteps passed the door and then
         the thud of the door opposite could be heard, closing. Julie looked up at the hall clock in its sunburst. Even if the train
         were on time and even if Franz were on it, he could hardly have left the station yet. She got up stiffly and without speaking
         to Fina went down the hall to the living-room. The open half of the tall double door was swinging to behind her when she heard
         his key in the front door. The door opened, his voice was thanking Frau Pichler for helping him with his bag. She stood perfectly
         still; the flood of relief drained through her nerves, and as if every drop of essential energy went with it, she found her
         knees were shaking.
     

      
      The frosty breath of outside air was still about him and he was half out of his overcoat as Julie reached him. He shook his
         fur-lined coat off into Fina’s waiting arms and took Julie’s hands; and the mysterious quality of their relationship was instantly
         reestablished.
     

      
      His hands, usually so firm and warm were hard and dry with the cold.

      
      ‘Nice and warm, you are,’ he said in his soft, gentle voice, and leaned his cheek against hers for a moment. They went into
         the living-room and stood close up against the stove, sipping kisses from each other’s lips, their arms about each other. When Fina came in with coffee they took no notice of her and she put
         down the tray on the table it always occupied, picked up the napkin Julie had dropped after lunch, and went out again, shaking
         her head and laughing to herself.
     

      
      As Julie went to pour out his coffee, Franz said, ‘Pohaisky has been here!’

      
      ‘You smelt his tobacco! He’s a better judge of character than Hansi. He knew you’d come back. Hansi thought you wouldn’t.’
         For a second it seemed as if they could shut the world out of their little world of simple, almost innocent eroticism. But
         something changed in his face, the sensitive mouth took on a resigned set, the thin, handsome features were suddenly drawn
         and he looked his forty-three years, and more.
     

      
      ‘But why Pohaisky? To warn me – or you?’

      
      ‘He – must we talk about it now?’ His smile agreed to put it off, and he reached out to draw her towards him, but she said
         nervously, ‘I suppose I’d better tell you, though. Pohaisky brought a lot of papers to sign. They are not supposed to be here.
         Even Fina mustn’t know. Do you know about it?’
     

      
      He rubbed his forehead and put down the coffee cup.

      
      ‘I’d forgotten,’ he said blankly. ‘Yes, he did talk about … some time ago …’

      
      ‘You have to sign them; I have to sign too, somewhere. He’ll come and collect them on Monday, he said. Something about turning
         all your property over to me … Franz, what is it all about?’
     

      
      ‘Have you heard of the Nuremberg Laws? You must have a vague notion?’

      
      ‘But of course,’ she said impatiently, ‘of course I’ve heard of them.’

      
      Franz looked at the watch on his wrist.

      
      ‘In about twenty-four hours from now those laws will be in force here. I shan’t be capable of owning any property by then.
         If it is your property, it won’t be sequestrated.’
     

      
      ‘That’s why it is supposed to have happened three years ago, then?’

      
      ‘When I made a will. Yes, that’s clever of Pohaisky, to think of that. Then there can be no question about it. It’s very, very illegal though.’
     

      
      ‘That’s why they are so secret, the papers. The witnesses have already signed. Pohaisky was very upset – even though he has
         confessed it.’
     

      
      ‘Poor Pohaisky.’ Franz shook his head with the tolerant sympathy of an enlightened man at another’s bondage to superstition.

      
      ‘But Franzl, what are we going to do?’

      
      ‘First, we must sign these papers. There’s no sense in throwing good money into the sewers of the Third Reich. It can’t last
         for long and then we can come back …’ He stopped abruptly and stared at Julie’s face.
     

      
      ‘What is it?’ she said sharply.

      
      ‘He expects you to stay here, then? Pohaisky?’

      
      Julie sat down suddenly in Franz’s chair by the writing-table.

      
      ‘He – he seemed to think they would prevent me going. Hansi hinted as much this morning, too. There’s a man from Berlin at
         the theatre already.’
     

      
      ‘If you left they would confiscate your property, don’t you see? Do you think Pohaisky knows something – more than he told you?’
     

      
      ‘I don’t know,’ she said, bewildered. ‘I think he would have told me anything that affected us.’

      
      ‘I’d better telephone him at once!’

      
      ‘No!’ She put out a hand to stop him. ‘Don’t do that. It would put him in danger. And you, too.’ Remembering, she added faintly,
         ‘It’s cut off.’
     

      
      ‘The telephone? It can’t be!’

      
      ‘Yes, while I was actually talking to the operator.’

      
      Franz looked around the room with incredulous eyes. ‘My God,’ he said, ‘this is a pretty kettle of fish!’ He used the English
         idiom; it gave his incomprehension a curiously affected, unreal tinge and Julie stared at him, not quite understanding what
         he meant, or what was happening.
     

      
      ‘What else did Pohaisky say?’ he asked urgently. ‘Julie, you’re not listening to me. What else did Pohaisky say?’

      
      ‘He said – he said for you there was no alternative. You had to leave here again, at once. I said then I would go with you.
         He said they wouldn’t allow that. But, of course they wouldn’t allow you to leave, either. It would mean going secretly.’
     

      
      ‘Secretly!’ Without noticing what he did, Franz picked up one of the newspapers, and now he sat down slowly and sat staring
         at the rumpled sheets quivering slightly in his clenched hand.
     

      
      ‘Franzl, the wireless said the frontier to Bavaria was closed this morning. They will close the other frontier too, won’t
         they?’
     

      
      ‘But they are not here yet,’ he said hoarsely.

      
      ‘The telephone girl said Himmler himself was here …’

      
      ‘But in Germany they haven’t stopped people leaving. If they have somewhere to go.’

      
      ‘But Hansi said …’

      
      ‘What? What did Hansi say?’

      
      ‘He – that all the Socialist ex-deputies would be arrested. And you are Jewish too.’

      
      ‘That about puts it in a nutshell.’

      
      ‘But Franzl, how can this have happened without us knowing? Did you know nothing about it at all?’

      
      ‘Of course I knew,’ he said dully. ‘As you did. As everyone did. But I never quite believed it, I suppose.’

      
      ‘It’s my being away in Prague,’ he said after a long pause. ‘That is what makes it seem so sudden. I just didn’t think it
         could happen so quickly.’ The remark was quite meaningless for the papers of every European city were just as easy to get
         in Prague as they were in Vienna. Franz got up again and went over to the coffee tray. He poured out a fresh cup of coffee,
         stood holding it for a moment and put it down again.
     

      
      ‘The first night,’ he said. ‘When is it? I forget.’

      
      ‘You mean of Doll’s House? Three weeks to-night. But that doesn’t matter now.’
     

      
      ‘That was what Hansi Ostrovsky was worried about?’

      
      ‘My contract,’ she said miserably.

      
      ‘Of course. Obviously you can’t leave before the play is a week or so old, or the whole theatre will be in trouble. Who understudies
         Nora?’
     

      
      ‘Hella Schneider. She’s very good. She’s going to play it sometimes, in any case.’

      
      
      ‘I’ll wait for you in Prague,’ he said. They smiled conspiratorially, at one in their desire to keep their intimate, their
         so fragile community intact. It was all unreal, and most unreal was the pretence that Julie would leave the theatre, her life
         for seventeen years since she first walked on to its uneven, sloping stage as a student of the Academy at sixteen. She remembered
         the occasion clearly, the crowd scenes, the smell of backstage, the cold wind that blew on one side of the stage, mysteriously,
         in winter. The dust and apparent confusion. Above all the slow sweep of the great curtains rising almost silently and the
         first consciousness of that warm, scented, quiet mass in the theatre on the curtain’s other side. Not single people, and not
         a crowd; an audience. It was Grillparzer, King Ottokar, so the audience was serious; either young or elderly, unfashionable. Consciously, she stopped herself thinking of it, and
         when she looked up at Franz it did indeed disappear in the pain and understanding of his eyes.
     

      
      ‘You must be tired and dirty,’ she said, smiling lovingly. He disliked the promiscuity of trains, they offended his intense
         fastidiousness. Typically Viennese, he never noticed the muddle of newspapers, the dusty floor or the full ashtrays of the
         coffeehouse where he met his fellow oppositionists; it was strangeness he disliked, the dottle of one unknown traveller’s
         pipe gave him thoughts of tuberculosis though he would sit for hours in committee with old Morawec, the Party Secretary from
         the 21st Bezirk coughing his soft, contained cough into his handkerchief; in a closed room full of smoke and their sliding,
         nasal artisans’ dialect that he too affected in local meetings and committees.
     

      
      ‘Come along, dreamer,’ said Julie touching his greying hair where it grew in a curving slight wing from his temple. ‘Have
         a bath and change your clothes. And tell me, how was it you were so early? The train can hardly have arrived by the time you
         were at home?’
     

      
      ‘Kerenyi and I decided to get an early train instead. We were up at an unearthly hour to catch it. But coming from Krakov,
         of course, it was hours late. The Poles never had a train on time in my whole experience, I believe.’ He followed her through
         a drawing-room big enough to be called a salon, which they rarely used; through his study and the bedroom into his narrow
         dressing-room.
     

      
      
      ‘I often wonder what my father and mother did with all these rooms when they first lived here,’ he said, coming back into
         the bedroom in a dressing-gown. Julie came in from the bathroom followed by the happy gush of water.
     

      
      ‘Just as we do, I expect,’ she said, laughing a little. She laid the big bath towel she carried in the middle hollow of the
         white porcelain stove to heat. ‘They didn’t use them. After living eight together in three rooms they must have felt pretty
         cold here for a bit. What made you think of it?’
     

      
      ‘I never go through the drawing-room without thinking of mother’s coffee parties. I thought them very grand, as a boy.’

      
      ‘I expect they were very grand, too,’ Julie looked through the doors standing open. She could see in the dusk the lights from
         the living-room lamps reflected in varied sparks off the cut drops of the chandeliers in the unlighted room.
     

      
      Franz went over to Julie’s dressing-table. A round bowl of Bohemian glass stood on it, full of dark violets. They were sunk,
         drowned, in the water that winked glassily between the soft little horns of the flowers. Air-bubbles clung like inverted dew-drops
         on the petals under the water. The fresh, sweet scent hung over the bowl. The outlines of purple blue and watery glass wavered
         and swam as his eyes filled with painful tears. Julie, behind him, passed her arms round his waist; leaning against his back,
         she slid her hand inside the fold of the dressing-gown against his naked breast.
     

  



      
      
      2

      
      Georg Kerenyi was a tall, sandy man with a big nose which he was in the habit of lifting and pointing in the air like a game
         dog scenting a hare in long grass. This big, jutting hook of a nose was so noticeable that his other features seemed unimpressive
         but in fact his eyes were shrewd and hard under their prominent brows. Though he had lived in Vienna for twenty years – he
         had become an Austrian in 1919 – he still had a strong Hungarian accent.
     

      
      He ran up the short flight of stairs to his office two at a time and flung open the door, shouting to his secretary as he
         positively leaped inside the room. He hated sitting still and the hours on a slow train had filled him with a raging impatience
         that he had to rid himself of by some physical demonstration. The door slammed against the wall and swung back to close with
         a bang. From her typing-table his secretary rose, not with her usual nervous alacrity, but with a curiously sheepish air,
         as if she were not quite sure whether to rise or not. She was a tired-faced woman in her late thirties with the greyish complexion
         of chronic malnutrition. By Viennese standards she was not badly paid, but she had an elder brother seriously wounded in the
         War and a complaining old mother to keep. Kerenyi was never sure whether this handicap had prevented her ever getting a husband
         or the massive overdevelopment of her hips and backside, almost deformed in their largeness when contrasted with a meagre
         upper body and thin face. She moved now round her table with her waddling sideways walk, not quite looking at Kerenyi. He took no notice
         of this because she was neurotically shy, but an atmosphere in the office communicated itself to him at once.
     

      
      ‘Herr Schmittgen came up to see you three times to-day, Herr Chief Editor,’ she said, forcing the words out breathlessly.
         She was, he knew, a member of the forbidden Socialist Party and always used their formal, serious courtesies of speech. That
         she should have failed to greet him and ask about his journey was a sign of disturbance amounting to a major shock.
     

      
      ‘What did he want?’ said Kerenyi, emphasising the pronoun.

      
      ‘He didn’t say. The publisher wants to see you at his house this evening, too.’

      
      ‘What time did Herr Keppler say? Didn’t Schmittgen say anything at all?’

      
      ‘He kept asking when you would be back. Oh, he did ask why you had gone to the Conference, to Prague. I didn’t know what to
         say.’
     

      
      ‘So you said nothing? I hope you have left me time to write my dispatch on this damned stupid socialist congress I’ve been
         wasting my time at.’
     

      
      ‘Your appointment is for nine o’clock with the publisher,’ she said, pressing her livid lips together to show her annoyance
         at his rallying manner. He always used it to her and she always found it humiliating.
     

      
      ‘And otherwise, Fräulein Bracher? Everything quite normal?’

      
      She stared, biting her underlip. Without any change of expression her mournful eyes became suffused with red. Kerenyi was
         ashamed, but his own raging anger and impatience made it impossible to apologise. He went behind his desk and stood looking
         through the pile of neatly opened letters on his blotter. He leaned over and turned the pages of his desk diary to see what
         appointments she had made for him in his absence. Then he picked up the pulls of purple-inked paper from a steel basket labelled
         REUTERS; after a hasty glance he threw them back again, having seen the last news on the machine downstairs in the newsroom before
         he came up.
     

      
      
      ‘Why didn’t we all join, long ago?’ he said. Fräulein Bracher said nothing. Kerenyi walked across the room and looked out
         of the window, down into the darkling narrow street where the yellow blooms of lamps threw condensation rings on the outside
         windows. Motors flashed headlamps, the offices and flats opposite were alight in that early evening hour between business
         and homegoing when every light is burning. As Kerenyi watched, a whole stream of light went out of the first floor as the
         Armenian carpetdealer closed his business for the day.
     

      
      ‘Winter is back,’ said Kerenyi under his breath. ‘It’s begun to snow again.’

      
      ‘Herr Kerenyi,’ said Fräulein Bracher behind him in a quite different voice, ‘what is going to happen to us?’

      
      ‘That is what Keppler is going to tell me, I assume,’ he said, turning from the window. He looked into her pinched face and
         said seriously, in a normal, human tone, ‘You’re an SP member, aren’t you … is that what is worrying you?’
     

      
      She nodded, still biting at her underlip, and looked anywhere but at him.

      
      ‘They won’t bother with ordinary rank and file members, you know.’ He watched her face closely. ‘Most of the membership will
         join the NSDAP now, if one may judge by what happened in the Reich. I advise you to do just that; and keep quiet.’
     

      
      ‘But – what will happen?’ Her voice was quiet but desperate, she looked about at the office furnishings as if expecting them
         to show changes.
     

      
      ‘To your job? I don’t see why you shouldn’t keep it. I mean,’ he corrected himself, ‘as far as I know, myself. Whatever happens
         to me the new editor will need a secretary who knows the ropes. I know you don’t like Schmittgen, but he will need you far
         more than I do – he’s never had responsibility yet. I don’t want to say anything with certainty, because I just don’t know.
         But life will have to go on, and offices will have to be staffed. Even if I am fired this evening – and I almost certainly
         will be – there is nothing as far as I know to prevent you keeping your job.’
     

      
      ‘Join the NSDAP,’ she muttered. ‘What about my beliefs? You think it doesn’t matter …?’

      
      
      ‘My dear girl,’ he said, but not in the joking way she hated, ‘it is the curse of our time that people believe in political
         sects. Neither socialism nor any other way of ordering affairs is worthy of being put in the centre of a man’s belief; it
         is only a system of organisation as good or as bad as the brains that run it. It doesn’t in the least matter whether the controlling
         interest in this paper is held by Herr Oskar Keppler, by a bank or by a political party – except that party papers are usually
         dull, but that’s for other reasons. What matters is the men who run the paper, the quality of their brains – their hearts,
         too. These new people will fire me, but remember, if the paper had been bought up by the Fatherland Front, I should have been
         fired too. All political parties dislike the man who denies that any one of them has the truth.’
     

      
      ‘You are so calm,’ she said stubbornly. ‘You must have known it was coming. Why didn’t you do something? Arrange something?
         Instead of going off like that, just at the moment when …’
     

      
      ‘And just what do you suggest I should have done?’ For a moment he returned to his humiliating, joking tone, and she flushed
         a patchy, unhealthy red. ‘Yes. I knew it was coming. So did the Chancellor, so did the President. So did everybody in Vienna
         who knows anything about anything. None of us could do anything. Except make private plans which is what I have just advised
         you to do. If I knew what was going to happen here – in the office – I’d tell you. But if I say anything, it’s a guess and
         may be misleading because I am not in the confidence of the NSDAP men here. All I know is Keppler will either be forced to
         sell out to a front man for the NSDAP or to join the Party – if he hasn’t already done so – to keep his paper. One of the
         conditions would clearly be that I must go. Ever since the agreement of two years ago it has been clear that if we wanted
         to stay in business we had sooner or later to give up our independence as a newspaper. This is the final stage of something
         that’s been coming for several years; it seems like a crisis because no one knew just how it could come – that’s because Hitler
         & Co. play it by ear; they wait upon events and then use them. You ask me why I didn’t change my tone towards them, if I knew.
         I ask myself that question all the time. I just didn’t. The word “Independent” in our title means something to me, it seems. Something obstinate in my head stopped me conforming. We discover things about ourselves in moments of crisis, Fräulein
         Bracher. I thought for months of getting quietly in touch with the Party people. Somehow I always put it off, and now it’s
         too late. Evidently I never meant to turn Nazi. But you are in the position of being able to appear to conform. You will type
         just as well, and keep the files as tidy. That, it seems to me, is the end of your personal responsibility here.’
     

      
      He was half-sitting on the corner of his desk, his long legs thrust out in front of him, and his hands in his pockets. He
         watched her averted face for a little while, then pulled his feet in and stood up with a jerk. He went round his desk and
         sat in the swivel chair, reaching for a bulging despatch case on the other side of the table. Out of it he took a bundle of
         notes and newspaper cuttings and dropped them in a scramble on the blotter. He pulled a large block of scribbling paper towards
         him and selected a sharpened pencil from a blue pottery jar that stood, full of pencils, a ruler and a long, thin pair of
         paper-scissors beside his big diary.
     

      
      In the top right-hand corner of the paper he scrawled the hieroglyph that signified the article was to appear under his signature.
         Then he sat looking at the blank paper. After a moment he drew a diagonal line with his pencil from bottom to top of the sheet
         of paper, tore off the sheet, crumpled it in his hand. He put the pencil back into its jar and turned in his chair to pull
         the big wastepaper-basket to him. With one bony muscular hand he swept the bundle of notes and cuttings and the sheet of blank
         paper into the basket. On top could be seen a column from the New York Times, and a square cutting in French. Kerenyi looked up at Fräulein Bracher.
     

      
      ‘That is one analysis of the Congress of the European Federation of Social Democratic Parties that will never be written,’
         he said briskly.
     

      
      Fräulein Bracher stared, not at him but at the papers in the basket. Her thin face worked angrily. She put up her ugly hands
         in front of her mouth and burst into the noisy weeping of exacerbated nerves. With clumsy haste, turning her hips as if moving
         an unwieldy load, she ran from the room and disappeared.
     

      
      
      Kerenyi sat staring at his now empty blotter for a few moments; then he pulled a telephone towards him on a scissors-like
         swivel arm and connected himself with the switchboard operator.
     

      
      ‘Order me a car, please, for eight-thirty, and tell the driver I want to go out to Hietzing and then back into the old city.’

      
      He looked at his watch. He had two and a half hours. He pulled a small bunch of keys from his trousers pocket, selected a
         complicated steel one and went to a framed map of Europe which hung opposite his desk on the wall. He opened the map with
         an ordinary handle at the side as if it were the door of a cupboard, and unlocked the safe in the wall behind it.
     

      
      From the several neat piles of folders Kerenyi took a heap bound in black with red spines. The last five years were numbered
         in white on the spines. Beginning at 1933, Kerenyi began to go through the files carefully. He was a methodical man for a
         journalist. The papers were the private personnel files of all the senior employees of the newspaper he edited. He left untouched
         official papers, contracts, salaries, income tax and such matters. Personal recommendations, character references, confidential
         notes on the private lives of his colleagues he removed one by one, considering each letter or report as he read it, and replacing
         some that seemed innocuous. Sometimes he took out a letter because of the name it was signed with – an old recommendation
         from the Chairman of the Co-operative Workers’ Bank of Styria, recommending the newspaper’s head accountant for his post,
         for instance, would hardly seem a recommendation to the new editor, and it was accordingly shoved into the waste-basket. Sometimes
         he removed a note because of its contents; in the file of a sub-editor who had left the paper a few months before was a complaint
         from the welfare section of his repeated advances to the apprentices in the printing shop – this too went into the basket.
         Kerenyi was familiar with the circumstances of the people he was dealing with and he did not need to read all the papers through,
         only to refresh his memory which retained with considerable accuracy the details of the lives and careers of his staff. He
         was finished with the files in less than two hours. There was an extra folder containing comments and receipts for payments
         to those odd informants and contacts which newspapers keep with porters in Ministries, house servants of famous people, back-stairs hangers-on of the
         political parties who live in part by the sale of information to the press. Kerenyi considered this folder for some time,
         chewing his upper lip; he was tempted to destroy it altogether, but rejected that idea – at least in part they must take their
         own chances, those marginal people. If he destroyed the lot it would be noticed, for all newspapers must have such contacts,
         and Kerenyi had no desire to give the Party a handle for interrogating him. He knew quite well that the thought of avoiding
         at least one interrogation was the outcome of an unreal desire to ignore the approach of catastrophe. Natural enough, perhaps,
         but dangerous at a time when a calculating presence of mind was his only armour against the mistake that might precipitate
         him into the outer dark.
     

      
      The last folder was his own. He removed one or two highly personal letters from his employer and some lawyers’ documents about
         a lawsuit. He wondered wryly if Keppler was having the consideration to do as much in his own private files for his chief
         editor.
     

      
      When he had finished to his own satisfaction he put the whole pile of folders back neatly where they had come from and ran
         his finger over the other papers in the safe to remind himself what they were. Then he opened his personal cash box and took
         out what money there was, with the cashier’s slips for expenses. The cash was, of course, correct and the bank account up
         to date. It was not difficult for Fräulein Bracher to keep his personal accounts since he spent almost every groschen he earned
         and had no private means.
     

      
      Kerenyi stretched back in his swivel chair and yawned widely. His stomach gave a warning grumble that reminded him he had
         not eaten for many hours since hot sausages and beer in the gloomy pre-dawn of the station in Prague. He looked at his watch.
         The printing-shift canteen would be open.
     

      
      All the papers from the personnel files he pushed down into the waste-basket. Swinging it in his hand he went out, leaving
         his door open in the usual signal that he was somewhere about in the building. The paternoster rising in a ceaseless succession
         of boxes gave him the momentary depression it always did give him. Somewhere in his boyhood a steel engraving of prisoners on a treadmill
         had been transferred in his memory to this jerky procession of little cells, carrying preoccupied human beings about errands
         that were anything but mysterious except at the moments they spent in the moving boxes. On the other side of the shaft Kerenyi
         stepped into one of the downward moving boxes and was lowered to the cellars. Hollow echoes in dark corridors lined with closed
         doors, the smell of concrete, coke dust, and for some reason the raw wood of crates, engulfed him down there. Above his head
         the steady thrum of the rotary printers was a deep tremor through the building. The old fireman had a stooping gait as if
         he constantly negotiated the low galleries of a mine; in fact it was the result of a war injury to his back which also entitled
         him to a modest but permanent position on the staff he had first joined more than thirty years before. Normally he would see
         Kerenyi perhaps two or three times in a year: at Christmas; the staff outing to an Heurigen on St Elisabeth’s Day; the First of May.
     

      
      ‘Good evening, Herr Pittermann,’ said Kerenyi formally. ‘If you would be so good, I’d like one of the furnaces opened.’

      
      The old man opened his mouth to object. Then he looked downwards and saw the basket full of papers. He lifted his grave eyes
         to Kerenyi’s face and turned down the corners of his wrinkled mouth, considering. He nodded slightly, saying nothing. Kerenyi
         followed him as he shuffled down the corridor into increasing warmth where the two big central-heating furnaces hummed gently
         to themselves. Taking a long steel hook the old man opened the coke door high up in the side of one of them, almost level
         with his own head. Kerenyi lifted the basket and poured out the papers into the dull surface of coke. The old man turned a
         key and there was a whoosh of heat and light. The door fell back and the old man locked it with a practised gesture. Kerenyi
         looked about him in the dusty light of the powerful electric bulb. It was very tidy, with coke stacks against two walls and
         the space round the furnaces swept clean. A police notice of fire regulations was prominently displayed, washed according
         to regulations once a week so that it was always readable. One of the rules was against throwing rubbish or paper into the furnaces. Kerenyi’s eyes came back to the old man who watched him, still
         holding the long hook. He smiled.
     

      
      ‘Thank you, Herr Pittermann,’ he said. ‘Good evening to you.’

      
      ‘Good evening, Herr Chief Editor,’ said the old man. As Kerenyi walked back down the echoing corridor he heard the steel hook
         returned to its nail where it swung to and fro with a grinding ring against the bricks of the wall.
     

      
      The newsroom was brilliantly lighted, full of clattering machines and talk as it always was at this hour. A woman in a smart
         hat typed fast in one corner, smoking all the time, with her head tilted.
     

      
      Kerenyi came over to her and she looked up and nodded at him. He raised his eyebrows and tipped his chin at her packet of
         cigarettes; she nodded again and went on typing. Kerenyi took a cigarette and lit it, throwing the match into an ashtray already
         full of ash and butts.
     

      
      ‘A good film?’ he asked.

      
      ‘Horrible,’ she said, ‘but of course a good notice.’

      
      He turned away, conscious of sour anger at a cynicism so like his own. The desk of the night editor was empty, tidy. The chief
         sub said anxiously, ‘I didn’t know you were back, Herr Kerenyi.’ They shook hands.
     

      
      ‘I don’t know that I am, officially,’ said Kerenyi. ‘Herr Silbermann not here, I see.’

      
      ‘No. He – perhaps he is ill?’

      
      ‘I doubt it. No fool, Herr Silbermann.’ The chatter of the tape machines covered their voices. The sub-editor pulled his tie
         away from his collar. He was sweating, but that meant nothing, he always was.
     

      
      ‘Do you know where?’ he asked in a cautious undertone.

      
      ‘I think Zurich,’ said Kerenyi and threw away his cigarette halfsmoked. Two reporters watched them covertly.

      
      ‘Can you get the paper out?’ asked the editor. ‘Not that it matters to-night. There’s plenty of stuff to fill it. Do you need
         any help?’
     

      
      ‘It’s all right,’ said the sub. ‘Shall I use the long feature on the Everest expedition instead of your article about the European Federation at Prague?’
     

      
      ‘Ah, Fräulein Bracher told you, did she? Yes. Use that. Is it set up?’

      
      ‘Been set for days, waiting for space.’

      
      Kerenyi looked round the big room, and shoved his hands in his pockets. ‘There’s just one thing,’ he said. ‘Tell everybody
         that I’ve done as I said I would and cleared the files of any personal matter that might be … But be careful with Schmittgen.
         Is he back?’
     

      
      ‘Herr Schmittgen is in Linz,’ said the sub. One of the telephones on the night editor’s desk rang. ‘That will be him now.’
         He leaned over the desk and picked up the instrument, a new and modern one.
     

      
      A high crackle of sound broke from the black receiver almost before it was answered. Kerenyi could hear the words quite clearly.
         After a few exchanges the sub had the call switched to the stenographers’ desk to be taken down for copy.
     

      
      ‘How shall I handle his stuff, Herr Kerenyi?’

      
      ‘Print it,’ said Kerenyi, shrugging his rather high shoulders cheerfully. ‘Print the lot. Schmittgen is a very good reporter.
         I should not be surprised if he’s editor by to-morrow night.’
     

      
      They had nothing to discuss; it had all been endlessly discussed and all the speculations were meaningless now that it was
         happening. One of the two reporters had gone out, the other sat at a typing-table with his back to them.
     

      
      ‘I’m going to see Herr Keppler after I’ve had something to eat in the canteen. By to-morrow we shall all know more.’ The two
         men shook hands again and said good night. Kerenyi started away down the room, but the sub-editor caught him up. ‘Shall we
         see you …’ He stopped. Kerenyi looked coolly at him, twisting his mouth a little, as if he had not taken in what was said.
         He was, in fact, thinking of the scene in this room about ten years ago when the old editor-in-chief retired and the owner
         and two or three political persons of consequence and the editors of all the other Vienna papers had come to present the old
         man with a silver box and to greet him, Kerenyi, the young newcomer who was taking over the paper. The speeches and wine and
         photographs had taken up more than two hours. Kerenyi remembered the old man’s silky white beard and his own impatience to get rid of the old fool
         and get on with the task of making the Independent a paper of his own.
     

      
      Kerenyi did not answer the sub. They looked at each other for a moment and Kerenyi went out. As he passed the reporters’ table
         he said good night to the young man hardly out of his teens. The boy half rose from his chair. He had the embarrassed and
         swaggering air of the very young. Kerenyi glanced sideways and then stopped. He put out a bony finger and touched the boy’s
         lapel. There was a small enamel button there, a white ground in a black ring and a red swastika.
     

      
      ‘Something new, eh?’ He nodded at the boy, thoughtfully. The young man half raised his arm, and let it fall again. In a voice
         strangled with embarrassment he muttered, ‘Heil Hitler!’ Then, looking after Kerenyi’s back, he cleared his throat and said
         the words again, very loudly, ‘Heil Hitler!’
     

      
      Kerenyi did not talk much to the taxi driver, contrary to his usual practice. On the long splashing drive out to the villa
         of the paper’s owner and publisher, he thought of the compositors in the night canteen. The half-hearted snow, falling soft
         and wet, of late winter, made the varying surface of the streets dangerous. They skidded wildly coming out of the Schoenbrunner
         Strasse, recently macadamed, on to cobbles. A tram slewed jerkily round the wide curve of its rails and its driver leaned
         out of his dark cabin to let the taxi man have his opinion of taxis and the weather in hoarse Ottakinger dialect. The first
         car of the tram was crowded, the windows breathed over mistily. Only the curved sweeps of glass cleared by coat sleeves showed
         the figures inside between streams of condensation. The taxi swung in a dizzy turn. For a timeless moment Kerenyi stared from
         his darkness into the vivid lighted expanse of tram window. A girl’s face gazed blindly at him framed in the hood of her dark
         coat; the face was thin and wan with weariness. Mournful dark eyes stared and pale lips opened to speak a soundless word to
         herself. Before the face could be fully seen the taxi was past as the empty second car of the tram clanged by. One huddled
         man, his head sunk in his shoulders, sat alone in it. The young girl’s face stayed printed on Kerenyi’s retina as the taxi sped across the wide dark space of trees and gates
         before the Palace.
     

      
      It returned now as the car took him back from Keppler’s house into the city, a fading image whose essential look remained
         so that he would recognise that face again if he ever saw it. The roads were almost empty now. Even the narrow streets of
         the inner city lacked the normal traffic of theatres and restaurants, the hurrying passers-by, the standing whores, the taxi
         drivers. On the corner of Kaerntnerstrasse and the Opera the newspaper vendor was alone in his shining oilskins, stamping
         his thick boots. They had made a slight detour to buy the early editions of the next day’s paper and the driver leaned out
         and beckoned to the man who came over and handed Kerenyi his own paper and the chief government paper. It was twenty-five
         minutes to eleven. The taxi turned and a moment later Kerenyi got out in the Schellinggasse, gave the man his usual tip and
         signed the bill held out to him. The man waited while Kerenyi rang the caretaker’s bell, and as the side door was opened from
         the inside he put the old Daimler into gear and drove off. The taxi’s whine faded round the corner into the Ring, and the
         street was empty and very still. It had stopped snowing, a sharp, cold little wind flicked Kerenyi’s coat, the street lamps
         swayed slightly as if it were four in the morning. Kerenyi’s heels rang on the patterned black and white stones of the hall
         floor as he crossed to the lift to the rattle of locks behind him. The caretaker shuffled after in carpet slippers, waistcoat
         hanging open over a collarless shirt, a thick woollen shawl round his shoulders. Coins tinkled, the lift gave its moan of
         effort and rose. Below, the caretaker pushed the time-switch and all the staircase lights came on.
     

      
      ‘Ah, here is Georgy at last, scenting the air as usual.’ The long living-room seemed, as he came into it, to be full of people.
         Julie was stretching out her hands to welcome him. From the skilful lightness of her tone Kerenyi could gauge the tension
         of the atmosphere. Kerenyi kissed both hands, bending his sandy head deeply and wondering for the hundredth time as he did
         so what it would be like to be in bed with a woman of such conquering beauty. It was an academic question, for though he was devoted to Julie he was not attracted to her physically and supposed
         he would be afraid of her; a situation he was not used to and would not have enjoyed.
     

      
      ‘You know everybody, don’t you? Hella Schneider, Hansi, Colton Barber, Dr Hanau, Dr Krassny?’

      
      Kerenyi nodded to his American colleague and the others, and bowed to the only man present he had never met.

      
      ‘We have not had the pleasure of meeting,’ said the man she addressed as Krassny to Julie.

      
      ‘Dr Peter Krassny, Sektionschef in the Chancellor’s Office – Dr Georg Kerenyi, Editor of the Wiener Unabhängige Zeitung.’
     

      
      ‘Of course, I have often heard of you,’ said both men together as they shook hands. The chance duplication gave them both
         the disguise of laughing, but both were thinking – what is he doing here? Neither of the theatre nor a Social Democrat and
         this is hardly the moment for displaying one’s unorthodox friendships. The American newspaper correspondent moved away to
         talk to Franz and Hanau, another ex-Socialist member of Parliament, who were sitting, their heads bent to each other, by Franz’s
         writing table, where Kerenyi joined them.
     

      
      ‘Come and listen, Georgy,’ said Franz, catching Kerenyi’s wrist. ‘You simply won’t believe it.’ Frau Schneider came by and
         kissed Georgy’s forehead lightly.
     

      
      ‘It’s quite true, you do sniff the air,’ she cried. ‘A most impressive nose you have, Georgy. A real journalist’s nose. So
         tell us, what is happening?’
     

      
      ‘Yes, we have rather been waiting for your arrival,’ Hanau’s voice was thin and precise, a lawyer’s voice; he wore pince-nez
         spectacles and had a trick of sniffing, slightly but constantly.
     

      
      ‘Barber can probably tell you more than I can,’ said Kerenyi, but before either of them could answer Hella’s question Hansi
         Ostrovsky called her over to decide an argument as to the exact words used by Princess Tekla in the third act of The Death of Wallenstein when she hears that her lover is dead. A loud and laughing debate began on the other side of the room, and at least for a
         moment, the political situation was forgotten.
     

      
      
      ‘Tell us your story, Dr Hanau,’ said the American in his strongly accented German. He was a tall and serious man, younger
         than the other three and his seriousness had an air of bewilderment to it, as if he did not credit what was going on about
         him.
     

      
      ‘I assure you it is true – every word,’ said Hanau, answering Georgy who had asked him what it was he would never believe.
         ‘Dr Wedeker is to be asked to resign from the non-existent Party because of his final speech at the Prague Conference.’
     

      
      Kerenyi glanced at Franz, whose look showed that he was in two minds as to whether Hanau’s joking pleased him.

      
      ‘You did go a bit far, Franzl; I thought so at the time,’ he said and turned to Hanau. ‘But surely, surely, nobody can be
         so mad as to worry about Franz’s views as to the sacredness of every word Marx ever said at this moment?’
     

      
      ‘Ah!’ cried Hanau, delighted, and hitched his chair a little closer to shut out the laughter of the group at the other end
         of the room. ‘It is not so much that dear Dr Wedeker attacked the omniscience of Karl Marx. We have become used to that! Or
         even that he expressed the supposition that some adaptation of Marx’s theories might be going on inside the Soviet Union,
         whether in the form of inner-Party discussions or of general practice in the realities of Russian experience. No, no, it is
         much more serious than even those heresies. Wedeker went much further. I am astonished that you did not notice it while you
         were listening to the speech, Dr Kerenyi!’ Hanau sniffed and flashed his lenses at Georgy who laughed.
     

      
      ‘Quite right, my dear Hanau,’ he said. ‘I did not listen with both ears to every word of the speech. Tell me what I missed.’

      
      Slowly, with that air of slight pompousness of a licensed joker who likes to stage a joke elaborately, Hanau drew a sheaf
         of cyclostyled papers from his pocket, unfolded it, smoothed out the corner where the staple had made a ridge and began to
         read aloud, rapidly. At first he flew over the words half to himself. Then he came to the passage he sought and read more
         slowly, aloud and clearly, savouring each word. He glanced up at Kerenyi and the foreigner in turn, to make sure he had their
         whole attention, without the flow of his words being interrupted.
     

      
      
      ‘Wedeker then said, “What is needed is a deep psychological alteration, not in our thinking, for we do too much thinking,
         but in our attitude, our instinctive attitude, to the world. We must—”’
     

      
      ‘I don’t remember anything like this in your speech, Franz,’ said Kerenyi, interrupting with a tight grin.

      
      ‘Wait a bit,’ said Hanau waving the papers at Kerenyi. ‘Wait until I’ve read to the end. “We must alter, not outwardly but
         from inside our own minds, the state of affairs in which socialism consists of an opposition to something. That is, in dialectical
         terms, socialism as the antithesis to the possessing and ruling class and its ideology. It is not a philosophy of its own,
         so to speak, but a reaction to a former, established and power-holding philosophy. Everything we do is an answer to what is
         done by our opponents – we accept their existence as the prior condition of our own existence. We do not desire their disappearance,
         for a vacuum would force us to fill it with our own long-demanded power. We consist almost without exception of masochists
         who love their wounds, their hardships, but who cannot envisage winning the struggle. It was not by chance …”’ Hanau paused
         weightily, raising his eyebrows at Kerenyi and Barber warningly. He sniffed twice and continued reading. ‘“… not by chance
         that the key to the workers’ firearms arsenal was lost on 11th March, 1934. It was inevitable that it should be mislaid; for
         otherwise we might have been able to defend ourselves effectively.”’
     

      
      Hanau looked up, triumphant, and Kerenyi could feel the glee rising like a tide in him; a hundred years of life would not
         be enough to contain this man’s pleasure at the folly of his fellow men.
     

      
      ‘I don’t quite see what …’ began Barber.

      
      ‘Of course, the point is, I did not say any of this in a speech. I said it at supper after the final meeting of the Congress,’
         Franz explained. ‘It was supposed to be a private occasion, but someone was making notes.’
     

      
      ‘Verbatim!’ cried Hanau.

      
      ‘You will never be forgiven that – the bit about the arsenal key,’ said Kerenyi. ‘I wish I had been there, to see their faces
         when you said it.’
     

      
      
      ‘I don’t regret any of it,’ said Franz heatedly. ‘It needed saying for our own sakes.’

      
      ‘For your own sakes?’ echoed Barber, simply unable to understand what he heard.

      
      Kerenyi turned to him. ‘You will never make them practical,’ he said. ‘And it’s no good trying.’ He spoke brutally to compensate
         for a creature inside himself that wanted to scream and weep and beat on the walls with its fists.
     

      
      The American stood up and put his hands in the pockets of his jacket. He hesitated for a moment. Then he said quietly, ‘I
         know this is none of my business, Dr Wedeker, but I wouldn’t have an easy conscience if I didn’t say it. I’ve seen these Nazis
         in Germany, and you don’t seem to understand what they are like. You haven’t any time to discuss ideologies now. They will be here by the morning. And you have just that much time to make your escape.’ He was staring fixedly in his embarrassment
         at the marble inkstand on the desk, but he glanced quickly now at Hanau. ‘Both of you,’ he said in an expressionless voice.
         ‘There’s a train for Prague just after nine in the morning. I have to go there to meet my editor. I just hope I shall see
         you both on that train.’ He took his hands out of his pockets and made a stiff little movement of his head. ‘And now I think
         I’d better say good night. I still have to pack my grip.’
     

      
      He stood there for a moment, in the shocked silence. After he had gone, Kerenyi got up and went to join the other group where,
         as he came up, Hella Schneider caused an outburst of gusty laughter, the origin of which he did not hear.
     

      
      As he sat down on the arm of Hella’s chair, they turned their faces towards him, always glad to change once again the subject
         of conversation.
     

      
      In spite of the rage inside him, Kerenyi felt obscurely the need to preserve the absurd, sociable atmosphere, as much for
         his own sake as to give Franz and Hanau time to recover from Colton Barber’s outburst.
     

      
      ‘The new film is a great success, I understand without surprise,’ he said to Hella. He smiled into her round, sparkling blonde
         face. She was a year or so younger than Julie and of a rounded prettiness; one of those women who give an impression of a
         gay plumpness while in fact having fashionably slim figures. Where Julie was tall, almost commandingly so, Hella was small in
         stature, and the contrast between her roundness of line and feature, and Julie’s sparely elegant, slightly aquiline face was
         often noted by critics and theatregoers. Kerenyi glanced up at Julie, standing with a decanter in her hand and was struck,
         as always when he looked at her from another woman, with the extraordinary strength and calm – hardly feminine in comparison
         with the overt sexiness of Hella – given to her face by the over-large dark eyes with their firmly marked brows and straight,
         wide stare. She was looking over at Franz, a look at once tender and anxious; she caught Kerenyi’s sharp look, her face changed
         instantly to an awareness of social presence, and she turned her dark head gracefully towards him, offering him more brandy
         with a lift of the fine brows. He held out his glass. Hella was prattling in answer to Kerenyi’s sarcastic remark.
     

      
      ‘How unkind to tease me,’ she was saying with a little pout of her full underlip, in a brisk tone of pleasure, ‘as a matter
         of fact, quite in confidence, I was staggered at the amount they paid me. You know, Director Schoenherr almost forced me to
         accept the part. He offered to release me for two months to make the wretched thing, and when I said I should have to think
         it over, he telephoned the Völkische Beobachter personally – from Vienna – and told them I had accepted. I was furious; we practically had a standup row. But just the same,
         the wages of sin may be death but the wages of artistic dishonour seem to be a fat bank balance!’
     

      
      They all knew that the film, under review as Kerenyi left the newsroom of his newspaper, was a vulgar distortion of the life
         of a poet whose work they all valued. It had been made as a placatory demonstration of national – that is, German – feeling
         towards the rising tide of power that was about to flood over them all.
     

      
      ‘Of course, it is the most awful nonsense,’ went on Hella, ‘but quite effective in its vulgar way, I think.’

      
      ‘A pity its grand opening performance will be pushed off the front pages by other events,’ said Hansi Ostrovsky, unable as
         always, to hide his feelings, in a moment of irritation. He said it to pay Hella out for the lie about her release from the
         theatre to make the film, which she had forced on Schoenherr at the threat of a scandal.
     

      
      ‘If it takes place at all,’ said Kerenyi, and pointed his arched nose at Krassny. ‘Don’t you agree that the gala performance
         will be cancelled, Herr Doctor?’
     

      
      Challenged so openly for an opinion, the civil servant looked embarrassed. He fidgeted with the gleaming cuff of his white
         shirt which showed well below his sleeve, and when he answered his voice was, like his whole manner, studied almost to caricature.
         He had the slightly nasal drawl that survived only in those upperclass Viennese not forced by the need to deal with new and
         unfamiliar situations in the last years to jettison their class mannerisms. Trained before the War, he was a survival of those
         families – like Julie’s family – produced only in the capital cities of great powers, whose profound but silent self-satisfaction
         grows from their indispensable control of administration and whose rewards are not normally counted in figures.
     

      
      ‘I am not, you understand, in the protocol department,’ he said at last, ‘so that I am not aware of any alterations to such
         arrangements that may have been made.’ He stopped and swallowed, and then smiled painfully at Kerenyi. ‘As a matter of fact,
         I am in a twilight state of unofficial suspension, I believe. Being a member of the Chancellor’s personal staff. Ah – perhaps
         suspension is too strong a word – nothing has been said; there has hardly been time. But since this afternoon, my office has
         been occupied by a young man, a clerk from the archive section. I have the impression, however, though I may be wrong, that
         his tenure of the chair will be temporary.’
     

      
      ‘We may take it that this young man appeared in your office in Party uniform to-day?’ asked Franz who had come over with Hanau
         to join the group.
     

      
      ‘He did indeed,’ answered Krassny bleakly. ‘SA khaki shirt with armband and top boots. Which he proceeded to put up on my
         table while swinging on the back legs of his chair and playing with a paper-knife. I imagine he had seen such a scene in some
         film or other. A curious sight it was, when one remembers that the table was first used by a chef de cabinet to Josef II.’
     

      
      
      ‘The local Party boys are in great form at the moment, thinking they are going to take over the government at any second,’
         said Kerenyi.
     

      
      ‘I see you don’t think they will do so?’ asked Hansi Ostrovsky.

      
      ‘Of course not. The key positions will all be held by Reich Germans a week from now in every ministry in Vienna. Old Austrian
         Party members will be rewarded with jobs in Germany itself, where they can do no harm.’
     

      
      Krassny’s reference to past glories produced a response from Hella Schneider of sentimental nostalgia. ‘This is the end of
         a whole history,’ she pronounced in her theatre voice, repeating something said at dinner that evening. Hanau looked round,
         delighted at this, and his eyes meeting Julie’s they exchanged minute smiles.
     

      
      ‘My dear Hella, imperial history ended in Galicia in 1915,’ said Franz.

      
      ‘Imperial history ended then,’ agreed Krassny, ‘six hundred years of Habsburg history; but the enforced Anschluss of Germany
         with Austria is the end of a concept that began with Charlemagne.’
     

      
      ‘On the contrary, my dear Doctor,’ Kerenyi interposed with noticeable energy, ‘the Nazis seem to me to be carrying out Charlemagne’s
         work!’
     

      
      Krassny, startled, looked at Kerenyi with the undisguised hostility of a man looking at one who disturbs his life-long illusions.

      
      ‘Charlemagne’s concept was not one of violence,’ he said stiffly, ‘but was based on the unity of Christendom.’

      
      ‘Oh, come now,’ interrupted Hansi Ostrovsky, his voice high with irritation. ‘We are talking like first-year students.’ Kerenyi
         guessed from his tone that he had been listening to this talk all evening at dinner, in other rooms with other people all
         trying to theorise out of existence the fact of their own impotence, or their own half-conscious acquiescence. ‘Hitler is
         the heir of Napoleon and he deals in power, as Charlemagne did, and all other conquerors.’
     

      
      ‘Napoleon was at last defeated, we should remember,’ said Franz. ‘He was part of the long historical purpose of the French
         to keep central Europe weak and divided. In 1919 when the successor states were established under French protection, the political vacuum of central Europe was completed, as the French have desired
         ever since they were a nation. That Germany was united at all under the hegemony of Prussia was the direct result of French
         policy. By disrupting unity in southern Germany for generations, they ensured that it would be imposed by a State far enough
         to the East to be not easily controlled by France. French encouragement of nationalism and her alliance, with panslavism through
         Russia did the rest. And after the last war, by pressure of England and America, France succeeded in wrecking any chance of
         a unified Germany-Austria as a stable, social-democratic State. She would have succeeded in selling the Entente the idea of
         dismemberment of Bismarck’s Reich, if the victory of Bolshevism in Russia had not frightened them into some sort of sense.’
     

      
      ‘But really, Franz, I don’t think we can leave out our own internal quarrels, which made any sort of Danube federation impossible
         at the time.’ Kerenyi found himself drawn, as so often, into the unreal debate on the past, always in terms of someone else’s
         responsibility.
     

      
      ‘We do not know,’ cried Franz passionately. ‘We never had a chance to try. The French had their ideas about Poland and Czechoslovakia
         all worked out for Wilson’s ear in terms of selfdetermination and so-called democracy which they knew would touch his schoolmaster’s
         mind.’
     

      
      ‘There is a gap in your argument, Franz,’ said Hanau. ‘German unity could never have been achieved at all, if the major nation
         of Europe was so implacably against it.’
     

      
      ‘Don’t make it more involved than ever, Hanau,’ protested Kerenyi. ‘You know perfectly well that the industrialisation of
         Germany brought unity with it. Once coal and iron became the dominant factors of politics …’
     

      
      ‘Your pragmatism, Kerenyi!’ said Hanau, much enjoying the argument. ‘You explain every phenomenon of politics with economics.
         I sometimes suspect you of a streak of Marxism, in spite of your denials.’
     

      
      ‘I don’t see any point in your argument at all,’ interrupted Julie. ‘What does it matter now, why it happened?’

      
      ‘You are right, Julie,’ said Hansi. ‘Charlemagne and St Germain. What do they matter now? Hitler is unifying Europe, or conquering Europe. And Dr Krassny’s argument is not valid, either,
         for so far there has been no force; no shot has been fired. And does anyone believe it will stop with Austria?’
     

      
      ‘You make it sound as if it were a good thing, Hansi,’ objected Hella. ‘Do you really want those thugs back here who murdered
         poor little Dollfuss?’
     

      
      ‘A good thing? No, I think it is the end of everything. But one thing is certain – talking about it does no good.’

      
      ‘Oh, no, Hansi,’ said Julie’s clear voice behind his shoulder. ‘I don’t believe in your end of everything. We shall survive.
         That is our business, to survive.’
     

      
      She did not see Kerenyi’s sharp glance at her, nor the frowning look exchanged between him and Hansi. Unobtrusively, Hansi
         moved his position so that he was next to Kerenyi, and, choosing a moment when the voices rose in argument again, he spoke
         in an undertone.
     

      
      ‘Listen, Kerenyi. I tried to tell her this morning what this Nazi business means for Franz. She hasn’t grasped it, and neither
         has he. You will have to talk to him.’
     

      
      ‘Leave it to me,’ said Kerenyi in a grim undertone. He leaned forward to a cigarette box open on the table to disguise their
         exchange. ‘I’ll speak to Franz.’
     

      
      ‘We are at this moment quite impotent,’ Krassny was saying, ‘but that will change when the world understands what is happening.’

      
      ‘The world,’ said Hanau, smiling and sniffing, ‘the world will protest. Perhaps even angrily. And in a few months’ time the
         world will say that because seven million Austro-Germans made no attempt to fight eighty million Reich Germans, we wanted
         the Anschluss.’
     

      
      ‘Georgy,’ called Hella. ‘You were going to tell me what is happening, hours ago. What is the latest?’

      
      ‘The Chancellor was still discussing affairs with the President when I left the office,’ answered Kerenyi. ‘I imagine they
         must both have resigned by now, since they are not in a position to change their attitude of hostility to the Nazis. The border
         to Bavaria is closed, in theory. But whether the Wehrmacht is already over the border I don’t know.’
     

      
      ‘And your paper?’ asked Hanau. ‘What does your publisher – what’s his name, Keppler – what does he mean to do?’

      
      ‘He has agreed to join the NSDAP at the last moment, in order to keep the paper. A man called Schmittgen is taking over.’

      
      ‘You mean Keppler has fired you, Georgy?’ cried Franz. ‘But that is really monstrous!’

      
      ‘My dear chap,’ Kerenyi shook his head. ‘He had no alternative. And in fact he has behaved with extreme courage. He managed
         to get me transferred to the literary editorship as a condition of his joining the Party. It was the most he could do, and
         I’m grateful to him.’
     

      
      ‘Literary editor,’ murmured Hanau. ‘There was a time when that post was more important than any other kind of editor.’

      
      ‘About fifty years ago,’ said Kerenyi savagely. ‘But at least I shan’t starve.’

      
      ‘I suppose in that case,’ Krassny said, ‘it is no good asking you to telephone the paper and find out the latest news, Herr
         Doctor?’
     

      
      ‘I imagine I can still do that,’ said Kerenyi. ‘I’ll go and call the newsroom, if I may?’ He looked sideways at Julie.

      
      ‘Of course, Georgy,’ Julie smiled assent. ‘Oh, but you can’t. I’m sorry. The telephone was cut off this afternoon. I’d forgotten.’

      
      ‘Cut off? Are you sure?’

      
      ‘Why didn’t you tell us this before?’ cried Hansi. ‘Don’t you understand what it means?’

      
      ‘I didn’t think of it.’ Julie was bewildered, ‘What does it mean, then? I was just talking to the operator and the line went
         dead …’
     

      
      ‘Do you mean she cut you off?’ persisted Kerenyi.

      
      ‘No, no, we were talking. It was cut off somewhere else. It wasn’t the operator.’

      
      By some chance of conversation, everybody seemed to have stopped talking at the same moment. Kerenyi had been bending over
         the high back of a chair, and he straightened up now, sharply. In the silence he said coldly, ‘What was the girl telling you
         when you were cut off?’
     

      
      ‘She was apologising because she couldn’t get the number I wanted, she said something about the muddle they were in. A lot of lines were being taken over, or something …’ Julie’s voice
         trailed off nervously.
     

      
      ‘Himmler and Heydrich were in Vienna by then,’ said Kerenyi. ‘The first thing they would do would be to cut off all the telephones
         on their list of wanted men, so that nobody could get in touch with their friends. To-morrow the arrests will begin.’
     

      
      ‘Himmler!’ Hella’s voice rose like a schoolgirl’s on hearing a naughty word, and she giggled.

      
      Krassny had risen to his feet, and turned to Julie.

      
      ‘I must get off home,’ he said, ‘I hadn’t realised how late it was.’

      
      ‘I must go too, Hansi,’ said Hella. ‘Shall we get a taxi?’

      
      ‘I’m coming,’ answered Hansi, and glanced sideways at Kerenyi, who nodded slightly.

      
      It seemed that suddenly everyone was going, and in the bustle of getting coats and hats from the carved cupboard in the hall
         it was not noticed that Kerenyi stayed in the living-room. Franz and Julie came back into the room, holding hands, to find
         him reading the leader in the government paper he had brought in with him – the last time it was to appear. He was standing
         by Franz’s table and put down the newspaper as they came in.
     

      
      Franz was always pale and his features fine drawn, but he looked now, in the overhead lamplight that seemed harsh in the empty
         room, haggard and grey. His face was empty and Kerenyi realised that he was stunned by a disaster he had succeeded for too
         long in banning from his mind.
     

      
      ‘Franz,’ said Georgy, ‘you are going to take Colton Barber’s advice, aren’t you? You are leaving in the morning?’

      
      ‘In the morning,’ said Julie quickly, breathlessly. ‘There’s a good train to Prague about nine o’clock.’

      
      ‘Barber said he would be on that train, you remember? It would be some sort of protection to you perhaps, if you were travelling
         with a well-known American journalist. Even Himmler has to take some sort of notice of what Barber’s newspaper prints. Because
         we don’t know if the Czech frontier has been closed or not, and I can’t think of any way of finding out now without giving the game away. We can only hope it is still open to-morrow.’
     

      
      ‘I will go on that train, Georgy. I’ve already said so.’

      
      ‘I don’t feel much confidence about it, I tell you frankly. There was a train back this evening you could have caught; but
         I found you here entertaining friends as if nothing had happened. You promise me you will go?’
     

      
      ‘Of course,’ said Franz, his voice cold with resignation. Kerenyi’s mouth was pulled crooked by a curious grimace that might
         have been anger as he turned to Julie.
     

      
      ‘Julie, you are not going to attempt to go with Franz, I hope?’

      
      Julie moved her hands defensively, but said nothing. Kerenyi went on in a voice of rigid distaste. ‘You would inevitably be
         recognised. They would stop you and that would mean Franz’s instant arrest either at the station or on the border. You do
         understand that?’
     

      
      Julie looked quickly at her husband. He was staring at the floor.

      
      ‘Is that true, Franzl?’

      
      ‘I hadn’t thought of it like that … but yes, I suppose it is possible. Like all the opposition, I am on the police lists.
         That is, if you were recognised, and your face is so much better known than mine.’
     

      
      ‘I have a rehearsal in the morning; half Vienna would know by eleven o’clock if I weren’t here.’

      
      ‘You didn’t tell me that,’ said Franz helplessly.

      
      ‘I hadn’t thought of it until this moment.’

      
      ‘Franz,’ said Kerenyi again. Julie opened her lips to speak and he nodded impatiently. ‘I know, and I’m going, now. But I’ve
         known Franzl since the University. We were on the Isonzo together. I have to say this. Franzl, these people are not relying
         on the Fatherland Front lists. They have their own lists and their own methods. It isn’t like the half-hearted fooling about
         that has been going on here for the last four years. Franz, I beg you, for God’s sake don’t think – don’t make the terrible
         mistake of thinking you can play with these people …’
     

      
      ‘Oh, Georgy, please!’ cried Julie in a voice of terror.

      
      
      ‘If they lay their hands on you,’ went on Kerenyi slowly, measuring his words one by one as if there were only so much meaning
         in the world and he must make this use of his share of it. ‘If these men lay hands on you, you will disappear from the world,
         and time, and life. You will never have existed.’
     

      
      Julie went to her husband and put her arms around his bent shoulders, pressing him against her with her hands on his back.
         They were exactly the same height, and Franz leaned his head against Julie’s and closed his eyes.
     

      
      Kerenyi went out. He took his hat and coat and the bunch of spare keys that always hung beside the apartment door. He let
         himself out, as he had often done before, locked the iron-bound door behind him, ran down the winding stairs and crossed the
         cold hall. He unlocked the side door in the heavy front doors and stood with his head bent for a moment, listening to the
         still, midnight house. Then he pulled the door open and stepped outside into the lighted street, empty and shining in the
         light of the street lamps. He locked the door behind him twice and pushed the keys back through the letter-box marked HAUSBESORGER.
     

      
      There was not a soul to be seen. The Schwarzenberg Strasse was as empty as if it were just before dawn. A single cab waited
         on the corner rank, its driver huddled over the wheel asleep. Kerenyi woke the man, who from his breath had been drinking,
         with some difficulty. On the whole drive to his flat in the 8th District Kerenyi saw only three human beings, apart from a
         standing policeman here and there.
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