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        CHAPTER ONE

        If anyone were to ask me, ‘What is the root of all
            evil?’ I would say not ‘Money’ but
            ‘Food’. It was food – specifically the lack of it
            – that killed my sister, or at least assisted at the death. And the old man
            that day in the orchard in Niederburgheim was the only person I have ever seen who died
            of eating an apple.

        He was lying in the long grass, and all we could see of him at
            first was a checked shirt and the worn knee of a pair of blue overalls. We all thought
            he was asleep.

        ‘Just nip out of the car and ask that man in the
            grass,’ said Tuesday.

        ‘I think he’s asleep,’ I said
            doubtfully.

        ‘I’m sure he won’t mind,’ she replied in a severe voice. ‘And
            shut the door when you get out, will you? It’s windy and I don’t
            want my hair –’

        I slammed the car door, cutting her off in mid-sentence, and
            waded through the tall grass. It was the end of a long hot summer and the grass was dry
            and brittle, with a pleasant smell like hay.

        ‘Entschuldigen Sie
                bitte?’ I called, peering at the recumbent figure.

        There was no reply. I could almost feel Tuesday’s
            impatient gaze pecking at my back.

        ‘Entschuldigen
                Sie bitte?’ I repeated, a little more loudly.

        For a moment I thought I saw movement, but it was only the
            wind ruffling the grass. A fat bumblebee buzzed past close to my face and instinctively
            I put up a hand to ward it off. I took a step closer to the supine figure in the grass.
            He was a very sound sleeper, whoever he was; perhaps he had had too much beer with his
            lunch. I could see part of the lunch lying close to his outstretched hand – a
            large, rosy-looking apple with a bite mark standing out palely against its reddish skin.
            I took another step closer.

        Behind me, the car door opened. ‘What are you doing?’ called Tuesday irritably.

        I didn’t reply. I was standing there with the dry
            ends of the grass pricking my bare legs and the breeze lifting the ends of my dark hair,
            my mouth dry and my eyes round with shock. I was looking at the corpse at my feet. At
            the corpse. Grey-blue eyes iced over with Death’s
            cataracts, blindly staring at the summer sky. Mouth gaping open, although its owner
            clearly had nothing to say, ever again. And at the side of the close-cropped head, a
            dent, an obscene crater in the smooth curve of the skull. Red on the stalks of the
            yellow grass. Blood. I was nearly standing in it.

        There was a clunk as the car door
            closed again, and I heard Tuesday picking her way towards me, cursing to herself.
            Vegetation crunched under her feet. As she came up behind me I heard her draw breath to
            speak and then suddenly hold it. A hand clutched my shoulder; Tuesday was hanging on to
            me, her other hand clamped over her mouth.

        ‘Oh, my God,’
            she squeaked out eventually. ‘Is he dead?’

        My throat seemed to have constricted; I tried to speak but no
            words came. Instead I just nodded.

        ‘Should we take his pulse or
            something?’ said Tuesday in a choked voice.

        ‘I don’t think there’s much
            point,’ I managed to say.

        I looked again at the red on the grass, and then down at my
            bare toes in their sandals. I took a step backwards, Tuesday staggering back with me.
            Her nails were digging into my shoulder.

        ‘What do we do?’ she croaked.

        ‘Get Dad,’ I suggested.

        I had to resist the temptation to push her off; the nails were
            hurting. I felt oddly numb looking down at the body. It didn’t seem real, more
            like some sort of strange tableau, an illustration for an accident-prevention poster. An
            apple tree with a wooden crate sitting underneath it. A ladder pushed up against the
            tree trunk. The red apple with the scalloped white bite mark on it. And sprawled in the
            grass, the body. Already my imagination was making patterns out of the scene. The old
            man – he looked about seventy to me – had been picking apples. Maybe
            he’d forgotten that he wasn’t as young as he used to be.
            He’d clambered up the ladder and started work, reaching up among the leafy
            branches to twist the apples off their twigs. Then he’d seen that red apple
            – the one now lying on the ground – and hadn’t been able
            to resist. He’d plucked it, taken one big bite, and then – either
            because he only had one hand free or because he was savouring the apple too much to look
            what he was doing – he had overbalanced and fallen off the ladder. Thump.
            Straight on to the hard earth. One clumsy dive on to a log or a hard stone: lights out.
            So much for the benefits of healthy eating.

        Tuesday let go of my shoulder and staggered back towards the car. My father had opened his own door by now and was shouting
            something to her. I watched her veer from side to side, as though she had had one too
            many cocktails. She put up a hand as if trying to ward him off. I hoped she’d
            have the good sense to tell him to make Polly and Ru stay in the car.

        I glanced back at the man lying in the grass. Again that
            feeling of unreality swept over me. It seemed so incongruous, him lying there stone dead
            with the apple just a few centimetres from his outstretched hand, as though he might
            suddenly sit up and take another bite. My gaze slid reluctantly back to that terrible
            dent in the side of his head. I thought of the force required to crack
            someone’s skull like that, and for a moment I thought I would throw up my
            service-station sandwiches. I turned my head away, and as I did so something caught the
            light and winked brightly at the edge of my vision.

        In spite of my rising nausea I couldn’t resist
            taking another look. At first I saw nothing at all, but then the breeze stirred the
            lower branches of the apple tree, and with the shifting of shadow and light I saw
            something flash in the grass. At first I did not understand what I was seeing, but then
            I realized it was glass – all around the lifeless body of the man, the earth
            was sparkling with broken glass. I couldn’t make sense of it at the time, and
            anyway my mind was full with the enormity of seeing a dead person lying there in front
            of me. It was only later, when I remembered the tale of Bonschariant – the
            Glass Demon – that I began to wonder.

    
        CHAPTER TWO

        I was still standing at the same spot, watching the shards of
            glass winking in the sunlight, when my father came up beside me.

        ‘Did you touch anything?’ was the first
            thing he said.

        I shook my head, shuddering at the thought of touching those
            lifeless hands or, worse, that battered head. You’ve got
                to be joking.

        ‘Let’s go, then.’

        I gaped at him. ‘What?’

        ‘Get in the car, Lin.’

        He had already turned and was starting to walk away.

        I glanced at the figure on the ground once more before
            half-running after my father. ‘Dad? Are we going to find a police station,
            then?’

        ‘No.’

        I stopped short. ‘But we have to.’

        He paused and shot me an uncompromising look. ‘No,
            we don’t.’

        ‘But – there’s a dead
            body.’

        ‘I know there’s a dead
            body.’

        ‘Don’t we have to report it or
            something?’

        ‘Someone has to report it. But it isn’t
            going to be us.’

        ‘But, Dad –’

        ‘Look, Lin,’ said my father grimly,
            ‘we didn’t kill the old boy, did we? He probably just fell off his
            ladder, had a heart attack or something. There’s nothing we can do for him,
            otherwise of course we would go for help. But he’s dead, and if we get
            involved we’re going to be spending hours, maybe days, in some German police
            station. So just come and get in the car, will you?’

        ‘What if it wasn’t an accident?’
            I blurted out.

        My father stared at me. ‘Of course it was an
            accident. What else could it be? Someone’s hardly going to come and mug an old
            man when he’s halfway up a tree picking apples, are they? Now, get in the car.’

        As we reached the car he opened the rear door and held it for
            me. ‘Come on, move. I want to get away from here.’

        Reluctantly I climbed in.

        ‘That was the worst thing that’s ever
            happened to me,’ Tuesday was saying, huddled in the front seat with a tissue
            clamped to her nose.

        It was the worst thing that ever happened
                to that old man too, I thought as the car pulled away from the roadside with
            a screech of tyres. I twisted round to look through the back window, trying to catch a
            glimpse of the figure lying in the grass by the tree, but we were already too far away
            for me to make out the blue-clad knee or the checked shirt.

        I slumped back in my seat. I tried to work out how I felt
            about what we had just seen and done. I had just seen a dead person – a
            corpse. I had been close enough that I could have touched it. Him, I reminded myself. Him, not it. I felt strangely detached. Perhaps a reaction would come
            later. Or perhaps, I thought, listening to the sobs from the front seat,
            Tuesday was having the hysterics for both of us.

        Neither she nor my father had noticed the glass lying
            glittering around the old man’s body like some unearthly and unseasonal frost.
            After a while I put it from my mind too, believing – wrongly, as it turned out
            – that it had nothing to do with us at all.

    
        CHAPTER THREE

        We should not even have been in Germany that afternoon
            – not if things had gone the way my father had intended them to. Instead of
            standing there in the orchard at Niederburgheim, gazing queasily down at the corpse of
            an elderly German farmer, I should have been back in England, enjoying one of the
            hottest summers on record. I might have been with my friends, lying on the grass in the
            big park near our house, swigging iced tea from plastic bottles and soaking up the
            sunshine. We might have nagged someone who already had their licence to drive us
            somewhere – the coast, maybe. Seventeen was not too old to think that summer
            wasn’t summer without the wheeling and screeching of seagulls and the whisper
            of the surf.

        Instead, we were facing almost an entire year of being stuck
            in an obscure part of Germany neither I nor my friends had even heard of, near a town
            with a name most of them couldn’t pronounce. And all because someone else was
            being made Professor of Medieval Studies instead of my father.

        It was not enough for him that he was employed by one of the
            most famous and most ancient universities in the world. I doubt that even if he had been
            made professor it would have been enough for him. His ambition was a monstrous thing, a
            rampaging bull elephant upon which he rode like an ineffectual mahout,
            while the rest of us ran alongside like street children, trying to keep up yet afraid of
            being trampled.

        What he really wanted was to be not only the Professor of
            Medieval Studies but a media star. My father had the good looks of a Hollywood actor
            – straight nose, square jaw, a thick head of dark hair. When he smiled he went
            from being good-looking to being swooningly handsome. In his imagination he saw his good
            looks displayed to advantage on the screen; he saw himself dressed in tight jeans and an
            open-necked shirt, standing in front of a crusader castle or a medieval palace,
            dispensing soundbites about fourteenth-century history and the culture of the Middle
            Ages. He liked to tell Tuesday that he wanted to make medieval politics sexy, but
            actually what he wanted was to be Heinrich Schliemann or Allan Quatermain or Indiana
            Jones.

        His more sober-minded colleagues watched his progress rather
            as crows perched on a gable might regard the strutting of a peacock on the lawns below.
            Still, he was the obvious candidate for the professorship, and he probably would have
            got it, had it not been for the matter of the dean’s brother’s book.
            The book was an earnest and densely written volume about eroticism in medieval
            literature, with a plain cover and printed in an eye-wateringly small type. It was
            published simultaneously with my father’s own book on the same topic, which
            had a painting of Lancelot and Guinevere kissing on the cover and the word sex in the
            title. My father’s book outsold the dean’s brother’s by
            thousands to one. The affront was still in the mind of the dean and his peers on the
            selection committee when my father’s name came before them.

        The moment my father realized that events were going against him was towards the end of a Friday afternoon, late in the
            summer term. Closeted in my room, the first I knew of his arrival home was the
            cataclysmic slam of the front door, which made every window in the house rattle. His
            progress down the hall was tempestuous; it sounded as though a wild animal had got into
            the house and was wrecking everything. There was a tremendous thump as the leather case
            he carried his papers in was flung into a corner of the hall, followed by a crash that
            was my father kicking the door. A series of four-letter words, the ones which Tuesday
            was always primly telling us not to use, came pouring out, mercifully muffled by the
            closed door between us. Then I heard the distinctive sound of breaking glass. I guessed
            that the statue which normally stood on the hallstand, a rearing horse with a silvery
            glaze, had met its end on the tiled floor.

        A door opened downstairs and I could hear Tuesday’s
            voice floating up. I could not hear what she was saying but it was evidently something
            soothing. To no avail; my father crashed up the stairs with a mighty stamping tread
            which shook the floor, and then, like an echo of the thunderous slam of the front door,
            I heard his study door shut with a bang which reverberated through the entire house.

        I didn’t see my father again that night. The first
            we saw of him was the following morning. Tuesday was wandering around the kitchen,
            ineffectually trying to make some filter coffee for herself. I was chewing a muesli bar
            which I had found in the back of the kitchen cupboard and staring out of the window at
            the overgrown front garden. I was wondering what would happen if neither my father nor
            Tuesday ever got around to mowing the lawn, whether it would keep growing until the
            grass blocked out the light.

        The kitchen door opened and I turned in time
            to see my father stroll in, rubbing his hands and smiling that jaw-droppingly handsome
            smile, the one which had once led one of the assistant librarians at the history faculty
            to compare him to George Clooney. I caught Polly’s eye but neither of us dared
            react; we waited to see what there was to react to.

        My father waited until he had all our attention. Then he did
            that irresistible smile again. ‘Well,’ he said, and his tone was
            almost jovial, ‘how would you like to live in Germany?’

    
        CHAPTER
                FOUR

        When my father had made up his mind, there was no changing it.
            All the same, I tried. I would be taking my A levels in the next academic year; I could
            not imagine how we would reconcile that with moving to a remote part of rural Germany.
            Besides, I had friends in our hometown, I had a life. I had no intention of giving any
            of it up without a fight.

        My father was implacable. ‘You can do the German
                Abitur exam,’ he said. ‘You spent
            the whole of last summer in Germany, didn’t you? You can cope with the
            language.’

        This was perfectly true. Tuesday had a cousin who had married
            a German some ten years before. ‘Uncle Karl’, as we called him
            – although he was not really our uncle – had organized the trip for
            me. I had spent the holidays near Trier with some friends of his who owned an organic
            farm. The farm was the attraction, since I was hoping to study earth sciences, but my
            German had come on amazingly. I changed tack.

        ‘The syllabus will be different. I’ll
            never catch up, even if I can understand it.’

        ‘But you can perfect your German,’ said my
            father airily. ‘After a year, you’ll be completely
            fluent.’

        ‘What’s the point?’ I almost
            screamed. ‘I don’t want to read German
            at university! I want to be a scientist!’

        ‘Lin –’

        ‘Why can’t I stay here?’

        ‘Because you’re only seventeen. You need
            someone to look after you.’

        If I had not been so angry I would have laughed myself sick
            over that. Tuesday’s attempts at domestic duties
            were sporadic and inefficient; if I had not learned to cook beans on toast myself by the
            age of eight I would probably have starved by now. And my father was always too heavily
            involved in academic work to notice things like an empty fridge or children in too-small
            shoes.

        I tried to involve Polly in the fight but without success; in
            the face of my father’s eloquence and shifting arguments she was defenceless.
            Besides, she had much less to lose; she had already agreed a gap year with my father and
            Tuesday, and would be stuck in Baumgarten no longer than a couple of months before she
            left to spend the rest of the year in Italy with friends of Tuesday. It would not have
            been in Polly’s nature to backpack around India for a year or teach English in
            China; she was seemingly quite content to stay with someone Tuesday knew, and to study
            the arts, just as everyone in our family always did – everyone, it seemed,
            except me. I adored my gentle, non-combative sister, but she was useless as an ally in
            battle.

        In the end there was nothing to do but admit defeat. I stormed
            upstairs to my room and slammed the door shut with an almighty bang. I would have thrown
            a few things too, except for the sudden unpleasant realization that I was behaving
            exactly the way my father had the evening before. I put down the china rabbit I had been
            about to hurl against the wall and flung myself on to my bed.

        My woes, had I known it, flowed from a single
            document which sealed all our fates, as surely as if it had been a letter ordering our
            executions. What the writer could not have known, as he sat in his study some six
            hundred kilometres away, carefully inking the name Heinrich
                Mahlberg at the bottom of it, was that he was signing his own death warrant
            too. When he wrote my father’s name on the front of the envelope in his
            careful hand, he was firing a bullet that would bury itself in his own brain. Yet still
            he might have escaped, had his letter remained undisturbed in the lower strata of my
            father’s overflowing in-tray.

        The day my father stumped back from the history faculty filled
            with the righteous fury of one who has been denied his birthright, he had stormed into
            his study, kicked the filing cabinet and swept the mountain of papers on his desk on to
            the floor. It was only when he had calmed down a little that he noticed Herr
            Mahlberg’s letter, which had fluttered out from the scattered heap of
            documents and was lying open on the polished floorboards.

        To my father, this was a decisive moment, akin to the moment
            when an apple fell on Sir Isaac Newton’s head or Archimedes leapt out of his
            bath and ran stark naked through the streets of Syracuse shouting
            ‘Eureka!’ He picked up the letter and read it through again several
            times. When Herr Mahlberg had written to him months before, telling him that he believed
            he knew where the lost glass of the Allerheiligen Abbey was to be found, my father had
            hardly taken him seriously. The Allerheiligen glass was a kind of Holy Grail to
            medievalists, a five-hundred-year-old masterpiece of stained glass whose history had
            ended in darkness. It was probably a wild-goose chase; bits of very inferior stained glass were always turning up here and there, and now and again some
            local historian or over-enthusiastic young research fellow would make a fool of himself
            with half-baked claims that it had come from the legendary abbey.

        Now, however, Herr Mahlberg’s letter appeared in the
            light of a lifeline. Let the university’s chosen candidate, the soon-to-be
            Professor Goodwin Lyle, enjoy his moment of triumph; my father would not be there to see
            it. If Herr Mahlberg’s claim had any truth in it, and my father were the first
            expert to see the glass, it would mean a well-needed boost to his career. If not, then
            he would return to the university after a suitable interval and quietly devote himself
            to making Professor Lyle’s life as difficult as possible.

        Against the persuasive lure of these ideas, it was impossible
            for me or Tuesday or Polly to dissuade my father from his chosen course. I stormed,
            Tuesday sulked and Polly simply looked quietly sad, but he was not to be swayed. The
            house was put up for rent, the tickets were bought and, shortly after Polly’s
            A-level results came in, we set off for Germany.

    
        CHAPTER
                FIVE

        If I were a believer in Fate I would have thought that our
            first introduction to a citizen of our new home – a dead one, lying so
            horribly still among the crushed grass and fallen apples – was an evil omen.
            But as we drove away from the orchard, it was my father’s unfeeling attitude
            towards the dead man which was occupying my thoughts – that, and the riddle of
            the broken glass.

        For a while we drove on in silence, punctuated by the
            occasional sniffle from Tuesday. Reuben had started to grizzle, with all the misery and
            frustration of an eighteen-month-old confined for hours to a car seat. Tuesday
            didn’t seem to notice, so Polly eventually hauled his baby cup out of his bag
            and offered it to him. I was determined not to say anything to Tuesday or my father.
            Furious thoughts were still racketing around my brain like wasps in a jam jar.

        Undeniably the old man was dead, and there was nothing we
            could have done for him; it was just as certain that we would have spent hours with the
            authorities, while Reuben howled and Tuesday had theatrical hysterics and I tried to
            translate for everyone with my imperfect German. It would have been grisly, that was
            true. But I couldn’t help fretting about what would happen if
            someone found out that we had discovered the body and failed to report it, and, even
            worse, I wondered what would happen if nobody else found the body at all. How long would
            it lie there, with the blood drying to dark brown on the grass and the cold flesh
            stiffening and eventually – horrible thought – starting to
            decompose? I imagined rain slanting down on to the still face, splashing into the
            sightless eyes and filling the open mouth; I imagined days and weeks passing, and the
            flesh dropping from the bones. Tendrils of plants would grow up around it, perhaps even
            push their way up through the empty eye sockets and the terrible dent in the skull. I
            started to feel distinctly sick.

        ‘Can you stop the car?’ I croaked.

        ‘What?’ said my father distractedly.

        ‘I’m going to be sick.’

        The car swerved to the side of the road. I opened the door and
            just managed to stick my head out before the remains of the sandwiches finally came
            up.

        ‘Are you OK, Lin?’ I heard Polly say in an
            anxious voice.

        ‘No.’ Cautiously I lifted my head.

        ‘Why don’t you get out for a minute,
            Lin?’ I heard Tuesday say.

        I had a strong suspicion that she was more concerned about
            whether I would throw up again inside the car than about my health. I clambered out of
            the car, feeling a strong desire to get away from her and my father. I wondered whether
            the old man was still lying there alone in the orchard, or whether he was already
            surrounded by a group of wailing relatives, cradling his head and weeping on to his
            checked shirt.

        ‘What does that sign
            say?’ called my father from the front seat.

        I went over to it and had a look.

        ‘Niederburgheim.’

        ‘I’ve found it,’ Tuesday was
            saying as I climbed back into the car. Evidently she had recovered from the worst thing
            that had ever happened to her with admirable speed. She had a road map spread out in
            front of her and was poring over it, twisting a hank of yellow hair absent-mindedly with
            her fingers. ‘But there are at least three castles in this bit.’

        ‘We passed something with a tower,’ said
            Polly. ‘Back in the little town. It could have been a castle.’

        ‘Why didn’t you say so?’ said my
            father irritably, not seeing how his tone stung Polly.

        She caught my eye and looked away, but she said nothing. My
            father put the car into gear and we drove slowly back the way we had come.

        ‘There,’ said Polly suddenly as we passed
            a side street.

        My father reversed up and we all gazed down the street.

        ‘Wow,’ I said.

        ‘Didn’t you say it was in
            woodland?’ said Tuesday, running one lacquered fingernail ineffectually across
            the map.

        My father shrugged. ‘There’s plenty of
            woodland around here. Maybe Karl meant it was near
            woodland.’

        Winding down the window, Tuesday sniffed the air and said,
            ‘There’s certainly plenty of countryside
            around here.’

        As the car edged down the street we gazed open-mouthed at the
            castle. A massive stone wall rose straight out of a little moat crossed by a humpback
            bridge. Further on was a huge square tower topped with an onion-shaped
            dome tiled in grey slate. All the windows were framed by shutters painted in a
            red-and-white geometric design.

        Even with my mind still occupied with what we had seen in the
            orchard, I was impressed. The castle looked like something out of Grimms’
            fairy tales. I couldn’t wait to send my friends a snap of it; they
            wouldn’t believe it.

        ‘Typical of the area and period,’ my
            father was saying in his best history-programme voice, but nobody was listening to
            him.

        ‘It’s gorgeous,’ said Tuesday raptly.

        As soon as the car stopped we scrambled out, Polly carrying Ru
            in her arms.

        ‘Karl has excelled himself,’ my father
            said to Tuesday.

        We crossed the little stone bridge and stood at the iron
            gates, gazing into the courtyard beyond.

        ‘There’s a red
                carpet,’ said Polly in awe.

        We all stared at it. She was absolutely right; the place
            looked as though it had been decorated for the arrival of visiting dignitaries. The red
            carpet stretched from the gates to a little canopy covering the castle doors. It was
            lined on either side with enormous candles in heavy black ceramic holders, creating a
            rather funereal effect, as though the castle were awaiting the arrival of Count
            Dracula.

        ‘Let’s go in,’ said my father,
            but we had hardly taken a couple of steps across the red carpet when the castle door
            opened and a man stepped out.

        My first impression was of a tall, broad-shouldered figure
            clad entirely in black. Then I saw the flash of white at his throat and realized that he
            was a Roman Catholic priest wearing an old-fashioned soutane. As soon as he saw us he strode towards us in a brisk manner which hinted at unfriendliness. As
            he approached I was struck by a new impression; if he had not been so old (I thought he
            must be about thirty) he would have been incredibly handsome.

        Tuesday evidently thought so too, because she threw her
            shoulders back and began to toy with the strings of beads dangling down the front of her
            blouse.

        ‘Guten Abend. Was kann ich
                für Sie tun?’ said the priest to my father in a distinctly
            cold tone. He ignored Tuesday completely.

        Close up, he was almost impossibly good-looking, with a
            strong-featured face, sleek jet-black hair and bold dark eyes. I found myself staring at
            him as though mesmerized.

        ‘Ich
            bin…’ My father’s German suddenly dried up. He was
            more used to poring over academic texts than actually speaking the language. He looked
            around for me. ‘Lin?’

        Heart thumping, I stepped forward and found myself withering
            under the priest’s disapproving gaze.

        ‘This is my father, Dr Oliver Fox,’ I said
            in German.

        ‘Are you on the guest list?’

        ‘The guest list?’ I was thrown for a
            moment. ‘No – I don’t think so…’

        ‘The castle is not open to the public,’
            said the priest.

        ‘No, we live
            here,’ I started to say, then changed it to, ‘We are going to live here.’

        ‘It’s not a holiday house,’ said
            the priest severely.

        ‘I know.’ I was floundering. ‘My
            uncle Karl booked it – he knows someone…’

        I dried up altogether, realizing that I did not know how to
            say on the forestry commission. The physical proximity of
            the priest was like looking into the sun – you could feel your brains beginning to boil. Even the German word for forest skittered away out of my grasp.

        ‘I think you have the wrong place,’ said
            the priest eventually.

        ‘What’s the castle called?’ I
            asked my father helplessly in English.

        ‘The Kreuzburg,’ he said.

        A flicker of interest crossed the priest’s face.
                ‘Die Kreuzburg?’ He looked at my
            father, as though reassessing him. Then he said very carefully, in slightly accented
            English, ‘You are the professor who is researching the Allerheiligen glass?’

        ‘Yes,’ said my father firmly in a
            now-we-are-getting-somewhere tone. I think he thought that the priest would stand back
            and hand him the keys to the castle. If so he was disappointed.

        ‘This is not the Kreuzburg,’ said the
            priest. ‘There is a –’ he thought carefully –
            ‘a funeral party here today.’

        ‘Well, can you tell us how to find the
            Kreuzburg?’ asked my father.

        He was audibly disappointed. I dared not look at Tuesday.

        ‘You have a map?’

        My father handed it over.

        ‘Here. You see?’ I watched the
            priest’s long slender hands with fascination as he turned the map over.
            ‘Here is Niederburgheim. There is a way through the woods – here
            – but I think it is closed, except for the Forstverwaltung, the forest workers. If you can’t go through here
            you will have to go here – and here – through this
            village.’

        Tuesday tried to peer round my father’s shoulder at
            the map. The point upon which the priest’s index finger was resting was a tiny
            square in the middle of a clump of green.

        ‘It’s really in the
            middle of the forest,’ she said.

        ‘Yes.’

        ‘Well,’ said my father heartily, as he
            folded up the map, ‘I suppose it will be perfect for walking, won’t
            it?’

        The priest looked at him seriously. ‘No,’
            he said. ‘I cannot recommend it.’
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