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  Born: January 26, 1920, Vienna, Austria


  Died: April 26, 2009, New York City, NY


  1920: An Austrian-Born Ghost Hunter was in the making. Professor Dr. Hans Holzer, best known for his plethora of hundreds of cases worldwide dealing with the paranormal and the occult, deeming him The Father of the Paranormal. In 1935, at the age of fifteen, Hans became an avid collector of antiques and coins and was an ardent bibliophile.


  The 1928 book, Occultism in This Modern Age by Dr. T.K. Oesterreich, a professor at the University of Tubingen in Germany, began Hans’ interest in ghosts. His was an idle curiosity, mixed with a show-me kind of skepticism. He took a course in journalism and began selling articles to local papers. In 1949, he returned to Europe as an accredited foreign correspondent, with the intent to write articles on cultural activities, the theater, and human interest stories. He also began to compose music and write scores in New York, which later led the way to Off Broadway success in Manhattan.


  One year later, Hans returned to Europe visiting many cities including London, and was invited backstage at The Hippodrome Theater where comedian Michael Bentine, was appearing. After Mr. Bentine offered Hans a home-grown tomato instead of a drink, the two hit off, as Hans was a vegan.


  Through mutual friends back in Manhattan, he began work on a television series based on actual hauntings. He met regularly with others at the Edgar Cayce Foundation in New York. The purpose was to enter into a quest for truth in the vast realm of extrasensory perception.


  From then on, he devoted more and more time to the field. One of the great mediums, Eileen Garret, president of the Parapsychology Foundation in New York, in 1946, worked with Hans and encouraged him to write about his work.


  1963, his first book was born, titled, ‘Ghost Hunter’ and went into an unheard of eleven printings. 145 more books would follow. Hans stated that sometimes an “ordinary” person does manage to see or hear a ghost in an allegedly haunted location, be it a building or even an open space. Such a person could be sensitive or mediumistic, without knowing it and is less unusual then one might think. The Holzer Method was born before the 1950’s, where combining the work of those with sight and that of the academic and science stance to the field, would yield far better results in obtaining data to help us further understand what happens when we die.


  Even though Hans was artistic and therefore sensitive person, he did not profess to mediumship and certainly would not be satisfied with the meager impressions he may have garnered himself, physically. He knew that a more advanced psychic talent would be needed for better results. So he took his “sensitive” with him, or what became affectionately known as his medium-in-tow, on cases to try and solve them for all those involved.


  His career was a unique whirl wind of books, research, lectures, teaching, hundreds of national and regional talk show appearances, co-hosting/hosting programs such as Ghost Hunter on Boston’s Channel 2, NBC’s In Search Of with Leonard Nemoy (an Alan Landsburg production), Beyond The Five Senses in Louisville, KY, Explorations with Brownville Productions in Ohio. In radio, he had a continuous segment with New York City’s WOR station with famed radio personality Joe Franklin who still remains a family friend. Some books and case work yielded films such as Amityville II: The Possession, the adaptation from his best-selling novel Murder in Amityville, based on his work on the case in Amityville, Long Island and The Amityville Curse, which also became a film in 1989 that went to Sweden, the US in 1990 and then in 1991, was released in Japan.


  Holzer became and still is considered a leading authority in the field of the paranormal, having earned his PhD from the London College of Applied Science. He spent over six decades traveling the world to obtain first-hand accounts of paranormal experiences, interviewing expert researchers, and developing para-psychological protocols and terminology such as ‘sensitive’ and ‘beings of light.’ He taught a class in parapsychology at the New York Institute of Technology for nearly a decade.


  One of his favorite quotes comes from T.S. Elliot’s Confidential Clerk saying blandly, “I don’t believe in facts.” Hans did. “Facts,”, he said, “come to think of it—are the only things—I really do believe in.”
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  Introduction


  Ever since Luigi Pirandello showed us that reality is what you think it is, there have been those who seriously doubt that the truth as we see it happening around us is an objective reality and our dreams nothing but fantasy. To the contrary, our dream world—or for that matter, the world beyond the grave—is the only real world, while our terrestrial existence is nothing but a fantasy, a play performed for the benefit of a system that requires us to go through certain motions in order to graduate to the higher realms where another reality is king. This is, of course, a bit of sophisticated guesswork, perhaps even symbolism pertaining to the true values which we consider our measures of accomplishment. For the moment, let it stand that the physical world in which we live is a three-dimensional reality, although there are other realities, perhaps even more desirable realities, beyond this one.


  Through many books I have led my readers from one stage of extended reality to another, always careful to elaborate on detail and to give evidence where evidence was available. Clearly, as a reporter of unusual facts, it is not only my privilege but my duty to present the facts as I find them, and not to embellish them beyond a proper and perhaps even entertaining presentation.


  The difficulty with presenting the story of Uschi Troll lies in the very nature of the problem: the unique personality of the girl, to begin with, who lives in both the physical and the spiritual world at once, the nature of the phenomenon which sometimes, while perfectly rational, cannot be proven in the legal sense of the term. For instance, if Uschi reports a personal experience which she describes in utter detail, I cannot possibly relive that experience myself firsthand in order to check up on her truthfulness. On the other hand, I can take her testimony and hold it against the testimony of others not connected with her, people who have experienced parallel feelings or happenings and who have reported them elsewhere, preferably unavailable to Uschi or those close to her. If sufficient numbers of similar experiences are reported by widely scattered witnesses, it is rational to assume that they are all telling the truth, or at the very least, that they derive their information from a common source. It is not too difficult to exclude a printed source in such cases, which leaves us with the only plausible alternative, namely, that the witnesses are telling the truth as they see it. That truth may very well be the absolute truth and not merely subjective truth. The fact that some people cannot experience certain things does in no way militate against others doing so; truth does not require universal primary experience to stand up as such.


  But verifying the psychic experiences of a person is not necessarily any more difficult than checking up on ordinary human experiences. It is a melancholy fact that many disguise, either deliberately or unconsciously, some of the facts of their lives or report them only in part or leave out important details or otherwise present less than a true and complete picture of themselves. Consequently, if one is to present the life experiences of a person, one must take into account that all statements from that person, all primary reports, are subject to verification and at the same time must be looked at frankly and with a healthy dose of skepticism. I have always done so when dealing with psychic experiences. Only when I was satisfied that the witnesses, or primary individuals, were telling the full truth would I present their stories to my public.


  But the story of Uschi Troll differs from previous accounts of unusual experiences in several important ways. For one thing, it is the story not of isolated psychic experiences but of an entire lifetime lived as a psychic of unusual dimensions. For another, it involves not merely that side of her personality which is the proper province of ESP research, but her entire being, her philosophy, her attitudes toward everything that exists.


  Under the circumstances, I was in a quandary how to present her case to my public in such a way that it would lose nothing of its truthfulness, yet would also present Uschi as a whole human being. In fact, that was her wish when we agreed to collaborate on her story, her to furnish me with all the facts of her life, or at any rate, as many as she was capable of giving to me, and me sorting them out and putting them in the proper order and perspective. This was made even more difficult for me, as I had known Uschi for nearly a year before realizing that there was an unusual story in her. She explained this reluctance to talk about a subject that was at the core of her life with a deep-seated distrust of journalists in general and of anyone dealing with the public, including myself. It was only after lengthy conversations in which I had to defend my activities to date and expound my views on many things that she finally saw that she could trust me after all.


  She wanted others, people who had unusual psychic talents like herself, to learn from her example, not so much to avoid the pitfalls of the three-dimensional world, but to profit from what had happened to her. Uschi never wanted others to imitate her or follow her, because she realized full well that hers was a unique destiny and that other people’s destiny might very well lie elsewhere. For what it was worth, she thought her story should be told, to be of service where it could be.


  At first, we were going to have long tape-recording sessions, and the story of Uschi Troll would be written in the first person, the way she actually told it to me. I had already transcribed some of the early notes when she rang me and said it was most urgent that I see her. She was in a particularly jolly mood and explained that she had had a sudden inspiration about the book. She explained that presenting her story in the first person would be, after all, a mistake. It would indicate ego, something she had tried to shed in the more recent phase of her career. Under the circumstances and after much meditation, she had determined that the story should be told in the way stories have always been told in the past, as if they were happening to a third person. Uschi felt that the reading public, for one, would be more enthralled—or perhaps only less bored—by some of the serious moments in her story which sounded rather preposterous in the first person but could be tolerated when told in the somewhat more distant, detached, third person. I was pleased by her decision, not only for the reasons given by my subject, but for reasons of my own. Had I presented her story in the first person, I would have been forced to interpolate commentaries of my own from time to time, for it was evident to me even then that material would come into my hands from sources other than Uschi herself, yet which dealt with vital aspects of her life and career. I had already begun to follow up on some of the leads she gave me, speaking to people in Vienna, Hollywood, and New York. Under the circumstances I could present all this material in integrated form without the need to intrude myself into the story at all. It would still be Uschi’s own story, but it would now be told like a novel in which the heroine stands by, outside as it were, watching with fascination but detachment as the story of her life unfolds for those curious enough to desire knowledge of it.


  So if I have chosen the technical form of the novel, it is because the story lends itself to that presentation. Far from having to invent unlikely happenings or details, I was forced to prune the available material so that it did not bog down the main thrust of the story, which was the life and progresssion of Uschi Troll, young clairvoyant extraordinaire. As far as the names are concerned, some are real, while others have been changed in deference to Uschi’s desires. The majority of those mentioned in this book are very much alive in this dimension, and perhaps embarrassment might result if their real names were used; although I may have changed some names, everything else is as it happened. Those who know of whom I speak will not be put off by the slight change in some of the names, dates, or places. Using the names of real people imposes certain restrictions on the way you tell a story. The story of Uschi Troll is not always pleasant. It was either a matter of sacrificing truth in order to protect myself and my publisher from potential lawsuits, or altering the names and telling it all. I chose the latter.


  CHAPTER ONE


  “Burn, witch, burn!” the crowd shouted in unison, surrounding the frail young woman at the stake with a frenzied chorus of hatred and abuse. The soldiers guarding the woman and pyre were hard put to hold back the pushing and shoving crowd. The fire would not be lit until the judges had passed sentence on the woman, and they were still in their chambers, deliberating on what to do with her. Such were the feelings in rural England in the late fifteenth century that anyone suspected and accused of practicing witchcraft was as good as dead already.


  Jennifer was the daughter of a pharmacist. She was a studious girl who had been raised by the nuns at a nearby convent and was given to much reading—perhaps too much. She had done nothing to deserve this cruel death—nothing, that is, in the eyes of twentieth-century man. To her contemporaries, however, she was in league with the devil. She had foretold the future on numerous occasions. She knew that the sexton’s wife would fall off her horse at Christmastime and die at once. She knew that Miller’s best cow would not calve but die of a strange disease. In truth, Jennifer must have caused these abominable things to happen, for she was a witch!


  Her father, standing in the shouting crowd, was helpless. Would they not next turn on him? After all, he was a pharmacist. He mixed strange powders. Perhaps he too was in league with the Prince of Darkness. So he kept quiet, trying to attract as little attention as possible.


  Just then the three judges came into the square and solemnly pronounced judgment on Jennifer. There was no appeal from it; the sentence of the judges was a foregone conclusion, and the villagers had already made the necessary preparations. Delay would only give the witch a chance to do more harm.


  All through her imprisonment—thirty days—Jennifer had kept silent, never giving her accusers a chance to convict her. She had suffered torture, but she had kept silent. She had not even denied their accusations. And silently she went to her death.


  “Burn, witch, burn!” the chorus went up again, and this time the pyre was lit. In a few seconds smoke had obscured the woman’s face, and the flames took their toll.


  This was the horrible dream the little girl dreamt over and over again, waking from it in terror, too paralyzed with fear even to scream. How could she share the dreams with her parents? As yet, she was too young to talk. She could not put into words what her soul had already experienced in another life, another time.


  “Good God, doesn’t she cry at all?” the man asked as he bent over the glass enclosure where a half-dozen newborn babies were kept, not quite within reach of their parents yet close enough for them to see the infants and, through a loudspeaker system, hear them. But this is precisely what seemed to be bothering the man. The tiny bundle that was his new daughter was not uttering any sound, which was most unusual for babies, especially at the age of only three days. His question was rhetorical, addressed to no one in particular; but one of the attending nurses felt obliged to answer him. She gave him a non-commital smile followed by a shrugging of the shoulders. But he wasn’t going to be put off that easily. Hadn’t he chosen the posh Sanitarium Hera, probably the most expensive birth clinic in Vienna, for his first child to be born in, and wasn’t he at least entitled to some expert opinions? He most certainly was, he thought, and he intended to get them. With a measured stride and some remnants of his college professor’s dignity, he walked quickly from the baby exhibition room to the floor nurse’s office where he explained what was bothering him. It was simple: his new baby girl wasn’t making any noise. She wasn’t even crying. True, he had been present the day before when she whimpered a bit. But compared to other babies her age, she was a silent child, and this worried him.


  Karl Heinz Troll, thirty years old, had been married for two years. Tall, thin, and nervous, he was a man of great and enduring principles. If his first-born showed signs of not being normal, someone should be consulted. Not that he particularly wanted the little girl to cry her head off, but her lying there so silently might indicate that there was something seriously wrong with her. Like any new father, Professor Troll showed signs of strain and even neurotic concern. The floor nurse accompanied him back to the exhibition room where she asked him to wait outside. Then she went inside to consult with the supervising nurse. This time he couldn’t hear anything, though he could tell by the nurses’ puzzled expressions that they weren’t going to give him a satisfactory answer. His assumption proved correct: the floor nurse returned with a bland smile, assuring him that there was nothing wrong with his daughter, that after a few days she would most likely make up in lusty noises what she had missed during the first three days of her life. And with that, Professor Troll was firmly if politely ushered from the floor of this clinic.


  He decided not to tell his wife about his concern, but to see someone in authority instead, someone like his colleague at the University of Vienna, namely the eminent Professor Dr. Wilhelm Streit who was an expert in such matters. To oblige a colleague, Streit promised to have a look at Troll’s infant daughter.


  As soon as he had returned to his offices the next day, Professor Dr. Streit telephoned Troll. “There is nothing the matter with your little girl, Troll,” he said. “She is just the silent type. Wait a little while and see.”


  A week later Mrs. Troll returned home to their flat on the Neuer Markt, overlooking the magnificent Donner Fountain. The flat, which was on the third floor, contained ten rooms, more than enough for anyone, even if they were a professor of political science at the University of Vienna and his wife, a lovely woman two years his junior, who was a member of one of the old, noble families of which Austria seems to have so many.


  The Baroness Elisabeth von Hohenwald came from the poorest branch of the family, however, whereas Troll’s father had been a wealthy businessman dealing in hops and malt, two ingredients essential to the production of beer. When he died, he left Karl Heinz, his only son and heir, well provided for. Perhaps this had something to do with the young man’s choice of a field of study at the university, for the career of a professor of political science by no means promised great material rewards. If anything, it seemed to be a path strewn with difficulties. A political scientist would inevitably become involved in politically sensitive matters and thus would likely become controversial in one way or another. In Austria, to be political meant to be unsure of one’s material progress. But Karl Heinz Troll had long been interested in pursuing just such a career. Now, with his father’s inheritance assured, he could well afford to indulge himself.


  One evening when Troll was in his last year at the university, a friend of his brought his cousin to a debating society meeting. Baroness Elisabeth von Hohenwald was a lovely, blonde girl with sparkling blue eyes, a soft sweet voice, and a charming smile which she seemed to use constantly. All this smiling soon began to annoy Troll. He could not for the life of him understand why a pretty girl would smile all the time, when there was so little to smile about, especially during this particular debate. He decided to find out for himself and went over to his friend’s table where he introduced himself. His stiff, Teutonic uprightness evoked another smile from Helmut’s pretty cousin, and after exchanging some pleasantries, Troll joined them. Within a few minutes he had discovered why Elisabeth smiled so much. Ever since she was a small girl, she had been taught to smile whenever she didn’t understand anything, and as she was quick to admit, she didn’t understand much of the debate that evening.


  From this casual meeting, a deep and serious affection developed between the two young people, and by the time Karl had taken his doctorate, they were engaged to be married. This was all the more remarkable, since what stood between them was far more difficult to overcome than the fact that Karl was well off and Elisabeth was poor. The baroness came from a venerable Roman Catholic family, while Troll was a Protestant, in itself something of a rarity in predominantly Catholic Austria. Karl Heinz Troll’s ancestors had lived in the province of Styria for centuries, where they had somehow managed to maintain their Lutheran heritage despite the fact that Emperor Ferdinand II had ruthlessly and pretty much successfully converted the province from nearly total Reformation back to the Roman Catholic church. The Troll family was one of the few families in the province that remained Protestant.


  At any rate, the daughter of an aristocratic Roman Catholic family of Austria was now engaged to the son of a Protestant businessman. Despite the fact that it would be a marriage which allowed her many of the comforts she would otherwise not have, some of her relatives warned Elisabeth against the marriage.


  Troll saw the difficulties that lay ahead and decided to cut through them in his own forthright way. He invited his fiancee’s mother and her most influential relatives to his home. While he served them tea and pastry, he proposed that Elisabeth and he be married in any Roman Catholic church of the family’s choice. Nor would he object to any of their offspring being brought up in the Roman Catholic faith—so long as no fanaticism was displayed by anyone and their children had the right to reconsider the matter when they came of age. The Hohenwalds thought this a reasonable solution to what might otherwise would have been a thorny problem, and so the marriage was proclaimed.


  Uschi Troll was born May 31, 1951 at seven in the morning, or, to be more exact, at 7:01, although that one minute makes no difference in her horoscope which assigns Uschi’s birth sign to Gemini and her ascendant to Aquarius, the water-bearer. From the beginning, Uschi was unusual, but it wasn’t until she was nearly five that the first event took place which foreshadowed her later years. Until then, she was just another lovely little girl, precious to her parents, developing normally and well and showing no sign of anything unusual.


  It was an especially cold January night in 1956. Uschi woke from deep sleep with a cry so intense that it immediately awakened her parents, who rushed to her side. Her mother flicked on the light and grabbed Uschi by the shoulders. “What is it? What is it?” she said.


  But Uschi just stared ahead in terror. Her breathing was labored and sweat stood out on her forehead despite the intensely cold night. Karl suggested that they call the doctor, but at that moment, perhaps as a result of hearing her father’s voice, Uschi became less frantic and the expression on her face changed to one that was quizzical. She stopped breathing so fast; now she seemed to be more awake. Then a new expression of terror entered her eyes.


  “Who are you?” she said, pointing at her mother.


  Her mother replied: “I am your mama. What’s the matter, Uschi?”


  Vehemently the child shook her head. “You are not my mama,” she said, and then, pointing at her father, said: “You are not my daddy.”


  It was clear to her parents that something traumatic had occurred, something they did not understand at all. Professor Troll thought of calling the doctor, but decided against it. Instead, he got Uschi a sedative. Meanwhile, Elisabeth gently tried to persuade Uschi that she was indeed her mother. Uschi had by now calmed down considerably, but she stubbornly insisted that Elisabeth was not her mama. Rather than prolong the argument, her parents decided to let the matter rest until morning. Weary from the nightmare and arguing with her parents, and also as a result of the sedative, Uschi went back to sleep.


  The next day, she woke late. By then the doctor had been summoned, and he examined Uschi. There was nothing physically wrong with her, he said, but strangely, Uschi recognized the doctor though she still refused to believe that Karl and Elisabeth were her daddy and mama. Therefore it was decided that they would humor her. Finally the doctor said: “If this is not your mama, where is your mama?”


  Having found someone who appeared to believe her, Uschi seemed relieved. “My mama lives on a big farm and grows tobacco,” she finally said. “My daddy helps her. They grow the finest tobacco in southern Virginia.”


  At first her father and mother were horrified, but they quickly decided that they were confronted with nothing more than a child’s fantasizing.


  The doctor, who had had psychiatric training, was not so easily satisfied, however. Dr. Margaret Mayer, who was in her late fifties, had a way with children because she never treated them as if they were children. She treated them as her equals without losing the necessary authority. By gently prodding, she elicited more of the nightmare from Uschi,.


  According to Uschi, she was the child of tobacco farmers, Ben and Sara Dolan, who lived in a small town in southern Virginia named Coxville. They had several hired hands, one of whom Uschi said was “Uncle Frank,” although he wasn’t anyone’s uncle. Another she called Danny Longfellow. They grew some of the finest tobacco in the South. Like an experienced professional, Uschi explained how they graded tobacco after it had been cut, going through the routine of separating the various grades of tobacco. While she was telling this, her parents merely stood by silently, shaking their heads from time to time. Uschi displayed a knowledge far beyond her years—and more to the point, far beyond her experience. Her parents had never discussed tobacco-farming in Virginia or elsewhere around Uschi. They themselves knew very little about it, and Uschi’s description of how the tobacco was graded and how the various grades were marketed were as strange to them as if they had just read about it in a book or heard it discussed by experts.


  Dr. Mayer thought it was best to try to reestablish Elisabeth as Uschi’s real mother, and gently she led Uschi toward the most crucial question that had to be asked. If Elisabeth was not her mother and if her mother in southern Virginia was her real mother, how did she come to be in this house in Vienna? Uschi thought about this for a moment. Her face was unusually serious. Then she brightened and, gesturing with her hands in great excitement, said: “Mrs. Doctor, I had an accident. I had a little pony named Maxwell, and one day Maxwell ran too fast and I fell off.”


  “And what happened then?” Dr. Mayer said.


  “I felt funny all over, and I had such a pain in my head,” Uschi replied; “and then I felt so light, and I walked away, and I could see Maxwell running off the other way. And when I looked back, there was another me lying on the ground, lying still. But I couldn’t see my mama again, and I went looking for her.”


  There was silence as the impact of this sank in.


  “What is the next thing you remember?” Doctor Mayer said after a few seconds.


  “I don’t know, I don’t know,” and Uschi began to cry. All of a sudden she was a little girl again. When she looked at her mother, her memory suddenly returned. As tears rolled down her face, she rushed to her mother and embraced her, crying uncontrollably. “Mama, Mama, Mama,” she said and hugged her mother, trying to escape the memory of the awful nightmare.


  Nothing more was said about that night. Karl and Elisabeth avoided bringing it up out of fear that Uschi would revert to her ‘previous existence’. They were hesitant, yet convinced at the same time that Uschi had remembered a previous life of hers. It wasn’t something they could easily accept or discuss with anyone, but there it was, and the best thing to do about it seemed to be not to discuss it at all. At any rate, the dam had already been broken. By disclosing her ‘previous existence’, Uschi had likely discharged her tensions.


  What child doesn’t speak to unseen companions? When Uschi complained about the nasty little girl who kept interfering with her homework, her parents attributed it to the fantasies of an imaginative child. Even after Uschi told them that the little girl who was annoying her was named Francisca, her parents thought no more of it. It was only after Elisabeth learned from a neighbor that Francisca, who had lived in the same building, had died three years ago, that she thought for a fleeting moment that Uschi might have sensed something from the past. It did not occur to her that Francisca had actually been present. Yet that was just what had happened. Uschi knew it, but she had learned not to talk about such things.


  After a while Uschi stopped worrying about the ‘unseen’ girl, as well as the two boys who came to play with her. No one else could see them. She began to wonder whether she was seeing these children or whether they were just products of her imagination, even though to her they seemed as real as she did to herself. She was too young to understand such matters, so she decided not to get in trouble with her parents by telling them about her unseen friends. Consequently, as time went on, Professor Troll noticed with satisfaction that his little girl no longer seemed to be reporting uncanny experiences with unseen visitors. He attributed this to her growing rationality, a sure sign that Uschi was becoming more reasonable. She and her father began to understand each other better. She was even allowed to visit him in his office now and then. On one of these occasions she watched him in fascination as he went about his business, studying papers and making notes for his lectures. The telephone rang, but before her father could answer it, Uschi said spontaneously: “That’s Aunt Clara calling, of course.”


  And so it was. Her father glanced sharply at her in amazement but said nothing. His daughter might have guessed that her aunt was calling, since Aunt Clara was a frequent guest at the Trolls’ apartment. A brief conversation concerning Uschi’s favorite aunt ensued; then Professor Troll returned to his work, admonishing his daughter to be quiet if she wished to remain in his office. But the phone interrupted him once again. Although she had been told to be quiet, Uschi couldn’t help speaking up again. “Mr. Burghauser can’t come for his appointment because his mother died,” she heard herself say, just as her father picked up the receiver. The professor listened to the person on the other end of the line. Finally he said gravely, “Yes, thank you; I am so sorry,” and hung up. For a moment, he said nothing. Then he got up from his chair, walked to the window, his hands behind his back, and stared out onto the Ringstrasse below.


  Uschi took this to mean that he was angry with her, and tears welled up in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Papa. But I didn’t mean to. Honest—I won’t do it again. I’ll keep quiet.”


  Professor Troll returned to his chair. He sat down and looked at his daughter without saying anything. The incident concerning Aunt Clara was nothing. But what was he to make of his daughter’s knowing about a call from a man she couldn’t possibly know? Burghauser had only entered the professor’s life two days before, and he had not been discussed in Uschi’s presence. And how could she know that Burghauser’s mother had died just a few hours ago? Uschi had been with him in his office since early afternoon.


  Professor Troll was troubled. This did not fit into his scheme of things. But neither could he dismiss it as merely a childish fantasy or coincidence. Something had to be done about such incidents
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