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      There was a heavy thump – something hitting the frozen ground – and the customers of Café Bellevue stared up at the jagged
         top of the ruined block opposite, then down at the first floor where a cloud of dust was rolling upwards, like a bomb had
         gone off.
      

      
      ‘Oh, it’s a body!’

      
      ‘No!’ a woman cried.

      
      ‘Someone jumped!’

      
      ‘Good on ’em,’ a drunken woman’s voice cawed. ‘Jump and be done with it. Ha! Just jump, I say.’

      
      ‘Shut up!’ someone shouted at the drunk, but everyone fell silent and waited for the dust to clear.

      
      Kasper didn’t move; to take his hands out of the deep pockets of his woollen coat would have meant them freezing unnecessarily.
         He pushed his chin further into the American flannel shirt that he used as a scarf and squinted at the dust cloud, watching
         it clear to reveal a flattened shape – the vague form of a pale corpse with an outstretched arm and dark eye sockets.
      

      
      ‘Is it a woman?’ a young girl said, but by the time the dust had rolled to their feet they saw that it was only the stone
         lintel of a window, one end – head-sized – surrounded by chunks of decayed brick and mortar.
      

      
      
      ‘I said it wasn’t a woman,’ came the same girl’s voice and the customers’ chatter rose to a gossipy babble that filled the
         cold March street. Something splintered high up and another brick fell, knocking hollow like a ball on a bat, followed by
         a few spinning shreds of wallpaper, but no one paid any attention now.
      

      
      ‘Do you think it’s going to go?’

      
      Kasper looked up. A man, too plump to be German, but with no perceivable accent, was standing looking up at the building with
         his hands in his pockets. ‘Would be a shame to have survived the war and be crushed by a falling building,’ the man said.
         ‘Don’t you think it’s rather ironic when you hear of people setting their apartments on fire or falling through the ice on
         the Spree?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t think ironic’s the word,’ Kasper said.

      
      ‘What’s the word then?’

      
      ‘How about, bloody depressing?’

      
      The man laughed. ‘Herr Meier, isn’t it?’

      
      Kasper frowned. ‘Who are you?’

      
      ‘I was told he’d be waiting for me at Café Bellevue,’ he said, eyeing the cold metal chairs and the groups of customers clustered
         together around mismatched tables, their heads pulled down into their coats like pigeons and their voices forming clouds of
         condensing breath over their grain coffee. ‘I haven’t checked every table,’ he said, ‘but you’re the only one-eyed queer I’ve
         spotted so far.’
      

      
      Kasper closed his dead eye self-consciously and said, ‘With a mouth like that, I hope you have something exceptional to offer,
         or I might …’
      

      
      The man sat down in front of Kasper and pushed his grinning face forward. ‘You might what?’

      
      An American soldier standing nearby turned, holding onto the rifle slung over his shoulder, and eyed the pair.

      
      Kasper looked down at his knees. ‘Nothing,’ he said under his breath.

      
      ‘Good,’ the man said. He took the ripped page of a book out of his pocket and shoved it at Kasper’s chest. Kasper took it
         and unfolded it – it was from an art catalogue, a yellow sheet with a slight sheen to it. It contained a reproduction of a
         modern painting – a woman resting her chin on her hand, her teeth bared, holding a small glass bottle and a cup. ‘I’ve been
         told you can find things. This is what you need to find for me, all right?’
      

      
      Kasper looked up at the man – the tone of his voice had changed: now he was impatient, disgusted and angry.

      
      ‘OK,’ Kasper said. ‘Anything else? Information, I mean.’

      
      ‘We already know who has it – a Herr Ostermann in Friedenau – I’ve written his address beneath the painting. Taunusstraβe.
         You just need to find out where it is.’
      

      
      
      ‘In exchange for …?’

      
      The man’s eyes narrowed, which meant, Kasper suspected, that he had come prepared with an offer but now saw a half-blind,
         middle-aged homosexual with a shirt for a scarf, and believed that he already knew enough to cause Kasper a huge amount of
         trouble.
      

      
      ‘In exchange for keeping my mouth shut.’

      
      Kasper stood up and grabbed at the man’s neck. The man got hold of Kasper’s collar and pushed him back. The metal chair clattered
         to the floor.
      

      
      The American soldier shouted, ‘Hey!’ and jogged over to them. Gripping the stiff cotton of the man’s shirt and tie, Kasper’s hand ached and his own twisted collar
         cut into his neck. ‘Hey!’ The soldier touched the man’s arm and Kasper was released. The soldier said something and the man eyed Kasper to see if
         he had understood. He hadn’t – he barely spoke a word of English – and the man muttered something back, then said to Kasper
         in German, ‘You’ve got until Wednesday, understand?’
      

      
      ‘Or what?’

      
      The man shifted his head towards the soldier. ‘Well, I could tell him now if you want; about what sort of person you are,
         why you have no family to stop you making a living poking around in other people’s business, queer.’ The word, even uttered
         in anger, made a few people at the café eye the scuffle with nervous interest.
      

      
      Kasper looked at the soldier, who took him by the arm and pushed him back so that he had to release the collar of the man’s
         shirt. The man straightened it and said, ‘People like you do what people like me say, see. People like you want to have as
         little contact with any sort of authority as possible, as I see it. So if you know what’s good for you …’
      

      
      Kasper let the man’s voice trail off. The man smiled and said something to the soldier – an English joke that made him smile.
         He turned to leave, but couldn’t help stopping and saying, ‘I just told our friend here that you didn’t need roughing up now
         – that you’d probably enjoy it too much.’ Someone at a nearby table tittered.
      

      
      Kasper nodded. ‘I see.’

      
      The man laughed loudly, catching the soldier’s eye again.

      
      ‘You know,’ Kasper muttered wearily, ‘if you want my advice, you should be more careful about what you say and where you say
         it.’
      

      
      The man stared at him incredulously for a second, then came so close to Kasper’s face that he could smell raw onion, tobacco
         and real coffee on the man’s breath. ‘Want your advice? Don’t you understand when to shut up, my friend?’
      

      
      ‘You’ve misunderstood,’ Kasper said, ‘I mean, I’d be careful when you’re boasting about the kind of commissions you’re making
         off of “Noldes” in one bar and then in another boasting about how they’re just some old rip-offs. And I would certainly be
         wary if you’d just sold two Noldes and a Hofer to an old Nazi officer when you know that at least two of those paintings actually belong to a prominent Jewish family. A family who
         now live in New York, which might make it awkward if you’re heading back to America any time soon.’
      

      
      The man was looking at him malevolently. ‘Don’t you …’ the man said, shaking with anger, ‘don’t you talk to me about America.’
      

      
      Kasper sighed. ‘Don’t come the patriot with me, Herr Colbert – just listen to some friendly advice from one fish-out-of-water
         to another. I’m only saying that if I were pretending to be an American journalist but were actually a Canadian – what would
         you call yourself? “Art dealer” probably – well,’ Kasper smiled, ‘I’d just be very, very careful who I talked to and about
         what.’
      

      
      It was only then that Colbert realised the soldier had not let go of his arm. He looked down at the soldier’s hand, appalled.

      
      ‘Oh, me and your old “compatriot” here do a bit of business ourselves,’ Kasper said. ‘His German’s remarkable – he’s only
         been learning for a year!’
      

      
      The soldier smiled.

      
      ‘You can’t touch me – no one knows me here,’ Colbert said, his voice thin with fury.

      
      ‘So no one will miss you. Herr Colbert, you’ve come to me because someone told you I was good at finding things. Consider
         this little chat a guarantee of my professional skills. Your guarantee will be twenty tins of corned beef, a hundred cigarettes, five CARE Packages and twenty vials of penicillin.’
      

      
      ‘Are you mad?’

      
      Kasper held up the picture. ‘This is a Klimt, isn’t it? I mean, my knowledge of modern art is patchy, but this must be worth
         …’ he looked up at the soldier.
      

      
      ‘Priceless,’ the soldier said.

      
      ‘And yet,’ said Kasper, ‘I’ve given you a price. So a happy day for everyone.’

      
      Colbert stared furiously at Kasper’s shoes and mumbled something.

      
      ‘I’m sorry – I didn’t catch that,’ Kasper said.

      
      ‘When will I get it? The painting.’

      
      ‘You’ll get the location – didn’t you say Wednesday? Yes, that should be fine. Thank you, Mike, you can let him go.’ The soldier
         released him. ‘Well, goodbye, Herr Colbert. Good doing business with you. What is it the Americans say?’
      

      
      ‘Have a nice day!’ the soldier said.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ Kasper said, ‘that’s nice, isn’t it? Have a nice day!’
      

      
      
      Kasper and the soldier watched Colbert march off quickly, spitting on the floor when he was far enough away that he could
         make a run for it if chased. Another brick fell from the building opposite the café, cracking and bouncing off beams and boards
         and hitting the ground hard with a loud snap, like a gun going off.
      

      
      Kasper stood in his cold kitchen, holding a cigarette in one hand, the fingers of the other pinning down the page torn from
         the book. The woman staring at him from the glossy paper had at first struck him as bored, but now he thought he could see
         a sadness in her eyes, as if she was waiting stoically for the artist to release her so that she could leave and mourn her
         loss alone.
      

      
      ‘What’s that there?’

      
      ‘Jesus, Papa!’ Kasper cried, his stomach contracting. ‘You scared the living …’

      
      The old man supported himself with a hand flat on the range, his automatic fear of its intense heat long since extinguished.
         ‘Sorry – I didn’t know if someone else was here. All I do is sneak about now – I can’t move except for slowly and silently.’
      

      
      ‘Shame you can’t work the same magic on your cough.’

      
      As if in reply, the old man began to hit his bony chest and hacked up a crackling mucus. ‘If you’re so concerned about the
         noise,’ he said, breathless, ‘why don’t you just conduct your business elsewhere?’
      

      
      ‘I try – you don’t think I try?’

      
      ‘Try, try, try,’ his father said, gaining his voice back again and frowning at the picture beneath Kasper’s fingertips. ‘That’s
         that Austrian pornographer, Klimek.’
      

      
      ‘Klimt – I didn’t know you were up on art.’

      
      ‘Your mother used to drag me to the theatre when we lived in Vienna – and she was a fan of his smutty murals at the Burgtheater.
         What’s this for?’
      

      
      ‘Something I have to find.’

      
      ‘Of course,’ his father said. ‘What else?’

      
      Kasper stared down at him, frail and bent at his side. ‘Well, it’s keeping you in bread and water, all this. I don’t do it
         for fun.’
      

      
      The old man nodded. Kasper imagined his father dressed up for the opera, broad and tall, the memory of that man as strange
         and distant as the thought of his mother, smelling strongly of Chypre, her dark hair mixing with the fur of her coat. He imagined
         her laughing, but struggled to remember
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