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THURSDAY, OCTOBER 14, 2010 
NEAR ROTTWEIL, SOUTHERN GERMANY  

 
Brave, fat Mägges, thought Saša Jordan.  

 He lay on the floor crying and still refused to give up his friend.  

 They’d taken him to the lounge, bound his hands and feet and forced him onto a piece of 

tarpaulin Igor had found in the stables. If somebody’s already on the ground, he can’t fall down, 

one of the guards in Omarska used to say. Even the Serbs had something to teach you.  

 ‘Won’t be long now,’ Igor said.  

 ‘Good.’ 

 Jordan was sitting by the window, keeping an eye on the gravel road, while Igor took care 

of Bachmeier, who was uttering high-pitched childish sounds, reduced to nothing but pain and 

fear.  

 And willpower. 

 A real friend, Jordan thought.  

 Slowly dusk descended over the valley. Nothing was happening as far as he could see 

through his binoculars. Every once in a while the sound of a distant tractor engine reached 

Jordan’s ears, otherwise all was quiet except for the dull thumping and the whimpering behind 

him.  

 He knew how Bachmeier was able to bear the pain and the fear, just as he himself and Igor 

had been able to endure Omarska: with the aid of memories. Only memories made the suffering 

 

 



 
 

2 

bearable, only memories justified suffering so much.  

 They’d remembered their childhood and youth in Briševo, Bachmeier was probably 

remembering his years with Thomas. Bright summer days spent roaming the fields and woods, 

playing football in the farm’s dusty yard. Kissing girls for the first time in the hayloft, passing 

notes to each other at school. Then one day Thomas brought Jelena along, and from then on it was 

always the three of them, the German Croat, the Serbian girl, and fat Mägges.  

Maybe he was a little bit in love with her too...  

 Loyalty would have prohibited any such feelings. 

 Thomas, his best, his only friend – he was worth suffering for.  

 The veil of memory. What was happening behind it, at the hands of Igor, Bachmeier didn’t 

see. He only felt it.  

 At some point he would have to choose. His memories and Thomas – or Theresa and Nina. 

A friend who was far away or his wife and his daughter.  

 It’s up to you whether you live or die, Jordan had said.  

 Of course Bachmeier would eventually choose life, of course he would choose his wife and 

daughter. He’d only have to talk to make the shadow behind the veil of memories vanish forever, 

and the pain with it.  

 He’d only have to talk.  

 Thomas would forgive him. If he was his best, his only friend, he would understand and 

forgive. 

 It was talk or die, Tommy, do you understand?  

 That’s what Bachmeier would be thinking, or something close to it.  

 He didn’t know that he’d got caught up in a war he wasn’t allowed to survive. The shadow 

that was Igor would not vanish until he’d closed Bachmeier’s eyes forever.  

 ‘We may not have much time left,’ Jordan said.  

 For a few seconds now, the blue coronas of several police beacons had been flashing in the 

distance, beyond the entrance to the valley. Four or five squad cars were heading westward on the 

road from Rottweil. Mesmerised, he followed them with his eyes.  

 Igor came over and stood next to him. Jordan tried to hand him the binoculars, but Igor 

refused. ‘I can see them.’ 

 The blue lights were moving more slowly now, then they stopped altogether. Unless they’d 
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been called to the site of a traffic accident, the police had turned out in force to enter the valley.  

 Then they left the hidden road at a 90-degree angle, heading straight towards them.  

 The woods swallowed them.  

 ‘Five minutes.’ 

 ‘That’s not enough time,’ Igor said.  

 Jordan stood up. Carefully avoiding the blood on the floor, he squatted down at the edge of 

the tarpaulin. Bachmeier’s breathing came in irregular intervals, his arms were trembling, his 

fingers twitching. His eyes were swollen, blood seeping from the corners of his mouth.  

 ‘You’re very brave,’ Jordan told him in German. ‘You’ve decided to die for a friend.’  

 The head moved to one side, the movement so slight it was barely perceptible. No.  

 No, I don’t want to die.  

 ‘Your wife and your daughter will remember you fondly. That’s a great consolation. It 

won’t help your friend Thomas, we’ll find him anyway, with or without your help. If you won’t 

talk, we’ll get Milo. If he doesn’t talk, we’ll get the father. Somebody will talk. Maybe Milo’s wife? 

Or your wife? ... Does Theresa know where Thomas is? Does your daughter know?’ 

 Another movement of the head, then a whisper: ‘But Tommy’s dead...’ 

 ‘No,’ Jordan said.  

  

He took up his post by the window again. The quiet in the valley lasted for another moment, then 

the first blue lights flared up at the edge of the woods. Four squad cars, one unmarked vehicle. He 

could hear sirens as well now.  

 He turned to Igor. ‘Ready?’ 

 ‘Yes.’  

 They gagged Bachmeier and pulled him to his feet. Igor checked the ties on his arms and 

legs and dragged him outside, Jordan folded up the tarpaulin and followed them. Even before 

he’d first come here, he had studied blueprints of the layout of the farm – courtesy of Marković 

and his invaluable contacts. They’d cover less than fifty metres and yet they’d travel a long way. 

With Markus Bachmeier, they’d go back into their own memories, into their own nightmare. 

 Back into the darkness.  
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THURSDAY, OCTOBER 14, 2010 
NEAR ROTTWEIL  

 
Schneider had attached the blue light to the roof, and they were speeding westward along the B 

road. She drove in the middle or on the wrong side of the road most of the time, even outside the 

city limits all traffic fell under her command.  

 And Lorenz Adamek trusted her.  

 They passed through some woods and into a quiet valley, the hills steeped in a dark red 

glow, with meadows, pastures and fields lining the road. The sun had set an hour ago. Setting foot 

into this kind of landscape was so much more pleasant, Adamek thought, than sitting on the 

twenty-fourth  floor above a city you didn’t want to touch any more after the day’s work was 

done.  

 In the distance two buildings appeared, bathed in flashing blue light. Half of Schneider’s 

department was already at the scene.  

 ‘What if he’s a war criminal?’ she said. 

 ‘Ćavar?’ 

 ‘That would explain why Marković is trying to find him. They’re trying to cover up what 

he’s done. Croatia wants to join the EU, and there’s that trial in The Hague.’ 

 The same thought had occurred to Adamek. He didn’t like it.  

 He thought about his uncle, the expert on Yugoslavia in Genscher’s Foreign Office, head of 

the South-Eastern Europe Department. No, the thought that a good friend of Richard Ehringer’s 

might have been a war criminal didn’t appeal to him at all.  

 ‘Have you seen pictures of him?’ Schneider asked. 

 ‘Of who?’ 

 ‘The general who’s on trial in The Hague.’ 

 ‘No.’ 

 ‘He’s really good-looking. Very manly and heroic.’ 

 ‘Is he?’ Adamek forced a smile. ‘So that’s the type you go for? Generals?’ 

 Schneider laughed. ‘No. Accountants, more likely. Guys who work in banks, that kind of 

thing.’ 

 ‘The dependable and steady ones.’ 
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 ‘Who can look after the children when their mother’s out on police business.’ 

 ‘Got you.’ His eyes fell on the photo of her two bright boys, and for a moment he felt 

inferior to the dependable and steady ones. They’d started families, he hadn’t.  

 ‘And what’s yours?’ 

 He looked at her. Noses, he thought, had recently become rather important. ‘Intellectuals.’ 

 ‘Really? With a stick up their arse?’ 

 He laughed. Yes, with a stick up their arse, why not, he liked that. The times when they 

took the stick out. But other times too, when they eloquently explained the world and the people 

in it, the dread of reality glinting in their eyes.  

 ‘That’s your idea of fun, is it?’ 

 ‘Yes,’ he said.  

 They passed a farm. A handful of old people were sitting on a wooden bench, looking over 

towards their neighbour Bachmeier’s farm, distant and helpless onlookers. Adamek felt an urge to 

sit down next to them and, over a glass of homemade schnapps, to relieve them of the fear of the 

evil that had invaded their valley.  

 The tarmac gave way to gravel. Adamek hadn’t noticed the four steel girders opposite the 

stables until now – all that was left of the barn. Once he’d got out of the car, he saw the charred 

remains of the roof and the walls as well, the ground around them covered in ash.  

 A chief inspector came to greet them, Georg Scheul, a stocky man in his mid-forties with a 

walrus moustache and an obsequious look in his eyes, which kept drifting towards Schneider in 

search of assistance. His men, he reported, had already been inside the house and the stables, but 

had found them empty. One of them, he said, was a cousin of Bachmeier’s and had called the wife. 

She’d gone off with her daughter at quarter past six, but they were now on their way back.  

 ‘Off?’ 

 ‘Somewhere safe. Because of the fire.’ 

 ‘The fire’s out.’ 

 ‘He says it’s too dangerous. There’s loads of old cables here. He wants to check them all. 

Doesn’t want it happening again.’ 

 ‘Says who?’ 

 Scheul blushed. ‘Says Bachmeier, says his wife.’ 

 He spoke with a strong local accent and he was mumbling, and Adamek had trouble 
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understanding him. Maybe, he thought, that’s how it was meant to be.  

 Detectives in Berlin had their own ways of making things hard for strangers on their turf. 

They were territorial beasts, tough men and women tried and tested by the coldness of the 

metropolis, and they felt superior for it. They’d seen it all and the outsiders hadn’t. They used their 

local dialect to assert their geographical identity. They needed it to feel at home in the cold, not as 

a secret code to fence off their patch.  

 ‘Does she know where he is?’ 

 ‘No.’ 

 ‘Was he here when she left?’ 

 ‘Yes.’ Scheul had started to sweat, even though a cool evening breeze blew through the 

valley.  

 ‘What about transport?’  

 Scheul gestured with his short arms. ‘The car is parked behind the stables. The tractor’s 

here too. The bicycle’s got a flat tyre. He could only have left on foot.’ 

 ‘With that leg of his?’ Schneider said. 

 ‘They got here before us,’ Adamek said and saw her nod. 

 Let’s go to Bachmeier’s first, she’d suggested that afternoon. If he’d listened to her, they’d 

already have talked to him. Now it might be too late. 

 That was the trouble with Berliners, he thought. They felt superior even on somebody else’s 

turf.  

 Scheul said something.  

 ‘Pardon?’ Adamek asked irritably.  

 ‘We’ve found evidence,’ Schneider repeated.  

 Scheul took them to one of the patrol cars parked at the top end of the farmyard. Adamek’s 

heart stopped beating for a moment – next to the car, at the edge of the field, there was a grave 

with a wooden cross made from sawn-off boards. Fresh wildflowers had been braided around the 

slats.  

 The grave was far too small for a man, though.  

 ‘Watch your step, please,’ Scheul said.  

 They stopped. 

 On the horizontal slat, somebody had written with a black pen: Methusalem 15-8-1990 – 14-
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10-2010. 

 ‘Bachmeier’s dog. Heart attack, caused by the fire.’ 

 ‘Dogs don’t live to twenty,’ Adamek said. 

 ‘This one did. At the end he was almost deaf and blind though.’  

 ‘Says who?’  

 ‘The cousin.’  

 Adamek studied the sandy ground around the grave. Two different sets of footprints. On 

one of them, the left foot had left a deeper imprint, with a lot less weight on the right foot – 

Bachmeier with his crippled leg. He had been wearing work boots. The second set had been made 

by a pair of loafers.  

 ‘When his wife left, he was here on his own,’ Scheul said. ‘But the neighbour’ – pointing 

over his shoulder with his stubby thumb – ‘saw two men digging. For half an hour, he said. Then 

they stood there for a bit. Then they were suddenly gone.’  

 Adamek glanced at the neighbour’s farm, at least two hundred yards away. ‘You people 

have good eyes.’ 

 ‘Good binoculars, more likely.’ Scheul smiled for the first time. ‘He reckons he knows him. 

Guy from the Balkans, asked him for work a few days ago.’ 

 ‘Does he know his name?’ 

 ‘No.’ 

 ‘We need photofits and a helicopter,’ Adamek said. 

 ‘A helicopter?’ Scheul asked.  

 ‘They haven’t been gone for long and they’re on foot,’ Schneider explained. She touched 

Adamek’s arm. ‘They’re already working on the photofits. The helicopter squad is in Stuttgart.’  

 ‘Call them. And get roadblocks set up.’  

 ‘Roadblocks?’ Scheul asked.  

 ‘They’ve kidnapped him,’ Schneider explained.  

 ‘Kidnapped?’ 

 Adamek turned away impatiently while Schneider answered, and walked towards the 

rectangular burned patch with the steel girders rising from it.  

 ‘Harm him?’ he heard Scheul ask. 

 Kill him, he thought. 
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 ‘Kill him,’ Schneider said.  
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Milena, the most beautiful girl in Briševo...  

 Throughout one autumn and one winter, they’d been a couple. He was seventeen, she was 

sixteen. He taught her to drive her father’s green Zastava 128, she helped him with maths and 

writing and explained why his ancestors had come to Northwestern Bosnia from the Palatinate in 

Germany two hundred years ago.  

 She’s the one I’m going to marry, he told his parents.  

 Milena with her freckles, several inches taller than him, her fingers thin and white like the 

fags they smoked secretly, her breasts small and mysterious, a strong will in her eyes.  

 In the spring of 1986, the Zavasta disappeared forever beyond the hills, heading towards 

Belgrade with Milena and her family.  

 Yes, it’s a shame, his father said. But that’s just the way it is.  

 In Omarska he’d told Igor about Milena. 

 The tall thin one with the freckles, who went hunting for rabbits with the boys?  

 That’s her. 

 Yes, I remember. She was a Serb, wasn’t she?  

 She was Yugoslavian, like us.  

 I even saw her naked once, when we went swimming in the river.  

 I never did. Let’s get to know each other with our clothes on first, she told me, and if we still like each 

other after that, we can get to know each other naked.  

 Yes, she was clever, Milena was ... Did she let you touch her?  

 Sometimes, but only in the dark. Did she have freckles everywhere? 

 I think so. 

 They’d been lying in a hole much like this one, with dozens of other prisoners, surrounded 

by rats, vermin, ants, for days on end. Some had died, others had survived. Some had gone back to 
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their families after the war, others to empty houses.  

 Some were still fighting.  

 That’s just the way it was, Jordan thought.  

 He opened his eyes slightly. Although the lights were on outside in the farmyard, not much 

light made it into the stables. It took him a while to make out the shape of one of the wooden poles 

supporting the hayloft. He couldn’t see anything else through the cracks between the floorboards.  

 He took his fingers off the pistol and the knife to relax them. They’d been lying in this 

crawlspace for at least fifty minutes, maybe longer, Igor pressed against the wall, Bachmeier next 

to him on his stomach, then him. He had roaches and spiders running across his hands, ants all 

over his neck and face, on his legs inside his jeans. Occasionally he heard the scurrying of rats or 

mice.  

 ‘Sooner or later they’ll bring dogs,’ Igor said. 

 ‘I know.’  

 ‘We’ve got to get out of here before then.’  

 ‘We’ve got a hostage.’ 

 ‘Not for long, I don’t think.’ 

 Igor was right. Bachmeier’s breathing had become fainter, and he hardly made any sounds 

any more. He was an enemy, but not a soldier, and he would die from the gag, or from exhaustion 

or pain, if they didn’t take him up to where he could get some air soon. 

 The police officers had searched the stables, walking up and down less than a foot above 

them. Jordan had closed his eyes to protect them from the dirt their footsteps sent through the 

cracks.  

 Fifteen minutes ago, a delivery van had entered the farmyard. He’d recognised the sound 

of its engine – Pauli Nurseries.  

 Have you found him? a woman had shouted.  

 A man had replied: Not yet. Then he’d introduced himself – Lorenz Adamek, Berlin CID.  

 Your wife and daughter are back, Jordan had whispered into Bachmeier’s ear.  

 That’s when Bachmeier had started crying again.  

 Shortly after that, the van and four or five other cars had driven off. Jordan could only 

guess how many police officers had stayed behind. Adamek and a female colleague, he’d heard 

them talking. Another policeman, who knew the Bachmeiers. Maybe others who were keeping 
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silent.  

 They’d gone into the house.  

 Jordan turned his head and whispered: ‘Soon your wife and daughter will be on their own.’  

 The reply was hard to make out because of the gag: ‘Tommy is ... dead ...’ 

 ‘Mrtav?’ Igor’s husky voice. 

 ‘Da.’ Jordan put his hand on Bachmeier’s shoulder. ‘Brave, stupid Mägges. Got involved in 

the war without meaning to, and now you’ll have to pay.’  

 ‘If we get him out of here, I’ll make him talk, Saša. He won’t last much longer.’  

 ‘Too dangerous.’  

 They’d never be able to escape with a hostage in the state Bachmeier was in, not even under 

cover of darkness. Two helicopters were circling in the distance and there’d probably be 

roadblocks and search teams.  

 ‘Saša,’ Igor whispered. ‘I’ve got to get out of here.’  

 Jordan nodded. He’d been expecting that. 

 One more day, Igor, two at most ... You’ve already held on for so long. Think about Briševo, about 

your wife, when things were still good between you. Tell me, did you use to watch her swimming in the river 

too?  

 ‘Go have a look around outside,’ he said. ‘Then we’ll figure out what to do.’  

 ‘Hvala, Saša.’ Almost without a sound, Igor lifted the floorboards they’d pulled up an hour 

ago. A little more light entered the crawlspace. Igor quickly slipped through the gap. Jordan heard 

rustling and creaking when he replaced the boards, then he was surrounded by darkness again.  

 At that moment, he became aware of sounds coming from the house. Somebody had 

opened the door.  

 ‘Did you hear me, Nina?’ an anxious female voice called from inside.  

 ‘Yea-ah,’ a girl answered.  

 The mother, the daughter.  

 There was a high-pitched humming, which was getting closer. The melody sounded 

familiar to Jordan. A German children’s song, sung during the paper-lantern processions on St. 

Martin’s Day. His grandmother had taught him the words more than thirty years ago in Briševo.  

 The girl’s voice turned it into a slow, mournful tune.  

 Bachmeier had noticed the singing too. His breath rattling, he struggled against the ties on 
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his wrists and ankles.  

 Jordan placed the tip of the knife against his throat. ‘Be quiet, brave, stupid Mägges,’ he 

whispered.  

 Above his head he heard Igor’s hurried steps as he rushed up the ladder to the hayloft. 

Then the lights inside the stables came on and small feet were dancing across the floorboards.  
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This time there were no lies, no empty phrases. Theresa Bachmeier hadn’t moved to Rottweil until 

1997 and had never met Thomas Ćavar, and Adamek believed her.  

 But she might have met somebody else.  

 Milo, the brother. Jelena, the love of his life. Markus Bachmeier, the childhood friend. 

People who had stood up for each other and – in Milo’s case – were still doing so now. Jelena had 

left Germany years ago, but Milo and Markus had stayed in Rottweil, like the father.  

 It would have been easy enough to visit them secretly.  

 That’s if he was still alive, of course.  

 ‘Have we got a photo?’ he asked. 

 Schneider nodded and opened the folder. 

 Once again they were sitting in somebody’s lounge, bringing only disquiet and fear.  

 It was all Adamek had ever known.  

 He was the messenger who bore news of destruction and so he was a destroyer himself. 

When he arrived, the abyss opened up, and when he left, nothing was as it had been before. He 

moved in the wake of devastation, he clung to murderers, rapists, kidnappers, he was every 

miscreant’s good twin.  

 He spent his life sitting in other people’s lounges and watching them fall apart.  

 ‘Yes,’ Theresa Bachmeier said when Thomas Ćavar’s photo was placed in front of her on 

the dining table. ‘He’s been here a few times. But his name isn’t Thomas, it’s Tadeusz, and he’s not 

a Croat, he’s Polish. That’s what I was told in any case.’  
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 Adamek pushed the photo closer towards her. ‘Are you sure?’ 

 ‘He sat where you’re sitting now. He ate with us. He held my child in his arms. Of course 

I’m sure, what do you take me for?’  

 Angry red blotches had flared up on her face and neck. Her hands were on the table, 

clenched into fists. She was out of her depth and hysterical, didn’t understand what was going on. 

She’d left the farm with her daughter in the early evening because an electrical fire had destroyed 

the barn and there was risk of further damage. They would have returned after a few days, once 

the old cables had been replaced. But then her husband’s cousin, who was with the police, had 

phoned, and she’d turned back before she’d even got to her parents’ house. Two hours after her 

departure, she was sitting in the lounge again. Detectives were questioning her, her husband had 

disappeared, the cousin wanted to stay the night in the guest room. In the distance she could hear 

helicopters, and on the way back they’d driven past roadblocks.  

 And things might still take a turn for the worse.  

 ‘When was he here?’ Schneider wanted to know.  

 ‘How on earth do you expect me to remember that?’  

 The more her fear grew, the more hostile her answers became. Adamek sympathised. ‘We 

are looking for him. For your husband. That’s all we can do for now.’  

 ‘You aren’t looking for him. You’re just sitting here.’  

 Adamek smiled. ‘Our colleagues are.’ 

 ‘Will they find him?’ 

 ‘I hope so.’ 

 Theresa Bachmeier nodded mechanically. Her hands wandered to her neck, her fingers 

rubbing the reddened patches.  

 ‘Don’t scratch,’ Adamek said. ‘Please, you’re only making it worse.’  

 ‘My husband ...’ 

 ‘Don’t scratch ...’ 

 ‘Where’s my husband?’ 

 ‘I don’t know. You ... look, you’re bleeding.’  

 She stared at the fingertips of her right hand, now tinged with red. Schneider handed her a 

tissue, which she pressed against her neck. ‘I don’t understand any of this.’  

 ‘Then I’ll explain it to you.’  
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 Before he could say anything else, the door to the kitchen opened. The smell of roast meat 

wafted into the lounge, the policeman cousin appeared in the doorway. ‘Another ten minutes.’ 

 Nobody answered. The door closed again.  

 Theresa Bachmeier clenched her fists around the tissue. ‘Where’s my child?’ 

 ‘She wanted to go to the stables, to see the cows,’ Schneider replied.  

 ‘Because the food’s almost ready. She has to wash her hands.’ 

 ‘Would you like me to get her?’ 

 Theresa Bachmeier nodded. Then her eyes sought out Adamek.  

 He waited until Schneider had left. 

 ‘Two Croats have kidnapped your husband. They don’t know him, it’s not him they’re 

interested in. They just want him to tell them where Thomas Ćavar – Tadeusz – is. It seems they 

have an old score to settle with him. You’ve seen one of the two before.’  

 ‘The one from Saturday?’ 

 A creepy guy, she’d said. The way he stood there, by that tree, just looking... 

 ‘So he didn’t come about a job? My husband lied to me?’ 

 ‘He didn’t want you to be frightened.’  

 She looked down at her tissue and refolded it so she had a clean bit to press against her 

neck. ‘So he doesn’t want to tell the Croats where his friend lives?’  

 ‘I suppose not. They wouldn’t have kidnapped him otherwise.’  

 ‘He must mean a lot to him.’  

 ‘Yes.’ 

 Suddenly she sobbed loudly, removed the blood-stained tissue from her neck and pushed 

her face into it.  

 She cried silently for several minutes. Adamek didn’t try to stop her. 

 Finally she blew her nose. ‘They told me they met at an agricultural trade show in Stuttgart. 

Is that true?’ 

 ‘No. They’ve known each other since they were children, they went to school together.’  

 ‘Nothing but lies,’ Theresa Bachmeier said, her voice bitter. 

 ‘Your husband had good reason.’ 

 ‘The Croats?’ 

 Adamek nodded. 
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 She got up abruptly, took a tablecloth from a glass cabinet and unfolded it. ‘Are you sure 

you don’t want to join us for dinner?’ 

 ‘No, thank you.’ 

 He helped her straighten the tablecloth.  

 She took three plates and three glasses from the cabinet, the only piece of rustic furniture in 

the room. Everything else looked as if it was from Ikea, made from pine or white wood and no 

more than a few years old. There were wildflowers and grasses in small Coca Cola bottles on every 

surface, children’s books on the floor, a huge flat-screen TV on the wall above a fabric-covered 

settee.  

 ‘Do you remember when Tadeusz was here? Thomas?’ 

 Theresa Bachmeier placed knives and forks next to the plates. She was trembling and trying 

not to lose control. ‘I’m not sure ... My memory isn’t that good.’  

 Adamek let her hand him the napkins. ‘When did you get married?’ 

 ‘When did we get married?’ 

 He nodded. 

 ‘Well, on March 3rd, 1998.’ She paused, her eyes widening. ‘You’re right, that’s when he 

came here for the first time, two weeks after the wedding, we’d just come back from Lake 

Constance. So that’s her, he said, Mägges’s wife.’ 

 ‘Go on. When did he come again?’ 

 She tilted her head, apparently thinking hard.  

 ‘After your daughter was born?’ 

 ‘Yes! A few months later, in the summer of 1999. He held her in his arms, then he and 

Mägges went outside for the harvest. He stayed all day.’ 

 Adamek nodded. ‘Try to think of any important occasions. Anniversaries, deaths, first 

communion ...’  

 Agitated, she interrupted him. ‘One time Mägges was in hospital in Stuttgart with bowel 

cancer, but the cancer was small, they got it all out. November 2003, it was. I ran into him in the 

hospital, his friend Tadeusz, Thomas. And when Mägges’s mother died, on September 29th, 2006, 

he came for dinner a week after the funeral, and then he was here again some time after that, but I 

can’t remember when.’ 

 ‘See, there’s nothing wrong with your memory after all.’ 
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 ‘It’s all right with numbers. Numbers and faces I can remember quite well, but nothing 

else.’ 

 ‘Numbers and faces are what’s most important,’ Adamek said. ‘Did Thomas come on his 

own?’ 

 ‘Yes.’ 

 ‘By car?’  

 ‘No. Mägges always used to pick him up somewhere. What I don’t understand is... we 

know people by the name of Ćavar.’  

 ‘Milo and his family?’ 

 She nodded. 

 ‘Thomas and Milo are brothers.’  

 ‘Really? But they’ve never talked about him.’ 

 ‘Because everybody was supposed to think he was dead.’ 

 ‘Because of the Croats?’ 

 ‘We think so, yes. Do you know...’ 

 ‘But he isn’t dead.’ 

 ‘No. Do you know Milo well?’ 

 She shook her head. He came with his daughters sometimes. Nina showed them the cows 

and the rabbits. ‘Why didn’t the Croats ask Milo where Thomas is?’ 

 ‘Because he wouldn’t have told them either.’ 

 The cousin came out of the kitchen, carrying a bottle each of mineral water, Coke and fruit 

juice. ‘Almost ready,’ he said.  

 Adamek had taken an instant liking to him. A quiet, pragmatic type, tall and strong. Even  

wearing an apron, he had the look of a man destined to protect others.  

 ‘So where’s your colleague who was supposed to get Nina?’ Theresa Bachmeier asked.  

 ‘I’ll go and get her.’ 

 He got up and went outside.  

 In the farmyard he stopped for a moment and filled his lungs with cool evening air. The 

pain in his pelvis was constant now, embedded in his nerves. Sitting, standing, walking made it 

worse. He looked forward to lying down.  

 Slowly he walked across the farmyard towards the stables. Beyond the walls of the wooden 
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building, there was only darkness, the farm lay surrounded by night. A few kilometres to the 

north, he could hear a helicopter hovering above, the second one was flying further west. No news 

about the hunt for the suspects, no sightings, nothing. Two foreigners travelling with a hostage 

would be noticed, especially in an area like this, where not many people were out and about at 

night. All the main roads out of the valley had been secured by roadblocks, and there was no way 

to get out of the area on the smaller ones.  

 Secret service or military, his uncle suspected. Well-trained, well-armed specialists who 

knew how to handle themselves. Of course, they’d also know that their odds were better without 

Bachmeier.  

 Adamek entered the stables. He was hit by the smell of cow muck, straw and warm animal 

bodies. About twenty cows, a few of them on their feet, most were lying down.  

 They were sitting in the straw next to the water trough, the policewoman and the farmer’s 

child – firm friends already, by the looks of it.  

 ‘Nina is just telling me about Methusalem.’ 

 ‘He died this morning, when we had the fire,’ Nina said, sounding very upset. She was 

wearing a green dress, green tights, green trainers. Her hands pressed between her knees, she was 

staring at her feet. Her hair was dark, her face small and pointy like her mother’s.  

 ‘I’m sorry to hear that. He lived to a very old age, didn’t he?’  

 ‘Yes.’ 

 She looked at him as if waiting for more questions. He couldn’t think of any, so he said 

nothing. He wasn’t good with children. Maybe he didn’t want to be good with them anymore. The 

only question on his mind was one he didn’t need to ask: Do you know Lilly?  

 ‘Food ready?’ Schneider asked.  

 He nodded.  

 ‘I still need to tell Molly.’ 

 ‘Who’s Molly, one of the cows?’ 

 ‘Molly’s a cat. You’re a funny policeman if you can’t figure that out for yourself.’ 

 ‘Yes,’ Adamek said. 

 ‘You talk funny too.’ 

 ‘I know,’ Adamek said, hamming up the Berlin accent.  

 She laughed in disbelief. ‘You’ve got to leave though. Molly lives in the stables, but she 
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won’t come if there’s a stranger around.’  

 ‘Then we’ll go,’ Adamek said, relieved.  

 Schneider got up. ‘Five minutes, okay, sweetheart? Your dinner’s ready.’ 

 Nina had already jumped up and disappeared between the cows.  

 ‘Did you hear me, Nina?’ 

 ‘Yea-ah.’ 

 Adamek and Schneider left the stables. They stopped walking when they got to the house.  

 ‘So?’ 

 ‘He’s been here several times.’ 

 Keeping his voice down, he told her.  

 They talked about how Bachmeier could have got in touch with Thomas Ćavar. Ćavar had 

used a false name and got Bachmeier to pick him up somewhere, he’d come neither for the 

wedding nor for the funeral, but some time afterwards – all sensible precautions for a man on the 

run. It was unlikely that Bachmeier would have contacted him by phone or e-mail. 

 ‘If he did, he’d have used a public phone,’ Schneider said. 

 ‘Maybe he sent him letters.’ 

 ‘Or maybe there’s a go-between.’  

 ‘We have to speak to Milo again.’  

 She looked at her watch. ‘Tonight? It’s half past nine.’  

 ‘Doesn’t matter.’ 

 They walked towards the door.  

 ‘So we’re looking for a Polish man by the name of Tadeusz.’  

 ‘No,’ Adamek said. He was convinced that Ćavar would have covered himself both ways. 

He wouldn’t risk Theresa or Nina Bachmeier blabbing. The name ‘Tadeusz’ was no more use to 

them than his assumed Polish nationality. 

 He might be anywhere.  

 With Lilly – and with Jelena?  

  

  

  



 
 

18 

GLOSSARY (excerpt)1 
 
Names of fictitious persons are shown in italics. [Brackets] denote approximate pronunciation. 
 
Adamek, Lorenz  born 1969, chief inspector with the Berlin CID  

Bachmeier, Markus 
(Mägges) 

 born 1973, Thomas’s childhood friend, owns and runs a farm near Rottweil 

Bachmeier, Theresa and 
Nina  

 Bachmeier’s wife and daughter  

Briševo  the birthplace of Saša Jordan and Igor in northwestern Bosnia near 
Prijedor; destroyed by Bosnian Serbs on July 24th / 25th, around 90 
Croatian and Muslim inhabitants were murdered, many others 
deported  

Ćavar, Milo[Meelo 
Tchavar] 

 born 1968 in Osijek, has been living in (West-)Germany since 1970, 
Thomas’s brother  

Ćavar, Thomas [Tomas 
Tchavar] 

 born 1971 in Rottweil, allegedly killed by Serbs on September 12, 1995, 
near Drvar in Bosnia  

Ehringer, Richard  born 1944, member of the German Liberal Party (FDP), deputy director, 
then (from May 1991) director of the South-Eastern Europe Department in 
the Federal Foreign Office, uncle of Lorenz Adamek   

Genscher, Hans-Dietrich  born 1927, FDP politician, Home Secretary of the Federal Republic of 
Germany from 1969 to 1974, then Foreign Secretary from 1974 to 
1992 

Gotovina, Ante   born 1955, Croatian general, indicted by the ICTY in 2001 for war 
crimes committed in August 1995 during operation ‘Storm’, went 
into hiding in 2001, arrested on Tenerife in 2005, sentenced to 24 
years in prison in April 2011. 

                                                 
1 Translator’s note: The author provides a glossary with brief back stories for the main characters that also serves as a 
potted history of the Yugoslavian civil wars, which form the historical backdrop for the conflicts at the core of Bottini’s 
narrative. It’s the mystery of what really happened to Thomas Čavar, a young German of Croatian origin who got 
caught up in that conflict as a sort of ‘war tourist’ and is alleged to have died in it, that keeps the story moving and the 
pages turning at the pace of a good thriller. I have excerpted and translated those entries that are relevant to my sample.  
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HOS, Hravtske 
obrambene snage  

 ‘Croatian Defense Forces’, paramilitary organisation founded in 
1991 by Dobroslav Paraga, the leader of the right-wing extremist 
Croatian Party of Rights, which fought first in Croatia, then in 
Bosnia. Later became part of the Croatian army respectively of the 
Bosnian HVO. The HOS used a coat of arms based on that of the 
Ustaša forces during World War II, as well as similar black 
uniforms, skull and crossbones, the rallying cry ‘Za dom spremni’ 
(‘Prepared to fight for the fatherland’) and the abbreviation HOS 
(originally short for ‘Hrvatske oružane snage’). The HOS, which 
temporarily included Muslim fighters, established the infamous 
prison camp Dretelj in 1993, handing it over to the HVO later that 
year.  

HVO, Hravtsko vijeće 
obrane  

 ‘Croatian Defense Council’, the army of the Bosnian Croats, founded 
in 1992 by Mate Boban among others. The ICTY found the HVO 
guilty various war crimes committed in Bosnia; in 2000, its 
commander Tihomir Blaškić was sentenced to 45 years 
imprisonment for his part in those crimes.  

ICTY, International 
Criminal Tribunal 
for the former 
Yugoslavia 

 tribunal commissioned by the United Nations Security Council in 
1993 and based in The Hague. The tribunal’s most prominent Chief 
Prosecutor was Carla del Ponte, who held that post from 1999 to 
2007. Of the 161 bills of indictment drawn up by the ICTY, so far 64 
defendants have been sentenced, 13 acquitted, 35 verdicts are 
currently pending (as of autumn 2011). The most important 
indictments were: Slobodan Milošević (died in his cell during the 
trial), Ratko Mladić (verdict pending), Radovan Karadžić (verdict 
pending), Ante Gotovina (sentenced to 24 years, currently under 
appeal). The bill of indictment against ‘Gotovina et al.’ includes 
accusations against Franjo Tudman, the former Croatian Defense 
Secretary Gojko Šušak and the chiefs of staff Bobetko and Červenko, 
all of whom were already dead at the time, for participating in a 
‘joint criminal enterprise’, namely the ethnic cleansing of the Krajina 
region.  

Igor   Saša Jordan’s long-time travel companion, born in Briševo like Jordan, both 
men were deported to the Omarska camp together  

Jordan, Saša [SashaYordan]  born 1969 in the Bosnian town of Briševo as a Bosnian Croat, former 
soldier in the HOS/HVO and secret service agent, works for Ivica Markovič 

Ljilja (Lilly)   born 2002, claimed to be Milo Ćavar’s daughter  

Markač, Mladen [Mladen 
Markach] 

 born 1955, Croatian general, commander of the special police force 
commissioned by the Croatian Home Office during the Croatian 
war, sentenced to 18 years in prison for war crimes committed 
during operation ‘Storm’ by the ICTY in April 2011  



 
 

20 

Marković, Ivica  born 1949, Croatian dissident, fled the country in 1974, worked as a 
lobbyist for Croatia in West-Germany, in 1992 he started establishing the 
Croatian secret service in Zagreb  for Franjo Tudman; later he worked for 
the Croatian Ministry of Defense, where he was in charge of relations with 
ISAF and NATO  

Omarska   prison camp established by Bosnian Serbs in north-western Bosnia 
in May 1992, closed in August 1992 due to pressure by the United 
Nations; the ICTY found that many of the several thousand Muslims 
and Bosnian Croats held there had been tortured, murdered and 
raped. The investigation into the Serbian camps by the UN began 
after British and U.S. journalists who had been invited to Omarska 
published their reports.  

Operation ‘Storm’(Oluja 
in Croatian) 

 attack by the Croatian army which lasted from August 4 to August 
8, 1995, in the course of which the forces of the ‘Republic of Serbian 
Krajina’ were defeated, the Krajina re-conquered by Croatian troops, 
and about 200,000 Serbs were deported. The supreme commander of 
the approx. 180,000 Croatian troops was Zvonimir Červenko, while 
Ante Gotovina was the commander in charge of the southern sector. 
The ICTY found that the deportation of Serbians from the Krajina 
region and from Croatia was one of the objectives of the operation.  
Former Croatian president Franjo Tudman, Defense Secretary Gojko 
Šušak, chief of staff Bobetko and generals Markač and Čermak were 
named in the indictment as well as Gotovina and Červenko.  

Scheul, Georg  mid-forties, chief inspector with the Rottweil CID, boss  of Daniela 
Schneider 

Schneider, Daniela   born 1975, senior detective inspector with the Rottweil CID  

Tudman, Franjo   1922-1999, Croatian politician, officer and historian, fought with 
Tito’s partisan forces in the Second World War; co-founder of the 
HDZ party, Croatian president from 1990 to 1999; charged by the 
ICTY with participating in a ‘joint criminal enterprise’ (namely, the 
ethnic cleansing of the Krajina region), died before the bill of 
indictment was drafted  

Ustaša [Oostasha]  Croatian fascist resistance movement, founded in 1929 by Ante 
Pavelić in Italy, came to power in Croatia in 1941 with support from 
Hitler and Mussolini; hundreds of thousands of Serbs, Jews and 
Romany gypsies were murdered between 1941 and 1945 under its 
dictatorship, between 60,000 and 90,000 of them in the Jasenovac 
concentration camp alone.  
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