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THE ACCIDENT 

 1. 

The night of the accident, his penthouse blazed with light, at its center, a giant gilt Baroque 

mirror with tarnishing corners. The dealer had commented nonchalantly that Louis XIV used to 

admire himself in it, a bit of trivia that had finally convinced him to purchase the exorbitantly 

priced antique. On this particular evening, he stood in front of the over 300-year-old mirror, as 

it reflected back a Salsa dancer, naked except for the socks still on his feet. His bare backside 

flared like a lighthouse’s rotating lantern, spinning to the left and then to the right to the 

driving rhythms of South American melodies. Over and over, he pranced through the reflection 

or slid through it on stockinged feet, and the longer the mirror watched, the more impatient it 

grew to catch sight of the swinging cheeks until they suddenly filled the frame. Having now 

found their position, they gyrated closer and closer to the glass. And regardless of what had 

been confided in the mirror over the previous centuries or what Louis XIV may have whispered 

to it all those years ago, it now vibrated with: “Badabing! Badaboom! Badabing! Badaboom!” 

 It was Friday night, and Gabor was warming up, which he always did naked. He knew 

everything needed to look as good as possible. However, only when things looked great naked 

could they look outstanding when clothed. And even if you didn’t approve of his methods, you 

couldn’t help but confess that his bare “Badabing! Badaboom!” was marvelously effective. Clad 

in a suit combined with an open-necked shirt and the eccentric touch of bicolored wingtips, he 

was like an atomic collider, creating black holes of desire in men as well as women. 

Especially in women. 

On the other hand, the mirror seemed seemed remarkably nonplussed in the face of 

this spectacle. It had survived all of them, just as it would outlive him. Actually, it was the only 

antique in the otherwise contemporary penthouse, its facade of panoramic windows offering 

spectacular night views of the city’s twinkling lights. And of a friendly old lady, who watched the 

Friday, Saturday, and occasionally Wednesday spectacles from her penthouse located on the 

opposite side of the broad allee. She had not always been so accepting of Gabor’s 
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performances, as reflected in the two complaints she had filed against him. However, she had 

ultimately decided to make the best of the situation by consoling herself with a small bottle of 

wine, and since then, she had become one of Gabor’s most devoted fans. Because she had 

never before seen someone dance that way-and the fact that he did it naked and was 

handsome, well, that was a bonus. 

The right side of the penthouse was taken up by a designer kitchen and breakfast bar, 

which saw little use although it now held a large uncorked bottle. At the end of the room was a 

chic living room with a flat screen television and surround sound system. The door off this 

space led to the bedroom with its en suite bathroom. 

Gabor was now warmed up, his mood dimming only slightly as he plucked a gray hair. 

Despite his youthful appearance, he was almost forty. Then he smiled brilliantly at his reflection 

and happily danced a few more steps. The city was waiting for him, as was the bar where the 

loveliest women hoped he would ask them to dance. 

And today he was meeting the most beautiful of them all. A woman who wanted to be 

more than Miss Gabor for a night, a woman for whom Gabor could actually imagine himself 

abandoning his bachelor ways to spend time with. A serious amount of time. 

It would last exactly three hours and twenty-four minutes. 

 

2. 

For an astronomical sum of money, Milonga had been modeled on an old Argentinian 

harbor bar in which not a single Peso had been invested for decades and which was held 

together by nothing more than the sweat and passion of the dancers. However,if you had 

looked closely, you would have realized that the chairs and tables surrounding the dance floor 

were professionally designed; the bar was handcrafted and subtly lit; the intimate stage, 

occasionally used by bands, was ringed by the most technologically advanced spotlights, and its 

red velvet curtain was new and spotless; small private boxes with expensive retro furnishings 

were available for private relaxation. 

In general, the women wore skirts and pumps, while the men never appeared in jeans 

or tennis shoes. Those who came here had money-or hopes thereof-and could dance: salsa, 

tango, merengue, samba, rumba. Dancing brought the couples together, until life outside of 

Milonga drove them apart again. 

Gabor was well known here. You could even say that his arrival was literally anticipated 

with bated breath, since once he was finally there, he hardly had time to take a sip of his drink 

before eager gazes drove him onto the parquet. During the first break, he joined her at the bar. 

This was her first visit to Milonga, and he ordered her a second drink before she could even ask, 

for which he was rewarded with a smile. 
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“Gabor,” he said. 

“Annette,” she replied. 

He led her onto the dance floor, and it was as if they had never done anything except 

dance with each other. She swayed in his arms so softly and followed his steps so deftly that it 

was as if she could always predict his next move. A harmony of movements that the other 

couples could never hope to attain, a fact that elicited more than one disappointed sigh from 

the women they passed. They warmed up to each other, creating such an internal heat, that by 

the time they left Milonga, their passion burned wildly. Now things could not move fast 

enough, until the final act would unfold in his penthouse. 

They got into Gabor’s car, and he smiled at the irony of having won her over at a 

Clausen & Wenningmeier company gathering, which was all the more notable because the 

Clausen & Wenningmeier gatherings were-even for the corporate world-remarkably formal 

affairs. Corporate social events possess their own unique dynamics: in such settings, careers 

can be made, although they more often ended prematurely. However, at Clausen & 

Wenningmeier, there was no dynamic, no misspoken word, and no glass too many. Inter-office 

relationships were neither desired nor did they occur. 

Officially speaking. 

The strict restrictions were a dream come true for Gabor: they did not present even the 

slightest challenge to him. He knew all too well what human nature was like, that prohibitions 

always stoked a desire to circumvent them. And there was no one more adept than Gabor at 

coaxing suppressed desires to the surface. 

He discovered her at a meal with clients. It was nothing special, hosted at a two-star 

restaurant and featuring a short speech by the managing partner, Ferdinand Clausen, who had 

helmed the firm since the death of the other co-founder, Klaas Wenningmeier. As Clausen 

spoke, everyone listened-except for the one person who watched Gabor as he shot photos of 

those in attendance. When she came into view, he hesitated, lowering his camera to see her 

more clearly. No one except she noticed the small, admiring gesture. Without realizing it, she 

waited on a further signal from him, one that did not come that night. 

He first sent it a couple of days later, literally, that is. Everyone was waiting anxiously for 

the photos, which Gabor produced in his own distinct style. The popularity of the 

Photoshopped montages was due to Gabor’s inventiveness, as his ability to create caricatures 

of his fellow employees seemed to know no bounds. He flattered, teased, charmed, according 

to what he hoped to receive from the recipient. For example, he would paste politicians or 

Hollywood stars into the photos, or he would startle his viewer with still images that suddenly 

sprang to life after a few seconds. Or he would change the pictures drastically to produce 

allusions to famous Biblical passages, art works, or world events. They were all deceptively 

convincing, witty, and intelligent. Even Clausen-who was known for his pronounced lack of 
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humor-looked forward to Gabor’s montages, and no one was disappointed. They all received 

their photos. 

All, except one. 

That was Gabor’s signal. He did not have to wait long for her to ask for her photo. They 

were all talking about their montages, sharing them with each other, only hers had not come. 

Then he mailed her the photo, showing the two of them dancing the tango, somewhere on the 

streets of Buenos Aires. A black-and-white image from the 1940s with a backdrop of weathered 

houses and faded advertisements. No one else was captured in the photo-however, despite (or 

perhaps precisely because of) the squalid background, the two dancers seemed so lost in each 

other, so close, so enraptured, that you could almost hear the music to which they were 

dancing. 

Under the picture, the words: Milonga, 8:00? 

She had accepted and was now sitting beside him in the car, unzipping his pants. 

“Wait. We’re almost there…” 

She giggled: “It doesn’t look as if you really want to wait.” 

“Annette, I’m driving!” 

Gabor stopped at the intersection and turned on his blinker. He could already feel her 

soft tongue. He looked down and sighed softly, losing himself in the rhythmic bobbing of her 

head. The green light passed. 

The car behind his honked, and he gunned the engine, barely avoiding a collision with an 

oncoming vehicle. Aroused and impatient, he punched the gas pedal too hard and flew down 

the street, distracted, taking the next dark turn in a squeal of rubber and hitting her, the cyclist 

crossing the street at just that moment. Gabor first noticed her as she literally bounced off the 

hood of his car. 

Full stop. 

Annette slid onto the passenger-side floorboard, as the seat belt bit into Gabor’s 

shoulder. The car pivoted 90 degrees and plowed into a small garden fence, a yard of which 

simply tipped over. 

Then, everything was quiet. 

“Are you alright?” he shouted. 

She pulled herself up. “Yes, I think I’m okay. What happened?” 

Gabor looked back to where the cyclist lay sprawled in the road. 

“Call an ambulance!” Gabor yelled, as he hurdled out of the car and ran to the woman. 
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Within fifteen minutes, the site of the accident was brightly lit. Blue lights flashed across 

the faces of those gathered around. Several curious onlookers had appeared, and the 

homeowner whose fence Gabor had knocked down was filing a complaint with a police officer. 

Gabor sat on the deck of the ambulance, sipping a cup of tea. With a sour look on her 

face and her arms folded across her chest, Annette stood nearby, encased in a neck brace 

which she found dreadful for aesthetic reasons. This uproar had already lasted much too long 

for her. After all, the cyclist only had a broken leg and possibly one or two fractured ribs. 

“What a fuss!” she said to Gabor, taking in the various emergency vehicles. “All we’re 

missing is the chancellor’s helicopter.” 

Gabor tried to stand up, but a sharp pain in his lumbar area brought his efforts to a stop. 

An emergency doctor stepped out of the ambulance, fishing a syringe out of a sterile 

package and then filling it with a clear liquid. 

Gabor watched him in silent dread. 

“Time to whip out your Little Soldier,” the doctor ordered, unsuccessfully biting back a 

grin. 

“Is that supposed to be a joke?!” Gabor demanded. 

“No, but… It IS funny.” 

“Right here? Why not sell tickets, while you’re at it?” Annette interjected. 

The doctor was unfazed. “I could ask both of you the same question…” 

“WHAT?!” 

Gabor sighed. “Just let it go, Annette.” 

“No way! What’s your name?” 

The doctor, who had already been on shift for 24 hours, was much too experienced and 

much too tired to let himself be pushed around. “Dr. Oliver Rahl. O. Ral, if you prefer.” 

She looked so outraged that for a moment, he thought she might bite him. She would 

not let him get away with this, she was a pitbull when it came to things like this. Her ego was so 

dominant in nature that it mattered little if the point of contention was with her or with 

someone else. Once in motion, she made every conflict her own. 

Gabor watched as the injured cyclist was wheeled into a second ambulance. She looked 

over at him, and he could have sworn that her mouth twitched into a fleeting smile. It was 

probably the pain medication talking. The police officer walked over, carrying Gabor’s driver’s 

license and insurance papers. “Mr. Schoening? Your papers.” 
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Gabor never had a chance to respond, because Annette snarled: “You have no idea 

whom you’re dealing with!” 

“But I do. And there’s a shot for it.” 

“Stop your bullshit!” 

“Annette, please,” Gabor interjected soothingly. 

“Stay out of it, Gabor!” 

“Mr. Schoening?” 

The officer again. 

“Do you want to give him the shot?” the doctor inquired. “It’s very easy. Subcutaneous.” 

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do! Your career is over. I’ll make sure of that.” 

“What a shame. I’ll really miss scenes like this.” 

Gabor cut in, asking the doctor quietly: “Is it really necessary?” 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Schoening. I feel for you, really I do, but if you-how should I put it-want 

to ever raise the tower again, then you need this shot.” 

“He will build countless towers, even without this shot!” she hissed. 

“Then you should stay away from him, otherwise all he will build are cellar steps!” 

“STOP IT RIGHT NOW!” 

The three of them turned to the police officer. “Would someone please tell me what 

happened?” 

They looked at other mutely. 

Finally, Gabor answered, effectively ending his passionately blazing relationship with 

Annette three hours and twenty-four minutes after their first dance: “Darling, why don’t you 

show him?” 

 

3. 

Gabor’s flippant remark was not the only reason the passion cooled; the accident itself 

contributed to its conclusion. It was as if one woke up suddenly to realize that everything had 

only been a dream. And regardless of how sweet (and in part, also embarrassing) it had been, it 

was over. Reality had returned. 
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And that had nothing playful or funny about it, since what one lost in the real world was 

rarely ever regained. Thus, although Gabor was not upset by the ending of his relationship with 

Annette, he would have been by the ending of his career. In this context, it was not the 

accident that presented a threat to Gabor nor the fact that he had had a liaison with someone 

from Clausen & Wenningmeier, but sooner the reality that it had been Mrs. Clausen who had 

been pleasuring him during the drive. 

Besides that, there was a real possibility that the accident victim would sue him. Even 

though Annette Clausen was of the opinion that a broken leg and a couple of bruised ribs were 

nothing major, they amounted to a serious injury in light of current traffic laws. And the 

particulars leading up to the accident could, at the very least, be construed as negligent, and as 

a reckless endangerment to safety, vehicular and otherwise. 

And a Clausen & Wenningmeier manager with a criminal conviction was unthinkable. 

With Ferdinand Clausen as its unrelenting watchman, an unblemished reputation was the basis 

of the company’s success. No other choice existed but to submit to him and his conception of 

how things should be. And what would Clausen do if he learned where Gabor was injured and 

who the responsible party was? An entire industry would laugh itself sick. No, none of this 

could be allowed to come out. At all costs, Gabor had to find a way to prevent a lawsuit. 

As usual, Gabor showed up the next morning for work, though his mood was not as 

peppy as normal, since his injury was having an understandably dampening effect. His assistant 

intercepted him before he could take refuge in his office: “Gabor? Mr. Clausen wants you to 

come by.” 

Gabor wrinkled his forehead: “So early?” 

“Yes, he told me to tell you that it is important, and he expects you right away.” 

“Did he say why?” 

“No.” 

“How did he seem?” 

His assistant looked up sharply: “What did you do, Gabor?” 

“Nothing.” And as he registered her skepticism, he assured her: “Honestly.” 

She crossed her arms. “An honest management consultant, Gabor?” 

He grinned: “Have I already mentioned that you look lovely today, Sonja?” 

She sighed in amusement and answered: “He looked the same as always, Gabor. Go on 

now!” 

It was a relatively long way to Clausen’s office, down a long, narrow hall, which provided 

ample time to consider what a patriarch, like he, might be likely to demand. The allee, flanked 
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by two rows of glass offices, was the perfect setting for the contemplation of such things, since 

one could never really know which of the unspoken rules one had broken. Or as in Gabor’s 

case: which ones had not been broken. Finally, standing in front of the door at the end of the 

passage, he took a deep breath, and announced himself to Clausen’s secretary before entering 

his office. 

Clausen gestured for him to sit down. Almost immediately, coffee and water were 

served, then they were alone. 

Clausen studied him for a long moment. 

Did he know something? 

“This morning I received a phone call…” 

Gabor nodded: “Mmm hmm?” 

“Wim van de Vries…” 

“Reos Holdings?” Gabor blurted out. It had to do with work! 

Clausen nodded: “Do you know anything about precious metals?” 

Gabor did not have to answer because his expression clearly reflected that he knew 

nothing about the sale of luxury goods. 

“It doesn’t matter. Reos is in serious trouble, and van de Vries would like to initiate a 

restructuring before the next shareholders’ meeting and before the shares take a dive on the 

market. We’ve been given a big opportunity to present Reos with possibilities for how they can 

steer their business into quieter waters.” 

“Wow, Reos!” 

“That’s the way things stand, Mr. Schoening. This could be the biggest contract in our 

company’s history-and for you, the chance of a lifetime.” 

Gabor straightened himself up in his chair. Now he was extremely interested. Clausen 

smiled, not because the movement amused him, but because he was pleased with what he 

saw: a flash of greed. Greed was a good thing: it spurred one to higher and higher 

achievements.  

“You will meet with the Reos people and will do everything within your power to make 

sure that they realize that Clausen & Wenningmeier is the only way out of their difficulties. The 

next few days will be the most important ones of your career, because if Reos signs a contract 

with us, you will make partner.” 

Gabor felt a tickling in his stomach, but he stayed composed and professional. 
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“Why now, Mr. Clausen? After Mr. Wenningmeier’s death, you never indicated that you 

wanted another partner.” 

“Mr. Wenningmeier’s death was a warning to me. It’s all over faster than you ever think. 

In the next few years, I’d like to be able to step back more and more from the company’s daily 

business. Reos would be a fantastic opportunity for me to lead the company into a secure 

future and to gain more time for my wife and me at the same time. I have long hoped that such 

a chance would come along, and now it’s here. Don’t blow it.” 

Gabor stood up, buttoning his jacket. “I’ll get Reos for us. No worries.” 

They shook hands. 

“By the way, I won’t be reachable for the rest of the day. My wife doesn’t feel well…” 

“Nothing serious, I hope?” Gabor inquired. 

“I don’t know. Perhaps a minor concussion after a fall. I would like to stay close to her 

for the time being.” 

“Of course. Please give her our best.” 

“Thank you.” 

Whiplash, Gabor thought, envisioning the ardor with which Annette was bearing her 

indisposition like a monstrance. She would keep everyone in the Clausen household on their 

toes, her impatience and temperament spreading fear and terror throughout. She was rich and 

bored, and she longed for a particular feeling, the one she had seen in Gabor’s photo montage: 

to be poor but happy. Without the poverty part, of course. Which is why Gabor had not sent 

her flowers or invited her out to eat. Instead he had supplied her with a romantic 

conceptualization of herself, an aesthetic ideal wrapped in retro trappings. That had been the 

ticket, as Gabor had realized. 

As he stepped out of the office, he glanced down the the hall, running his eyes down the 

glass boxes in which Clausen & Wenningmeier employees worked industriously day after day. 

Men in expensive suits with pocket handkerchiefs and handstitched leather shoes, and women 

who all looked as if they had stepped straight out of a Robert Palmer video. Locked in their 

prisons of glass, Gabor watched as they read, made phone calls, checked their cell phones. 

Suddenly, he could hear a throbbing bass line, and to his great delight, the women started to 

sway their hips gently to the beat. They all looked the same, they all danced the same. In 

unison, they raised their arms over their heads, as their hips sent a rippling wave along their 

bodies, ending in an elegant spin and a perfectly synchronized clap. 

How beautiful they were! So distant and so sexy. 

Gabor’s gait shifted, as he matched the tempo of the music, his steps growing lighter. 

Moving nimbly down the passage, his feet sketched magnificent figures across the floor in 
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intricate, elegant sequences. Nothing could hold him back now, especially not the twinge in his 

lumbar area. With an almost childlike exuberance, he danced fleetly down the hall, past the 

allee of coolly swaying Clausen & Wenningmeier women as they created the perfect stage for 

his brilliant solo. Gabor skidded the last few yards across the smooth marble floor and came to 

a stop in front of his friend and coworker, Fitz. 

Instantly the music broke off, and the employees were back at work in their offices. 

Focused solely on themselves and their work, none of them had observed Gabor’s 

performance. None of them had heard the music, which still hung in the air around Gabor, 

creating time and time again welcome breaks from important matters. 

Fitz grinned: “Nureyev had nothing on you. All you need is a decent pair of tights.” 

“Don’t be jealous. You know I could pull them off.” 

“It looks like you were with the old man.” 

“Yep.” 

“And? Good news?” 

Now Gabor was the one grinning. “You could say that.” 

“Did he offer you the partnership?” 

“How could you know that?” Gabor’s elation turned to irritation. 

Fitz slapped him on the shoulder. “Welcome to the club! I was in there an hour before 

you were.” 

Gabor gulped. “The bastard…” he started sourly. 

“Oh, come on, you’d do the same thing. It’s a test. We get the Reos account, and he he’ll 

have to make a choice.” 

“Then he can offer to make both of us partners.” 

Fitz chuckled. “And he would then be a minority shareholder? Not hardly! Is he free 

right now? I need to talk to him. Not about Reos.” 

Gabor shook his head. “He wants to get home to his wife.” 

“Right. She fell…” They walked down the long hall to their offices. “He’s really crazy 

about her, isn’t he?” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s a shame she doesn’t feel the same, the beast. I wonder what she has been up to 

this time.” 
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“We’ll never know….” 

They reached Gabor’s office. 

“My place or yours?” Fitz asked. 

“What for?” 

“Where do you want to discuss Reos?” 

“Let’s do lunch. I need to take care of something first.” 

Fitz raised his eyebrows: “What could be more important than Reos right now?” 

“It won’t take long.” 

“You and your women,” sighed Fitz. “Did you forget to take her out of the love swing?” 

Gabor refused to bite. “12:30?” 

“Okay.” 

Fitz walked two offices further and stopped in front of his window, which just like 

Gabor’s, commanded a marvelous view of the city and the company parking lot. He carefully 

searched out Gabor’s damaged Porsche and watched as Gabor quickly got into his car and even 

more quickly drove off. 

Fitch looked thoughtful. He was hiding something. 

But what? 

 

4. 

A bouquet and a box of chocolates were supposed to brighten Kathrin Bendig’s spirits, 

as well as soften her mood. As Gabor had found out, her broken leg had required the insertion 

of a steel pin, which, although a routine procedure, would require a longer recuperation period. 

This was certainly not a welcome turn of events for her. For what it was worth, at least there 

were no other broken bones. 

He knocked on her door, steeling himself for the worst. However, as he walked in, she 

waved at him cheerfully and asked him to plump up the pillow at her back, which Gabor gladly 

obliged. She was close to 60, a very small, pretty, motherly woman with a candid face and 

flashing, dark eyes. 

“How are you feeling, Ms. Bendig? Are you in pain?” 

“Are these for me?” 

“Yes.” 
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Gabor located a vase for the flowers on a table. 

“Tulips, nicely done, Mr. …” 

Gabor slid the flowers into the water and said: “Gabor. Call me Gabor. I’m glad you like 

tulips as much as I do.” 

She nodded. “Tulips are calming. Their energy cancels out fury and resentment.” 

“Really? Than I did a really good job selecting them…” He smiled charmingly. “Are you 

still furious with me?” 

She was clearly amused and studied him for a moment before pointing at a chair beside 

her bed. “Perhaps, Gabor… Come and tell me something!” 

Gabor was surprised. He had expected tears and accusations, possibly followed by a 

recounting of a life full of hardships, one which churned out unhappy moments like a volcano 

sputtering searing clumps of fire into the night sky. Instead, he was supposed to talk about 

himself. Strange. Could she still be strung out on pain medication? She did seem a little 

overwrought. 

“What should I tell you?” 

“You can tell me anything you like. The only thing you are not permitted to do is bore 

me.” 

“Okay. Let’s try this…” He looked at her for a second and then continued: “I have a large, 

very old mirror at home, one which they say Louis XIV used to sun himself in…” 

“Boring, Gabor.” 

He kept going: “Twice a week, I dance my Badabing! in front of it.” 

She broke into a grin: “Your Badabing?” 

“My Badabing!” 

“What exactly is a Badabing?” she asked amused. 

“Oh, a Badabing! is incredibly important. I even believe that the Badabing! could save 

the world if only everyone would do it. It helps you glow, which in turn affects others. Ask my 

neighbor across the way, a very enchanting older lady, who was totally against the Badabing! at 

first. Now she is a great fan of it.” 

Kathrin chuckled: “Does she watch or do it along with you?” 

“She watches and drinks prosecco.” 

“And how does one go about dancing the Badabing?” Kathrin inquired. 
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“That’s the best part!” Gabor exclaimed. “You can dance it however you want. There are 

no rules, but the music has to be loud. That’s it. As soon as you can walk again, you really must 

try it.” 

“Won’t you give me a lesson?” asked Kathrin. 

“Unfortunately, that won’t work.” 

“Why not?” 

“Do you remember my neighbor across the street?” 

“Yes.” 

Gabor’s eyes became slits as he whispered dramatically: “She drinks prosecco during 

it…” 

After a moment’s consideration, Kathrin’s response was reduced to a surprised “Oh!” 

“See, that’s why I can’t give lessons.” 

She laughed and clapped her hands: “You really are good at that, you know.” 

“At what?” he responded innocently. 

“You’re flirting with me…” 

“Of course not, Ms. Bendig!” 

“Kathrin.” 

“But I’m honestly not flirting, Kathrin. I’m concerned.” 

“What a shame, Gabor! I think you should flirt with me. I’m a woman, and women like 

things like that.” 

He liked her too. She had something youthful about her without a hint of garishness or 

lechery. Someone who liked to flirt for its own sake, like fingering exercises. The only problem 

point was how to shape a more exciting conversation while avoiding any claims that one had to 

remember to plough up later on. 

“How’s the food?” he asked. 

“Horrible.” 

“Then we need to change that.” 

“You’re taking me out, Gabor? How lovely!” 
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He laughed. “For the time being, I’m afraid, you won’t be going anywhere with that leg. 

No, the food will come to you. There’s a very good restaurant nearby. Simply order what you 

want, and they’ll deliver it.” 

“Good, I’ll do that.” 

“I’m the reason why you have to be here. The least I can do is make your stay here as 

pleasant as possible. Dr. Conradi will look in on you this afternoon. She’s an orthopedist and an 

expert in her field, so you can trust her completely.” 

“Oh, thank you, Gabor.” 

“Are you happy with your room?” 

She looked around a little cluelessly. “The room…” 

Gabor nodded. “I will see what I can do. A little private space couldn’t hurt, could it?” 

She observed him, with a touch of humor, Gabor thought. He had a hard time gauging 

her and had the feeling that she wanted to let herself be led down the garden path but was 

fully aware of that inclination. She was allowing this attractive, younger man to take care of her, 

but she could see behind the facade and obviously realized that Gabor’s motives were not 

entirely selfless. 

“What?” Gabor asked with a smile. 

“Nothing, nothing,” she smiled back. 

For a while, neither of them said anything, and it seemed that she was discreetly and 

obliquely scrutinizing him. Finally she said: “What are you worried about, Gabor?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Something weighs heavily on you. What is it?” 

Gabor hesitated. Now that their little flirtation was over, she seemed almost maternal. 

“I have injured you pretty badly, Kathrin.” 

“Yes, but there’s something else.” 

Gabor shrugged. “I wouldn’t know what.” 

“Really?” 

Her smile returned, and Gabor knew that she had caught him in a lie, yet she stayed 

perfectly charming and did not dig further. Of course, Gabor was worried about a lawsuit, the 

consequences of a public trial and a possible conviction. However, even though this was the 

real reason he was here, he did not want to discuss it yet. 

“I’m bored,” she sighed. 
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“Want the TV on?” Gabor inquired. 

“You aren’t serious, Gabor. Do you watch much TV?” 

“No.” 

“I knew it. You aren’t the TV type.” 

“What kind of type am I?” 

“You enjoy life. You like to go out and enjoy yourself, I can see that.” 

“What can you see?” 

“Your aura,” she declared in all earnestness. 

“Aha.” 

Kathrin laughed loudly. “It’s alright. Not everyone has to believe in it.” 

“Thanks, I appreciate that.” 

“Anyway, Gabor, thank you for your visit. You have cheered up an old woman,” she said, 

as she patted his hand. 

“But you’re not…” 

She threw her hands up: “Stop! You don’t want to be demoted to mere acquaintance, 

do you?” 

“No, you’re right. I’m happy that I met you. It’s a shame that I first had to run over you 

to do so.” 

“Come back again, Gabor.” 

“I’d love to.” 

He stood up and crossed to the door. 

“And, Gabor! I won’t sue you. That’s why you came here…” 

Gabor turned around, discarding all efforts to mask the truth. “Yes, that’s why I’m here. 

But as you know, I didn’t ask you about it, Kathrin.” 

“I noticed.” 

He looked at her for a moment and then nodded in farewell. Before he reached the hall, 

she called him back: “Wait. Could you do me a favor? It would help with the boredom…” 

Of course, Gabor could. 

And he did. 
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And it would have been better if he had not. 

 

5. 

Later over lunch with Fitz, Gabor bubbled over with ideas. They had considered their 

strategy and had gone through the various Reos managers, trying to understand their character 

traits. To a large extent, they knew what made their future clients tick. Over the next few days, 

Gabor would fill in the gaps that still existed, a bit of detecting which he enjoyed and pursued 

with extreme discretion. 

They returned to the office, parking next to Gabor’s Porsche Cayenne. 

“What happened?” Fitz asked. 

“A deer,” Gabor answered curtly. 

Fitz bent over the bumper and could make out dents, cracks, and stone dust mixed up 

between the scratches. What he did not see was blood or fur, or the characteristic indentation 

made by an animal hitting the hood of a sports car. 

“You’ve got to take care of that,” commented Fitz, standing up and brushing the dust 

from his hands. “You can’t take that to meet clients.” 

“I know,” Gabor answered. 

“Right away. I’ll tell the old man that you are with a client.” 

“Okay, thanks.” 

“Not a problem. How do things look for getting together this evening to chat? Want to 

do something?” 

“Already booked, sorry.” 

Fitz sighed. “Does she have a sister?” 

Gabor smiled and slid into his car. “Not that I know of.” 

He drove off. 

Fitz’s curiosity should have set off warning sirens. Although he was Gabor’s best friend, 

he was first and foremost a shark who had just caught a whiff of blood. Fitz hurried up the 

steps, though not to his office but to Gabor’s, whose assistant was just in the process of ending 

a telephone call. 

She hung up, and Fitz asked: “Gabor has gone to meet a client but he said he’d leave a 

Reos’ file out for me. Did he give it to you?” 
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She looked surprised. “No, he didn’t, Mr. Fitz.” 

“Oh well, I bet he left it on his desk. Don’t bother, I’ll run in and get it....” 

Before Gabor’s assistant could stand up, Fitz scooted past her and vanished into Gabor’s 

office. There was nothing on his desk, except for his desk calendar, which Fitz swiftly flipped 

open. For yesterday evening, he found only one entry: 8:00, A. 

He shut the calendar just as Gabor’s assistant opened the door, looking at him 

quizzically: “And? Did you find it, Mr. Fitz?” 

“Unfortunately not,” he answered with an innocent shrug. 

He left Gabor’s office with a single thought: Gabor’s deer was called A. 

 


