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  Chapter One


  Rosas guidebook to Amsterdam informed her that Leidseplein was the most unrestrained square in Europe. She was uncertain whether these should be read as
  words of encouragement or caution. One thing for sure, they did nothing to prepare her for the shock she received when walking there on their second day in the city.


  It had been Peter Chens idea that they should spend a long weekend in Amsterdam. It was April and he had recently returned from a lengthy stay in his native Hong Kong. Rosa had found it
  an enticing suggestion. Her previous knowledge of Holland was a bicycle trip through the tulip fields when she was a schoolgirl. Everyone had told her what a perfect country it was for cycling as
  there were no hills. What they had neglected to mention was that, no matter in which direction you pedalled, youd be met by a head-on wind. Or so it had seemed at the time.


  Peter clearly expected that, on his return, he and Rosa would take up where they had left off. They had known one another for several years and had been lovers for most of that time. Paradoxical
  as it might seem, he provided an element of emotional stability in her life.


  Peter had made all the arrangements for their visit and they were staying in a small comfortable hotel overlooking a canal, not far from Leidsestraat.


  This evening well have a drink at the American Hotel, he said, as they lay half-naked on top of their bed. The earlier part of the day had been spent in sightseeing under
  Peters guidance and they were now recovering before tackling the evening. Its art nouveau at its best, he went on, or its most ghastly, according to ones
  taste. We might even have dinner there, but we neednt decide that yet.


  He turned his head and gave Rosa a kiss.


  It was around six thirty when they set out to see what the rest of the day held in store. A short walk brought them to Leidseplein which presented an animated scene of pedestrians, weaving
  cyclists and trams charging from every direction.


  Well sit outside, Peter said as they approached the hotel.


  I doubt whether well find a table. It looks packed, Rosa remarked.


  Leave it to me, Peter said, advancing determinedly toward the rows of tables set out in front of the hotel.


  Rosa, who had held back, let out a sudden gasp. Peter, she hissed.


  He turned and looked at her in surprise, then came back to where she was standing.


  Whats wrong?


  That man at the table in the second row. Its Eddie Ruding.


  Peter followed the direction of her gaze. You mean the table with the three men who are drinking beer?


  Rosa nodded. Rudings the one on the right.


  Peter frowned. He recalled Rosa telling him of somebody called Ruding whom she had unsuccessfully defended on a burglary charge. It was a case that had presented her with a number of
  problems.


  I dont want him to see me, she said, turning her back on the scene. He didnt look in my direction, did he?


  Peter shook his head. It seemed wiser not to mention that he had observed one of Rudings companions staring at her.


  I thought you told me Ruding was sent to prison.


  He got five years, so what on earth is he doing in Amsterdam? The trial was only a few weeks ago.


  Either hes escaped, or it isnt Ruding at all.


  If hed escaped, thered have been something in the papers. But Ive not seen a word.


  Peter gave a helpless shrug. He had no wish for their weekend to be spoilt by the unexpected sighting of one of Rosas clients. Moreover, he couldnt understand why she seemed so
  upset. Surprised yes, upset no.


  Without further word, he steered her firmly to the farther side of the square and thence over the bridge in whose shadow many of the citys canal tours started. There was another large
  hotel across the street and, dodging the ubiquitous trams, he led Rosa to its caf-bar.


  Well have a drink here and go back to the American Hotel for dinner. We can use a side entrance and avoid the people sitting outside. He gave Rosas hand an
  affectionate squeeze. Relax. Forget Eddie Ruding.


  Rosa realised she must try and put the whole unsettling episode out of her mind, or at least not let it obsess her thoughts. She owed that to Peter. But seeing Eddie Ruding in Amsterdam when she
  believed him to be behind the bars of an English prison had left her with a feeling of disquiet. She was also determined to find out the truth.


  After a couple of strong drinks, they walked back across the canal to the American Hotel and found their way to the restaurant where Peter persuaded the head waiter to give them a window table.
  Rosa felt as if she were in a goldfish bowl. After all, if she could look out, others could look in. The outside tables on the terrace were still fully occupied, though the one at which Ruding and
  his companions had been sitting was now taken by two girls and a youth. The girls were laughing uproariously while the youth sat looking glum. Waiters scurried between the tables bearing perilously
  laden trays.


  Their food arrived, but Rosa continued to dart nervous glances about her. Peter, who had begun to eat, paused and stared at her with a worried expression.


  Ive never seen you like this before, he said. Why are you so uptight? After all, would it really matter if Ruding did happen to see you? Hed probably have
  stood you a drink if hed been given the chance. What is it youre afraid of?


  Im not afraid of anything, she said with an attempt at a smile. Its just that seeing Eddie Ruding here has come as a shock. I cant explain it any
  more.


  The truth was that defending him had been a worrying experience and that she had been unable to dismiss the case from her mind during the weeks following his conviction. And now this had
  happened.


  She put a hand across the table and placed it on Peters.


  Im sorry Im being such a wimp. Ive been looking forward to this weekend and I promise I wont let Eddie Ruding spoil it.


  By the time they had finished dinner, the street lights had come on, though there was still twilight. Neon signs around the square were working overtime confirming popular belief that
  advertisements for beer and airline flights look much the same in any language.


  On leaving the restaurant, they turned in the direction of Leidsestraat. A five-minute walk would bring them to their hotel. The streets were thronged with Saturday evening crowds, through whose
  ranks cyclists skilfully wove their way.


  They had walked about eighty yards when Peter gave Rosas hand a tug and said, Lets go and look in that jewellers window.


  It was a shop on the other side of the street with a mouth-watering display of precious stones. Rosa thought Peter might be intending to buy her something there before they returned home. But it
  was an extravagance she wouldnt permit. Even though she knew he could afford it, the puritan streak in her nature would never allow her to wear emeralds or sapphires the size of butter
  beans.


  As he led her across the tramlines, she was aware of a tram bearing down on them from some thirty yards away. She quickened her pace to pass in front of it, but was too late to notice a cyclist
  racing alongside it. The trams warning bell sounded dementedly and she felt a sudden sharp jolt which sent her spinning to the ground. Time seemed to stand still and the next thing she
  recalled was looking up into the stricken face of the tram-driver who stood frozen at his controls.


  Are you all right, my darling? Peter asked anxiously as he knelt beside her.


  I think so, she said uncertainly.


  A number of people had gathered round and helping hands raised her to her feet.


  It was that crazy cyclist, an elderly man said. I think he suddenly realised it was you or him. A question of sauve qui peut, as they say in French.


  Rosa glanced up at the tram-driver who was now mopping his face. His expression was one in which relief was tinged with disbelief.


  Peter put an arm around her and steered her gently into a shop doorway. He thanked everyone who had given a helping hand and assured them that they were close to their hotel. Rosa felt she owed
  it to the tram-driver to send him on his way with a smile. If he had not been alert and the tram had not been blessed with powerful brakes, it could have ended very differently. A childhood jingle
  came uninvited into her head and she began to giggle. Peter gave her a worried glance, as if expecting full-blooded hysterics.


  What made you giggle? he asked when they were back in their hotel. You had me worried.


  I suddenly thought of a silly rhyme my brother brought back from school one day. It used to send us into stitches. It ran, Oh, look, mama, what is that mess that looks like
  strawberry jam? Hush, hush, my dear, it is papa, run over by a tram. 


  Rosa had the impression that Peter found it as unamusing as her father had. He was suddenly at his most inscrutable and she wondered what was going through his mind. The truth was that in the
  split second in which everything had happened he was under the strongest possible impression that the youth on the bicycle had deliberately pushed Rosa into the path of the tram.


  There was only one person in Amsterdam who could have wished to arrange an accident of that nature and his name was Eddie Ruding.


  When Rosa woke up the next morning she at first thought it was raining. Then she realised that the sound of splashing water came from the bathroom and that Peter was having a
  shower. He was the cleanest person she had ever met, showering not only morning and evening but often in the middle of the day as well.


  She turned over and then wished she hadnt. Her left side was stiff and sore from shoulder to ankle. It was a miracle that nothing worse had befallen her. Trams might still retain an
  old-fashioned charm as they clattered and swayed on their preordained journeys, but they were not to be trifled with.


  She was about to find a more comfortable position in which to lie when the bathroom door opened and Peter stood there wearing a pair of white briefs. His skin, as always, looked firm and smooth
  and healthy.


  Did I wake you up? he asked.


  No, Id just surfaced from a dream in which I was being chased by a tram. It was a relief to find that I wasnt.


  Was I there?


  You were driving it.


  Wed better not try and analyse that. He walked over to the window and drew back the curtains. The bedroom was immediately flooded with sunlight.


  What time is it? Rosa asked.


  Just after eight. A bit too early for breakfast, he said, slipping off his briefs and getting into bed beside her.


  What are the plans for today?


  Depends on how you feel. I thought wed postpone our visit to the van Gogh museum. You wont feel up to the rigours of a museum in your present state. He ran a hand
  gently along her left thigh. Sore?


  Yes.


  How did you sleep?


  Fitfully.


  You werent as restless as Id expected.


  By which you mean I didnt disturb your own sleep. She drew a deep breath. You smell so fresh and clean that I must go and have a shower myself. Then lets have
  breakfast.


  And a talk.


  What are we going to talk about? Rosa asked with a yawn as she prepared to get out of bed.


  Eddie Ruding. I want you to tell me everything about his case.


  Why this sudden upsurge in interest?


  Peter reached for her hand. Because Im sure the tram incident wasnt a mere accident. I think the youth on the bicycle tried to push you under it. It wasnt difficult
  to make it appear to be an accident.


  Rosa shook her head in bewilderment. But why should anyone want to push me under a tram?


  The answer to that lies with Eddie Ruding.


  But not even he has any reason to wish me dead.


  That remains to be found out. Come on, Ill fix the shower for you.


  Startled by what Peter had told her, Rosa fell into deep thought and was hardly aware of taking the shower. If Peter was right, it meant that Ruding and his companions had not only spotted her,
  but had immediately realised that she posed a threat. At least, that was their supposition.


  Neither before, during, nor after Eddie Rudings trial, however, had she felt herself in any sort of danger. After he had been convicted, she had visited him in the cells before he was
  taken away to start his sentence. He was in a resigned, if somewhat bitter mood, and Rosa hadnt lingered. They had shaken hands and that was that.


  Now a mere six weeks later he was breathing the free air of Amsterdam.
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