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Not looking at one another now, rigidly fixed upon the task which awaited them, they 
separated at the cabin door. She was to follow the trail that lead north. On the path 
leading in the opposite direction, he turned for a moment to watch her running, her 
hair loosened and flying. He ran in turn, crouching among the trees and hedges until, 
in the yellowish fog of dusk, he could distinguish the avenue of trees which led up to 
the house. The dogs were not supposed to bark, they did not bark. The estate manager 
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Waiting for him were the director, a short squat man with the head of a 
wild boar, grey hair cropped short in the style of Umberto I of Italy, and an 
implacable gaze that filtered through grey fish eyes; Gualdi, small, skinny, 
sweet-tongued, but with a calculating stare; and the assistant manager, son 
of the man with the boar’s head, a handsome young fellow of thirty, with a 
shock of white hair and a cynical aspect, his voice gruff and his look as harsh 
as his father’s. Only the assistant manager lifted his head and said: “We’ve 
been told your’re a swindler, who has robbed us of 600 pesos.”
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Waiting for him were the director,
a short squat man with the head of a wild
BOAR, GREY HAIR CROPPED 

short in the style of Umberto I of Italy, 

and an implacable gaze that
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