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Scene: an Austrian hut in the Grossglockner region.
Time: November 1945.
Weather: a raging snow blizzard.
Characters: an Austrian Huettenwart; an Austrian guide of great 
personal charm and professional skill, but doubtful political loyalty; 
a German cavalry Colonel; two British Army officers; two girls 
(naturally both with great beauty and sex appeal), one the widow 
of an old Cossack general and a maneater of the first order, the 
other a Yugoslavian, working for the British.

Immediately above the hut hangs a cornice 20 feet high. Be
tween the cornice and the hut is a steep slope of windslab snow. 
When the wind drops, the cornice will inevitably come down, 
bringing the hut with it. Escape appears impossible: the two girls 
are incapacitated, and the valley is utterly cut off. What does A do 
next ?

This exciting tale, told against a complicated and kaleidoscopic 
background of the last months of the war, would provide excellent 
reading, were one marooned in a hut under similar circumstances. 
Cochrane Stewart lived through the time he writes of. He was one 
of the first British soldiers to enter Austria in 1945 and was at the 
historic meeting when the Western and Russian armies linked up. 
His knowledge of the district is convincing; his British Generals, 
Russian Cossacks and Bolshies, German agents and local villagers 
are quite credible. Above all, his windslab is menacing and real 
from the first page of the book till the moment when it breaks over 
the hut with “a hissing which had grown to the strength of red-hot 
iron being dipped in water.”
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