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			THE MAN LYING next to me died two days ago. If I reach for him, stretch my hand as far as I can to the left, and touch his cheek, it’s as cold and still as what I think death might be from the inside.

			The man lying on my right has been dead even longer. Almost from the start of our journey. One of the first, the oldest, who are always weakest. And the one below me, just below me in the second highest layer, had been breathing slowly and deeply until just a few hours ago, then that rhythm, which reminded me of the rocking of the ocean, ceased.

			So quiet.

			Other than a scratching sound on the far wall, as if something sharp were being dragged across a metal surface.

			I want to shout, beg.

			But I can’t spare the oxygen.

			I still have hope – maybe I’m not the only one who hasn’t given up.

		

	
		
			SO BEAUTIFUL.

			A white boat, typical of the archipelago, puffing smoke as it glided through the gentle waters of the Baltic Sea. Seagulls and terns trailing behind it, diving now and then into its foaming wake and flying off with their catch floundering in their beaks. This – a June morning with the sun warming his slightly wrinkled face – life didn’t get much better than this.

			Ewert Grens was sitting on the same stone he sat on every Saturday morning.

			A high and flat piece that time had carved and placed just right, which fitted a tall man, who was getting just a little older, perfectly.

			His own seat close to the nursing home and what used to be her window. The one she stared out of day after day for almost thirty years at a life she couldn’t take part in. Their shared life. Now someone else was living in her room, and he didn’t even know who.

			‘Superintendent Grens.’

			He jumped slightly. That voice? The past.

			‘One moment, Superintendent, I’ll come to you.’

			Her name was Susann, and long ago she’d been the carer who looked after Anni. Later she became a doctor and a geriatric specialist. Now she was exiting the hospital’s new entrance, approaching him with long and energetic strides, until she stopped in front of him, obscuring his view.

			‘The last time we talked you’d been sitting outside her window for twelve Saturday mornings in a row. I decided to let you be. But it’s been . . . could it be four years? And you’re still sitting here.’

			‘I’ve stood up now and then.’

			‘Do you remember what I told you last time? That you were hurting yourself. That you were making time for your grief, living for it, rather than with it. What you’re frightened of has already happened.’

			‘I remember. Every word.’

			‘You don’t seem to care.’

			Ewert Grens did what he always did – glanced towards the window of a room where the lights were on. Anni would never have been awake this early. She liked to sleep late.

			‘I know she’s not here any more.’

			‘What I said, Superintendent, was that I didn’t want to see you here again.’

			He stood up from his stone chair.

			‘And I know you meant well when you said that.’

			And smiled.

			‘But I’ll keep sitting here. Every Saturday at dawn for the next four years.’

			He left the young woman, who was so much wiser than he ever had been or would be, headed to his car, which stood alone in the small visitors’ parking lot, and turned just before opening his door.

			‘Because it’s the only thing that keeps me sane.’

			He shouted to her.

			‘Do you understand?’

			She looked at him, one hand on the steps that led up to the main entrance of the hospital, seemingly considering what to say. Then after a slight, but unmistakable, nod, she went back inside.

			Grens drove across a still sleepy Lidingö, an island close to Stockholm, and reached the bridge where he always pulled over for one last long look at those glittering waters. He’d just lowered his window and been met by a lazy gust of wind when a call crackled out of the two-way radio on his dashboard.

			‘Ewert?’

			Wilson, his boss, who should know better than to disturb him right now.

			‘Ewert, hello?’

			He let him shout. This was a private moment.

			‘Ewert, I tried to call you, but your phone is off. If you hear this, contact me. We just received an emergency call that I think you should check out.’

			To the right of the radio stood a tape deck: one he’d spent weeks looking for after its predecessor had decided to play its final note. The market wasn’t exactly flooded with tape decks these days; some shop assistants weren’t even sure what they were. A scrap dealer just outside Strängnäs was his salvation. Two songs. That was how long he planned to sit here. That was how long he always sat here. Emergency or no.

			The tears I cried for you could fill an ocean

			Siw Malmkvist. A mixed tape of her repertoire. First her Swedish version of ‘Everybody’s Somebody’s Fool’, his all-time favourite, then ‘Today’s Teardrops’, a forgotten gem.

			dry your eyes, little girl, dry your eyes, and we’re gonna see skies of blue

			Her beautiful voice, singing in the sixties, calmed him, and the lyrics too, which the people in his life laughed at, but didn’t listen to, the nonsensical rhymes he no longer heard, just leaned on.

			‘Ewert? Pick up . . .’

			The radio again, Wilson again.

			‘. . . dammit!’

			Siw Malmkvist was done singing. His break on the bridge, and his morning on the stone in what had once been Anni’s world had all given him the strength to make it through another day, another week.

			So he picked up.

			‘Grens here.’

			‘Ewert, where the hell have you—’

			‘Like I said, Grens here.’

			Erik Wilson fell silent, Grens could hear him clearing his throat, as if trying to collect himself, to change his tone.

			‘Ewert, I want you to head to Söder Hospital immediately. No need to stop by the station. Just go straight to their morgue.’

			Grens had left Lidingö Bridge and was now driving on the Northern Link, it was much easier to circle around the inner city than to drive through it.

			‘Morgue?’

			‘The mortuary technician found a corpse there about half an hour ago. A dead male.’

			‘Sounds reasonable enough. That’s why they’re there. Death, I mean. Was that all?’

			‘She has one dead man too many.’

			‘No riddles, Wilson.’

			‘One corpse too many.’

			‘Still not following.’

			‘When the mortuary technician arrived shortly after six this morning and made her first visit to cold storage she had a feeling like something was off. On her second visit this feeling continued to grow, so she counted the corpses. There were seventeen in cold storage when she went home yesterday. Five more had died in the hospital in the interim. There should have been twenty-two bodies.’

			‘And?’

			‘Twenty-three. Twenty-three bodies, no matter how many times she counts them.’

			 Detective Superintendent Grens pulled his car into the access lane, sped up.

			‘One of those bodies shouldn’t be there, Ewert. There’s a corpse with no paper trail, no registration. A dead man with no identification, no history. He doesn’t exist.’

		

	
		
			ONE MORE BREATH.

			If I inhale slowly, keep it in as long as I can, then let it out bit by bit, it might last longer.

			I estimate we’ve been lying like this for three, four, maybe even five days. I can’t say for sure. Everything around me is blackness, the little hole where they looked in on us at the beginning has disappeared, and seconds have turned to hours have turned to days – morning, night, the darkness is the same.

			It’s been a long time since I’ve sensed any movement.

			The last time was surely when the container we lie in was lifted up, for a moment it seemed to float in the air, hanging there, swinging back and forth, then it fell to the ground with a heavy thud, damped by the layers of bodies beneath me.

			An enormous coffin being thrown into its final resting place, that’s what it felt like.

		

	
		
			SÖDER HOSPITAL’S ACCIDENT and emergency had patients all along its walls, every chair occupied, and also stretchers with the injured who couldn’t fit into the already packed exam rooms. It was that kind of morning. A few shootings and assaults and a pile-up on the South Link. Ewert Grens should have entered through the main entrance, but he parked by the ambulances near the unloading ramp purely out of habit. He’d used one of these operating rooms as a temporary command centre the last time there was an emergency inside the morgue – when a trafficked and desperate prostitute had rigged the whole place with explosives and taken a doctor and his medical students hostage. He hurried through the same corridors, but with a different feeling. Back then, death was an immediate threat. Today, death had arrived already, deposited itself here.

			One corpse too many.

			One dead man too many.

			‘Good morning.’

			The mortuary technician, a woman in her fifties, was waiting for him outside the heavy steel door of the morgue, as promised. Her whole presence radiated a kind of grounded curiosity. Her mouth was curved in a soft smile. Grens didn’t understand how a person who spent her time carving up dead people could be so full of life.

			‘Laura – I was the one who called this in.’

			A white lab coat, a plastic apron like an extra layer of skin, a mask dangling around her neck, and, after pulling off a pair of plastic gloves, a hand stretched out in greeting.

			‘Don’t worry, I’m still fairly clean, today’s first post-mortem will have to wait.’

			Grens took her hand, and then she waved for him to follow her into a narrow passageway, passing the office and the archive, and then into the main mortuary area.

			‘Just a regular morning. A cup of coffee – or a couple of cups if I’m being honest – while I went through the paperwork, then I started to prepare my new patients for transfer to their storage compartments. Patients, I call them that. Corpse or body, it just doesn’t sound right.’

			She opened the door to the much larger space behind the mortuary hall. Cold storage. Glaring overhead lights and a temperature of eight degrees according to the thermometer above the work counters. The storage racks she was referring to were stainless steel, and each one had twelve compartments, divided into three rows, and wheels that made it easy to roll them over to the white-tiled walls.

			‘Three older men, one young woman, and one six-year-old child. Those were my new patients, according to the referrals. I lifted them over one at a time. There’s a machine we use, sort of a small crane, so we don’t strain our backs.’

			An odd scent.

			It had become more noticeable since leaving the mortuary area.

			Meat. That’s what it smelled like.

			‘A completely normal morning – until then. When I started moving them over, I realised . . . I had too many. Patients, that is.’

			The steel rack closest to them had eight occupied compartments and four empty. Motionless bodies wrapped in white sheets, each with a small red name tag attached to the middle.

			‘I counted them three times. But no matter what, when I compared my notes to the computer, they didn’t match up. There was always one too many. So I pulled them all out like this, and checked their name tags, then their faces, then – when it became necessary – their identifying characteristics.’

			She smiled again, and a smile in that environment, under those circumstances, should have seemed morbid or even insane. But not her smile. Ewert Grens was standing next to a person who tried to convey calm, who realised a guest here rarely felt comfortable; and she succeeded. Her smile was warm and sincere and made him relax. He was used to visiting morgues – a detective in a big city has to be – and usually he masked his discomfort by touching things, like grabbing hold of a foot, while saying something funny or sarcastic. There was no need today. She pulled out a drawer from the steel chamber, the one at the bottom far right, which held a white bundle the size of a man, and he followed her lead by staying calm.

			‘This is where we keep the patients who have yet to be autopsied. I was preparing to remove their organs, so the pathologists could find cause of death.

			‘Here. This is the patient who isn’t my patient. This is the body that didn’t add up.’

			She pulled the white sheet aside. And there he lay. Dark skin with a change in the pigmentation on the throat that was visible despite the lack of movement or life. Short hair and fairly skinny, around thirty. Or so Grens guessed. Death plays tricks with age.

			‘Naked, just like the others. Wrapped in a white sheet, just like the others. Even a red name tag with something unreadable on it has been attached. But there’s no trace of him in our records. No registration. And he wasn’t on this rack last night. I didn’t do a count before I left, but I’m sure of it. This is my job. I care about these patients too much. I treat these patients with the same care as the nurses and doctors upstairs treat the living.’

			The mortuary technician, Laura, gently laid her hand on Ewert Grens’s arm. Perhaps to emphasise how important this was to her. Perhaps worrying about not understanding what she was actually seeing. Or maybe this too was how she made her visitors feel calm. Whatever the reason, Grens let her keep it there, despite the fact that he usually avoided such contact.

			Just the two of them, in a room that belonged to the dead. And it almost felt good.

			‘Has this ever happened before?’

			‘What do you mean?’

			‘An unidentified body?’

			‘Never.’

			He leaned over the unseeing face, carefully pulled back the sheet, exposing a naked body.

			Undamaged. On the surface.

			An apparently healthy person with no external signs of violence. Ewert Grens’s eyes scanned a room that felt as cold as it looked.

			Who are you?

			Why did you die?

			And how the hell did you end up here?

		

	
		
			I CALLED HER NAME.

			Alyson. Alyson.

			I know we’re not allowed to talk. They told us that. But over the last day the sound of breathing has stopped, even the metallic scrape has fallen silent, and as stink turned to the stench of decay, I just had to.

			Alyson.

			She didn’t answer.

			So I shouted again, for anyone at all, and my voice drowned in that tight space. No reply.

			Maybe they don’t dare.

			Or maybe I’m alone now, though we were once so many. Maybe I’m the last one alive.

		

	
		
			WHAT A STRANGE MORNING.

			It had started out so fine, on his rock outside Anni’s old window, and ended with him following an unknown dead man from one morgue to another. This morning’s emergency call was now an official investigation, which would continue at Forensic Medicine in Solna.

			An hour later, Ewert Grens was standing near a bright lamp, which shone directly onto a gleaming metal gurney and the body of a still nameless young man.

			‘Widespread livor mortis. Full onset of rigor mortis. But the pupillary constrictor clearly reacts to light. And here, Ewert . . .’

			Ludvig Errfors – the coroner who was one of the few colleagues Grens had come to rely on over the years – thrust a needle into the eye, through the pupil, filled the syringe and emptied the contents into a test tube.

			‘. . . when I measure the potassium content of the vitreous humour, I can see it’s gone up. I’d say . . . just over a day. Twenty-five, maybe thirty hours. That’s when he filled his lungs for the last time.’

			Grens felt calmness be replaced by restlessness and agitation.

			‘When he died doesn’t tell me shit about who he is.’

			‘The whites of both his eyes and the inside of his eyelids reveal small haemorrhages.’

			‘And?’

			‘He suffocated, Ewert.’

			‘How he died still doesn’t tell me shit about who he is.’

			Then the agitation and restlessness turned to the anger that always lay in wait, and he left the gurney and the bright light and began pacing back and forth across a room that smelled even more like meat than the last one. He slammed his fist on a trolley cart that was as gleaming as everything else, and a metallic sound echoed round and round.

			‘Dammit, Errfors – give me something that can help me identify him! Where is he from? Who is he?’

			The medical examiner was still bent over the lifeless face, as unconcerned as he had been before, neither surprised nor afraid. They’d examined a couple of hundred bodies together and he knew that the detective’s fear of his own death turned into aggression in here: a not uncommon reaction, two sides of the same emotion.

			‘Africa.’

			‘Africa is quite big.’

			‘Far west, Ewert, and far north. But not on the coast of the Atlantic or the Mediterranean.’

			The agitated detective started to raise his hand for a second blow – this time his target was a stack of plastic aprons – but froze as Errfors prised open the dead man’s mouth and pointed towards a row of white teeth in the upper jaw.

			‘Do you see? Those spots on the enamel? Fluorosis. He grew up in an area where the groundwater contained extremely high levels of fluoride.’

			Grens got closer. White dots on white teeth. Large ones. Everywhere.

			‘Fluoride which in principle is good for teeth, builds up – eventually damages the enamel.’

			‘High levels of fluoride can be found everywhere.’

			‘Not that high. And if we look at the rest then we have . . .’

			The medical examiner tapped each tooth lightly with a metal instrument.

			‘. . . strong, healthy teeth. Until you get here.’

			Two canines. Which were far from white.

			‘We usually say that they’ve been “burned to the ground”. So badly decayed that they’re beyond saving. If he’d gone to a dentist, they would have had to pull them out. But he hasn’t been to a dentist. Ever.’

			He pushed the jaws back together again, which also seemed to require all his might.

			‘I’ve seen it in several autopsies of people who grew up in Africa. Amazing teeth despite non-existent dental care. And at the same time, serious damage to a few of them. That, in combination with the fluorosis – the white spots on the enamel – and, of course, his appearance, point to West Africa, or perhaps Central Africa.’

			Ewert Grens stood beside the medical examiner longer than might have been justified while the body was slowly dismantled. There wasn’t much more information to be found here now. He had probable cause – suffocation. Probable time – twenty-five hours ago. And probable origin – West Africa. But it was difficult to leave the dead man’s face. In other investigations he’d sometimes felt the deceased staring back at him. But that wasn’t the case now. No, now what he felt was a kind of responsibility to the young man who’d been hidden in a morgue under a false name. And while he lingered on that face, which couldn’t answer the question of who it belonged to or how it came to be here, Grens realised something. There’s a price to be paid for taking a person’s life, but there isn’t much risk in taking their death. It shouldn’t be like that. It was his responsibility to give this young man his death back.

			The Institute of Forensic Medicine lay only a few kilometres from the Northern Cemetery, and on his way back to the inner city and the police station, Grens made a stop at the place he used to hate with all his heart.

			Frightened of what had already happened.

			This was where he wouldn’t dare to go. But did so now. To the grave that was one of thirty thousand, located in something called Block 19B, and bearing the number 603. A simple white cross and a brass plate with her name engraved on it. Anni Grens. He cleared away the leaves, watered the rosebush and the heather and the two plants that bloomed in dense bunches and that were called Life-Everlasting in Swedish. He sat on a park bench staring at the grass, his thoughts on that face on the cold mortuary table. Was someone missing that young man the way Grens missed his wife? And did that young man have someone to miss him as Anni would have missed her husband?

			The unexpectedly heavy traffic of the early morning had slackened, and it took just a few minutes to drive from the cemetery to Kungsholmen, where Grens found a parking spot just outside the Kronoberg police station.

			His first stop in the investigative department corridor was at the vending machine and button 38 – coffee, black, two cups. He downed one of them immediately, refilled it, and went on to his next destination, Mariana Hermansson’s doorway.

			‘Good morning.’

			He rarely stepped inside. That’s just how it was. The much younger woman – who he was proud to have hired, who he sometimes considered the daughter he’d never had, though she didn’t know it – had built her own barrier of integrity, and it stood at her door.

			‘There are no matches for his description on the Swedish Wanted List, Ewert. I also checked with Copenhagen, Helsinki and Oslo. No success.’

			He’d called them both on his way from the hospital to the medical examiner – Mariana was already at work, a stack of twenty cases or more in front of her, and Sven had just left the breakfast table and his wife Anita and son Jonas.

			It was to his doorway that Grens headed next.

			‘Sven?’

			The only colleagues he could stand. The only colleagues who could stand him.

			‘I dropped by C-House and Interpol on my way here, Ewert, like you asked me to.’

			‘And?’

			‘Nothing. No dental or fingerprints. He’s not wanted by any police authorities in the world.’

			Next, three doors down to his own office, where he set both mugs on the rickety coffee table next to a corduroy sofa that had once been dark brown and striped. A tape deck stood on the shelf between the binders of completed investigations and the books about police ethics, which kept on arriving even though he never read them. He had just put on Siw Malmkvist’s ‘Tweedle Dee’ and sat down on the sofa, which was much too soft for his heavy body, when a face appeared at his door. One as wrinkled as Grens’s own. Nils Krantz, the forensic technician, who’d worked here as long as Grens.

			‘Do you have a minute, Ewert?’

			‘Not yet.’

			‘Two minutes and . . .?’

			‘Two minutes and forty-five seconds.’

			Krantz left the doorway and sat down in the visitor’s chair on the other side of the coffee table. Waiting. The amount of time it would take for Siw Malmkvist to finish her song. He’d argued with the detective in the past about how ludicrous it was to delay urgent police business until an old song faded out, but he’d learned to let it be. It saved time in the long run.

			Tweedle-deedeli-dee.

			Ewert Grens stretched out on the sofa, then turned to his visitor.

			‘Her very first recording. Ever. Did you know that?’

			‘I want you to sit up, Ewert. It’s easier to read.’

			The forensic technician had entered the room with a piece of paper in his hand.

			Now he put it on the coffee table, pushed it over to Grens.

			‘I made my first inspection of the body at Forensic Medicine. Trying to speed things up. You’ll get the DNA test at earliest tonight, more likely tomorrow. But I saw something. Something that didn’t add up.’

			Krantz pulled his reading glasses from his chest pocket and handed them to Grens.

			‘There. Fifth line. I found obvious, even extensive traces of the same substance in several places. In the dead man’s hair. On the skin of his face. On his hands. His back and his shins. That is to say, surfaces that would not have been covered by the clothes he was wearing at time of death, before someone undressed him and wrapped him up.’

			The forensic technician’s index finger was a little crooked, but it was possible to follow all the way to a word underlined in black marker.

			Ammonium phosphate.

			Grens shrugged.

			‘What does that mean?’

			‘Powder extinguisher.’

			‘Powder . . . extinguisher?’

			‘Ammonium phosphate is the most effective ingredient – and one of the most common – in extinguishers. It puts out fires by cooling them.’

			‘Now I’m even more lost. Fires? Burned bodies usually look a lot worse than that.’

			The forensic technician held out his hand, waited until Grens took off the reading glasses and handed them back.

			‘That’s what doesn’t make sense – his body doesn’t show the slightest signs of being in the vicinity of a fire.’

			Then Krantz hurried off to the next investigation, like always, like they all were, and Ewert Grens lay back on his corduroy sofa and listened to music from another era. Listened and thought. About morgues – and how they’d been a part of his life since his very first murder case as a newly commissioned police officer. But still he’d never investigated a body that shouldn’t be there.

			A body that made its way there apparently on its own.

			Who had no name or story.

			Who seemed to be nobody at all.

		

	
		
			ALYSON.

			I remember that she whispered.

			We hadn’t gone very far, most of us were still alive, her cautious voice found its way through the darkness between breaths, searching for me, and I whispered back.

			Alyson.

			I received no reply.

			I still haven’t.

		

	
		
			‘EWERT GRENS?’

			‘Who’s this?’

			‘Is this Detective Superintendent Ewert Grens?’

			‘Depends on who’s calling.’

			Grens had been lying down when he answered. A quarter to five. He looked out the window at the dawn light.

			‘What’s this about? Who is this?’

			‘Laura. I was the one who . . .’

			‘I know who Laura is.’

			He sat up in the shapeless corduroy sofa. He’d slept over, something his young colleagues liked to call the cliché. They didn’t have a fucking clue. Ewert Grens could never be accused of being a cliché for sleeping in his office when an investigation forced him to stay late – he’d invented that move! It was everyone else who’d plagiarised it, they were the clichés. An original can never be a cliché.

			‘I know who you are. I remember you smiled.’

			‘What?’

			‘You . . . yes, you smiled. A nice smile, too. The kind that made me forget I was surrounded by bodies about to be dissected.’

			‘In that case would you consider coming here right now? Despite the early hour.’

			‘Here?’

			‘To the morgue. It’s happened again. I have one dead patient too many.’

			Driving through Stockholm as church bells rang out five o’clock could be an unbelievably beautiful experience. And it was that kind of morning. Grens enjoyed the view from Väster Bridge, didn’t need to slow down once on Hornsgatan or Ringvägen, and even Söder Hospital – which frankly was no great work of art or architecture – seemed inviting with the morning sun turning its upper floors gold. He parked next to the ambulances near the A&E entrance like last time, hurried through the same tired corridors, though now no injured patients lined the walls. It had been a quiet night.

			Laura stood waiting for him outside the heavy door to the morgue. The same warm smile made him straighten up, put a spring in his step. He knew now that her smile wasn’t calculated, or pasted on.

			‘You started early today.’

			‘I couldn’t sleep. And at first I thought it was because I knew I had a big day ahead of me, that I’d need to prep and open a couple more patients than usual. There were delays yesterday – the extra body and your visit and all the questions from the hospital management.’

			She nodded at him, asked him to follow her, and they walked through the narrow passage that led to the mortuary and the cold storage.

			‘But that wasn’t why. It was . . . well, a feeling.’

			‘A feeling?’

			‘Yes, I don’t really know. I can’t really explain it, but somehow I just knew it was going to happen again.’

			Laura was no longer smiling.

			‘Or rather, Superintendent, it had already happened again.’

			She continued to the same steel rack the young man had been hiding inside, places for twelve bodies in twelve equal-sized drawers.

			‘I counted – those who lie in here, and those in the other rack. Even though I almost didn’t need to.’

			She pulled out one of the metal drawers at the far left, in the middle row.

			‘I just knew there would be an extra body.’

			Wrapped in a sheet, just like the young man, and just like the others.

			A red name tag fastened near the middle of the body, scribbled on as indecipherably as yesterday morning.

			‘And here is how she looks.’

			Still eight degrees.

			The thermometer was just hanging there and Grens couldn’t stop himself from reading it.

			‘She hasn’t been referred here either. Not by me or any of my colleagues at the hospital. But she’s lying here as if . . . as if someone wanted her properly cared for – do you know what I mean? She also has no name or background. And she’s painfully young. Even though death has taken her colour, her presence – it’s still possible to see how beautiful she was.’

			Ewert Grens looked at the naked body, exposed as the mortuary technician loosened and pulled down the sheet. They belonged together. The young woman in front of him now and the young man in front of him yesterday. Skin colour, hair colour, facial shape. Both completely undamaged on the outside. Both deprived of their lives as well as their death.

			Someone got rid of you, too.

			Somebody has dragged or carried you through the steel door, past the office and archive room and post-mortem room to put you here in cold storage.

			Somebody took a sheet from that pile over there, wrapped you up, grabbed a tag from the plastic box on the wall and attached it to you without writing down your name.

			Somebody hid you here where you belong, with a strange kind of thoughtfulness, made the effort to see you treated as you should be – and at the same time threw you away like you were nothing more than a piece of trash, hoping you’d disappear for ever.

			‘Laura – I want you to write down the names of anyone who might have a key here.’

			‘You got that yesterday.’

			‘Yes. And I want a new one today that’s even longer. And then my two closest colleagues and I will interview everyone on that list. Even if we’ve already done so. And after you’ve given me that list I want to sit down with you in your office, and I want you to tell me again what your day is like, and how you make an incision from ear to ear and how you uncover the ribs, and how you drink your coffee, and what happens when it’s delivered here, and how often you take a call and how sound moves in different rooms. Every detail that you think might be unnecessary, or mundane, or uninteresting. Because in twenty years of this work you have never seen anything like this, and in forty years of investigating murders I’ve never seen anything like this either, so we’re going to need to ask questions and think in way we’ve never done before. If we’re going to help a young man and a young woman get their deaths back.’

			Laura covered the lifeless body and pushed it back into the rectangular steel compartment where it would be stored until – just like the body yesterday – it formally became part of an investigation and therefore had to be moved, examined, and treated as evidence.

			Grens remained standing where he was for the time being, close, trying to catch the mortuary technician’s eyes.

			Waiting it out.

			And when she turned around, he saw her smile was gone – the unexplainable had become so much larger.

		

	
		
			I DON’T WANT TO.

			But taking in each breath slowly, releasing it a little bit at a time is no longer enough.

			The air has run out. The oxygen is gone.

			I didn’t know I’d be so afraid. That the closer I got to it, the more I’d feel that way. It no longer helps to reach out my left hand towards the cheek with no life in it, or my right hand to the man who died at the beginning, squeeze his stiff fingers.

			I don’t want to die.

			I don’t want to know if death is just as cold and still from inside.

		

	
		
			IT WAS A bit chilly on his feet.

			Ewert Grens sat on the balcony of his penthouse apartment looking out over Sveavägen. Midnight, but still not completely dark, early summer in the far north made the hours kinder. He’d come out here barefoot with a glass of water, looking for some fresh air, and stayed, sank down into a wooden folding chair.

			He spent more of his nights at home, no longer afraid that lying down in bed meant falling into a black hole. But tonight it was impossible to sleep. Just like the mortuary technician Laura, he had a feeling he couldn’t quite explain. Her feeling had led her to a dead body. His own feeling was about entrances. Exits. How could somebody get a corpse into the morgue without anyone noticing? And how the hell did they do it again?

			He, Sven and Mariana had watched all of the hospital’s surveillance footage. The closest camera was placed in the corridor that led to the steel door. Not a single sequence, not even one frame of film in any of the videos, showed a person transporting an unidentified corpse. They divided up Laura’s new list of key holders – medical examiners, orderlies, cleaners, coffee machine technicians, handymen, security guards – and interviewed each one. No one had any obvious motive. They all had an alibi.

			He stretched out over the balcony railing. A younger couple was walking together far below, their arms intertwined in that special way of people in love.

			Back in his day. Back in Anni’s day.

			Their day.

			Late in the afternoon – following the lack of success with the surveillance cameras and equally futile interrogations – Errfor’s post-mortem was delivered by hand.

			The patient exhibits multiple subcutaneous haematomas on the knuckles, elbows and knees, while the whites of the eyes and inside of the eyelids present small petechial bleeding.

			The woman with no name or history had struggled – beating against something or possibly being beaten by someone – just like the nameless man.

			Estimated time of death, taking into consideration body temperature and rigor mortis, approximately thirty-

			six hours before post-mortem.

			And then suffocated, just like the man.

			Examination of the oral cavity revealed a large amount of coagulated blood, and a plum-sized fragment near the front part of the tongue. The edges of the tongue show irregularities, such as dental imprints. Together these findings suggest the patient died by asphyxiation and with increasing panic struggled for air.

			Ewert Grens took a deep breath of the air he took for granted.

			Panic.

			Her anxiety had driven her to bite off part of her own tongue. Her last moments had revolved around only one thing – taking one more breath.

			He unconsciously repeated that deep breath, held the city air for a long time inside his lungs, as if trying in some small way to comprehend what she went through. While he was still holding his breath, a long row of cyclists whizzed by down on the street below, then two shiny and expensive black cars drove by way too fast, in what seemed to be a pissing contest between stupid men, and then the street was just empty for a moment – few scenes are as forlorn as a big city that’s fallen suddenly silent.

			Nils Krantz’s report was also almost a copy of yesterday’s. The forensic technician had sent both blood and saliva to the National Forensic Laboratory for DNA analysis. He’d analysed dental impressions and fingerprints and found no matches, not in the Swedish nor international police registries. And – these last lines are what sent Ewert Grens onto the balcony barefoot – he once again found extensive traces of ammonium phosphate in the dead woman’s hair and on her skin. The main ingredient in the flame retardant used to fight fires by cooling them down.

			Even though she too was never in the vicinity of a fire.

			You died less than a day before him.

			You died for the same reason, lack of oxygen.

			You died in the same place, with the same panic.

			Ewert Grens couldn’t stand still any more. He started pacing in a tight circle on the balcony, round and round. Anxiety. Restlessness. But also something else was making itself felt, intruding, something about an entrance, an exit. Something about how no unaccounted corpse was seen being pushed down the hall. After that first call and that first body, he’d recognised something. Without knowing quite what.

			Maybe he knew now.

			In that case this knowledge was many years old, and it had once led him to a dead woman.

			He needed to call someone who’d lost her smile.

			‘Did I wake you?’

			The mortuary technician had been asleep, he could hear it clearly in her voice when she answered.

			‘You’re allowed. Since I called you before five this morning.’

			‘Are you far from work right now?’

			‘Not particularly. At this time of day I could drive there in fifteen minutes.’

			‘Then please do. I need you to look around one more time.’

			Laura didn’t ask why, just said see you there in a voice that was already a little more awake, and then hung up.

			A person like him. He liked that a lot.

			The second phone call went to the dog unit, the third and fourth to Sven and Mariana. Both were used to him calling at all hours, requesting their presence somewhere, often at the very moment after they’d gone to bed.

			In a few minutes he too was on his way to Söder Hospital. But he stopped first at the police station, and the archive – where old cases were stacked floor to ceiling. It was near the back of the basement, as dark and deserted as the rest of the station. He needed a map. One that once revealed to him another world, during another investigation.

			He’d had it backwards.

			He’d assumed this transport had gone through one of the hospital’s entrances, had continued down those endless halls and through the heavy steel door that was the border to the morgue.

			But the bodies had come from somewhere else.

			Somewhere inside.

		

	
		
			SÖDER HOSPITAL’S MORGUE was the largest and best run facility of its type that Grens had ever visited. In his four decades as a police officer, investigations had led him to cold storage facilities all over Sweden: most were reminiscent of wardrobes, with space for just a few tightly packed bodies, others were overcrowded, with miserable hygiene, sites of rampant putrefaction. But here, with Sven and Mariana on one side and Laura on the other, he surveyed metre after metre of clinically clean floors, walls and ceilings. At one end there was something that resembled an industrial kitchen, decked out in stainless steel and white tiles, and at the other end there stood a few bleak rooms bathed in harsh fluorescent light. But not in the first section with its twenty-four stainless steel stations for what Laura called her patients, nor in the other section with its thirty-six square compartments for the lifeless to rest in, nor in the almost circular area with its brown wooden boxes where organs were stored, was he able to find what he was looking for.

			Nor in the PM room where the actual work was performed.

			Not in the visitors’ room where the dead met their relatives for the last time.

			Not in the cleaning cupboard, nor the archive room, nor the break room, nor the locker room, nor office.

			But finally he found it in that tight and dim passage that connected the cold storage to the PM room. It was exactly what he was looking for, and it changed everything. The passage was an area you would usually pass right by, a wedged-in washroom with a sink, where the body was cleaned beforehand and the larger tools were cleaned afterwards, and a dishwasher for the blades and smaller tools. All the way in, behind the autoclave, which looked just like the giant pressure cooker and steriliser it actually was, there stood something that resembled a door. It was exactly the same colour as the rest of the walls. And it wasn’t until you got very close to it that its edges became clear, not until Grens knocked on it that the dull sound of heavy iron echoed around him.

			‘What’s this?’

			Grens turned to Laura, who was at the sink trying to turn off a dripping tap.

			‘A bomb shelter.’

			‘A bomb shelter? In a morgue? In the case the dead need a place to hide in an air raid?’

			The mortuary technician looked at the door, looked at Grens.

			And shrugged.

			‘I’ve always assumed it was the door to a bomb shelter. That’s what they usually look like. But I’ve never been inside. I’ve never, in all these years, even seen it open.’

			Ewert Grens could feel his cheeks and neck turning red. That’s usually what happened when his heart started to race.

			When an investigation took a turn and, suddenly, he knew exactly where it was headed.

		

	
		
			THE COARSE IRON door was fitted with two separate locks. Despite a long search the security guards on night duty only found the keys for one – the top lock. But instead of getting angry, shouting or banging on things, Ewert Grens surprised everyone with a calm, satisfied smile.

			‘Good.’

			‘Good, Ewert?’

			Sven Sundkvist had worked long enough with this large and erratic detective to know all his ways of dealing with disappointment.

			Calm contentment was not one of them.

			‘Don’t you remember, Sven? That’s how this kind of door works. Only the national defence and rescue service have access to the second key. This confirms it is such a door. So soon we’ll solve our first mystery – how these bodies got here in the first place.’

			At the same time, Mariana Hermansson had made a quick decision. All of the city’s locksmiths were already occupied or too far away, so she had woken up one of the force’s bomb technicians, someone who usually worked on keeping explosives from detonating. But now they’d do the reverse – set off the perfect explosion.

			And it was a beauty. If you can say that about an explosion. The doorframe came loose from the wall as if it were cardboard sliced by a box cutter, without dust or splinters, and fell backwards, outwards, away.

			In its place stood a square hole.

			They all stared into a darkness.

			And smelled a scent like damp clothes and burnt leaves.

		

	
		
			A TUNNEL.

			That’s what they stepped into.

			The path someone had most likely taken in order to dump dead bodies.

			This was how Stockholm used to be built. Public buildings were connected to each other through similar doors. Entrances, exits to the capital’s system of tunnels. Kilometre after kilometre of concrete pipes big enough for people to move through, some by walking, some by crawling. Various kinds of tunnels, and all of them interlinked. The sewers were joined to the military system, which in turn was linked to the electrical and telecommunication and district heating systems. Each respective owner had a map of their part, but only the few outsiders who lived in these tunnels themselves – criminals, the mentally weak, or those on the run – had any knowledge of how they were connected. A Stockholm as large as the one above it. A single system, for example the sewers – one of the maps Grens picked up from the police archives – might contain up to a hundred miles of tunnels.

			‘Someone hired a guide, one of those self-appointed damn guides who reign supreme down here. Someone went down into one of the hundreds of entrances to the system. Someone climbed into a manhole or walked into a subway tunnel or stepped through a door in a public building or . . .’

			Ewert Grens turned to Mariana.

			‘. . . by the way, where are those dogs? What happened to them?’

			‘Three minutes. Then they’re here.’

			Mariana Hermansson turned to the mortuary technician who had been silent thus far. A person who was used to spending most of her time alone with the dead. But who wasn’t nearly as accustomed to watching the walls of her workplace being blown open.

			‘Laura, that’s your name, right?’

			The mortuary technician nodded and showed at least a hint of that warm, sincere smile.

			‘Yes. Laura.’

			‘I see what you’re thinking. But it’s not going to be a problem. These are specially trained dogs. With specially trained handlers. They will not be bothered by the dead.’

			‘The patients.’

			‘Excuse me?’

			‘That’s what I call them. And I treat them that way too.’

			Mariana examined the woman who she was coming to admire on a professional level, someone able to do the worst kind of work.

			‘Laura, the dogs won’t interfere with your patients. I promise you. They’re right outside, in the hospital corridor, sniffing the sheets the young man and young woman were wrapped in, and some clippings of their hair, and some of the ammonium phosphate found on their skin.’

			And Mariana was right.

			That powerful and eager German shepherd, all black and almost shining, and the Belgian shepherd, brownish with grey spots, passed through the mortuary and the organ storage area without even glancing around. They were on the scent already, their long lead lines rolled up. Completely focused on their handlers’ next orders.

			And soon they were at the opening of the wall, the entrance to the two and a half metre wide tunnel, identifying the odours with a whine and a wag of their tails.

			Ewert Grens had been right.

			The person who brought these bodies here came through that door.

		

	
		
			WARM, DAMP.

			Eighteen degrees Celsius year round.

			Far below the streets of Stockholm. Where people walked by outdoor cafés and beggars, and cars and buses jostled and fumed at red lights.

			Ewert Grens was doing his best to ignore that he was sixty-four and not exactly in the best shape any more. He could still stand as they made their way through the first two tunnels of the drainage system. His eyes didn’t smart as much from the contrast of the compact darkness and the roving shine of the flashlights. And the monotone barking of the dogs reminded him that no matter how difficult it was to hunch more and more with each tunnel, no matter how terrible the smell, no matter how creepy the sound of blind rats fleeing in the concrete pipe around them, they had to keep going, keep going.

			‘How you doing, Superintendent?’

			One of the handlers had noticed his ever more ragged breathing, maybe even caught on to the attack of coughing he’d done his best to hide.

			‘Worry about yourself.’

			‘Maybe we should slow down a bit. Even though the dogs are pulling hard.’

			‘If we’re changing pace we should go faster – I wanna get to the bastards who are throwing away corpses.’

			The dogs’ lead lines were stretched to their full length, their sensitive noses glued to the trail, while the tunnels gradually got tighter and narrower. When they signalled for the first time that the trail had completely changed direction, that they would have to enter an adjoining tunnel, there was a moment of deliberation. The keys you needed to move between these tunnel systems were in the hands of only a few individuals – people who for whatever reason had chosen to live their lives underground, found a connection to the underworld to avoid living in the society above.

			And Grens was sure they were the ones who’d been hired to assist in dumping those bodies. They could crawl out of their holes into whatever building they wanted, whenever they wanted to.

			Which is why he’d also ordered the bomb technician to accompany this group on their search.

			So he could blow open doors that linked the sewer system to the military system as cleverly as he had in the morgue – to turn tunnel walls into entrances.

			The connecting tunnel had lower ceilings and stank more than most. But, once they got through, the dogs barked just as eagerly and energetically and pulled just as hard on their harnesses, urging everyone forward. Grens’s clothes were too heavy, and sweat poured from his hairline down, while his hip and knee ached in a way that would usually make him stop. Each breath felt like small knives in his chest, as if air was not enough.

			But no, I won’t give up.

			The scent, you bastard.

			The dogs are on it, I’m on it.

			This is where you carried the dead. And we’re getting closer.

			Now and then as they passed by tunnel walls with small alcoves, images of a previous visit flashed before his eyes – an investigation several years ago that led him to a cavity that formed a room, a home, where a fourteen-year-old girl lived under the street. Four shipping pallets stacked on top of each other, which she’d used as a table, covering it with a red and white tablecloth, which she’d placed just so, straight as tablecloths are supposed to be when you’re trying to make it nice. Back then Grens and Sven had found people living in virtually every single tunnel. It wasn’t like that now. The entrances to this system were more heavily guarded these days. The authorities had tried to shut down and retake control of a world no one else really cared about.

			Grens turned around, trying to catch Sven’s eyes – Sven who walked much more effortlessly, didn’t sweat, his breathing barely audible.

			And with just one look passed between them, not a word – they both remembered.

			The holes that had become homes, the smells that got so deep into the fabric of your clothes that they could never be washed out, the darkness that had been so different back when it protected rather than intimidated. Images neither of them were able to let go of. And it made things easier that the policemen familiar with this world were the same ones moving through it now in search of a murderer.

			At the command of the barking dogs, they blew doors at two more connecting tunnels. The first led to the heating system, the second back to the sewers. After an hour they reached the centre of the city, passing beneath St Clara church according to the utilities map Grens sometimes held up in front of his flashlight. Half an hour later they chose, with the help of the dogs, a passageway leading north-east at the big intersection under Östermalmstorg. Another half hour after that they crossed under Valhallavägen, under asphalt and cars, headed in the direction of Gärdet.

			‘Superintendent?’

			The handler who belonged to the shiny, black German shepherd – who had worried earlier whether or not Grens could manage the low ceilings – had stopped temporarily and indicated with the lead line that his dog should too.

			‘Yes?’

			‘This could take a while. The dogs have had a strong scent the whole time.’

			‘And?’

			‘Maybe you’d like to take a break, Superintendent.’

			‘And maybe you’d like to mind your own business.’

			‘Superintendent . . .’

			‘Drop the titles.’

			‘Your . . . your breathing is heavy and ragged. It doesn’t sound good at all.’

			‘First of all, it’s no concern of yours how I breathe. That’s my problem. And secondly, if we continue in the same direction, if this tunnel lasts, we don’t have far to go. According to my map, we’re headed to Värta Harbour. We’ll hit the sea.’

			Grens couldn’t be entirely sure of it – it was difficult to tell when your whole body shook and ached and roared from inside – but it felt like – despite his protests, they moved a little slower after that. And when, in that eternal darkness, he stumbled on a pipe, and Mariana and Sven competed to help him up, while telling him he had to rest now, it was as if that were a signal to move even more slowly.

			Then the dog at the front just stopped. And the next dog stopped.

			And both barked more loudly than before, chewing and pulling at their harnesses.

			‘Here.’

			The handler put his hand on a round metal bar screwed into the tunnel wall, and leaned against it. Below it was a similar one, and below that the same, a regularly spaced column at thirty centimetre intervals down to the floor of the tunnel.

			‘The dogs don’t make mistakes, Superintendent. This is the entrance we’re looking for.’

			The round metal rods also continued upwards. Step by step something to hold onto, to climb up. Grens knew what awaited them up there. A regular manhole, a cast-iron cap that looked like a round stain in the middle of the asphalt of a regular street.

			He didn’t think further than that.

			Until a hand grabbed his shoulder and tried to push him aside.

			‘I’m going first. You wait here.’

			Mariana had a firm grip on his jacket.

			‘You hear that, Ewert? I’m climbing up. I’m opening that cover and figuring out where we are. And if we’re correct, if I judge that we’re in the right place, and we all need to go up, only then will you be climbing.’

			‘You don’t give me orders, Mariana, I give you orders.’

			She didn’t let go, instead her grip on his jacket was getting firmer.

			‘Ewert – I’ll say what you usually say: mind your own damn business. Have you seen how you look? Have you heard how you sound? You stay here. And you come up only if I signal to you.’

			Then she left. Towards those metal rods, onto those metal rods, up one step at a time.

			And if she’d turned around, she would have seen her boss smiling just a little proudly.

			The first thing she noticed was the air. With every metre it became less damp and easier to breathe. Gradually, the smells she’d almost got used to changed too, less mould and faeces and more car exhaust. The space she was slowly climbing up inside was circular and so narrow that she scraped her elbows and knees against the wall as she moved from one metal step to another.

			She counted. Forty-five of them. Since the distance between the rods was constant she must have climbed fourteen, maybe fifteen metres. She stopped short and looked up. A weak strip of light in the otherwise complete darkness. So she was headed upwards to a street – only streetlights in the middle of the night shine like that.

			With just a few steps left she hit her head on something. A plastic bag. It dangled in the air in front of her, tied to a string. She felt it, squeezed it, and understood what it was once she managed to fish out her flashlight with small, tightly circumscribed movements. Rat poison. Attached to a grille mounted just below the manhole. She pushed it aside and searched the cold iron rails for the huge padlock that should be sitting there.

			It had been removed.

			An entryway that could be used by anyone.

			They were in the right place.

			She lowered the grille against the wall and made sure it was hanging securely on its hinges, climbed two more steps up, and listened with the top of her head pressed lightly against the cap.

			A car was approaching. It passed over her, disappeared.

			She breathed in, out.

			The cast-iron cover was heavy, she knew it would be, but hadn’t realised exactly how heavy. She was able to maintain her balance by pushing her back against the wall. She raised her arms above her head, jammed her feet firmly against the metal steps, and with all the might she could muster, still she only succeeded in moving the lid just a few centimetres to the side.

			She pushed again.

			Again.

			Again.

			Widened the opening a little more each time.

			And when the cap only covered about half of the hole, she squeezed her head, her upper body, her lower body, out into fresh air and another kind of darkness.

		

	
		
			EWERT GRENS lay stretched out on the pavement, just a couple of steps from the intersection of Tegeluddsvägen and Öregrundsgatan. Mariana – after he followed her up from one world into another – had taken his hand, pulled him over the edge of the manhole, and refused to let go. His breathing had been jerky and irregular, his face fluctuating between flaming red and fugitive white, and he couldn’t speak. Slowly, as Sven and the bomb technician and the two handlers – who brought their dogs up using ropes – joined them, Grens regained some of his colour and alertness.

			‘Let’s go on.’

			He said this as he stood up, took a few steps, stumbled, almost fell, but recovered the balance.

			‘Superintend— or Grens . . . Grens, you might want to rest a couple of minutes and . . .’

			‘Tell your dogs to seek. Until we find where those bodies came from.’

			‘Are you sure . . .’

			‘Now.’

			The two dogs pulled on their lead lines like before.

			Towards the chain-link fence along Tegeluddsvägen and through a large, cut-out hole they found in the middle of it.

			Into an industrial area, near an empty loading dock.

			Across three parallel railroad tracks that formed the symbolic border to Värta Harbour.

			‘Two hundred and twenty million olfactory receptors.’

			‘What?’

			Ewert Grens looked at the handler, who looked about as excited and eager as Grens probably did.

			They were close, and they both knew it.

			‘In a dog’s nose, Superintendent. Human beings have only five million. So it doesn’t matter to the dogs that there’s so much more to smell up here than inside the tunnel. They won’t drop the scent until we’re there.’

			A port area that was busy during the day – the gateway to Finland, Estonia, Poland – and on a summer night was dead quiet. They were approaching the older dock, and the ships anchored there waiting for the morning’s passengers or for the stacks of orange and white and blue crates that contained goods headed for the next harbour.

			‘Ewert? Where the hell . . .’

			Sven didn’t swear often. And never because he was upset.

			‘. . . are we headed?’

			Only if he was worried in a way that couldn’t be pushed aside.

			‘Ewert? You listening? I’ve got a bad feeling about this.’

			Grens slowed down a bit, nodding to Sven to do the same.

			‘I know. I feel the same. Something is wrong. The bodies, the trail, this area – I’m not sure I want to know where the dogs will stop.’

			And at that moment they did stop.

			A bit ahead of them in the darkness, illuminated only by the tired streetlights.

			And the feeling of not wanting to know only increased as Grens approached.

			The outside had once been green. But now was mostly rust.

			The two dogs had stopped in front of one of the harbour’s many empty shipping containers.

			‘In there.’

			The dog handler nodded towards the container, knocked his hand on the metal.

			‘Our final destination. From the way the dogs are barking, they’ve found large amounts of at least one of the scents we’ve been tracking.’

		

	
		
			A MILLION CONTAINERS pass through Sweden’s ports every year.

			This didn’t look like the others, neither outside nor in.

			Every valve, crack, every small opening had been covered over by grey tape to keep out sound and odour. The door had been locked with a total of four padlocks. And when a dockworker with an oxy-fuel torch cut open a section of the surface with smooth and sharp edges on the side of the container, Ewert Grens took a step back and turned around.

			So he wouldn’t have to see.

		

	
		
			DEATH’S SCENT is sweet.

			When it’s fresh.

			As the hours tick by that scent turns to a smell. As days become nights, smell becomes stench.

			And that was what struck Ewert Grens. The stench of putrefaction.

			As he cautiously approached the square cut out on one side of the container, he couldn’t make any sense of what he saw. The contents were covered with a thick layer of now solidified foam.

			Soon he discovered a hole in that hard skin.

			That’s where the stench was coming from.

			And when he bent into the hole to see better, he met a pair of eyes. Staring. That’s what they were doing. A stare that didn’t blink once.

			Next to those lifeless eyes lay a pile of clothes, and behind them, when he stretched even further in, another pair of lifeless eyes awaited him.

			And another.

			And another.

			‘Sven? Mariana?’

			He moved aside, let them pass by, get closer.

			‘I . . .’

			It was difficult to speak with that stench pressing its way into every inhalation.

			‘. . . I don’t know . . .’

			Or maybe it wasn’t the stench at all. Maybe it was the impossibility of describing the worst thing he’d ever seen.

			‘. . . but it looks like a . . .’

			The only words he could think of.

			So that’s what it would be.

			‘. . . a mass grave.’

			Then he said no more. Just sat down on the asphalt and let the night’s silence become his own. Nor did Sven or Mariana speak. They all understood. The most heinous crime of our modern times. Taking a human being’s savings, locking them up and transporting them, not caring if they live or die. Because that’s what they are, just money. Just sacks of potatoes. Just goods to make a profit on, like anything else.

			Ten minutes. Maybe longer.

			Until he could speak again.
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