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The human resources manager looked at me.


"Yes, I think I would like to congratulate you on having the job. I would just like to tell you a little about one of your predecessors in the post, if you have the time. You may have heard of Head of Unit Jansen? Well, right? Yes, but then you'd better get the whole story."


He looked at me for a moment, evaluating. But the assessment apparently fell out in my favor. I had apparently been accepted, not only as a new employee, but as someone who could bear to hear some of the secrets of former employees. Or maybe he just liked telling gossip stories?


He smoked his pipe and then continued:


Mr. Jansen was head of the office for some years. A dutiful and always proper employee who did his job with diligence and zeal. Maybe a little gray and dull, someone would think, but here with us it is not necessarily a minus. He was married to a nice and sweet wife, of slightly more affluent family than himself. I think her father was a wealthy wholesaler or a manufacturer. He himself came from a pretty poor upbringing, I think. He and his wife had two nice and well-behaved children, the eldest of whom had just started high school.


In short, Jansen was an ordinary respectable head of office who took pride in doing his job to the letter and paying everyone his and, in general, to have his affairs in order. Was he happy? Well, I don't know, but I suppose he should be with the life he led. Everything had developed in the best way, and he had ended up on the sunny side of society. Admittedly, he might have been a little unlucky during his studies. It was something about a female fellow student that he had made pregnant, even though she was actually engaged to someone else. But the case was dropped, and it is now many years ago.


Head of Unit Jansen had the habit that every day, when he was going home from work, he walked on foot all the way from the office here behind the Royal Theatre, and over the bridge to the less neat side of the Newhaven Canal. It was then the red-light district. He crossed over the bridge that leads across the channel about midways. And then he continued down this street of the red-light district, past the taverns and the hookers, down to the corner facing Kongens Nytorv, and he turned down Bredgade and walked along the next street Grønningen up to Østerport train station, where he took the surburban train home to his family home in Ordrup, on the northern outskirts of Copenhagen. It had become his regular route every day when he was going home from work. Unless it was actually howling blizzards or rainstorm.


I don't know why he did so, for he might easily have chosen another route, but I guess he thought it was a titillating and a little exotic, a little cheeky, that thing about Nyhavn and the red-light district. Back then, there were high life and happy days in Nyhavn. With drunken sailors and people who went drinking at murky taverns. And the Nyhavns-girls, as they were called, oh yes, they certainly were there, both on the hosts and outside on the street when the weather was right.


Anyway, it was his daily stroll every afternoon. But then one day, as usual, he came walking down Nyhavn on his way to Bredgade and on to Østerport Station. It was a summer's day, in early August. He had just returned from this year's summer break with his family and had started work again a week ago. It had been a really good day at the office and it was nice hot summer weather, so he was in excellent mood, and even whistled a little cheerful melody.


When he had reached halfway down the naughty side of Nyhavn, it happened. That was the point where he spotted her. It was one of the Nyhavns-girls, of course. One of the hookers. She stood on the sidewalk outside a tavern, smoking a cigarette while she was waiting for an interested, preferably well-heeled man to pass by. She was a real beauty. In the hot summer weather, she was very lightly clothed. She was wearing a very short skirt and a thin white, almost transparent blouse. Most of the buttons in the shirt were buttoned up, so you could see that she had a rose and a heart and a few names tattooed on her breasts. On her arms too, she was tattooed. On one arm there was tattooed a long-tousled red rose and the name Connie, which was apparently her own name. On the other forearm, she had been decorated with a swallow that came flying with a ribbon that read "True Love" and a red heart and a few small flowers. Higher up on the arm, well above the elbow, there was an anchor and the name of a ship named M/S Gothenburg. On the other upper arm there was a red heart with a small rose and a ribbon across it. On her legs too, she had been decorated, with a rose on one thigh and a butterfly that came fluttering, on the other. It was not so common back in these days, for a young girl to have all these tattoos.


She was quite beautifully created and had probably attracted many man glances also without the colorful decorations. After all, she stood there on the sidewalk, exhibiting herself and her various advantages, so that no one could be in any doubt about what she was up to. And then it was that he came by. The head of office that the story is about, Jansen. I don't know what happened to him, this otherwise well-behaved, good and nice citizen, but he fell in love with her. I probably would not have thought that about him – that he had such a cheap taste. Because she looked really cheap, according to what I've been told. At not only because of all her tattoos. She could have been a model or something, with her looks, but she had been made to look like a real dirty hooker. And Jansen, he had such a nice and sweet wife at home, and two half-grown children and a good job and a nice house in a nice neighborhood and everything he could wish for.


I don't know what happened to him. But he went with her, paid what she demanded, and then he went along with her to where she ..... well, where it was now going on, what she was doing with the men. I think she had a small room in one of the back houses that she used for this. I haven't been there myself, only heard about it.


It didn't take very long, and afterwards he went home nicely and calmly to his wife. The next day, when he was going home from work, he walked again the same way through Nyhavn, and there she stood in exactly the same place as the day before, and in an even more cheeky attire, almost as if she had been waiting for him.


Well, he went with her again. For some reason, he must have fallen for her. Don't ask me why, but that's the only explanation I can come up with next.


Soon it became a daily occurrence, almost a ritual, or a daily routine, you might say. Something that belonged to the return trip from work. He met her every day and went with her to her place.


She was just a whore, so of course he paid her for it each and every time. And she hardly reciprocated his feelings, or whatever he felt for her. I guess it was a kind of erotic obsession. Which he was not able to control at all. But I am sure she didn't care much about all that, as long as he paid, and he did. He was probably much more comfortable for her to be with than the raw sailors and all the drunk Swedes and other men who were drinking in Nyhavn at the time. I think he treated her properly, probably more than that, so she was probably happy enough to have a good regular customer like him who came at the same time every day. But there probably hasn't been any more feelings in it on her part.


But gradually Jansen had a little trouble explaining to his wife at home what he was spending all this money on. And why he had started coming home a little later from the office every day. Just half an hour. That's probably not the way it's been. And he's probably trying to come up with some excuse for it, but what if she called him in the office one day to ask him to just buy something on the way, and then it's been closed and the phones turned off at the usual time. Or if she's got hold of an office lady or another employee who has a little wondered to have said that well Jansen, he's already gone, he went to the same time as where he usually goes every day. Then she's probably starting to think about things a little bit. And if it really was every day on the way home, he went with this girl of the harbor, surely his wife wouldn't have felt anything? Perhaps it has even gone beyond their marital cohabitation? Yes, Jansen was still only a couple and forty, but still? But apparently he made up some kind of explanation, so he made a case in the first place.


A month passed and he continued to meet Nyhavnspigen, every day on his way home from the office. That's what I've been told. Connie with the beautiful tattoos, as she was called in Nyhavn. And with Nyhavn's shortest skirts, glossy lacquer boots and most shapely breasts, I've also heard. And the most radiant and dazzling smile when she was in that mood. I think that was the general opinion of many of the men who regularly traffic in Nyhavn. She has undoubtedly been one of the most expensive girls in Nyhavn back then. Perhaps precisely because she looked totally cheap in a very nice and charming way that could easily distort the heads of most men. That's how I've had her described by several different people. Of course, I haven't had anything to do with her myself, that's clear.


But it was always just the one he went to. Connie. Just for her. Never to any of the other Nyhavn girls, no matter how much they had looked. It was just her he wanted. That, of course, was also understandable. From the way she is described, of course. I think she used to wait for him, too, because he used to come at the same time every day. I myself saw her standing there waiting for him when I even rushed past on my way up to Østerport Station. And several times I've even noticed that she turned down another customer because he used to come in a few minutes. Of course, that's not what she said to the other guy, she came up with some completely stupid excuse. And the other person who was also interested in her, of course, was quite annoyed. You can understand that.


It doesn't really look like anything when she's a prostitute, that she then makes a difference to men in such a crude and downright rude way. But she did. Several times even. But, of course, I just rushed on, because I couldn't care less how such a cheap treated potential customers and whether she totally shamed them, even if they were nice and polite and well-dressed men. Besides, I also had a train to catch, so I didn't want to waste any more time on that. I mention it just because I have heard several people say that they have had the same thing – as those who have also told us that they have been out of it. I had not really trusted Jansen with any special abilities like Don Juan, but it has obviously suffered, at least to her, since she was actually waiting for him and rejecting other men who were at least as well trained and attractive in every respect as Jansen, who did not excel in any particular way in that direction. But the woman's mind sometimes has its depths, which it's hard for us men to understand. Well, it was just a little digression.
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