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         The sun had already risen when Roland Benito and Mark Haldbjerg drove from Horsens back to the IPGU headquarters in the square, by the central train station in Aarhus.

         “Seems like this might be one of the easier emergencies. As far as I can tell, there is no sign of foul play. The two officers seem to have played no part in the death.” Mark said, breaking the silence he had maintained since they had left the building where prison guard Julius Habekost had committed suicide, by jumping out of his 4th floor window.

         “Perhaps we ought to give a mild critique of the fact that George Marsh let Leif Skovby enter the flat alone, while he was talking to the neighbor in the stairwell - the lady who called to complain about the noise.”

         Mark smiled wearily.

         “It was not exactly easy to get away from her once she started talking. We found that out for ourselves.”

         Roland smiled as well. She was quite a character, the almost 80-year-old widow, Asta Bernt. She looked as if she had escaped from the classic TV series Matador, even though he could not decide which of the elderly female characters she most resembled. Perhaps the notion had simply occurred to him because her home had been decorated much like the sets on the show, with the colored wall paper and heavy drapes that had been en vogue in the 1930’s, where the show took place.

         She had pointed out several times that she was certainly not the sensitive type, and that noise did not usually make her call the police, but that it had sounded as if something bad was happening. Something had fallen to the floor and broken, and no one opened up when she knocked on Julius Habekost’s door, but she had not heard anyone arriving or leaving. The two officers had told her that her neighbor had leapt out of his window and died instantly. She was their best witness, since she had been breathing down their necks the entire time. Except when Leif Skovby gained access to the flat by kicking down the door, which he did by himself.

         “I wonder if she was lying about the noise. There didn’t seem to be anything knocked over or broken. It didn’t look as if there had been anything like the chaos she described. Both officers confirmed that the place had been tidy throughout.” Mark said, rubbing one of his eyes.

         Roland was starting to feel the Sandman doing his work on his own eyes as well.

         “I found that a bit puzzling, as well. Perhaps the noise she heard came from another flat. She did say that her hearing was not too keen anymore.”

         “It would be a strange coincidence if that were the case. We’ll have to wait and see what the autopsy of Habekost shows. If he was in a fight, the coroner will find out,” Mark promised.

         Roland parked the car. They had been driving in one of the IPGU cars. He was covering the weekly shift, which meant that he had to drive the car home, so that he would be able to respond quickly if another incident arose.

         “Perhaps, but what about the injuries he sustained after falling 20 meters onto concrete? His face was completely smashed.”

         “True, of course; but if he was in a fight and defended himself, there might be DNA traces under his fingernails or other clues.”

         Mark opened the door and got out. He bent down to look at Roland inside the car.

         “At least tomorrow is Saturday, and we can sleep in for a bit. Get home safely – and have a nice shift, Roland.”

         “You too. Let’s hope we have a quiet weekend ahead.”

         Roland switched on the car radio when Mark had said good night and shut the door. Though in truth, good morning would have been more accurate. It had been a long day, and he found some relaxing music for his drive back to his nice suburban house in Hojbjerg. Mark had been absolutely right: It was lovely that the weekend was here.

         Angolo raised his head slightly from the basket in the kitchen and sluggishly wagged his tail when Roland scratched him behind the ears. Fortunately, he didn’t start barking and risk waking up Irene.

         She only stirred a little bit when he quietly slipped down next to her on the double bed, after a perfunctory visit to the bathroom where he merely washed under his arms and changed his underwear. He set his alarm for 7 am. Marianna was due to arrive tomorrow morning. She was going to spend the weekend with her mum’s parents.

         Vicki and Tim had booked a double room in a hotel spa in Germany for a romantic getaway over the weekend. It was a present Irene had suggested they give them for their 12-and-a-half-year anniversary, the so-called ‘copper wedding,’ last week. They were looking forward to the trip, but Roland wished he would get the chance to go on a romantic getaway with Irene.

         The sun was rising, shining its early red rays through the curtain. He didn’t understand how she managed to sleep through the birds singing in the garden. He felt certain that he would not be able to fall asleep.

         Irene shook him awake. He had slept through the alarm. Marianna had already arrived and was taking Angolo for his morning walk.

         Roland rubbed his face with both hands as he was sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to wake up properly. He had been dreaming. What was it, exactly? It made him feel ill at ease, as if the dream was attempting to tell him something important. He tried remembering what had happened, but the events in the dream refused to take shape and unravel. It had to do with falling; further and further down into the unknown, seeing the ground beneath you, keenly aware that it would soon hit you – then he had woken up, looked at the alarm clock, and wondered how a dream could let you experience so much in less than half an hour.

         He had gone back to the bathroom to fetch the ear plugs from the medicine cupboard when he realized that the birds were singing too loudly for him to fall asleep. In just four months I’m sure I’ll miss them, he thought as he stuffed the two soft wads in his ears. He tried to get back to the dream. It had to be the prison guard’s suicide that was poking at his subconscious, that was the only possible explanation. What makes a man almost his own age leap to his death from a fourth-floor window?

         He reminded himself that it was not his job to work that out, but merely to determine whether or not the two officers played any part in the incident, which did not, at first glance, seem to be the case. So why could his subconscious not simply spend the night resting?

         “Are you wearing ear plugs?” Irene said in a puzzled voice from the door, as he pulled them out of his ears and put them on the bedside table.

         “The birds were keeping me awake.”

         “Did you get home late? I didn’t hear you get in.”

         “Yes, it was late – or early, rather. Fortunately, it looks like it might be an open-and-shut case: A suicide. The two officers had been summoned to deal with a noise complaint in the flat of the deceased, but it seems as if he had already jumped out of the window when they gained access to it. But why would he commit suicide?”

         Irene sat down on the bed next to him, and gently stroked his back, just like when she was petting Angolo.

         “Remember what I’ve told you time and time again!”

         “Be specific.”

         “The bit about not getting too involved. You are an investigator in the IPGU, and not a police officer anymore. And that, is for the police to determine. What you have to do is work out if the two officers acted according to the regulations.”

         He kissed her on the cheek. He felt like doing more, but then he heard Angolo barking in the garden. Irene stood up, and her warm hand disappeared from his back.

         “Come on out and have breakfast with us. Let’s enjoy being able to have a quiet weekend with our granddaughter.”

         “He really hoped they would. The week was not yet over, and he was still technically on his shift.

         Marianna was wiping Angolo’s paws when Roland entered the kitchen. He usually cleaned the dog’s paws on the stairs outside, but he didn’t say anything. There was no sense in risking a tense atmosphere right from the start. Tension was almost certain to arise over the weekend. He vividly recalled when Vicki and Olivia had been teenagers. Marianna reminded him of her mum at that age, she too had a fuse that would ignite at the drop of a hat.
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