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FAROESE PRONUNCIATION


THE FAROESE LANGUAGE IS RELATED TO OLD NORSE AND Icelandic and is spoken by fewer than eighty thousand people worldwide. Its grammar is complicated and many words are pronounced far differently to the way they appear.


Ø is a “ur” sound, and the Đ or ð is usually silent, so Fríða would be pronounced Free-a. V is pronounced as a w, and j as a y, so Hjalti is pronounced “Yalti”.













PRELUDE


Denmark, August


IN THE SUMMER HEAT OF MID JUTLAND, THOMAS FRIIS DROVE IN his shirtsleeves, his suit jacket hanging from the hook in the back of his Volvo estate. Rather than put on the air conditioning he preferred to travel with the window down, enjoying the warm, buffeting air. He had a day’s leave, although he hadn’t told this to his wife, whom he’d left at home in Aarhus with their two sons. If the boys had known about his day off the only destination on the cards would have been Legoland, which was definitely not on Friis’s agenda.


Thomas Friis was thirty-four, a kriminalassistent grade 2 with Aarhus CID. In the department he knew he was regarded as something of an oddity; not in an especially bad way – he was a decent detective, after all – but mostly because he was someone who chose not to try to fit in. He was a book man, people said: always investigating by the book, by the numbers; always in a good suit, shoes polished daily, clean-shaven every morning. In other words, dry, intellectual, dull.


As the GPS showed he was nearing his destination Friis



checked his rear-view mirror and slowed on the quiet country lane. As far as the eye could see on either side of the road there were fields of tanned wheat, gracefully following the soft undulating contours of the low hills, occasionally scarred by twin tracks of a tractor’s passage.


On the verge up ahead he saw the small wooden sign beside the mailbox – “Karensminde” – and at the entrance to the farm track he pulled in and brought the Volvo to a stop. In front of him the track went down a slight incline, unbounded by fences between it and the wheat fields, and after five or six hundred metres it ended at a solitary house out of sight of the road. It was bordered on two sides by tall, dark-green poplars, perhaps planted as a windbreak or to give shade.


Friis took all this in for a moment then reached for the thin manila file on the passenger seat. Inside it was Niels Jesper Kruse’s three-page statement, and although Friis had exactly the same document on the laptop beside him he preferred the portability and ease of reading from paper.


I got to the house at about eleven thirty in the morning and as I turned in at the top of the track I saw a white van down by the house, next to Helene’s car. It was facing towards me and I didn’t recognise it. I couldn’t tell if there was anyone in it so I waited for a few seconds to see if it was going to move and come up the track, but when it didn’t I drove on. I went fairly slowly because there had been ice on the roads that morning.


Looking at the track now, Friis had the same view that



Niels Kruse had had seven months ago. In January the fields would have been empty, of course, and the poplars would have been leafless, but neither of those factors would have affected the view of a white van parked beside the house. Okay then, Friis could move on. He let the Volvo roll forward, and stopped in the gravelled turning area in front of the house.


There was a stillness in the warm air when Friis got out of the car. Off to his right there were two small, wooden outbuildings, both black tarred, while the house itself was clad in white boards with yellow paint on the window frames. It looked well kept and neat, despite the fact it had been unoccupied since the winter.


I parked near the van. It had a sign on the side, something like Sørensen Cleaning; I think that was it. I thought Helene must have called someone in to do the carpets or something so I didn’t think it was odd. I went to the house and in through the front door and I called out because I didn’t see anyone.


There was no answer and I couldn’t hear anything so I went to see if Helene was in the kitchen. She wasn’t there, but there was a broken bowl on the floor and while I was looking at that I heard the van starting up outside. I went back to the hall and saw the van driving off very quickly and that was when I began to think something wasn’t right. So I looked in the sitting room for Helene and Maja – I looked in all the downstairs rooms, calling out – and then I went upstairs. That’s when I found them.




There hadn’t been a problem getting the keys from the real-estate agent and Friis used them now, opening the white-painted front door as Niels Kruse had done.


Inside, the trapped air was warm and smelled vaguely of wood and of dust. The hall, like the rest of the house, was now empty of furniture and personal possessions. Only the carpets, curtains and blinds remained in place, doing something to stifle the sound of Friis’s footsteps in the otherwise echoing space.


Holding his laptop before him, Friis visited each room on the ground floor, looking from the photographs of the house as it had been found by the technical team to the rooms as they were now. In a few places marks in the carpets showed where a piece of furniture had been, but beyond that the house had been returned to a blank canvas, awaiting the imprints of a new owner.


Having examined the ground floor, Friis took the curved staircase upwards. Upstairs the rooms had also been stripped bare, and in the master bedroom there was new, untrodden carpet, still smelling of lint. The original carpet had been disposed of, along with its blood stains. Helene Kruse had bled for some time before she died from the knife wound to her stomach.


I found Helene first. She was on the floor beside the bed in our— in the main bedroom. There was… There was a pool of blood and… I knew she was dead. I just stood there in shock. I couldn’t move. Then I remembered Maja and I went to her room and that’s where I found her. She was on



her bed, lying very straight – you know, not like she was asleep but stiff, like a doll. She didn’t have any clothes on and at first I thought she was dead, too. But then I realised she was breathing. I could just see her chest moving, so I went to her and tried to wake her up but she wouldn’t respond. She was unconscious and nothing I did made any difference so that’s when I called for an ambulance and the police. That was the first time I thought that was what I should do. I don’t know why I didn’t think it straight away, when I saw Helene, but I didn’t.


The daughter’s room – Maja’s – was across the landing from the master bedroom. There were still traces to show where the posters of pop stars and Maja’s drawings had been stuck to the walls, and from the window seat in the dormer there was a pleasant view across the fields. The room would have been a nice one for a young teenage girl to have as her own, but as he looked round Friis became certain that it was also the place where the second murder would have occurred – the one the killer had set out to commit from the start.


Maja had still been unconscious when she had arrived in the emergency department and the general consensus was that she had been drugged. Blood samples were taken and a thorough examination showed no physical injuries and no indications of rape or sexual assault. After two hours she started to come round and within six she was fully coherent and aware, although confused and very distressed when told what had happened to her mother.


Helene Kruse was confirmed dead at the scene and the



next day the results of the post-mortem showed that she had been stabbed once without signs of resistance. The cause of her death was blood loss and the technical analysis of the scene showed she had not moved or been moved after incurring the wound. This led to the conclusion that Helene, like Maja, might also have been drugged, but subsequent lab analysis could find little evidence to show what sort of drug had been used. Either the compound had been metabolised in the bodies of the two victims or had naturally broken down in a short space of time.


And exactly how the drug had been administered was another puzzle. There were no puncture wounds on Helene or Maja’s bodies to indicate injection and Maja had no memory of events from that morning. However, both she and Helene had had milk with their breakfasts and both had recently drunk orange juice, which led to the suspicion that one of these liquids might have been spiked.


Tests on the cartons and other food in the refrigerator eventually came back negative, but as someone who might have induced his wife and daughter to unwittingly ingest a drug, Niels Kruse became the prime suspect in the hours immediately after the killing. The fact that he’d been separated from Helene for six months – albeit on apparently good terms – also brought him under suspicion until witness statements and data from his cellphone established beyond doubt that he could not have been at the house for more than five minutes before calling for help.


And that conclusion left the Billund CID with precisely no other viable leads. Technical could find no useful trace



evidence of anyone else in the house; the white van marked Sørensen Cleaning couldn’t be identified, and no matter how deeply the investigating officers dug into the private lives of Helene and Maja they could find no one with even a tenuous motive to do them harm. After six months, the best they could come up with was the theory that this attack had been the work of a stranger who had somehow talked his way into the house, overpowered and/or drugged mother and daughter and then been disturbed by the arrival of Niels Kruse. It was a conclusion that satisfied no one, but unless a witness or informant came forward with new information it was all they had.


After about five minutes in Maja’s room, Thomas Friis closed his laptop and went back downstairs. He didn’t believe anyone would come out of the woodwork to help Billund CID solve the case. What he did believe – what he was practically certain of now – was that there was nothing at all unprepared about the crimes at the Kruse house. They hadn’t happened by chance, the acts hadn’t been hurried and whoever had committed them had been forensically aware to the point of obsession. This, Friis was convinced, all went to show that the crimes at the house had been meticulously planned over weeks and probably months.


And this planning and forethought wasn’t the only element that fitted the patterns in the cases Friis had been collecting over the last eight years. Maja Kruse was thirteen at the time of the attack, which placed her at the lower end of the age range of victims he was interested in, but even so she fitted all the other criteria. She was physically adolescent,



slim, tall, had blond hair and didn’t wear glasses or have dental braces. She also had a familiar pattern to her family background: one absent parent, a relatively isolated home and a quiet, somewhat introverted social life. In other words, Maja Kruse came from a predictable household and had a largely predictable life. If Friis was correct, then all this meant that – had she died – Maja Kruse would have been the eleventh murder victim of one man.


Outside in the heat and warm breeze, Friis walked round the house to the sound of the poplars. He looked at a copse of trees perhaps half a kilometre away on a small hillock and he examined the view from the house towards the road, going back inside and looking again from the master bedroom window. In all he spent about forty minutes in this manner before he got back in the Volvo and left.


Once he’d dropped off the house keys with the real-estate agent he set off back towards Aarhus. On the main road there was a sign for Billund, and beneath it to Legoland. It made him feel guilty for letting his obsession win out over his children and he made up his mind that next time – on his next day of leave – he’d take them somewhere to make up for it. But not Legoland.
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Faroe Islands, September Saturday/leygardagur


ON THE HILLSIDE BELOW THE LAST REMAINING HOUSE AT MÚLI, Hjalti Hentze waited. There was a light rain in the air, not yet heavy enough to make a noise as it landed on the various pieces of plastic sheeting around the stone wall of the sheepfold.


“You people have to stop killing each other,” Sophie Krogh said, somewhat muffled.


“Yeh, you keep saying that,” Hentze told her.


“Well, you keep on finding bodies.”


“This one’s hardly anything to do with us, though, is it?” Hentze said. “I mean, it’s not recent. Jan Reyná thinks it’s been there for a decade at least.”


“And he’s an expert is he?” Sophie asked, somewhat drily.


Hentze didn’t say anything. It was hard to have a conversation with someone’s backside, which was effectively what he was doing. Sophie Krogh was on her knees, her head down by the hole in the base of the wall, peering in with the aid of a torch.




Finally she wriggled backwards on the plastic sheet, then stood up.


“So what do you think?” Hentze asked, glad to finally be face to face again.


Sophie assessed the circular wall. “There are definitely remains in there still. We’ll assume that they’re human, given the skull was found nearby, so we’ll have to dismantle the wall by hand. There’s always a chance that something else is in the stones above the body – or below it, come to that.”


“So you’ll call in a team?”


Sophie shook her head. “We’re busy enough as it is. No, I’ll do the extraction myself if you can find me some muscle to help move the stones.”


“How many people?”


“A couple should do. More than that and you risk missing something or just get in each other’s way.”


“Okay, I’ll find a couple of guys who don’t mind labouring on Sunday. Any idea how long it’ll take?”


She looked at the wall, then the sky. “A day – probably. Depends what I find. It’s too late to start now, though, and she’s not going anywhere, so I’ll record things as they are, then we can start first thing tomorrow.”


“So you agree with Reyná that it’s a female?”


“Based on the skull, yeh, I’ll give him that. But you’ll need to have Elisabet Hovgaard confirm it when we have all the bones. Do you have any sort of tent we can put up while we work?”


“I’ll find something.”


“Okay, tak. And you never know, if you’re lucky she’ll turn



out to be a hundred years old and then you can forget it.”


Hentze shook his head. “I’m never that lucky,” he said, then looked away as a waterproof-clad figure strode up the hillside towards them. She was a young woman in her twenties, red hair spilling out from her hood and her face flushed with the exertion.


“Hi, hi,” she said, panting.


“This is my friend Katrina,” Sophie said. “She wanted to see the islands so she flew out with me for a couple of days.”


“It can’t be much of a holiday for you if Sophie’s working,” Hentze said. “Aren’t you bored?”


“Actually, I think it’s really interesting,” Katrina replied. “I mean, I get to see what Sophie does all day. I think that’s exciting.”


“Exciting? Oh, well, yes, I suppose so,” Hentze said, but he saw Sophie roll her eyes slightly as she turned to take a camera from a flight case on the ground.


“Is it okay to look at the burned-out house?” Katrina asked then. “It’s not a crime scene or something?”


“No, you can look,” Hentze said, “but don’t go too close. The whole thing’s unstable.”


“I’ll be careful,” Katrina said. And to Sophie, “Meet you at the car?”


“Yeh, give me five minutes.”


Katrina set off up the hill at an enthusiastic pace and Hentze turned to Sophie with a questioning look.


“What?” Sophie said.


“I was just thinking that you know how to show your girlfriend a good time.”




Sophie drew a sigh. “To be honest, I wish she’d stayed in Tórshavn to look at the shops or something.”


“Oh? I thought this was a new and exciting romance. Isn’t that what you said the other day?”


“Yeh, well, that was then and this is now,” Sophie said gloomily. “I barely get to go for a piss on my own. It’s claustrophobic.”


“Ah, well, there’s no one as enthusiastic as a new convert,” Hentze said drily. “Didn’t you say that, too?”


“Okay, go ahead and make fun,” Sophie said. “I probably deserve it.”


“Yeh, I think so,” Hentze said. “For five minutes, at least.”


Sophie gave him a look, then lifted her camera to take some photographs of the site. “So what’s the story behind all this?” she asked, changing the subject. “There was a fire and a guy was found dead, is that right?”


“Yeh, his name was Justesen,” Hentze told her. “He owned this land. He was also an alcoholic and terminally ill, so it looks like he hanged himself and his final cigarette burned the place down.”


“And this?” Sophie asked, gesturing at the hole in the partly dismantled wall.


“We’re only guessing, but at the moment I think Justesen uncovered the body – well, the skull anyway – before he died. Maybe it was some sort of act of contrition; not wanting to kill himself and leave her in an unknown grave. We don’t know.”


“Well he might have had the decency to do the job properly and take down the whole wall,” Sophie said, snapping a last photo of the hole. “Some people have no consideration.”




“No, no, that’s true,” Hentze said seriously. “But still, I expect if you give her the chance, Katrina will be only too glad to lend you a hand. Shall I ask her?”


“Don’t you bloody dare,” Sophie said. “Otherwise you might find yourself under your own pile of rocks.”


* * *


An hour later Hentze drove without hurry along Yviri við Strond, past the heliport and a new care home for the elderly that was nearing completion. The traffic wasn’t heavy and over the waters of Nólsoyarfjørður it was a flat, grey afternoon.


Remi Syderbø’s car was in the parking lot at the back of the police station and as he pulled in beside it Hentze was glad to see that the extra vans – shipped in from Denmark to deal with the anti-whaling protests – had gone. Good.


Inside, the ground floor and stairwell were quiet. It would be busier later for the night shift, but Hentze’s days of policing Tórshavn on a Saturday night were long gone. It wasn’t something he missed.


Reaching the third floor he found the CID corridor practically deserted; a subdued stillness that reminded him of the atmosphere after last year’s big storm had finally passed. Thirty-six hours of almost hurricane-force winds and heavy rain had stretched everyone to the limit, responding to emergencies as they arose, never certain what was going to happen next. It wasn’t until the winds slackened and the phones gradually stopped ringing that they had finally started to believe that the worst might be over.


Hentze hoped that they were experiencing a similar, slow



return to normality now. It was almost two days since the explosion at the harbour and the arrests across the islands, and one day since the Danish security service had finally confirmed that the emergency was over and there was no further threat. Although there was still some dispute about jurisdiction in the case, the terrorists – a term Hentze disliked – had been transported to Denmark to be held on remand in a high-security facility. The Danes were citing national security as a reason to indict the suspects in Copenhagen, while the Faroe Islands’ Prosecutor argued that the group should face a judge in Tórshavn.


It came down to politics, really, and unless he missed his guess, Hentze believed that having stood on principle for a while, the Faroese Prosecutor would “reluctantly” cede jurisdiction to Denmark. Better that than have the brouhaha of a large and complex prosecution eating up resources, followed by a trial dragging on for weeks or months. None of the accused were Faroese, so what did it matter where they were tried?


The one exception would be Lukas Drescher, who would undoubtedly be returned to stand trial for the murder of Erla Sivertsen. That was as it should be, but it wouldn’t be for six months at least, and more likely closer to a year.


Hentze didn’t bother to go to his own office but instead went along to Remi Syderbø’s door where he knocked perfunctorily before going in. He was expected.


The only light in the room was from the reading lamp on Remi’s desk. He was casually dressed and had his head on his hand as he read through a sheaf of papers, but he put them aside when Hentze walked in and waved him to a chair.




“So what does Sophie think?” Remi asked, standing up to come round the desk and take the second leather armchair.


“She agrees that it isn’t a recent death,” Hentze told him. “Which we could tell, so…”


“So there’s no rush to find answers.”


Hentze shook his head. “I don’t think so. Sophie reckons it’ll take a day to extract the remains so I’ll talk to Hans and get a couple of his people to help shift the stones, starting tomorrow. Then it’ll just be a matter of waiting for forensic results and going from there.”


“You still think there’s a link between the body being disturbed and the man – what was his name? Justesen? – who hanged himself in the house?”


“It’s only a theory,” Hentze said. “But it seems very coincidental if there isn’t some link. It was Justesen’s land after all.”


“So you’re still happy to oversee the case?”


“Sure, of course. At least until Ári comes back.”


“Yes, well, I need to talk to you about that,” Remi said. He took a moment, seemingly to try to formulate a diplomatic way to frame what he wanted to say next. In the end, though, the task seemed either too difficult, or perhaps just unnecessary. He pushed his glasses back on his nose. “This is strictly between us,” he said.


“If you say so,” Hentze agreed.


“Okay. Then you should know I’ve extended Ári’s sick leave. He was signed off for a week because of his injury but I’ve added another week’s leave. It hasn’t been fully worked out yet because there needs to be some reshuffling, but when he



does come back he’ll be moving to the Prosecutor’s office with responsibility for liaison with Denmark over the terrorism cases. To fill the gap, I’d like you to move up a grade.”


Hentze made to speak, but Remi held up a hand. “Yeh, yeh, I know. Temporarily. I know you don’t want the job, but someone has to step in or I can’t do this. And you’d be doing Ári a favour as much as anything else. If he comes back here, I think— Well, let’s just say things might be difficult. But the move to the Prosecutor’s office allows him to save face.”


“I suppose so,” Hentze said: acknowledgement and acceptance. It was possibly the worst kept secret in CID that Ári Niclasen had lost the confidence and support of most of those working under him. To be fair, the events of the last few weeks could hardly have been anticipated, but even so Ári hadn’t reacted well when the tensions around the whaling protests had been exacerbated by Erla Sivertsen’s murder and the subsequent bombing conspiracy. After responding in the way that Ári had to all that, it was hard to see how he could simply return to his job as if nothing had happened.


“Would I have to change offices?” Hentze asked.


“Would you want to?”


“Probably not, given that it’s only a temporary move.”


“Okay, stay in your broom cupboard then,” Remi said. “I don’t care as long as we get back to some kind of normality as quickly as possible. So, you’ll step up?”


“If that’s what you want.”


“Thank you. I think it’s best all round.”


Remi shifted then, as if he’d finally put something distasteful aside. “So, as acting inspector you should also



know that I’ve been in discussion with Petra Langley from the Alliance. It’s been agreed that there will be no more anti-whaling protests.”


“She agreed or was told?”


Remi blurred the distinction with a gesture. “The Prosecutor is willing to acknowledge that the people being held on terrorism charges were not representative of the Atlantic Wildlife Conservation Alliance. In exchange, Petra Langley accepts that any further protest action by AWCA could be unnecessarily provocative. They planned to leave in a couple of weeks anyway so they’ll wind up their operation early, leaving a few observers for any grinds that take place.”


Another way to save face, Hentze thought. Still, it was all for the best. Perhaps now they could get back to normality, as Remi wanted.


“Okay then,” Hentze said. “So, if that’s all sorted out, do you have any objection if I bring Annika Mortensen on to the CID team?”


“Annika? Isn’t she on sick leave because of her injuries from the explosion?”


“Yes, but I’d like to give her the opportunity to come back if she wants to. And since we seem to be playing musical chairs at the moment anyway…”


“Okay, whatever you think,” Remi said with an air of finality. “I’ll leave it to you.” He stood up and went back to his desk.


“Are you staying?” Hentze asked, getting to his feet.


Remi nodded and glanced at his watch. “Rosa invited the grandkids over for the afternoon.”




“But unfortunately Grandpa got called in to work?”


“Just for another hour or so, until they’ve worn themselves out.”


“No wonder we have a bad name with our wives,” Hentze said. “Even the weekends aren’t safe any more.”
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Monday/mánadagur


I AWOKE, TENSED UNTIL I KNEW WHERE I WAS AND THEN LAY still for a while, until my pulse slowed. When I looked at the time on my phone it was 4:50 but I knew I was too awake to sleep again now.


Downstairs my packed bag was on the floor of the sitting room. I went to make coffee and some toast from the last of the bread. Outside it was still very dark and there was the faint noise of rain on the windows. Beyond that – perhaps – I thought I could pick out the sound of the waves on Leynar’s black beach. It was high tide, I knew without thinking.


I’d grown very used to this place and thought I might miss it, although maybe what I’d miss most was the fact that living in Fríða’s guesthouse gave me the feeling of being detached from real life; from the need for decisions or action. It couldn’t last, but maybe that was as it should be. We might be cousins, but I couldn’t live off Fríða’s hospitality forever. She’d done enough over the last few weeks; it was time to go back.


After eating I had a shower and dressed. By the time I’d



done that I noticed that there were lights on in Fríða’s place. She was a naturally early riser – usually coming back from a run just as I raised the blinds – but today I’d beaten her to it, albeit not out of choice.


At the table I sipped another coffee and opened my iPad to a magazine article Tove Hald had translated from Danish. I’d read a couple of paragraphs when there was a knock on the door and when I called out Fríða came in. She was in running gear, her blonde hair tied up and back to accommodate a head torch on a sweatband.


“I saw the light was on,” she said, with a touch of concern. “You know we don’t need to leave for more than an hour?”


“Yeah, I know, but I was awake so…” I shrugged and then, to deflect the subject, I gestured to the iPad. “I was just catching up on my reading. Tove sent me an article from a Danish magazine called Provokation. It’s about Rasmus Matzen and the commune movement. He talks a bit about the Colony commune at Múli and why it didn’t succeed. Apparently it was hard to grow food there and the weather wasn’t what they expected.”


“It never is,” Fríða said drily. “But you have to come here to know that. Are you still thinking you’ll go to Denmark to see him, to ask if he remembers your mother?”


I put the iPad aside. “I think so. Maybe at the end of the week. And Hjalti Hentze has asked a colleague in Copenhagen if she’ll let me look at the police report on Lýdia’s suicide.”


“So you’ve talked to Hjalti about Lýdia?”


“A little.”


“Good,” she said with a nod.




“Why good?”


“Because he reads people well,” Fríða said matter-of-factly. Then, “And it won’t be a problem for you to go?”


“Not for me, no.”


From her expression I could tell that she thought I’d dodged the question – which I had – but my interview with the Directorate of Professional Standards was set for tomorrow and once it was done the cards could fall as they liked. I wasn’t sure how much I cared about the outcome any more – not enough to talk about it, anyway – so I picked up my mug and stood up.


“Coffee?” I asked.


Fríða shook her head and straightened up. “Nej, takk. I still want to run – just a short one,” she added. “Twenty minutes, then a shower and we can go.”


“It’s still dark,” I pointed out. “Listen, why don’t you run later? I’ll call a taxi instead. I don’t want to mess up your day.”


“The dark doesn’t matter,” she said, as pragmatic as ever. “I have my torch and the road’s very smooth. No, I’ll go now and we can leave for Vágar in an hour, okay?”


I knew better than to argue, so I didn’t and later we drove to the airport as the sky started to pink up and the rain slackened off to a drizzle.


In the car park Fríða hugged me and kissed my cheek before getting back in her car, pulling away as I towed my bag across the wet tarmac to the terminal building. From then on whatever mixed feelings I had about leaving this place were gradually subsumed by the practicalities of travel, and then by the slow widening of distance – both real and imagined.
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UNDER THE STARK MORTUARY LIGHTS ELISABET HOVGAARD surveyed the bones from the sheepfold at Múli, now laid out in skeletal order. They had been cleaned and the accreted dirt had been collected, filtered and sampled for lab analysis in Denmark. What was left was only human, and all the more naked for that, Hentze thought.


“It’s a long time since I had to do this,” Elisabet said, assessing the layout of the bones as if Hentze was responsible for setting her an unwelcome test of anatomical knowledge. “But for our purposes I don’t suppose it matters so much whether I’ve got metacarpals and metatarsals in the wrong place. What’s most to the point is that we seem to have everything accounted for.” She looked towards Sophie. “You did a good job.”


At the end of the stainless-steel table Sophie Krogh took a final photograph of the skeleton’s clavicle, then lowered the camera to look at its screen.


“It was easier because she hadn’t been buried,” Sophie said. “At least not by much; the ground’s pretty stony. My guess is they tried to dig a grave but then thought it would be



easier – maybe quicker – just to dump rocks on top.”


“And then build a sheep shelter?” Hentze asked, with only the slightest hint of scepticism.


“Well, it would be one way to make it less obvious that it was a grave site,” Sophie said. “Also less chance of it being disturbed later on.”


“True,” Hentze agreed. “So, what do we know?”


Elisabet peeled off her gloves and crossed to a worktop where she picked up an iPad and an e-cigarette. She tapped the first and sucked on the other, making the light in the end of it glow.


“I’m trying to quit,” she said when she saw Hentze’s vaguely quizzical look. She exhaled vapour. “Don’t say anything, all right?”


“Not a word,” Hentze agreed.


“Good.” Elisabet glanced at the iPad. “What I can tell you is that she was female, as we already thought. Approximately 170 centimetres tall, aged between thirty and forty. As far as it’s possible to tell I’d say she was in good general health – no signs of osteoporosis, arthritis or disease, although she had an ante mortem break to the right-hand side of her clavicle: her collarbone. It was healing, though,” she added, anticipating Hentze’s question. “I’d say it happened between a month and six weeks before she died.”


“Is it suspicious?” Hentze asked.


“No, not in my book,” Elisabet said. “It could easily have been caused by a fall. Most are, unless you count contact sports. She’d probably have been wearing a sling, but maybe not.”


“Could it help to identify her?”




“It’s possible. If it happened here and if she was treated in the hospital there might be a record. The problem is, we don’t know how far back to go.”


“Between 1973 and 1975 might be a good starting point,” Hentze said. “That’s when the commune was active.”


“I’ll get someone to take a look,” Elisabet said. “We have a new intern who shouldn’t be let loose on the living or the dead yet.”


“Thanks.” Hentze looked back at the skeleton. “So is there anything to say how she might have died?”


Elisabet took another pull on her e-cigarette. “There’s nothing as obvious as a fractured skull or multiple unhealed breaks, if that’s what you mean. But Sophie thinks she may have found something else.”


“It was only because I was cleaning the bones,” Sophie said, as if she didn’t want to accept any credit for extraordinary perception. She picked up one of the higher vertebrae and Hentze followed her across to an illuminated magnifier on the worktop. Holding the bone under the lens, Sophie turned it and then used the end of a wooden spatula to point out a thin mark about a centimetre long.


“Can you see it?” she asked.


Hentze squinted and leaned in closer to the lens. “I think so. The straight line?”


“Yeh. Nothing in nature is straight. I think it may be some kind of tool mark.”


“What kind of tool?”


“My guess is a knife or blade,” Sophie said. “It needs to be properly examined, though. I’m not an expert, but Per



Olesen and his team at Roskilde could tell you.”


Hentze stood back. “And if it is a cut mark, what would that say? What would it mean?”


“It’s on C4, a cervical vertebra, here,” Elisabet said. She pointed to her neck just to the rear of her jaw. “Which could be consistent with her throat being cut, the same way you can kill a sheep.”


For a second Hentze had to remind himself that the dumpy, often good-hearted woman before him was as unfazed by discussions of death and its causes as he was by a break-in or a domestic dispute.


“So we must suspect murder,” he said. “Not just from the possible cut mark, but also from the way she was buried.”


“Sorry, Hjalti,” Elisabet said.


Hentze gave a resigned shrug. “Never mind. I’m sure one day I’ll ask a question and someone will tell me I don’t need to worry, everything’s fine.”


Sophie laughed drily. “You’d better not come and work in Denmark,” she said.


* * *


From the hospital Hentze drove the short distance to Tvørgøta, which lay halfway up the slope of land that enfolded Tórshavn in the crook of the bay. Officer Annika Mortensen’s flat was in the top half of a house, accessed around the back and up a flight of grey metal steps. By the door there was a solitary pot containing a lemon tree about a metre tall. It didn’t have any fruit.


Hentze knocked on the door and waited. After half a



minute he knocked again, calling out, “Annika, it’s Hjalti.”


This time he was answered by an indistinct call from inside. It sounded like, “Hold on.”


A minute or so later Annika Mortensen opened the door. She was dressed in pair of sweatpants and an oversized cardigan and was wearing her hair down. It also seemed a little more swept forward than usual, although this did little to hide the dressings on her forehead, right cheek and on her neck. Her left hand was bandaged as well, all the result of a burning mixture of petrol, diesel and oil. The same stuff had so badly injured the girl carrying the explosive device that she’d died twelve hours later; if Annika had been closer in her pursuit it was possible she would have been severely injured or killed, too.


“Are you hiding?” Hentze asked when Annika glanced warily at the steps behind him, as if she suspected he might be the scout for a larger raiding party.


“Yeh.” Annika nodded.


“From who?”


“Start with my mother and go on till you get to Heri,” Annika said. She stood back and held the door wider. “Come in. I’ll make tea.”


“I’d prefer coffee,” Hentze said, following her inside. He knew about Annika’s herbal teas.


“Sorry, I don’t think I have any.”


“Well it’ll have to be tea then, I suppose. Thanks.”


Annika made tea while Hentze prowled the sitting room. He felt slightly remiss for not coming before, although he had visited Annika in hospital the day after the incident. Since



then, though, there had been an almost constant procession of paperwork to be dealt with, which had only increased now that he was covering Ári Niclasen’s job.


“So, how are you feeling?” he asked when Annika carried two mugs in from the kitchen. The aroma they gave off was reminiscent of Chinese herbal medicine and when Hentze took a tentative sip it tasted like it, too. He put it discreetly aside.


“In myself, fine,” Annika said. “I’m going to see Hans Lassen tomorrow about coming back to work.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yeh I am,” Annika said, sounding a touch jaded. “I mean, it’s not like I’m ill. Apart from this” – she gestured with her bandaged left hand – “I’m perfectly well, and I’d rather be doing something than sitting around here. I don’t suppose Hans will want me out on patrol while I still look like an extra from The Curse of the Mummy’s Tomb but I could man the control room.”


It was one of the things Hentze liked about Annika: she wasn’t one for self-pity, and if she said she’d do something you knew that she would. That same attitude was at least partly responsible for the burns she’d sustained a few nights ago.


“Well, if you’re set on coming back you could come in to CID,” he told her. “We’re one short at the moment, so there’s a gap.”


“You mean because of Ári?”


“Mm, sort of,” Hentze said. “It hasn’t been generally announced yet, but he’s moving over to the Prosecutor’s office, so I’m standing in until Remi sorts out a permanent replacement. Anyway, that leaves an opening – if you want it.”




“Yes, yeh, of course,” Annika said. “But you do know I’ve already applied to Copenhagen CID, right?”


“Sure, yes, I know. Have you heard back yet?”


“No, I think it’ll be at least another couple of weeks.”


“So you could think of this as a dry run until then. And if you want it I’ve got a case you can look after.”


“Which case? I mean, not that I’m being picky.”


“It’s the woman’s remains from Múli. Has Heri told you about it?” Heri Kalsø was her boyfriend and another uniform officer at the station.


“Yeh, a bit,” Annika said. “Do you know who she was yet?”


“No, still unidentified, but it looks pretty certain she was murdered – not just because the body was concealed, but because she was buried face down and naked. Her throat may also have been cut.”


“Seriously?”


“Unfortunately, yes.” He considered Annika for a second. “So that’s what you’d be working on: finding out who she was and how she came to be there.”


“Who else is on the team?”


“Just you. Because of the age of the skeleton and the death of the most likely suspect, Remi’s not keen to expend a lot of manpower on it. People are busy enough after last week, so that’s understandable, I suppose, but this woman has already been forgotten for years, so I think the least we can do is give her what attention we can.”


“Yeh, of course,” Annika agreed. “But if it is murder, shouldn’t you give it to someone more experienced?”


“Of course, but beggars can’t be choosers, can they?”



Hentze said, his tone light. “So, what do you think – are you interested? You can do all the legwork and then I’ll take the credit.”


“Sure, of course. I wouldn’t expect anything else.” Annika grinned. “Thanks, Hjalti.”


Hentze waved it away, then dug in his pocket for a flash drive which he tossed across to her. “This has what we know at the moment, so you’ll be able to do your homework before tomorrow. We’ll talk it through then.” He glanced at his watch and stood up. “I have to go. Ári scheduled about a dozen meetings this week and I haven’t been able to cancel them all yet, so…”


“So you have to grin and bear them?”


“Well, I have to bear them at least,” Hentze said.


Annika followed him to the back door and held it as he went out of the flat. “By the way,” she said, “I meant to ask you before, is Jan Reyná still around? I haven’t seen him since the explosion.”


“No, he had to go home.”


“Oh. Right. But he was okay?”


“Better than he would have been if he’d drunk your tea,” Hentze said, pursing his lips in distaste. “If you bring it into CID I’ll have to send you back to uniform. Detectives only drink coffee. That’s the first rule.”


Annika laughed. “Thanks for the tip. I’ll remember.”


“Good. I’ll see you tomorrow, then,” Hentze said. “Eight o’clock.”
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IT WAS MID-AFTERNOON WHEN I OPENED THE DOOR OF THE flat and pulled my holdall awkwardly after me, letting the door close itself. The air inside was suspended and stale and there was the sweet scent of a browning apple in the fruit bowl. The light from the windows seemed grey and worn out, as if it, too, had been trapped. You see it a lot as a copper, places where time has been stopped and where nothing has been touched for days, weeks or months. Even so, it was odd to view the place more like a crime scene than a home, although it had never really been that. It had been intended to be temporary after the divorce, but somehow I was still there after eight years.


I dropped three weeks’ worth of mail on the counter that divided the kitchen from the living room, and left the holdall where it was. I went to the bathroom, then the bedroom, then back to the living room. I opened a window a couple of inches, then checked the answerphone display but didn’t pick up the handset despite sixteen messages blinking at me.


I was home, but I wasn’t. I looked out of the window over the stepped skyline of roofs and block buildings. The first



thing I’d noticed outside the airport was that the landscape was constrained wherever I looked: everything parcelled, divided, confined. The once-known had become foreign and I didn’t feel that I fitted here or anywhere now.


I turned and looked round the flat. I could still feel the momentum of travel and when I considered all the dull practicalities of restarting my interaction with this place I knew the black dog was stirring. It was too soon to come to a rest so I picked up my car keys and let the door slam again as I went out.


* * *


The car had a thin coating of dust, which I took to show there hadn’t been much rain while I’d been gone. The water jets and windscreen wipers created a double arc through the grime and I left it at that, adjusting to driving on the left again as I navigated the side streets as far as the ring road and headed west to the leafier suburbs where the sprawl of the city hadn’t entirely subsumed older, smaller villages into its red brick and greyness.


The traffic hadn’t reached rush-hour proportions yet and muscle memory took me out to Wingfield without major hold-ups. Off the main road this was a place of avenues and closes: the place where I’d been brought up; not much changed and not a bad place for that. At the end of Peter and Ketty’s road I used the turning circle, then I came back and stopped beside the drive of the house.


Peter, my uncle and adoptive father, answered the door and we hugged on the step before he stood back, appraising



me. Even in retirement he still managed to look as if he was only on a day off and tomorrow he’d be back to solicitor’s business. Only the slight Parkinson’s tremor in his left hand gave the lie to it.


“So, how are you?” he asked, as if his own appraisal wasn’t enough without my own verdict, too.


“Okay,” I told him. “Fine.”


He nodded and ushered me inside. In the kitchen Ketty was preparing a meal, dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt that might have looked unnaturally optimistic on a woman ten years her junior, but with her well-cut grey hair and Faroese looks they just seemed effortlessly stylish. She was my mother’s sister so it had always been tempting to think there would be some similarity between them if Lýdia had still been alive, but from what I knew about Lýdia now I doubted that would be true.


Ketty and Peter always ate early so Ketty’s first order of business was to ascertain that I would stay, that I’d eat, and that I should know she had to go out to her knitting group later. After that she kissed my cheek and put her arm around me for a few seconds. She’d never been an overly tactile or expressive woman: too practical and down-to-earth for that. Childhood grazes and cuts warranted antiseptic and plasters, and sympathy for as long as they took to apply; adult wounds like divorce were self-inflicted and she wanted no part. Sum tú reiðir, skalt tú liggja: as you make your bed, so you can lie.


In reality she wasn’t quite as chilly as that made her sound, but she was tough and to the point – maybe more so the older she’d got – so I was prepared for an interrogation



as she tended to the cooking. But for once she was uncharacteristically forbearing, perhaps because she believed it was only her insistence that had made me go back to the Faroes: a last chance to make peace with Signar, my father. She’d got her way, even if the outcome hadn’t been what she might have wanted. Perhaps she thought she should give me a break now.


There was still one question that couldn’t be avoided, though.


“Did you speak to Signar in the hospital?” she asked, lifting the lid of the casserole dish to stir it.


“A little.” I didn’t say it had been barely six words. “It was the right thing to do,” I added. “You were right about that.” I could give her that much, even if it was less than the truth.


“Good. I’m glad if you think so,” she said with a short nod. “These things, they should be done.”


She covered the pot again and gestured to the cutlery drawer. “Set a place for yourself at the table, then we can eat.”


We ate in front of the window that overlooked the garden and I was glad of the distraction that eating provided. It let me space out or divert the questions Ketty still had: who had I met, where had I been and what had I done? Peter, perhaps wisely, didn’t say a great deal.


What I told them was heavily redacted, in part because to go into detail would have taken too long, and partly because I knew Ketty’s main interest was in people, not events. So I talked about the people and places she’d know or know of. She hadn’t been back to the Faroes for more than twenty years – the last time for her father’s funeral – but she still had



an expatriate’s bond to the place. She tutted when something I said made her realise that something had changed in Tórshavn, as if the place had obviously gone to hell in a handcart because of her absence. I was almost prepared for her to announce that she’d have to go back and tell them the error of their ways, so she surprised me when she rose from the table at the end of the meal and said flatly, “Well, I won’t see it again.”


“Why not?” I asked.


She made a pragmatic shrug. “Why would I want to? Just to sit around talking to people and saying how things have changed for the worse? No. It’s not my business any more.” She picked up a plate, as if that put an end to the matter, and then turned to Peter. “You can get Jan to help wash the dishes. I need to change.”


Peter and I decamped to the kitchen as bidden and a few minutes later Ketty came in wearing a jacket and looking Scandinavian smart. She was carrying a cloth bag full of knitting. “I won’t be late,” she told Peter, then touched my arm briefly. “Come back again soon.”


I told her I would and she was gone. Ketty was like that – the sort of person who goes away to figure things out.


After we’d finished the dishes Peter took two beers from the fridge, and we carried them outside because it was still fairly warm and I had a pack of duty-free Prince in my hand. We sat at a wrought-iron table on the patio amongst the pot plants Ketty favoured for their neatness. I struck a light to the first cigarette from the pack and leaned back, finally beginning to relax.




“When did you start smoking again?” Peter asked.


“I haven’t, not seriously.”


For a moment he seemed to debate whether to challenge me about it, but then said instead, “So, you survived the family reunion.”


“More or less.”


“Ketty was glad you went. You know how she is. She might not show it, but she was worried that you’d regret it later if you didn’t.”


“Well it wasn’t much of a reconciliation,” I said. “I don’t think he knew who I was.”


“Oh. I see. I’m sorry.”


I dismissed it with a gesture. “It doesn’t matter. In some ways it might even have been better that way.”


I drew smoke and flicked ash towards a plant pot. “Listen, can you tell me something? How well did you know Lýdia?”


Peter accepted the change in the subject without apparent reservation and considered it for a moment. “Not well,” he said in the end. “I met her for the first time when Ketty and I got engaged. And she came to the wedding, of course. She would have been about fifteen then, I suppose. After that I don’t think I saw her again until she left Signar and brought you to England.”


“In ’75?”


“Yes.”


“Did you ever find out what was behind that – her leaving Signar, I mean?”


He thought about that, as if deciding on the best way to sum it up. “I think your father wanted a traditional wife,” he



said in the end. “And Lýdia didn’t like the constraints.”


“Was he abusive?”


“I don’t think so; not physically, as far as I know. Domineering might be a better word, but that’s only my impression. Lýdia’s English wasn’t as good as Ketty’s and she never really talked about what had happened – not to me.”


I took a pull on my beer. “While I was in the Faroes I saw Lýdia’s medical records,” I told him. “And I talked to a couple of people who knew her before we left the islands. From the sound of it her behaviour was pretty erratic. I think she might have been suffering from bipolar disorder, or something like it.”


He thought about that, and I could tell that the solicitor’s habit of not passing judgement hadn’t left him even after three years of retirement. “I don’t know enough about that sort of thing,” he said in the end. “She was certainly… impulsive. When she came here she didn’t seem to have any plan: she just arrived and then you were only here for a few months before you went off to Denmark. That was the last time I saw her before she died.”


“Did you know she’d tried to kill herself before, on the Faroes?”


“No.”


Which meant Ketty didn’t know either, I assumed.


“So you had no warning when she died in Copenhagen,” I said.


“No, nothing. The first thing we knew about it was a phone call from the police there. They said Lýdia was dead and they were calling because Ketty was listed as her next of kin.”




“Not Signar?”


“No. I don’t know where they got the information from – maybe her passport – but Signar wasn’t mentioned. You were in a foster home and they said they needed a blood relation to take responsibility for you, so we flew out late the following day. It was harder to arrange things like that in those days.”


I knew most of the rest: not from memory but from what I’d been told in the few instances when I’d asked Ketty about it. They hadn’t been many because I’d always instinctively known it wasn’t something either Ketty or Peter felt comfortable with, perhaps because they thought I should be protected from it. But I was as close now as I’d ever been to the subject, so in the end I trod out the cigarette I’d almost forgotten and sat forward a little.


“Did you have to make a formal identification?” I asked.


Peter nodded. “Ketty, not me. After that we were taken to see you. I think they were concerned because you wouldn’t speak. To be honest, I had the impression they just wanted to pass on the responsibility for you as quickly as possible. It took a few days to sort out the papers, but after that – because Ketty was a Danish-Faroese citizen and Lýdia’s next of kin – they let us take you away.”


“Did they tell you anything else about how Lýdia died – I mean beyond the fact that she took an overdose?”


A look of concern crossed Peter’s face and he’d started to shake his head before he thought better of it.


“What?” I asked.


He shook his head, more clearly this time. “It wasn’t an overdose,” he said, then took a moment. “She cut her wrists.”




It wasn’t what I’d expected – known. “No. Ketty told me… She definitely said it was pills.”


“When?”


I frowned. “I don’t know. Years ago, when I was a teenager, I suppose.”


Peter nodded, as if that explained it. “She told me,” he said. “You’d never asked before and when you did she thought it would be better – less upsetting – if she said it was tablets. I’m sorry.”


The shift in perspective – in reality – threw me off kilter. It felt like déjá vu in reverse: not the feeling that I’d seen it before, but instead that what I’d always taken for real was an illusion. I’d pictured it, of course, and in that sense maybe Ketty had been right. It had been easier – less upsetting – to simply imagine someone going to sleep and not waking up. The setting may have varied in my imagination over the years, but always at the centre of it were a bed and a bedroom and a still, peaceful figure. I’d managed to hold on to that illusion – to protect it, I suppose – even after I’d learned the truth: that deaths by overdose aren’t necessarily any more comfortable or clean than any others. But in my illusion there was no vomit or spasm, no voiding of bowels and bladder, only peace and repose. An easy death. Too easy. Too easy to do. Too easy to leave.


To leave me.


I knew that’s what the various child psychologists had thought: that I resented Lýdia for abandoning me, and that I blamed Signar for failing, as my father, to make it all right afterwards. That was why I’d been troubled, they thought.



That was why I’d been disruptive, resentful and reckless and given Ketty and Peter a dozen years of various shit: some of it worse than the rest, but all shit just the same.


Truth was, you didn’t need to be a psychologist to figure out any of that. I could have told them myself at any point between the ages of ten and eighteen – I just chose not to. Fuck them. I knew what I knew and it was my business, not theirs. They could all just fuck off and leave me alone.


“Jan?”


It came to me that Peter was speaking again and when I looked up I saw he was watching me with a frown of concern.


“It’s getting chilly,” he said again. “Let’s go inside. Yes?”


He stood up but I stayed where I was. “Do you have any documents?” I asked. “Her death certificate? Anything official?”


“Yes, there were some things. I’d have to find them, though. I’m not sure where they’ll be.”


I was pretty sure he wasn’t telling the truth. Peter was an organised man, and if I’d pressed him I think it might have taken him five minutes at most. But I knew what he was trying to do, and that it was well meant, so I didn’t press him. Besides, his instinct to hold back might have been better than my own at that moment. I stood up and followed him inside, to the kitchen.


I was more tired from the day’s continual movement than I’d realised, and probably not at my best, all things considered. I ought to go home, take a shower, go to bed in good time. I ought to think about tomorrow.


“I’ll get off and leave you in peace,” I told Peter, putting my not-quite-empty bottle down by the sink. “I’ve still got a few things to catch up on.”




“Sure, of course.”


“You’ll look for that stuff, though? Anything you have. I’d like to see it.”


He nodded. “I’ll look in the morning and give you a call. I can bring it over to you; I’m thinking of Ketty.”


Which I already knew. Peter Sherland was a good, decent man. He had to be to have put up with me for all the years that he had.


“Okay. Takk,” I said.


He chuckled, a lighter note, and I realised what I’d said without thinking.


“Takk fyri,” I said, and meant it this time.
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IT WAS DARK BY THE TIME I GOT BACK TO THE FLAT, CARRYING a pint of petrol-station milk and a bottle of tonic I’d picked up on the way. The mundane action of buying the things had finally reconnected me to being here, despite the foreign notes in my wallet. It had also served to refocus my head on the here and now – or, more precisely, on tomorrow. Like it or not it demanded attention – if only until the interview was over – and as if to reinforce that fact I heard a call when I was a few yards away from the entrance door to the flats.


“Jan.”


In the light from a street lamp I saw a woman in her early thirties, dressed in jeans and short jacket. Donna Scott moved briskly to be sure she’d reach me before I got to the door. Out of instinct I glanced round, checking the other cars I’d passed in the parking area, realising even as I did it that it was a waste of time.


“Have you got a minute?” Donna asked as she stopped in front of me.


“You shouldn’t be here,” I said.


“I need to talk to you. About tomorrow.”




That went without saying, and for a moment I was tempted to tell her that I didn’t need to talk. Instead, though, I turned and moved towards the building again. Donna came alongside me and after a couple of steps I said, “How did you know I was back?”


She gestured upward towards the flat. “Your window. It wasn’t open before. And your car wasn’t here.”


That was the sort of copper she was.


“I was sorry to hear about your dad,” she said.


I wondered how she had heard about that, but not enough to let it lead to a further discussion that I didn’t want.


“Thanks,” I said, unlocking the door. “You’d better come in.”


We went up to the flat in silence and I opened the door, switched on the lights and took the milk and the tonic to the fridge while Donna went into the living room.


“When did you get back?” she asked across the breakfast counter. My bag was still in the centre of the living-room floor.


“A few hours ago.”


“You cut it fine.”


It was hard to tell from her tone whether she thought that showed confidence or that I’d made a mistake. “Did you hear about Paul Carney?” she asked, changing the subject.


I left the kitchen and went into the living room. “I haven’t heard anything,” I said. “What about him?”


“DNA’s matched him to another rape in Doncaster eight months ago. They got a positive match from our arrest sample: hair and fibre, the whole lot. The girl took a chunk out of his cheek with her nails so he beat her to a pulp.



Fifteen,” she added. “He took her from a bus stop, just like Claire Tilman, so it’s a no-brainer: he obviously did both.”


It was a simplistic interpretation, based more on hope than on logic. The Directorate of Professional Standards’ questions tomorrow wouldn’t be based on whether Carney had, in fact, raped Claire Tilman three times in the space of thirteen hours; or whether he’d kept her terrified and gagged in a garage during that time.


Donna Scott and I both knew that Paul Carney had done all that, leaving Claire so traumatised that she wouldn’t leave the house unaccompanied even now, but it still wasn’t the point. What the DPS were interested in – all they were interested in – was the allegation that Claire had been coached in her identification of Carney; prepared to the extent that she’d been shown his photo as a possible suspect several hours before she’d been asked to make a formal identification of her attacker. In The Job or out of it, coaching a witness was perverting the course of justice and it was a criminal offence; it was also what Donna and I would be facing if the DPS decided she’d done that and I’d let it go when I found out.


I went to the desk by the window, turned the chair and sat down. “So what did you tell the DPS when they asked why you had Carney’s mugshot on your phone?” I said.


She shrugged. “The same as before. I said I had it because Carney matched a description we’d been given and I’d been looking for him that afternoon.”


“Before Claire made the ID of Carney from the video line-up?”


“I had to,” she said. “They examined my phone, so they



knew when the picture went on. But I told them I left the phone in the car while we were at Claire’s, so she couldn’t have seen his photo. I said you could verify that.”


“So how did you account for Claire saying that she did see Carney’s picture on your phone?” I asked.


Donna stiffened a little, the way some people do when they’re on the stand. Her voice became neutral, matter-of-fact. “I said I’d done several interviews with her and during some of them she was very upset, so she must have got the sequence of events mixed up. I told them I’d only shown her the photo the day after Carney was charged, to prove to her that he was in custody and couldn’t hurt her again.”


“What about Matt Callaghan?” I said. “Will he back that up?” Callaghan had been partnered with Donna on the day she claimed to have shown the picture to Claire.


Donna shook her head. “He bottled it,” she said with more than a touch of disdain. “He said he didn’t see it because he’d stepped out to talk to Claire’s parents.”


So it came back to me, which was what Kirkland, my superintendent, had wanted. If the DPS believed that Donna had coached Claire to identify Carney, then at the very least I’d be seen as guilty of inadequate supervision for letting it happen. At worst I’d be deemed to have helped or encouraged her to pervert the course of justice.


Like I said, it didn’t matter that Paul Carney was Claire Tilman’s attacker and that everyone knew it. That wasn’t the sort of justice DPS investigations were concerned with.


“So, what do you think?” Donna asked.


I knew what she wanted. She’d been in limbo for over



three weeks, not knowing how to prepare herself, or for what. But I’d been out of it, too, and I still wasn’t fully back yet. I needed a drink and a shower and to unpack my bag and open the mail, and unless I was prepared to commit myself now there was nothing left to say. Donna had given her statement to the DPS and there was no changing that. Sum tú reiðir, skalt tú liggja.


I stood up. “Let’s see how it goes in the morning,” I told her. “I need to unpack.”


She hesitated for a moment, then nodded stiffly. “I’ve been told to make myself available after they’ve seen you.”


“Yeah, well, they’ll want to make a decision without dragging it out.”


“I suppose. Got your suit pressed?” She almost managed to make it offhand.


“Nah, sod it,” I said, matching her tone. “I’ll turn up like this. What can they do?”
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