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         “How come you’re looking at that again?” Mark Haldbjerg asked, making Roland’s already tense body give a shudder. He hadn’t heard him come in. Roland had turned up early, because he wanted time to read the coroner’s report concerning the suicide of Julius Habekost again. Karina had gone to Sealand along with Viktor Enevoldsen.

         “Good morning, Mark. Oh, just checking something,” he mumbled.

         “I see that it concerns Julius Habekost, but that case has been closed, Roland.”

         Mark hung his jacket on the hall stand and straightened his tie. He would be conducting a press conference today regarding a disciplinary issue he had been investigating alongside Viktor Enevoldsen. A police officer on duty at Emergency Services had responded inappropriately to a citizen who had dialed 112.

         “I know, but…”

         Mark looked at his watch and decided that he had enough time for a cup of coffee.

         “Fancy a cup?” he asked from the coffee machine. Roland mumbled something in the affirmative.

         Mark put the cup down next to him and sat down on the other side of the desk behind his own computer screen.

         “By the way, how did your friendly chat with the Commissioner of Police go yesterday afternoon?” he asked a bit too cheerfully; it had not been at all cheerful.

         Roland had had to come up with a plausible story as to the recovery of the cigarette pack wrapper with Gregor Petrov’s fingerprint, without mentioning Anne Larsen’s role in the matter. When he had let a thought swirl around his head several times during the night, it had become so realistic to him that he could easily present it to the Commissioner without feeling as if he was lying, and that let him save his hide and avoid a reprimand for using the resources of the national police to work on a private matter.

         “I’m sure you must have heard about the woman the two dustmen found dead in an alley this morning, haven’t you?” Roland asked.

         “I have. The drug addict.”

         “The online news claim that she was. A completely ordinary drug overdose….but that happens to be Eva Maja Karlsen they found, with a syringe in her neck. Patrick Asp’s wife.”

         “Wasn’t she a drug addict as well? I seem to recall something about…”

         “Yes, when Asp was part of the gang scene, they were both on drugs, but things changed when she became pregnant with their child. Patrick Asp withdrew from the gang scene, and as far as I know, there weren’t any more drugs involved.”

         “When she was expecting the baby Patrick Asp strangled with his bare hands.”

         “Yes, but… that’s another matter. What’s interesting is that his wife was in a relationship with – you wouldn’t believe it. Gregor Petrov.”

         “The Cleaner?! She was in a relationship with… bloody hell!” Mark went silent and scratched his red beard. “How on earth do you know that?”

         Roland took a sip of coffee.

         “I know a reporter. They always know a thing or two, but that means that there is a connection between Patrick Asp and The Cleaner.”

         “The Cleaner probably ought to be careful if he has been having relations with Patrick Asp’s wife. According to the stories, people like that don’t take kindly to that sort of thing, and…”

         “Listen, will you? From Asp, there is another connection to both Karl Dallerup, who sentenced him, to Vivian Elsted, who failed to free him, and…”

         “And to Julius Habekost, who supplied Asp with narcotics and mobile phones in prison. Is that why you’re looking over that coroner’s report again?”

         “Yes. If The Cleaner is involved, it might not be a suicide. Maybe Vivian Elsted did not crash her car by accident, and Karl Dallerup – who even knows what happened to him? There are no new developments in that case.”

         “But still, Roland,” Mark leaned back in his chair with a pensive look and shot him a puzzled glance. “Why would someone kill Habekost?”

         “That’s the question.”

         Mark suddenly smiled.

         “Does that mean you managed to convince the Commissioner that the plastic wrapper you managed to sneak in with the proper evidence was connected to the suicide, and thus to the case of George Marsh and Leif Skovby?”

         Roland nodded eagerly.

         “But that case is closed, Roland, how…”

         “The police interrogated both George and Leif again last night. Catching Gregor Petrov is a very high priority with both the Danish police and Interpol.”

         Even so, Roland, it’s not an IPGU case anymore…”

         “I know, but…”

         Mark suddenly stood up and looked at his watch again.

         “This is a very interesting development, Roland, but I have to get going. See you later.”

         “Alright, good luck facing the press.”

         Roland went back to studying the coroner’s report about the dead prison guard, and the pictures of his battered corpse. One might wonder if it really was Julius Habekost, given how mutilated the face was. But Mark was right. Why kill him?

         Could someone have paid The Cleaner to commit the murder, and if so, who was it? Patrick Asp? He did have a motive, since Julius Habekost was about to be discovered as the source of narcotics and phones into the prison. He would be able to reveal the connection to him, but even so – wasn’t that a bit far-fetched?

         He didn’t look away from the pictures when his phone rang. It was Anne Larsen. She sounded agitated.

         “I’ve just been informed that the dead woman they found in an alley here in Aarhus this morning had been identified as Eva Maja Karlsen, Patrick Asp’s wife,” she said, almost panting.

         “Yes, Anne. I’m aware of that.” 

         “She was not a drug addict, Roland! I’m certain she was murdered by that Uwe Finch. Did you find out who he really is?”

         Roland stopped looking at the pictures. He hadn’t told Anne Larsen the result of the fingerprint examination, and he wondered if he should. The Commissioner had made it very clear that it was not to be made public that they were searching for Gregor Petrov, but on the other hand, Anne was the one who had provided the clue. He checked his watch.

         “Do you have time to join me for lunch?” he asked.

         Anne Larsen arrived ten minutes late at the Gäst Restaurant, on the other side of the street from the IPGU building by the train station. When she had mentioned that she had to go into the city to cover the murder in the alley, he had suggested that they could meet there.

         “I’m sorry. Traffic,” she said, slightly out of breath, taking off her backpack. She had spotted him easily, since he had found a free table by the window and waved to her when she rushed past. Now he suddenly felt that it was a bit strange that he had been sitting there waiting for her, after inviting her to lunch. Earlier, he would have done everything he could to keep journalists at a distance.

         He could have told her that they hadn’t managed to recover any fingerprints from the plastic wrapper. That would have been the easiest thing to do, but Anne Larsen was quite remarkable. She was not just an ordinary journalist. She had certain skills, and he knew that they might become very useful.

         “I’m anxious to find out what it is you want to tell me,” she said with a smile as she pulled out the chair and sat down. He handed her the menu.

         “I’ve ordered antipasti misto, mixed Italian specialties,” he informed her.

         “Of course, you have,” she said, still with that same smile. She ordered a salad with ham, mozzarella, olives, and tomato. Then she looked at him expectantly.

         “What I’m about to tell you is highly confidential and must on no account be made public. Is that clear?”

         Anne’s expression went serious from one moment to the next. It was so spontaneous that it almost looked amusing.

         “Did they find a fingerprint then?”

          He nodded and lowered his voice, even though he was sure no one was listening. The restaurant was quite noisy, as it was almost full.

         “It turns out Uwe Finch’s real name is Gregor Petrov.”

         Anne turned one ear slightly towards him and gaped a little.
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