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         He doesn’t know where he is - the beanie that is pulled down over his face blinds him, and it also flattens his nose. He breathes through his mouth, and he feels the smell of his sour breath every time he exhales. He has been lying in a car that has been driven, and now he’s outside The hands that pushed him out of the car and now pull him forward, hold his arms with hard grips. There is no sound of other people, and there is no sound of traffic here either. His foggy mind tries to understand what this means. The car-ride was short, not more than ten minutes he thinks, and he can feel a cool breeze against his arms: it’s probably night time.

         He has given up on thoughts that this is some kind of sick joke a long time ago, and he doesn’t try to talk to his captors anymore. He hears waves splash against something and he understands from the sounds and the feeling of what is underfoot, that he’s walking on a wooden jetty. The smells of gasoline and seaweed enhance the image of his surroundings in his mind.

         The uncaring hands half lift and half drag him into a boat. An engine starts with a roar, and his body is whipped by the wind as the boat moves fast through the water. Droplets of water splash against the bare skin on his arms, and through the sound of the engine he hears rhythmic banging noises as the bottom of the boat hits the waves. Fear paralyses him and makes it impossible for his body to relax so he can follow the boat’s movements 

         Suddenly the boat stops. No one speaks, but he hears and feels that one or more people are moving around in the boat. He instinctively knows what’s to come a second before the hands are placed around his neck.

         As he struggles for air, memories flash through his mind: birch-trees under a light-blue sky, dark-blue water between large rocks, warm cobble-stones under his bare feet, red strawberry cordial, humming bumble-bees... His body weakens, and the pictures in his mind accelerate until they are a fast spinning wheel that culminates in a crescendo. He sees a bright white light, and then the world explodes

         In the stillness that follows, his mother’s voice says: “Goodnight Darling, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

         And then the light is turned off.
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         Morgan opens the back door and is engulfed by the hot summer afternoon. The sharp sunlight colours the ground white. Flowering bushes and trees create pockets of shade along the high brick walls that surround the courtyard. ‘This is my garden’. Morgan smiles at the thought. Water falls from the mouth of a gargoyle statue that is mounted on the wall, and water meets water in wet whispers as it falls into a pond below. The warm wind, perfumed by jasmine and frangipani-flowers, camouflages most of the paint smell that seeps out through the doorway behind him.

         ‘New house, new start’, Morgan thinks when he walks out on the lawn and feels the coarse Buffalo grass under his bare feet. ‘Out with the old, and in with the new’

         If it wasn’t for the inheritance Morgan had received from his mother, he wouldn’t have been able to buy a house in Sydney. He was with his mother when she died, and he witnessed her life drip away before that. Her final departure has left a large gaping hole inside of him, and no house can fill that hole.

          Lisa comes out of the house with a thermos in her hand. The sun has bleached her hair a few shades blonder and her skin is tanned, but the tan can’t hide the dark shadows under her eyes or the sad expression around her mouth.

         Morgan looks at Lisa’s slim body that’s dressed in jeans-shorts and a sleeveless top, and he thinks she can still be mistaken for being in her late twenties. He feels a sudden pang of pride at the thought she’s his... He feels confused when he can’t complete the sentence in his mind - his what? The word girlfriend sounds too juvenile to describe someone aged in their mid-thirties, partner sounds gay, and de facto and spouse both sound ridiculous. ‘Now that we’ve moved in together, there should be a better word that describes the status of our relationship’, he thinks. 

         “Do you want some coffee?” Lisa puts the thermos on the garden table.   

         Morgan nods as he sits down in a deck chair. “Yes please.”

         Aeroplane-engines rumble loudly in the sky above them, and Morgan looks up with a frown. “They fly so bloody close to the rooftops, you’d think they’re landing around the corner.” He sees that Lisa rubs her temples with her fingers.  “What’s wrong? Do you have a headache?”

         Lisa nods. “Yeah, I do, it’s the paint-fumes. I’m not bothered by the planes, it’s almost a relief they’re there - they remind me of the world outside, and that everything continues as normal.”

         Morgan frowns again and is about to say something when he hears telephone signals inside the house. He shakes his head. “Let it ring.”

         But Lisa ignores his comment and goes inside to take the call.

         In the absence of cups, Morgan unscrews the thermos-lid and fills it with coffee. Lisa comes back into the garden and hands him a cordless phone. “It’s for you, it’s the office.”

         “Sergeant Callaghan speaking,” Morgan says as he gets up from the deck chair.

         Lisa lights a cigarette and watches Morgan’s back when he walks into the house. She wishes she had listened to him and hadn’t answered the phone. She doesn’t want to go inside and get a cup in the kitchen where she can hear Morgan’s conversation, so she takes a sip of coffee from the thermos-lid. She sighs deeply as she thinks about the mess and the chaos that the renovation is creating inside the house. She craves a clean and orderly environment, and the garden is an oasis for her - the only place where she can breathe.

         “Hi, it’s Travis,” a voice says in Morgan’s ear.

         “Hi, what’s up?” Morgan has a premonition about what Superintendent Oscar Travis will say next.

         “Well, I don’t want to disturb you, but I wanted to hear if you...”

         “If I what?” Morgan interrupts. He knows he is being rude, but he doesn’t care - not now.

         “Well, we’ve had some problems here at the office. I don’t know if you’ve heard?”

         Morgan feels anger rise inside him as he walks into the living room. “No, I haven’t,” he snaps.

         “Right, well I thought that maybe O’Neill had talked to you...”

         Morgan remains silent, and one second grows to five before Travis resumes: “Okay, I’ll explain: it’s about the son of a diplomat. The family’s wealthy and lives in Vaucluse, and their son was kidnapped a few weeks ago. A ransom sum was demanded... and then the boy’s body was found floating in the harbour.”

         Morgan looks out through the window and sees that Lisa is reading a book. “Right,” he says finally, when Travis’ silence seems to demand an answer.

         “Yes, I hope that what I’m saying to you now can stay between us. The problem I have is Ricketts: he doesn’t know how to run the investigation, and I can’t take over as I’m working on a project for the police department’s board. We’re not getting anywhere with this investigation, and the victim’s family has threatened to involve Interpol and God knows what else. It’s a bloody mess.”

         Morgan takes a step over a can of paint that stands on the floor, and sits down in a sofa covered by bedsheets. “So what do you want me to do? Do you want me to come back to work? Is that what you’re asking?”

         “I know that it’s a lot to ask, after what you’ve been through... and yes, after what happened between us. But we need you, I wouldn’t ask if we didn’t.”

         Morgan looks at Lisa again through the window. “I don’t know,” he says. “Can I have some time to think about it before I give you my answer?”

         “Sure, take your time. Just give me a call when you’re ready.”

         “Okay, I’ll do that. Bye for now,” Morgan turns the phone off without waiting for a reply and leans back in the sofa. After a while he gets up and walks out to the garden. Lisa sits in a deck chair with her knees up and reads. She doesn’t move when he takes a seat in the chair next to her.

         “I want to talk to you about something,” Morgan says after a moment’s silence.

         Lisa keeps her gaze in the book, but her eyes stop moving sideways along the text.

          “Travis wants me to come back to work.” Morgan takes a cigarette from a packet that lies on the table.

         Lisa turns and looks at him. “When?” she asks.

         Morgan lights the cigarette and inhales smoke. “I said I’ll get back to him with an answer.”

         Lisa puts the book on the table and wraps her arms around her legs. She slowly rocks back and forwards, as if she’s suddenly cold.

         Morgan puts a hand on her shoulder as plane-engines roar again in the sky above them. “Are you okay?” he asks.

         “Everything continues as normal,” Lisa mutters. 

          
   

         That night, Morgan listens to Lisa’s breathing until he’s certain she’s asleep. He looks at the silhouette of her body under the sheet. She has become so thin lately, and her fragility reminds him of a small bird. Morgan turns his head and looks at the black sky that is framed by the open balcony door. The curtains are swaying in the warm breeze and seem to beckon for him to come out into the night. Morgan slowly moves his body away from Lisa, before he swings his legs over the side of the mattress. He takes his cigarette packet from the bedside table and steps out on the balcony. The old cane chair creaks loudly when he sits down in it, and he holds his breath for a few seconds. When he doesn’t hear anything from the bedroom, he lights a cigarette. The nicotine relaxes him and he lets his thoughts wander. The warm night-air is filled with a heavy scent of jasmine-flowers. Flying foxes chatter in the fig-tree in the neighbour’s garden, but their chatter is broken by a sudden bark from a dog, and the sky is soon filled with large bat wings that look like vampire silhouettes. Morgan watches as the flying foxes fly away. He recalls his phone conversation with Travis - and these thoughts lead to memories of his room at the office: the black leather chair, the old wooden desk, the folders in the bookcase that contain photos and words that describe horrible acts of violence… and the blank computer-screen that reveals more terrible facts after clicks on the mouse... The memory of the last time he was in the office is entwined with cancerous thoughts that are eating him up from the inside. The official reason for Morgan’s leave of absence is the renovation of his new house, but everyone at the detective headquarters knows the real reason. Now when he’s outside work, he’s in a no-man’s land - not knowing if he can face the horrors of another crime scene. More unwelcome memories suddenly flood his mind, and he pushes the thoughts away. He thinks that everything has changed now when someone close to him has been a victim of crime, and he wonders if his career is more important than the people he loves. But he also knows that someone has to do the job, and that he’s good at it. He has worked in the police-force for fifteen years, and who is he without his career? He is suddenly aware, that from now on, he won’t be able to be a detached onlooker when he sees crime victims and their families - not now, when he knows how they feel. Morgan exhales another cloud of smoke and stares into the night that is a landscape of black and grey shapes. The lights in the city’s skyscrapers appear as small yellow and white dots in the distance. He hears that a bus drives past on Glebe Point Road, and the constant traffic on City Road is a distant surge in the background. A glass-jar filled with water and cigarette butts stands on the balcony floor, and Morgan drops his cigarette into the jar and goes back inside.

         Lisa lies curled up with her knees against her chest. Morgan leans over her and gently brushes her hair off her face with his fingers. She mumbles something in her sleep and turns towards him. He lies down next to her, and soon he is asleep.

          
   

         Viktoria Bergquist sits by a table in her garden. She is dressed in a white morning gown and slippers, and she absentmindedly pushes her breakfast around the plate with a fork. The morning sunlight dances on the surface of the turquoise water in the swimming pool and throws mirrors of reflections up on the house wall behind her. Viktoria suddenly drops her fork and looks out over the tree-tops and green hills that lead to the harbour-bay below. Loud screams from Cockatoo-parrots flying past overhead drown the sound of the glass door that slides open behind her.

         Johan Bergquist sits down next to his wife and puts the morning paper on the table. “How are you, are you feeling better?” He pours coffee from a thermos into a cup and looks at his wife’s puffy face. He notices that Viktoria’s hair, that’s usually kept perfectly blow-dried, looks greasy.

         “How can you be so bloody calm? Don’t you understand that our son is dead? He is DEAD! Don’t you get it?” The chair falls over when Viktoria quickly stands up. She holds her hands over her face and draws deep breaths. Her exhales are loud sighs.

         Johan freezes as he stares at her in disbelief. His concern for Viktoria suddenly breaks and gives way for his own grief and self-pity. “Do you think that I have slept at all last night, or any of these nights? Huh? Do you really think you’re the only one who’s suffering here?” He points at the newspaper on the table with a shaking finger. “How do you think I feel when I read about my dead son on the front page of the paper?”

         Viktoria takes her hands from her face and pulls the newspaper towards her. She reads the text on the front page, before she opens the paper and turns to page three: where there are photos and more columns of text. Captions in bold font tell the story in a few words: ‘Kidnapped’, ‘Ransom sum demanded’, and finally: ‘Body found in the harbour’. One of the photos shows herself, wearing sunglasses, as she steps into a car outside the medical examiner’s office. The text under the picture reads: ‘The grieving mother, Viktoria Berquist, has identified her son’, and she notices they have misspelled her surname, but another picture catches her attention: it shows Anders - her beloved, sweet boy. He lies on an ambulance-stretcher and she can see that his hair is wet, although the black-and-white photo is slightly out of focus. Men and women dressed in uniform stand next to the body, and parts of an ambulance can be seen in the background.

         “Why’s the ambulance there?” she wonders.

         “What do you mean?”

         “What?” Viktoria looks up at Johan and realises she must have spoken the words out loud.

         “I just can’t believe that the media can show a picture of him dead! Don’t they have any bloody respect for grieving people in this country?” Johan’s shoulders shake as he dejectedly looks at his wife.

         “It’s too late now, the damage is already done, and there’s nothing we can do about it...” Viktoria’s shrill voice falls silent when she sees a small boy who stands in the door opening.

         “Mummy, I’m hungry.”

         She puts the newspaper on the table and quickly walks up to him. “Come, let’s ask Sally if she can make a sandwich for you.”

          
   

         Detective Paul Ricketts sits in Morgan’s office on the fifth floor in the building that houses the detective headquarters. Ricketts feels uncomfortably warm despite the air-conditioning, as the sun is broiling hot on his back through the window behind the desk. He wipes his forehead with his shirt-sleeve.

         “Damn,” he mutters when the solitaire game on the computer fails to open. There’s a knock on the door, and Ricketts shouts: “Come in!”

         The door opens a bit, and a dark-blond head appears in the door opening. “Hi, how’s it going?”

         Ricketts leans back in his chair. “What do you want?”

         The door swings open, and Detective Daniel Stone walks into the room. He places his tall body on the visitor’s chair and crosses his legs. “Have you heard that Callaghan might be coming back soon?”

         Ricketts takes a sip of coffee and his eyes narrow to slits over the rim of the cup. “No, when?”

         “I don’t know when. I just heard the rumour this morning. Apparently, Travis called Callaghan and asked him to come back.”

         Ricketts puts his cup on the desk and instinctively crosses his arms over his chest. “Travis hasn’t mentioned anything about this to me,” he says suspiciously.

         “Well, like I said, it’s just a rumour I heard...” Stone straightens his legs and sinks lower into the chair. “But listen, I really came to see if you need help with anything.”

         Ricketts blows air through his nose. “Why? Does it look like I need help with anything?”

         “Hey, I didn’t mean it like that, it’s just that we haven’t had an update of the investigation for a while now, and, well... people are starting to wonder what’s going on.”

         “Right, well you can tell them we’ll have a meeting tomorrow morning, and that I’ll update them on what we’ve got then.” Ricketts stands up and pushes some buttons on the desk phone to connect incoming calls to his voicemail.

         “Have you eaten yet? I’m going for lunch now.”

         Stone gets up from the chair. “No, I haven’t. We can go to that little pub down on the corner, they have a good lunch menu.”

          
   

         Morgan isn’t sure what has woken him. The room is dark, and he can only see silhouettes of furniture. Then he hears it again: it’s a whining sound that comes from the bathroom. Morgan puts his hand on Lisa’s pillow. “Honey?” he calls out. “Are you okay?”

         There is no answer from the bathroom, but the whining sound stops. Morgan walks slowly through the dark room and when he pushes the bathroom door open, he sees that Lisa is kneeling on the floor in front of the toilet-seat.

         She turns her head when the door opens. “Please don’t turn the light on, I’ve got a headache.”

         Morgan crouches down next to her and strokes her hair. “Are you okay? Are you sick?”

         Lisa swallows loudly and clears her throat. “I’ve got a terrible headache, and I’m so nauseous. Sorry if I woke you.”

         Her breath stinks of vomit and Morgan quickly gets to his feet. He immediately feels ashamed of his instinctive reaction. “Do you want a Panadol? I can get mineral water too, if you want,” he offers.

         Lisa nods, and Morgan gets up and walks out of the bathroom. He takes the stairs down to the kitchen, where he gets a bottle of mineral water and a packet of painkillers that he brings with him to the bathroom.

         Lisa swallows a tablet with a few sips from the bottle and burps loudly. “Oh my God, I think I need to wash my face and brush my teeth.”

         “Okay,” Morgan takes the water bottle from her and helps her up from the floor. “I’m going back to bed, call out if you need me.”

         He is about to fall asleep, when he feels that Lisa gets into bed. She smells of soap and toothpaste when she lies down next to him.

          
   

         Morgan wakes from a sudden movement on the mattress. He hears running feet on the floorboards and then the unmistakeable sound of someone throwing up. He squints with his eyes in the sharp sunlight and turns his head so he can see the alarm clock: it shows a few minutes past seven. When he swings the bathroom door open, he sees that Lisa is kneeling in front of the toilet-seat again. “But what’s wrong with you? Have you been food-poisoned, or do you have a migraine?”

         Lisa wipes her mouth with the back of her hand as she stands up and flushes the toilet. “I don’t know. I’m really nauseous. But I got the headache after I threw up last night, so I don’t think it’s a migraine.” She turns the tap on and washes her hands and face with water. When she turns around to take the towel, Morgan sees that her face is pale.

          
   

         Two pregnancy-tests show the same result. Morgan sits down on the edge of the bed when he realises what this means. Lisa stands in the doorway to the bathroom and looks at him. “What should we do?”

         Morgan tries to smile. “I don’t know. I need time to think about it. What do you think?”

         She walks up to the bed and sits down next to him. “I should go to the doctor to see how far gone I am.”

         Morgan puts his arm over her shoulders and pulls her close to him. His mind feels empty.

          
   

         Morgan has gone out to buy lunch, and Lisa sits alone on the bed. She looks around the room and searches for details that don’t belong, as she recalls what the doctor told her after she had suffered a miscarriage. The bedroom is sparsely furnished, and it only contains a bed, a chair, and a tallboy, as they haven’t completed the renovations in the room. The miniature potted palm-tree on top of the tallboy stands a bit too much to the left, Lisa notices. She stands up to correct it and put it exactly in the middle. Now that she is standing up, she might as well also have a look inside the built-in wardrobe, to see if anything needs to be sorted - Morgan sometimes throws his clothes in there without worrying about the mess he creates. She sighs as she sits down on the edge of the bed again. ‘Why do I bother?’ she thinks. But she knows why, and it’s deeply ingrained in her: she’s pedantic, and her motto has always been It’s not worth doing, if you’re not going to do it perfectly. But her need for perfection has gotten worse after what happened: it has grown into something unhealthy. ‘Has it really been six months already?’ she thinks, and her thoughts slide back in time - past the miscarriage, and towards what caused it. But she cuts the memories off before they surface from the darkest depth of her subconscious mind. If she tries, she can avoid thinking about it - she simply pictures a traffic-police with his hand held up, who says: “Do not go further”. And she must obey his order, or she will be punished.

          
   

         A glowing hot pain pierces the side of his neck, and something warm drips down on his shoulder. “What the he...” His words are cut off as the sudden grip around his throat hardens. Something is put over his head, and everything turns dark. He is pushed into a car. The door slams shut and he hears the engine roar. The car takes off with a violent pull, and he falls to the side in the backseat. The time is a quarter past two in the afternoon, and the sun shines from a clear blue sky.
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         The preparations for the party are in full swing out on the lawn. Tables have been placed in the shade from the trees, and plates and cutlery clink as they are laid out on the grey linen tablecloths. Members of a small band turn dials to tune their instruments to speakers, and music from a radio somewhere inside the house flows through an open window and mingles with the sounds in the garden.

         Emilia Rodrigues sits in front of her dressing table in the bedroom. Carlos is in the shower: she hears water fall on the floor tiles through the half-closed bathroom door. She takes a pearl necklace from a box made of mahogany and puts it around her neck. She likes the way the pearls echo her white teeth and the whites in her kohl-rimmed eyes, and the flattering contrast the necklace offers against her olive skin. The sound of running water stops, and Carlos enters the bedroom a few seconds later. He wears a white towel wrapped around his waist, and he dries his hair with a smaller towel as he stands behind her. His reflection in the mirror smiles at her. “My little dove. Are you’re all dressed up already?”

         She returns his smile in the mirror. “I want to look my best. It’s an important occasion.” 

         Carlos sits down on the edge of the bed. “Yeah, I can’t believe it’s been eighteen years since Enriques was lying in his nappies screaming. He was already headstrong then - he’s like me.”

         Carlos pushes his chest out and Emilia giggles. “Yes, you do remind me of a baby from time to time.”

         Carlos throws the towel on the floor and holds his arms out towards her. “You cheeky little... Come here.”

          
   

          
   

         More and more guests arrive, and the maid is kept busy receiving presents and showing people through to the garden behind the house. Carlos has learned during his many years as a diplomat to keep a straight face and not show any emotions, but Emilia can’t hide her worry. She grabs a hold of the maid’s arm as she hurries past. “Anna, can you try to call Enriques again, please?”

         “His mobile was still turned off when I tried to call it a minute ago,” the maid replies with her face turned towards the house, where more guests wait to be received.

         Emilia sighs as she lets go of Anna’s arm. “Try to call him again as soon as you get a chance.”

         The maid nods as she hurries up the stairs.

         “Where the hell is he? Here we are, holding a party for him, and he can’t even be bothered to show up! Didn’t you tell him to be home in time?” Carlos hisses between clenched teeth.

         Emilia gently squeezes his arm with her hand in an attempt to calm him, and whispers back: “I told him to be home at three o’ clock by the latest. I don’t understand what can be keeping him...”

          
   

         ***

          
   

         That night there is a storm: the heavy rainfall is pushed by strong winds, and the water showers streets and houses. Soon the parking lot in Rose Bay is as clean as if a street cleaner has swept over it with his machine. A dead palm-fond has blown down and landed on the hood of the yellow jeep that is parked in the corner.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         It’s dark outside when they are finally left alone. Carlos stands with a glass of whisky in his hand as he stares at the water that gushes down the window pane. Emilia sits in an armchair. She has entwined her fingers in her lap to force her hands to lay still. The silence in the room feels heavy before Emilia clears her throat. “Please don’t be angry, it doesn’t help. We have to find out what has happened. Shouldn’t we call the police?”

         Carlos doesn’t turn around. “And humiliate myself by asking the police where my own child is? I think I’ve been humiliated enough for today, thank you very much. What about his friends, have you called all of them?”

         Emilia wipes the tears from her face with her shirt-sleeve. “Of course I have, and none of them knows where he is. Listen, he promised to be home for the party, and I find it hard to believe he would be out somewhere else instead. He’s never done anything like this before - has he? What if there’s been an accident, and he lies injured somewhere?”

         Carlos suddenly puts his glass down on the window sill with a bang. “Okay, I’ll call the police.”

          
   

         Enriques’ disappearance receives a high priority because of the Rodrigues-family’s diplomat-status, and also because of what has happened recently to a Swedish diplomat-son who lived in the same area - and the case is therefore saved from having to wait the obligatory forty-eight hours before a missing person’s investigation can be instigated. 

         It doesn’t take long before police find Enriques’ yellow jeep - after they’ve received information about where Enriques spent the afternoon. Enriques’ friend Henry Attiles informs police that he and Enriques played tennis in Rose Bay with some friends from twelve o’clock till one o’clock, and then they had lunch and some drinks at the tennis club’s restaurant, before they parted ways outside the change rooms - where Enriques told his friends he would take a shower before he went home. Police proceeds to question all of Enriques’ known friends, but none of them can say where Enriques is.

         The investigation of Enriques’ disappearance is first handled by the Vaucluse-police, but the case is soon transferred to the neighbouring Rose Bay-police. Enriques’ jeep in transported to the police-garage in Bondi, where the car can be thoroughly examined.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         Dennis sits by the bar with a large glass of beer in front on him, when he gets the call on his mobile. He’s been looking forward to a quiet moment by himself, and doesn’t sound happy when he answers: “Dennis Lane speaking.”

         “Is this the private investigator’s bureau?” a female voice with a foreign accent asks. 

         Dennis looks around to see if anyone is listening to his conversation. The dimly lit pub with sticky wall-to-wall carpet is almost empty - only one table in the far corner is occupied by two older men and Dennis can’t see the bartender, he’s disappeared somewhere out the back behind the bar: probably to smoke a cigarette, Dennis suspects, as he smelt tobacco-smoke from the man’s clothes when he served Dennis his beer. Dennis often frequents pubs like this one, as it helps his self-esteem to know he hasn’t sunken as low as the sad creatures that turn up at ten am for their first beer.

         “Yes, that’s correct,” he says into his phone.

         “Okay. Well, I don’t know if I should tell you over the phone why I’m calling, perhaps we should meet instead?” the woman asks.

         Dennis looks at his watch and then at his beer-glass. “Can we meet tomorrow? I’m busy right now.”

         “Of course, we can. Should we meet at your office?”

         Dennis gives her the address, and they decide to meet the following day at eleven am. Dennis turns his phone off and picks up his beer. He notices that his hand shakes a bit when he holds the glass to his mouth and drinks.

          
   

         Emilia Rodrigues puts the phone down and stares at her reflection in the hallway mirror. A pale ghost-like face stares back at her, and she considers putting some blush and lipstick on, but then she thinks she can’t be bothered - the house is quiet and empty anyway. Carlos is out somewhere. And the maid has taken Gian to the beach, as he’s been restless and throwing tantrums all morning. Poor Gian doesn’t understand what’s happening - he doesn’t understand why Mummy and Daddy are suddenly so tense and sad, and why his brother isn’t coming home. The serious men dressed in suits who have visited the house over the past few days scare him. Emilia’s gaze is clouded by tears when she looks at a framed photograph that stands on the hallway table. Enriques smiles at her from the picture, his eyes glitter in the sunshine and his hair is ruffled by the wind. ‘Oh my God, where are you?’ she thinks as she presses her hand against her mouth to stop a scream that wants to come out. ‘Where are you?’

          
   

         ***

          
   

         He is blinded for a few seconds when the beanie is pulled off, before his eyes become accustomed to the sharp light. Before, they have fed him with the beanie still on - pulled up only to expose his mouth, but now they even remove the handcuffs and let him sit up properly. A young woman sits down by a small table in the middle of the room, she lights a cigarette and twirls a lock of her greasy hair between her fingers as she looks at him with blank eyes. A guy dressed in jeans and a red T-shirt walks up to a stove and stirs something in a frying pan with a wooden spoon. No one says anything until the guy puts the frying pan on the table and nods at him. “Come and eat.”

         He slowly gets up from the bed and walks the few steps to the table. The woman stubs her cigarette out in an ashtray and starts to put fried eggs and sausages onto plates. 

         “You don’t say a fucking word, is that clear?” she says with an agitated voice.

         He nods silently and doesn’t dare to look at their faces any more.

         When the woman stretches her hand over the table to take the ketchup bottle, he sees needle prick marks on her arm. He slowly pulls his hand up and touches the side of his neck, where the blood has coagulated and formed a scab.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         Emilia has followed the instructions that the friendly voice on her GPS has given her. She has never been in this neighbourhood before, and she feels she doesn’t fit in with her newly pressed suit and luxury car. Small dirty faces stare at her when she locks the car and steps up on the sidewalk. She holds the strap on her handbag with a tight grip as she presses the doorbell and waits, for what feels like an eternity, before the door opens. Friendly blue eyes in an unshaved face look at her through the chink of the door. 

         “Hi, we spoke on the phone yesterday,” she says. 

         The door swings open fully. “Oh yes, hi.” The man who stands before her is dressed in jeans and a chequered shirt, he has blond hair and looks to be around forty years old. He looks at the children who are touching the side-mirrors on the Lexus behind her. “Get out of here! I know who you are, and if something happens to that car I’ll be talking to your parents!” he shouts so loudly, Emilia is startled. “The car will be fine, come on in,” he says to Emilia in a normal tone of voice as he stands to the side and lets her into the cool shade in the hallway. At the same time, something big and hairy runs past Emilia’s legs and out through the door opening.

         “That’s good Bob, guard the car,” the man says to the black Labrador and closes the door. They walk through the hallway and enter a living room that’s crowded by odd furniture: a large antique-looking table stands in one end of the room, surrounded by white modern chairs. A sofa and an armchair are placed against the opposite wall next to a window, and a desk and an office chair stand right next to the lounge. The man gestures to Emilia that she should take a seat in the sofa as he sits down in the office chair. “Right,” he says as he opens a notebook that lies on the desk, “my name in Dennis Lane. We can skip an introduction if you prefer, but I need a name for my records.”

         Emilia crosses her legs in the sofa and pulls her skirt down over her knees. “No, that’s fine. My name is Emilia Rodrigues - that’s my real name.”

         Dennis writes the name in the notebook. “And how did you get my number, Emilia?” he asks.

         “Eh, you were recommended to me by a friend of mine. She used your services when she got divorced.”

         “I see.” Dennis raises his gaze from the notebook. “And how can I help you?”

         Emilia touches a thick gold bracelet that covers her wrist and looks down at the carpet. “My son... My son Enriques is missing.”

         Dennis writes the name under hers. “What do you mean by missing? How long has he been gone?”

         He sees tears in Emilia’s eyes when she looks at him. “He never came home on his birthday. We had organised a big party for him, and he promised he would be home well before it started.”

         Dennis writes some more notes and stays silent.

         “That was three days ago,” Emilia resumes. “And we haven’t heard from him since.”

         Dennis leans forward and pushes a box of paper tissues over the desk-top towards Emilia. She takes a tissue and wipes her eyes, and he’s surprised to see that her eye make-up remains intact. 

         “Have you contacted the police?” he asks.

         She nods. “Yes, they are investigating the disappearance now. But they seem so unorganized, they have already transferred the case to another police-station and they keep asking the same questions over and over... So I thought we might have a better chance of finding Enriques if we... yes, with your help.”

         “How old is Enriques?” Dennis asks.

         “He’s eighteen, he turned eighteen a few days ago.”

         Dennis nods. “Okay. So Enriques would have a mobile phone then, I take it?”

         Emilia nods too. “Yes, I’ve tried to call and text his mobile at least twenty times every day, but my calls just go to his voice mail and there’s no reply to my text-messages.”

         “Do you think his mobile phone is turned off?”

         She shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t know.”

         “And you don’t think he’s gone away for a few days, or is out partying somewhere with his friends? I have to ask, even if it might sound absurd.”

         Emilia shakes her head. “No, I’m certain he would have contacted me if that was the case, and I’ve talked to all of his friends.” She looks through the window and sees a small table and a single chair that stand outside in a tiled courtyard. 

         Dennis follows her gaze. “And you haven’t argued more than usual lately?”

         Emilia turns her head and looks at him. “No.”

         “Where do you live Emilia?”

         “In Vaucluse.”

         Dennis frowns as he recalls what he’s read in the news lately. “And what do you think has happened? Do you think that your son has been kidnapped?”

         A memory of a front page on a newspaper enters Emilia’s mind - the headline had contained the words teenage boy kidnapped and body found in Sydney harbour. She suddenly finds it hard to breathe. “But why would anyone kidnap my Enriques?” The sentence sounds irrational, even to her. 

         “Are you wealthy?” Dennis realises it is a rude question, but he knows from experience that politeness takes up too much time.

         Emilia pushes her morbid thoughts out of her mind and touches the bracelet on her wrist again. She recalls the small dirty faces next to her car. ‘It’s strange’, she thinks, ‘how everything in life comes back - like a clock that starts to move backwards’.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         Julia Wilson’s gaze searches the garden through the kitchen window - like the answer to her question can be found out there somewhere. The sunlight, filtered through tree branches, spotlights the dead flowers and leaves that float on the surface of the swimming pool. ‘Where the hell is he?’ Her anger and worry entwine until she isn’t certain what she feels the most. Her gaze darts around in the kitchen and registers the single dirty plate and cutlery that lie in the sink. She hears that the mumbling voice out in the hallway falls silent, and a second later Jack enters her field of vision. He shakes his head. “No, Tim doesn’t know where he is either. He hasn’t spoken to Max since Friday.”

         Julia bites her lower lip. “But where can he be then?” Her voice is barely more than a whisper.

         Jack leans against the door frame. “He’ll probably be home tonight when he gets hungry. Come on, let’s unpack. I’ve got some work I have to go through before tomorrow.”

          
   

          
   

         But Max doesn’t come home that evening, and the following morning the police in Vaucluse get a phone call from a very worried Julia Wilson.

         When Detective Reilly sits in the sofa in the Wilson-family’s living room, with a cup of tea in front of him on the sofa table and his notebook opened in his lap, a red-eyed Julia explains that they’ve been overseas on holiday for a week, and their teenaged son was left at home alone. Max’s car is also missing, and there are no replies to calls or texts to his mobile phone. They had decided before they left, that Max would pick Jack and Julia up from the airport. But Max didn’t arrive at the agreed time, and when Jack and Julia had waited for almost an hour without succeeding in their attempts to contact Max, they took a taxi home.

         Detective Reilly gets an uneasy feeling as he listens to Julia. ‘Max could have been mistaken about which day his parents were coming home’, he thinks. ‘It’s a possibility’. But Julia’s words paint him a picture of an intelligent young man who attends private school, has good grades, is highly organised and normally doesn’t forget things, and also hangs out with the right kind of friends. Photos of Max that stand on the table next to the sofa and on top of the piano clarify this image in Reilly’s mind. And if Max isn’t with any of his friends, where can he be - he almost never spends time alone, according to Julia. “Max is like a herd animal, in that he always craves company”, she says. ‘Max doesn’t seem to be the kind of guy who gets in trouble with drugs and criminal activities’, Reilly thinks. ‘And there doesn’t seem to be a rational explanation for the fact that he has disappeared from his home without contacting his parents, at least not on the surface’. He wonders if Max’s disappearance has anything to do with what has happened to other young men in the local area recently, but he can’t draw any conclusions before more time has passed. Max’s parents seem unaware of what has been written in the news lately - and Reilly decides to not inform them, as it would only add to their worry at this stage. ‘The best thing to start with, is to call the local hospitals to see if there’s been an accident’, he thinks. ‘But Max hasn’t been missing for that long, and there’s still hope he will turn up unharmed.’

          
   

         ***

          
   

         There are patches of rust on the bedframe, and the mattress is visibly dirty. The fabric on the pillow has yellow stains on it, and he doesn’t want to think about has what caused them. He’s been able to push the beanie up over his nose, by rubbing his head against the pillow - and now he can see within a thin field of vision if he turns his head back and looks down. He’s lying on his stomach, and his hands are chained with handcuffs to the bed. The skin around his wrists is chafed, and it stings when he moves. He can hear a low murmur from a TV or a radio, but he hears nothing else. He needs to pee, and he feels he can’t hold it much longer. He moistens his dry lips with his tongue and clears his throat. “Hello!” he calls out. “Is someone there? I need to go to the toilet!” He holds his breath as he listens, but nothing happens. “Hello!” he calls out again - this time louder. Something scrapes against the floor in the next room, and he hears heels clatter against the floor as someone walks towards him. 

         “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” a voice hisses next to the bed. 

         He presses his body against the mattress as he waits for the blow, and when it comes, his pain mingles with shame - the sudden slap on his head is harder than he has expected, and he can’t stop the warm fluid that gushes out between his legs and sinks into the mattress. He lies in a warm puddle that quickly cools, and the smell of urine fills the air. He sees through the thin gap in the beanie that the woman takes a step backwards. “You disgusting piece of shit! You could have held it another fucking minute!” Her heels clatter loudly against the floorboards when she stomps out of the room.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         The telephone rings at seven pm.

         “Emilia Rodrigues?” a female voice asks.

         “Yes?”

         “Listen carefully: we have your son, Enriques. We want one million dollars in cash, and you’ve got one week to get the money. We’ll get back to you with details of how the money will be given to us. And if you want Enriques to live, you do not contact the police.”

         “What? Hello?” All the blood in Emilia’s body seems to rush to her feet when she hears that the call is disconnected.

         Carlos looks up from the newspaper he’s reading. “Who was it?”

         She looks at him with empty eyes that quickly fill with tears. “The kidnapper,” she whispers and sinks down in an armchair.
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         The sun hangs low in the sky when Morgan drives into the parking house under the detective headquarters on Harris Street. Morgan parks his car in his allocated spot, and takes the elevator to the fifth floor. When the elevator-doors open, a familiar mixture of smells wafts towards him: coffee, warm paper in the copying machine, sweat and perfume. The sounds are familiar too: clicks on keyboards, a murmur of voices, ringing phones and the air-conditioning’s gentle humming in the background of it all. A blue worn out wall-to-wall carpet muffles the sound of his steps as he walks through the office. A red-haired woman looks up from her computer-screen when he walks past her desk. “Morgan! Hi, I didn’t know you were back?”

         “Hi Amanda, yes, I start today. We’ll talk more later, okay?” He smiles at her and walks into a corridor that ends by a door. A sign made of bronze, with the engraved words ‘Detective Sergeant Morgan Callaghan’, hangs on the wall next to the door. He has spent a lot of time in the room on the other side of this door - it’s a room where information about cruelty flows towards him in a never-ending stream. He isn’t sure he is ready for what’s waiting on the other side of the door: he’s not sure he’ll ever be ready for it. He draws a few deep breaths, knocks two times with his knuckles against the wood, and opens the door without waiting for a reply. A tall, overweight man stands in front of a filing cabinet with a bunch of papers in his hand. He has a surprised look on his face and his movements seem calculated and measured when he slowly puts the papers down on the desk next to him. “Sergeant Callaghan, what are you doing here?”

         Morgan notices that Ricketts’ voice lacks enthusiasm. “I work here, remember?” he says dryly. 

         Ricketts sits down in a black leather chair behind the desk. “Have a seat. How have you been?”

         Morgan remains standing. “We need to go through what I’ve missed, but I prefer if we can do that in the boardroom. Why don’t you pack your stuff and we’ll meet there, in, what suits you?... ten minutes, is that enough time?”

         Ricketts’ red cheeks slowly turn darker, but he keeps the same expression on his face. “Sure, that’s fine,” he says.

         Morgan walks around the desk and picks up the phone receiver. “Alright, good. I’ve got to make a call.” He dials a number and turns his back on Ricketts.

         Ricketts starts to gather papers from the desk when Lisa answers the phone. “Hi, it’s me. How are you feeling?” Morgan moves to the side to make room for Ricketts so he can open a drawer in the desk.

         “I’m okay, how are you going?” Lisa’s voice is hoarse.

         “I just got here. I’ll be in meetings most of the day, so you can’t reach me, but I’ll be home around seven tonight, okay?” He hears that she draws her breath. “Okay, I’ll see you then.”

         Ricketts has left the room when Morgan hangs up. He sits down in the black leather chair and swivels it around so he can look out through the window. A bird sits in the roof-gutter on the lower building opposite. The building is so close, he can see that the bird holds a dragonfly in its beak. As the bird turns its head back and swallows the dragonfly whole, Morgan wonders if birds have tastebuds and if dragonflies taste good. His next thought seems to come out of nowhere and takes him by surprise: ‘Why have I hardly thought about the child that Lisa is expecting?’ He stops breathing for a second, but then he thinks it’s early days yet - they haven’t even been to the doctor to confirm the pregnancy. He remembers what the doctor at the hospital said when Lisa had a miscarriage six months earlier, and he wonders if Lisa is strong enough to go through with a pregnancy and become a mother. His next thought is if he himself is strong enough to be a father. The phone on the desk rings and he turns around and picks up the receiver. “Callaghan speaking,” he says as he reads the Superintendent’s extension-number in the display window.

         “Welcome back, it’s Travis. Can you come to my room please?”

         Morgan puts his elbow on the desk and leans his head in his hand. “Sure, I’m on my way. I’ll just tell Ricketts first, we were supposed to meet and go through what I’ve missed.”

         “Do that, I just need a few minutes of your time.”

         “Okay.” Morgan hangs up. He is suddenly very tired - it feels like he’s been sitting in the chair for a long time without moving. He draws a deep breath when he walks around the corner in the corridor and enters a large room where the detectives’ desks stand between grey partitions. Most of the tables are occupied, and the detectives look up at him as he walks past. Morgan nods at them and steers his steps towards Stone’s desk, where Ricketts stands. “Good day Stone. Listen Ricketts, our meeting will have to wait a while. I’m meeting with Travis now, and I’ll give you a call when I’m ready to see you.”

         Ricketts just nods and Stone remains silent too. Morgan turns his back on them and leaves the room. He feels that he needs a cigarette before he meets Travis, so he goes to the elevator and takes it to the ground floor.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         “No! Stop! What the fuck are you doing? Ouch!” He tries to move away from the needle, but it’s pushed harder into his arm and strong hands hold him down on the bed. The handcuffs cut into his wrists, and it stings where the metal has chafed his skin. A stereo stands on the small table in the middle of the room - he doesn’t recognise the music that’s playing on a high volume.

         “Shut up! It’s for your own good, you dumb fuck! Be still!” the woman hisses. Her breath smells sour, and he turns his face away when droplets of saliva spurt out of her mouth. The guy in the red T-shirt suddenly lets go of his arms, and he glides away from him into a fog - a fog that has the same red colour as the guy’s T-shirt. He’s still conscious, but he can’t move. It feels like he’s wrapped tightly in red velvet. Something is placed over his mouth. The beanie is pulled down over his face again, and everything turns dark. Now he hears a buzzing sound in the distance: it sounds like a swarm of flies... or is it bees? The buzzing noise vibrates closer, and the sound calms him as the drug flows through his bloodstream. He relaxes his grip of reality and it feels like his body is floating.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         Morgan sits with a cup of coffee in his hand when the phone on Travis’ desk rings.

         Oscar Travis holds the receiver between his ear and shoulder and writes notes as he mumbles “Right,” and “I understand”. When he hangs up, he looks at Morgan. “That was Detective Reilly from the Vaucluse-police. He told me that another teenaged diplomat-son has been kidnapped: his name is Max Wilson. And this time, the kidnapper left a parcel that contained a cut-off hand outside the parents’ house.” Travis rubs his bottom lip with his thumb and swivels his chair around so it faces the window. “There was no note in the parcel, just the hand... a whole bloody hand! They’ve sent the hand to the medical examiner, and he’s examining it now.” He turns his chair to face Morgan again. “Can you go over to Demitriades and take a look at the hand? We’ve been assigned to investigate the kidnapping of Max Wilson, and I think it has a connection to the Anders Bergquist case,” he pronounces the name with difficulty and adds: “Anders was the Swedish diplomat-son who was kidnapped, and whose body was found in the harbour.”

         Morgan nods. “Sure, I can go and see Demitriades right away.”

         “But wait, that’s not all: yet another diplomat-son has disappeared in Vaucluse, according to Reilly, and we’ll have to investigate it. I want you to contact Reilly and cooperate with the Vaucluse-police to get all details they have on both cases. When you’ve been updated on all information, it might be a good idea to issue a description of Max Wilson and the other missing teenage boy to the media - keeping in mind what happened to the Swedish diplomat-son. Ricketts will update you on the information we have to date, I think I mentioned to you earlier that I’m busy with this year’s’ budget.” Travis picks up the phone receiver. “That’s all for now.” His attention has left Morgan and the exit signal is clear.

         Morgan gets up from his chair and closes the door behind him on the way out.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         George Demitriades’ office is situated on the top of a cliff, and has a magnificent view over the harbour and the city below. It’s a glamorous place for a morgue, and Morgan wonders every time he comes here which strings George has pulled to get the state to pay for such an exclusive address. George once told Morgan, “The beauty of the harbour provides a necessary comfort for the relatives who come to identify bodies”, and when Morgan heard this, he cringed: because he knows that the only comfort Demitriades is interested in, is his own. But Morgan also understands the medical examiner’s need for a contrast to all the horrible things he sees in his daily work.

         A young dark-haired woman takes her eyes off a computer-screen when Morgan opens the glass door and walks into the reception area. She nods in recognition. “Sergeant Callaghan, are you expected?”

         He shakes his head. “No, I’m not. Is George busy? I’m here about the hand.”

         The woman stretches a hand with long red nails towards a phone. “I’ll ask him if he has time to see you, take a seat meanwhile.”

         Morgan sits down in a chair that stands against the wall and starts to flick through a magazine. He reads an article about how human fat and tissues are harvested to be used in cosmetic surgery, when the receptionist announces that he can go to Demitriades’ office.

         George Demitriades is looking at a computer-screen when Morgan opens the door to his room. The forensic medical examiner is a short, bold man and he’s barely visible behind two high piles of yellow folders. He stands up when Morgan enters the room and extends his arm over the desk. “Morgan! It’s been a while, how are you?” his words are coloured by a slight Greek accent.

         Morgan shakes his hand. “I’m good, how have you been?”

         Demitriades sighs as he pushes a pile of folders to the side of the desk and sits down. “Same-same, nothing ever changes around here, we’re still looking after the leftovers you guys are sending us.” He entwines his fingers in his lap and watches as Morgan takes a seat in an armchair that faces the desk.

         Morgan raises his eyebrows. “But you wouldn’t see a cut-off hand very often, would you?”

         “Hand, head, arm... I’ve seen it all. Last week we got a leg from some poor bastard who had been swimming in the harbour and met with a shark. The leg was all that remained of him - and how we’re supposed to make a positive identification from that, I don’t know. We only know that the man died from the shark attack because the whole tragedy was witnessed by several people onboard a sailing boat. And we found out the killer was Carcharhinus leucas...” Demitriades sees the expression on Morgan’s face and explains: “That would be a bull shark to you, when we studied the bite mark on the thigh. The teeth had gone through the bone pipes and all. One tooth was still embedded deep in the flesh, and it would have been torn off when the shark thrashed around to sever the rest of the body from the leg.” Demitriades pulls out a desk-drawer and searches it for a few seconds. “Here,” he holds a small see-through plastic bag over the desk. Morgan leans forward and takes it. He looks at the triangular tooth that has sharp raised edges around it and touches the sharp point through the plastic with his finger.

         Demitriades nods when Morgan puts the plastic bag on the desk. “So in that case, we know who the killer was, but not the victim.” He suddenly changes the topic: “But about the hand - we only got it here about an hour ago, and I haven’t had a chance to take a look at it yet.” He gets up from his chair and walks around the desk. “You can see it now. But as you know, you must wait for the report.”

         Morgan gets up from the armchair. “Yes, that would be good. Maybe you can give me your preliminary findings for now.” 

         Demitriades stops by the door and turns around. “We’ll see. Come with me.”

          
   

         A cooler-bag stands on a table made of stainless steel in the middle of the room. The blue and white box made from Styrofoam brings Morgan’s thoughts to a picnic in nature - an image that’s a sharp contrast to the starkly lit autopsy suite they’re standing in. 

         Demitriades takes a pair of thin rubber gloves from a cardboard-box that’s mounted on the wall and puts them on. “Okay, let’s have a look.” He takes the lid off the esky and reaches inside it and picks up an object that’s wrapped in a plastic material.

         Morgan breathes through his mouth in case there’s a foul odour. The medical examiner carefully places the wrapped object on the stainless-steel table, and turns towards a smaller table that holds different surgical instruments. When the plastic has been removed, the hand is a grotesque sight: two of the fingers - the pinkie and the ring finger, appear to have been mauled, and skin flaps hang loosely over the white bones that are protruding from the flesh.  

         Demitriades puts on a pair of glasses and carefully touches the place where the wrist has been with an instrument that looks like a large pair of tweezers. “Geez,” he mutters, “it looks like the hand has been cut off with a chainsaw.” He bends down over the hand with a concentrated expression on his face, and Morgan instinctively puts his hand over his mouth as he also bends over the table to get a closer look.                                                                                              “It looks like someone has tried to saw the fingers off too.” The medical examiner straightens his back and takes his glasses off. “My first impression is that someone tried to saw the fingers off - or one finger at the time, and when that didn’t work, the whole hand was cut off. This is my preliminary observation, and you know you can’t rely on this information until I’ve made a full examination.”                                                                           

         Morgan nods. “Okay.”                                                                                 

         Demitriades lifts a finger with the tweezer-looking tool. “We’ll take samples to see if we can find foreign DNA or anything else under the nails and in the wounds - and I’ll request a DNA finding, to compare with a sample taken from the missing guy’s toothbrush: what was his name again?”

         “Max Wilson.”

         “That’s right, Max Wilson.”

         Morgan is suddenly longing for fresh air. “Okay, I think I’ve seen what I need to see. Send me the report as soon as you can, and we can get the test-results later if they take longer.”

         George Demitriades pulls the gloves off his hands and throws them into a bin. “Alright, I’ll walk you upstairs.” 

          
   

         ***

          
   

         He isn’t human anymore. He is a miserable creature - a wounded animal. He lies on his stomach on a dirty, stinking mattress, and one of his hands is chained to the bedframe with a pair of handcuffs. His other hand - or more correctly the place where his hand used to be, pulsates with a sharp pain that makes him nauseous. He desperately wants to escape reality, and he therefore welcomes the injections that the woman with the greasy hair gives him. He doesn’t know what the liquid in the syringe is, and he doesn’t want to think about it either, but he knows that he can’t live without the drugs. ‘They’re my new crutches in life - in this foreign and scary life anyway’, he thinks as drug rushes through his bloodstream and takes control of his mind. His body is a spaceship now, and lots of small figures are tip-toeing around inside of him. It’s a good feeling - the small figures’ footsteps: they tickle him in good way. The captain of the spaceship is dressed in silver, and he screams his orders through a speaker that’s mounted behind the spaceship’s ear. Space is alternatively cold and warm, and he floats through it with ease until he reaches the end station - which oddly enough looks a lot like the bus-stop close to his home, and he feels that the effect of the drug is wearing off. When the spaceship lands, his floating feeling is replaced by a dull pain that’s wrapped in layers of anguish and cold sweat. 

          
   

         ***

          
   

         Morgan’s only thoughts, when he drives over the Harbour Bridge towards the city centre, are of food. He therefore turns left towards Woolloomooloo, instead of driving straight ahead towards Darling Harbour. He parks in front of Woolloomooloo Bay Hotel, and goes inside the pub and orders and pays for a meal. The sun hangs high up in the clear sky and the water glitters between boats that are parked next to the apartment-building on the wharf, when Morgan takes a seat by a table on the sidewalk. Everyone knows that Russell Crowe owns the large penthouse-apartment at the end of the boardwalk, and a rumour that Morgan has heard, says that an elevator inside the actor’s home leads down to a private boat-garage that has a hidden door that leads straight out to the harbour. ‘Russell can have a life-style like James Bond if he wants to’, Morgan thinks as he watches a large pelican land on the water next to the wharf-building. He takes his mobile phone from his pocket, dials a number and waits for Ricketts to answer. A young couple hold a heated discussion at the table next to his, and he turns his head away from them when he hears Ricketts’ voice in his ear.

         “Hi it’s me, Morgan. Listen, we can go through what we talked about earlier this afternoon, okay? I’ll be back in the office in about an hour.”

         “Sure, where are you now?” Ricketts sounds grumpy.

         Morgan continues to choose his words carefully as he considers his surroundings. “I’ve been to see George Demitriades about the hand, and now I’m having lunch. So, I’ll see you in an hour then?”

         “Okay, see you then.”

         “See you.” Morgan turns his phone off, and at the same time a waitress puts a plate in front of him on the table.

         After the meal, he decides to take a walk along the waters’ edge. The prawns he ate have left garlic on his breath, so he walks into a petrol station and buys a packet of chewing gum. He stops next to a pie-shop and looks at the grey military ships that are anchored by the naval base as he pops a piece of gum into his mouth. He sees that an American ship lie sandwiched between the Australian ships. ‘That explains the men dressed in American sailors’ uniforms in front of Harry’s Café’, Morgan thinks. The sun feels hot, and he takes his jacket off as he walks towards his car. He sees some kids who are making high jumps with their skateboards over the benches on the wharf, and he thinks they’re probably kids from the ghetto that lays only a stone’s throw from the luxury-building on the wharf. He suddenly remembers an old INXS-song and sings the words to ‘Original sin’ as he crosses the street.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         It’s obvious that Paul Ricketts is in a bad mood: he sits with his arms crossed over his chest and mutters answers to Morgan’s questions, and Morgan gives up after a few minutes. “Damn it, Ricketts, pull yourself together!”

         Ricketts doesn’t answer, he just stares down at the carpeted floor.

         Morgan draws a deep breath. ‘It’s Goddamn unbelievable that someone so immature and unprofessional can be employed by the police-force’, Morgan thinks angrily as he exhales sharply through his nose. “Okay,” he says, “I’ll be better off without you, if you can’t cooperate. I’m holding a meeting tomorrow morning, and if you can let everyone know, that would be good. That’s all for now.” 

         Ricketts remains motionless. “What time?”

         Morgan looks up from the papers on his desk. “What? Right, the meeting will be at nine am.” When Ricketts gets up from his chair, Morgan adds: “I’m keeping all reports here with me, so I can go through them properly - and if you receive anything further from the Vaucluse or Rose Bay-police, you need to forward it to me immediately.”

         Ricketts leaves the door open when he has walked out of the room.

          
   

         ***

          
   

         It is dark outside when Morgan drives up in front of the terrace-house in Glebe. He sits in the car for a moment and looks up at the dark windows. When he opens the car door he can smell food, but he realises the smell comes from the neighbours’ house when he sees a family with two children sit by a table through a window. ‘How come their house looks so homely and inviting, and ours doesn’t?’ he thinks as he walks towards his own front door. It’s quiet and still inside - but a small stream of light has fallen out into the dark hallway, and Morgan follows it to the living room.

         Lisa sits in an armchair with her gaze in a book. She twitches and looks up as Morgan walks closer. “Oh my God, you scared me! I didn’t hear you come in.”

         Morgan steps into the cone of light from the reading lamp. “Why are you sitting here in the dark?”

         Lisa puts her book on the sofa table and pulls her fingers through her hair. “I’ve got a headache.”

         He sits down in the sofa and looks at her: she wears an old worn nightgown made of pink-coloured cotton, and she has sheepskin slippers on her feet. “Have you eaten yet?” he asks tiredly. 

         She pulls on a thread that hangs loose on her sleeve and shakes her head. “No, I was waiting for you to get home.”

         Morgan sighs as he stands up again. “Okay, what have we got in the fridge?”

         “Not much I think.” Lisa’s voice is thick.

         Morgan walks over to the armchair and sits down on the floor by her feet. “But what’s wrong? Are you crying?”

         She rubs her eyes with her fingers. “I was going to go out and buy food, but I was scared to go on my own. I tried to build up courage all day, but then it got dark...” her voice breaks and she covers her face with her hands.

         Morgan puts a hand on her knee. “You poor thing. Hey, it’s alright. Have you taken your medicine?”

         “No... No, I haven’t.”

         “Alright, let’s go upstairs so you can take your medicine, and then I’ll call for a vegetarian pizza while you have a rest. Does that sound good?”

         Lisa lowers her hands and he sees tears on her face. She sighs. “Yeah, okay.”

         Morgan gets up from the floor. He holds Lisa’s arm under his, as he leads her up the stairs and into the bedroom. He helps her get into bed and tucks her in with the bedspread, and then he gives her the medicine and a glass of water, before he goes downstairs to call the pizza-shop. Lisa is asleep when he looks in on her a few minutes later. Morgan feels sleepy when he sits down in the sofa, and he turns the TV on with the remote-control in the hope that the voices will keep him awake. But the news-stories can’t hold his attention, and his thoughts start to drift. ‘Today was actually worse than I had expected’, he thinks dejectedly, ‘even though I suspected that Stone and Ricketts wouldn’t be welcoming me back to work’. It still feels unreal when he recalls the time when Stone and Ricketts accused him of being a murderer. It was the worst time in his life: his mother’s death had hit him hard, and then his family shut him out emotionally, and then Lisa disappeared - and all this happened while he was investigating the worst murder cases he had encountered in his career as a detective sergeant. It was at that point, that Stone and Ricketts had accused him of being a murderer. When he thinks back at the stress that he suffered at the time, he understands why his body broke down in the way it did. ‘It’s actually understandable that I lost my grip then’, he thinks, ‘I lost the feeling of having everything under control’. He knows that he’s managed to get his self-esteem back somehow, and he also knows Lisa that hasn’t managed to do this yet - she’s still down on the bottom in the dark: alone. ‘The pregnancy might help her’, he thinks. ‘Now she has something to look forward to, and to live for’.

         The sharp tone from the doorbell drowns the news-reporter’s voice on TV and pulls Morgan out of his thoughts. He gets to his feet and goes to the door. A girl with a freckled face stands outside with a flat cardboard-box in her hands, and Morgan pays her and then goes to the kitchen to get paper-napkins.

         Lisa is unwilling to wake up at first, but she sits up when she feels the smell of warm pizza. Morgan sits on the edge of the bed and they eat in silence for a while. Lisa finally leans back against the pillows and wipes her mouth with a napkin. “How was work today?”

         Morgan swallows the food in his mouth and crumbles pizza-crust between his fingers into the cardboard-box. “It was okay. I’ve brought some paperwork home that I have to read tonight.”

         “So you’re back full time now?”

         “Yes, it seems like it. We’ll see how I go.”

         Lisa pulls the bedspread up over her chest. “Okay. Thanks for dinner. I’m really tired, and I want to go back to sleep now. Can you turn the light off please?”

          
   

          
   

         It’s been a demanding day, with many new impressions and thoughts about the kidnappings and the murder. Morgan tries to concentrate his thoughts on the reports that lie on the sofa table in front of him - but other, uninvited, thoughts push in and distract him. 

         The night outside presses a velvet-smooth darkness against the windows and music from cicadas informs him that the night is warm. He stands up and walks out into the garden through the back door. Insects buzz and bump against the glass-covered outdoor light, and it looks like they’re trying to force their bodies through the lamp’s surface. Morgan has heard somewhere that insects are human souls who are trying to find the light at the end of tunnel - the same light that people who have died and come back, report to have seen. Morgan has often studied dead people’s faces and looked for clues in their eyes that can reveal where they have gone, but they’re all empty: all these dead faces that sometimes come back and visit him in his dreams - they’re forever silent and dry, like deserts.

         Barks from a dog drown out the cicadas’ music for a few seconds. A small lizard runs down the house wall and disappears behind a can of paint that stands on the ground, and Morgan’s eyes follow the movement as he lights a cigarette. He sits down in a deck chair outside the cone of light, and is surrounded by darkness. His impressions of the day slowly free themselves from the yarn-ball they’ve been rolled up into, and he allows the thoughts to surface one by one before he lets them fall back into his subconscious mind. 
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