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         When he straightened up, the shiny new Lloyd shoes he really only wore for good wear sank into the muck, and he almost fell backwards. The sensation of something fragile being crushed between fingers lay quivering uncomfortably beneath his skin. At the same time, it evoked in him an exhilaration reminiscent of sexual arousal. The feeling surprised him—and yet it didn’t. It was the same as the time with the toads that lived in the vegetation around the little garden pond in the back garden of his childhood home. The ugly, repulsive toads with their warty backs, crawling clumsily and helplessly around on the garden tiles. Some were as big as the soles of his child-size shoes. The little arms, with their four stubby fingers that appeared to have been amputated, waved helplessly under his shoe as he stepped on them. Their whimpering only gave reason to press his foot even harder, until he heard a crunch and there was silence. Some died in silence. Pain was obviously not something all toads expressed. Afterwards, he threw them in the garden pond. Mum wondered what disease the toads had suffered when they lay dead in the water, belly up, and began to smell. But she didn’t do anything about it either.

          
   

         He stood with his arms down by his sides, stretching and clenching his hands to make the feeling go away. His trousers had dirty knees. Desperately, he tried to brush the soil off. His breathing was strained, coming in heavy gasps, and he could feel the sticky film of sweat on his forehead. The stifling heat lay on the damp air like a heavy duvet. The smell of rotten leaves and mould filled his nostrils. Panic crept in and mingled with the frustration. He looked around. Thankfully there was no one here. And luckily it was raining. It kept people indoors. He looked up and let the rain hit his face. The little cold slaps of the drops against his skin made him shudder slightly. Another feeling he hadn’t experienced since he was a child. With eyes closed, he tasted the water dripping down his lips. Suddenly he looked down at her. The rainwater had begun to collect in her eye sockets. The body was surprisingly heavy as he lifted it up. One arm fell limply down to the side, dangling towards his hip as he began to walk in the rain. The water ran down her cheeks like tears. He felt the crying in his throat. Why had she screamed? He hated that whimpering. She should have done as he had said. The tears mingled with the rainwater and tasted salty in his mouth.
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         The newsreader’s voice on the radio told of several riots and suicide bombers in the Middle East. She listened to the voice without registering what was being said. It was the same every time she heard the news on the radio or TV. But it was so far away. On another planet. ‘Denmark’s come closer to a terrorist attack since we followed the Americans into war in Iraq,’ her husband said often enough. The world is cruel. But that wasn’t her world. She felt safe in Denmark, particularly in Jutland, and most especially here in Aarhus, where there was rarely more crime than a few assaults and rapes. That was bad enough, of course, but it didn’t affect her little world in the house in Brabrand protected by the high privet hedge.

         The news ended and dinner music took over. She hummed along to Kære lille mormor by Richard Ragnvald. Through the kitchen window, she saw her teenage daughter come running back. The rubbish bin at the front door had been overflowing; it hadn’t been put out on the road the night before for the binmen to collect that morning, so she had asked Maria, who had only been hanging out in her room with her iPod, to run down to the skip with it. She didn’t understand all the modern gear young girls needed today. It hadn’t been like that with the other two, who had long since flown the coop. They hadn’t meant to have more children, but then…

         Her gaze slid up towards the sky. It was going to rain again soon. Where had the sun gone this summer?

         Maria tumbled breathlessly into the kitchen without taking off her shoes.

         ‘Mum, Mum! There’s something in the skip!’

         ‘What?’

         She turned off the radio, where a journalist had begun a debate with a politician.

         ‘A hand.’ Her voice shook.

         My teenage daughter watches too many films, she thought with a smile, continuing to butter the rye bread for lunch. And she certainly doesn’t lack imagination either.

         ‘Is it not just a doll someone threw out?’

         ‘No!’

         The girl was breathing heavily.

         She turned to her daughter, only now understanding something must be wrong. Maria’s face was chalk white. Her eyes shone with a horror she hadn’t seen before. She was still clutching the bag of rubbish, as if her hand had seized with cramp. Then she broke down in tears and dropped the bag onto the freshly washed kitchen floor.

         Desperate, she wiped her hands on her apron. ‘Oh, sweetheart, really? It can’t be!’

         She quickly put on a jumper.

         ‘Let’s go down and find out what you think is a hand.’

         Maria’s entire body began to shake. Her mother made her sit on a chair at the kitchen table. She got a glass of cold water from the tap and put it in front of her daughter. ‘Drink that, I’ll be back in a moment.’

         ‘No, Mum, don’t go down there. What if the killer’s still there?’

         She smiled affectionately. ‘Let’s see what it is first.’

         Still, on the way down to the skip, she felt uneasy and her legs began to shake. If it were true, what would she do? She shook her head at the thought. Of course there wasn’t a hand in the skip. The air was stifling and humid. She pulled her blouse away from her skin to cool down. The worn clogs she had hurriedly put on were having a hard time keeping up with her.

         The skip was a large closed model. It was rusty now, but it had once been red. There were three hatches on the front. One was open. Maria had apparently fled without closing it again. She peered inside, and the lukewarm stink of decay greeted her. The flies buzzed. She caught sight of the hand between some black bin bags and an old stained chair cushion. She held her breath and her heart began to pound. It looked like a human hand. She looked around for something that could reach in there. She spotted a stick on the ground, which she picked up. It could just about reach the hand. She lifted it gently with the stick. With the movement, a black bag rolled over, revealing the entire arm, a shoulder and a piece of a white neck. In the light falling through the hatch, she could see the colour of the thin neck went from chalk white to bluish-black. She didn’t know where she had gathered the courage from, and she still didn’t understand what it was she was looking at. It had all happened in a trance. Slowly, she lifted the stick again and pushed the cardboard box covering the face. The box overturned. She watched it roll around a few times in a kind of slow motion, following it with her eyes before moving her gaze to the place it had been. She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t. Her throat was constricted.

         A face had appeared. The eyes stared dead and empty at the roof of the skip, the mouth was open and the lips were bluish-black. It was a child. A little girl.

         She threw away the stick and ran to the nearest bush with her hand over her mouth. But she couldn’t stop the convulsions of her diaphragm. The bitter taste rose, stinging her throat. She moved her hand when the hot liquid came and threw up between the bushes.
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         She heard the phone faintly through the bathroom door and the thick terry towel she had wrapped around her wet, freshly washed hair. She had only just got up, even though it was past noon. There was nothing to get up for. There were, of course, the dishes, cleaning and laundry. The house looked as if she had been having a wild party until the early hours of the morning. Her head felt that way, too. But if that had been the reason, at least then she would probably have had fun. Instead, she had emptied a bottle of red wine on her own while staring at a mind-numbingly boring show on TV, without really watching or hearing it. Her thoughts had been in a completely different world. When her eyelids had started to get heavy, and she had realised she was napping in an awkward position that would no doubt result in both fluid retention and a crick in her neck, she had turned off the TV. She hadn’t been bothered with cleaning up and had collapsed onto the bed, where she had immediately fallen into a restless sleep with dreams and nightmares she no longer remembered. They lingered in her soul as an uncomfortable feeling. Something she remembered in small glimpses, but immediately forgot again. Something she wasn’t going to remember.

         ‘Is this Kamilla Holm?’ asked the voice in the handset.

         ‘Yes.’

         ‘Freelance photographer, Kamilla Holm?’

         She hesitated. It sounded like work. ‘Yes,’ she replied anyway, thinking about how many times she had declined assignments in the last year or hadn’t picked up the phone when it rang.

         ‘Yes, that’s me,’ she repeated in a firmer voice.

         ‘You were recommended to me. I’m new,’ said the voice with a Copenhagen accent, now sounding a little more eager.

         New what? she thought, tying the belt of her dressing gown as she held the phone between her shoulder and chin.

         ‘I’m on the editorial staff of The Daily News,’ the voice continued, as if Kamilla’s thoughts had passed through the telephone cables.

         It had to be a new journalist. All the old ones had probably left a long time ago, and the whole gang of well-known press she had worked with on so many assignments—from newly opened businesses to the Aarhus Festival and political events—had been replaced with new and unknown journalists. It had been over a year since she had last worked for the newspaper. Since she had worked at all. Her savings were also about to run dry. The bank had written to remind her her overdraft had been exceeded, as if she didn’t have internet banking and know that herself. But it couldn’t continue; the bank had been understanding for a long time.

         So there was someone left on the editorial staff who remembered her enough to recommend her. Someone who had been happy with her work. Thygesen, she thought. It was guaranteed to be editor Ivan Thygesen. She had always guessed he would stay on until retirement. He was the type of boss the employees didn’t think had a life outside his job. He would still be sitting behind his desk when the others went home in the evening, and was there again–or rather still there–in the morning when they arrived. The only sign a change had taken place during the night was that he had changed his shirt.

         ‘I have an assignment for you—if you’d like it?’ The last bit came a little hesitantly. Thygesen had probably warned the journalist that she risked getting a negative answer, and she would absolutely have another number, if not more, to ring in her notebook. Apparently the newspaper still hadn’t hired a permanent photographer. There were plenty of freelance photographers, but the journalist had called her. It was a chance. She was going to start again.

         ‘Of course,’ she heard herself say.

         ‘Can we meet on Edwin Rahrs Vej in Brabrand as soon as possible? You’ll see where I mean.’

         ‘Yes! I’m on the way.’

         ‘My name’s Anne Larsen, by the way,’ said the journalist.

         Kamilla had already pulled the wet towel off her head before she hung up the phone. As she went over her hair cursorily with the hairdryer and got dressed at the same time, she remembered she had forgotten to ask what it was about. What did the journalist mean by ‘you’ll see where I mean’? The first assignment in over a year and she had forgotten to ask the most important question. Maybe she had lost her touch?
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         Pathologist Henry Leander always arrived at a murder scene with the forensics team, before anyone else had the chance to trample on clues that could prove to be vital evidence. Even a single strand of hair could be crucial.

         Despite being a seasoned medical examiner, he had to admit every new case gave him a sense of fear deep in his gut. He never knew what sight was going to greet him. At the same time, it was that sense of fear that drove him. It was also a sense of excitement, a desire to solve a riddle, find the killer’s mistake and expose them. He loved his job, even though it was the reason he had given up hope of finding new love after Mary’s death nine years before. She had been his good, faithful and trusted partner for twenty-five years. She had died of lung cancer shortly after their silver wedding anniversary, after years of intense smoking. She hadn’t minded him crawling into bed beside her when he came home late after he had just been poking around in a rotten corpse. She had been a vet, poking around in a bit of everything in that regard herself. Three years after her death, he had met a young widow through some friends. She was of English descent, like he was—and also Mary had been. He had figured they must have something in common. But she couldn’t bear the thought of his dead ‘clients’, as she had called them. She had claimed he stank of them and pulled away from him when he had tried to hold her. He had tried to explain to her that he wore sterile gloves whenever he touched a corpse, and showered before coming home to her, but it hadn’t helped. Of course that couldn’t continue long term. Also taking into account his fifty-nine summers, he had decided to give up his pursuit of women. He had bought an English setter, who he called Bruce—because something about it reminded him of Bruce Willis—joined the English Setter Club, and started going on a different kind of hunt. The latter two mostly for the sake of being social. Hunting also suited his English aristocratic exterior, and he thought he looked perfect in his khaki-coloured hunting gear and hat. At the same time, he had ample opportunity to move around in the vast woods early in the morning, when the dew was still sitting in cobwebs and the morning frost lay like cool bluish banks between the tree trunks. Fair enough, not many women went hunting, so his hobby hadn’t improved his prospects in that area, but Bruce had found a mate and had fathered a litter of puppies, so a few additions to the family had come of it.

         Inspector Roland Benito arrived and greeted him with a nod when he reached the skip. They hadn’t seen each other for a long time, but this wasn’t the time for anything other than a formal nod.

         ‘It’s a little girl,’ said Roland. It sounded like a warning.

         A technician from forensics in a white protective suit and shoe covers crawled into the waste container with a camera. The flash flared in the darkness. The skip was so cramped they couldn’t all fit in at once. At long last, the technician clambered out with a nod to indicate he had finished. Leander crawled awkwardly into the large bin. The hatch sat about a metre above the ground, and his foot sank into the rubbish when he stepped inside. Something damp penetrated one of his socks. He immediately smelled the decay and thought of rats. If there was one thing he hated more than anything else, it was rats. Rats could disfigure a corpse, rendering it unidentifiable and delaying proceedings. Not a pretty sight.

         He turned on the torch. The girl had been laid carefully on a bed of black bin bags. Her eyes stared up at the roof of the skip, as if something up there had hardened her gaze. Reluctantly, he looked up, slamming his neck against the container’s roof. ‘Ouch, damn it!’ he exclaimed.

         ‘What happened?’ asked Roland, sticking his head in through the hatch.

         Leander had dropped the torch. The cone of light shone obliquely on the face of the dead girl, making grotesque shadows, like when children try to scare each other in the dark by shining torches under their chins.

         He picked up the torch and squatted down next to the girl, as he had now painfully learned it wasn’t possible to stand upright. Carefully, he stroked the muddy hair away from her cheek, almost dropping the torch again when a black beetle hurried from her ear and hid among the rotten leaves. A grimace slid over his face as he recognised it as Necrodes littoralis—aka the grave robber. Insects had been his great hobby for many years. Most women had found that bizarre, too. In a nook in his basement, he had decorated a little room with shelves and racks filled with jars and larger showcases of insects. Some he had collected himself from the wild, others had been hatched in the basement, never knowing life outdoors. But they retained their instincts and way of life, and that’s what interested him. An insect could reveal much about the age of a corpse. Eggs and pupae develop into insects within a very strict time schedule, which he had memorised through intense study—although their development also depended on temperature and humidity conditions at the site the body had been placed. He shone the torch around the inside of the container. The humidity conditions weren’t that difficult to determine here. Moisture dribbled down the sides of the container. The wet and balmy summer outside gave the inside its own microclimate.

         ‘How long’s she been dead?’ asked Roland from outside, making Leander look up.

         ‘Rigor mortis has set in. Stiffness develops about two to four hours after death’s occurred. The whole body’s stiff, so we’re talking over eight hours. It’s a small body, so it’s hard to judge. But I can give a more accurate time once I get her in. She’s about ten years old. Choked with bare hands.’ He raised the girl’s hand and turned it in the light of the torch. ‘She’s been tied up, it seems,’ he mumbled, pointing to the red marks around both the girl’s wrists.

         Roland looked the other way.

         Leander was in the skip for a while without making a sound. Roland knew his old friend. They had worked together for years, and he knew the forensic pathologist was now examining the dead girl like a tracker dog, despite knowing it wasn’t the best environment to do so in. Leander crawled out the skip with an expression of discomfort on his face. Roland gave him his arm for support.

         ‘Bloody hell, what a place to leave a child!’

         Roland didn’t answer. They had both seen a bit of everything, especially in their time together in Copenhagen. Fortunately, it had been a long time since a case like this had ended up on their desks.

         The red and white striped police tape fluttered in the wind around the skip. They started walking. Leander took off the white latex gloves and pulled his facemask down under his chin. Both were silent, thinking about what they had just seen inside the container.

         Roland lit a cigarette as soon as they were away from the site of the grim discovery. He looked at Leander as he squinted at the smoke. A dead child was, in his opinion, the worst sight to behold.

         ‘Did you find anything significant?’ he asked.

         ‘There’s so much dirt, garden waste and all sorts of other shit. We’ll have to review the skip once the girl’s removed.’

         Roland nodded. ‘Of course.’ He took a puff of the cigarette. People had started parking illegally along Edwin Rahrs Vej, staring out their car windows or standing by their cars, watching the scene by the waste container. He was aware the murder couldn’t be kept secret for long.

         ‘I’m afraid it might be a sex crime,’ he said, keeping a firm eye on whether people were starting to step inside the cordoned-off zone. He feared the reactions in the city. A child murder in Zealand could shake the population in Aarhus to its core. What would the murder of a child in their own city—the city of smiles, for God’s sake—bring about?

         He could already see the bold headlines on the front page of the daily papers. Child murder in the city of smiles. Little girl found strangled in skip. And why exactly in a waste container in the Gellerup area? No doubt many would take the opportunity to link the event to the immigrants, violence and crime in the region. Not exactly the best thing to happen to the already burdened area.

         ‘The girl’s fully clothed, but she only has white sandals on her feet,’ Leander replied.

         That made Roland wonder. The weather wasn’t exactly geared towards bare legs this summer. Damn paedophiles, he thought. Even though he found it perverse, if they really wanted to look at naked children’s bodies, they could go ahead, as long as they left them alone and weren’t the reason children ended up on Leander’s table at the mortuary.

         ‘No one’s missing?’ Leander asked, stepping over a puddle.

         ‘No, no little girls in any case. Only the usual dementia sufferers getting lost, but luckily we usually find them again. So you’re not sure about the time of death?’

         ‘No, but the autopsy will tell us. It might also give us a tip about the crime scene. The girl was placed in the skip after she was murdered.’

         ‘So we also have to find a crime scene?’ Roland sighed.

         Leander nodded. ‘The skip’s only where she was found. The crime scene’s of much greater significance to us. But that’s your job to figure out, old friend.’ He patted him on the shoulder to soften his words.

         Roland scratched his head. ‘Yes, that’s where forensics will find irrefutable evidence—once we’ve located it.’

         ‘Well, I can give you a quick answer,’ Leander reassured him. ‘Her hair’s matted with mud and her clothes are soaked with water. That’s a lead. It couldn’t have happened in the rubbish bin.’

         ‘Mud! Water!’ Roland threw out his arms in despair, sprinkling the ashes from his cigarette everywhere. ‘In this wet summer, it could be anywhere.’

         Leander looked up at the sky, which was gathering clouds again for the next rain shower. ‘It depends on what kind of mud the analyses show. Mud isn’t just mud. I found blood on her skirt, too.’

         ‘Blood! Her own?’ Roland feared the worst.

         ‘It’s difficult to say yet. Only a DNA analysis can determine that. But at first glance, she doesn’t appear to have any wounds that may have bled so profusely.’

         ‘What about the marks from the ropes?’

         ‘Skin abrasions—and they didn’t bleed. I don’t think she was tied up for very long, just long enough to leave marks.’

         They reached their cars. Leander opened the door to his used Volvo. Behind them, the press had begun to show up, too. The officers stationed at the scene dealt with the aggressive questioning—they had no comment—and made a diligent attempt to keep the herd at a distance from the waste container. The blue flashes had attracted people from miles around, as if they were magnets and the people were made of light metal being drawn towards them.

         ‘The vultures have arrived. Let’s get away from here,’ he said with a sigh.
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         As she drove along Edwin Rahrs Vej, Kamilla immediately saw the blue flashing lights of the squad cars in the rain, and the red and white tape cordoning off the area on the other side of the road. Now she regretted not asking the journalist what the assignment was. An accident had happened here—or a crime. Not exactly what she needed most. She had hoped for the opening of a new factory somewhere in the industrial district out here, or an award ceremony for an unusually beautiful garden in the Brabrand Garden Association.

         The journalist walking towards her evaluated her with grey eyes from under a red umbrella. The expression in them showed she knew what had happened in Kamilla’s life. The sensation-driven editor Thygesen couldn’t help but tell it in his own dramatic way, of course. Kamilla was tired of seeing all those eyes filled with pity, clearly saying ‘poor little you’. She hated being pitied, because she herself felt strong. Or rather because she had now learned she wasn’t quite as strong as she had thought.

         The young journalist held out a hand. ‘Anne Larsen,’ she introduced herself in a confident Nørrebro accent, followed by a question: ‘Kamilla, right?’

         Kamilla had no doubt at all she came from Copenhagen. The hand was thin and sinewy, fitting well with the rest of the body. She was small and slim. Despite her slender build, the journalist had a warm and firm handshake. She looked pale under the short, jet-black, boyish hairstyle. One eye appeared sad; it seemed to hang a little. Kamilla guessed she was in her mid-twenties. The black hoodie was a little too long under the yellow raincoat, the pre-washed jeans had bleach stains and were turned up at the bottom, so you could see the bare ankles in a pair of white trainers dirty with grass and mud.

         ‘Yes, that’s me. Kamilla Holm. How did you recognise me?’ she replied, hearing her own characteristic mixture of Horsens and Aarhus dialects, which suddenly sounded peasant-like in her ears. She had forgotten to ask that, too. What do you look like? How will I find you? She felt unprofessional and squinted in the rain. Of course she hadn’t remembered an umbrella or raincoat either.

         ‘Thygesen showed me a picture of you,’ said Anne with a twinkle in her eye.

         ‘What happened here?’ She looked at the crowd of wet people and the few officers trying to keep them at a distance. Her voice sounded nervous.

         ‘A dead girl was found in a skip.’

         ‘A girl? Dead?’ Reluctantly, she followed the skinny journalist, who began to walk with long strides towards the herd in the wet grass. ‘A child,’ she said, turning. The lust for sensation shone in her eyes. Kamilla’s legs began to fail. Her knees were like heavy bricks. ‘A child,’ she mumbled, automatically following Anne, as if the old habit of following suit behind a journalist had been reawakened without her even wanting it to be.

         She watched Anne rig her equipment as she held her umbrella, taking the opportunity to get shelter from the weather. Anne vanished into the crowd, while she herself remained standing outside the flock with the umbrella in her hand and the camera bag over her shoulder. It was an unfamiliar situation for her. Before, she always knew what to do when she was on a job. It used to come instinctively. She caught sight of Anne, who had managed to get the microphone up under the nose of a young officer who was talking. Kamilla folded the umbrella as she sent the sky a careful glance. It seemed to be clearing up again; one of this summer’s many thunderstorms was drifting over. The sun began to shine through the layer of clouds, despite a few raindrops still falling. She took the camera out her bag and snapped a series of photos of the officers and the crowd of journalists and curious people who had gathered around them. Even though she knew it wasn’t exactly going to be a shot worthy of this year’s press photo award, she had to do something.

         The officers were in the process of shooing the crowd further away from the skip. Anne stood behind the container, making signs to her from under the police tape between the bushes. Kamilla scowled at the officers before walking over to her. They were so busy driving people away and rejecting questions that they didn’t see them at all.

         ‘Shit,’ Anne whispered to the side of her face as she bent down to help her under the cordon. ‘They’ve already removed the girl.’

         Kamilla felt relieved. Could she handle the sight of another dead child? Why did that have to be the assignment she had agreed to? There had been so many others she could have accepted. Because she hadn’t asked. That’s why. Had she known what it was about, she would have said no. Again.

         ‘Come here!’ Anne waved her closer. The bushes hid them from the officers. She had discovered a hatch on the back of the skip. The police hadn’t locked it. They probably hadn’t even noticed it, hidden by the bushes. It was rusty like the rest of the back of the large container. Its hinges creaked when Anne opened it. A lukewarm stench hit them. Kamilla stepped into something slimy. It was vomit. She was about to vomit herself.

         ‘It seems that hatch was opened recently,’ mumbled Anne. She waved Kamilla closer again. ‘Here, come on! Take a picture!’ she said in a low voice.

         ‘Into the skip? Are you serious?’ She heard her own shrill and puzzled voice, despite feeling deaf in both ears, but she did as she was asked. The flash lit up the inside of the dark container. She couldn’t see anything on the LCD screen, not even in the viewfinder, and she took some pictures at will. When the flash flared, she caught brief glimpses of black bin bags, blue-striped Aldi bags crammed with rubbish, cardboard boxes, old furniture, leftover food, leaves, branches and rotten plants.

         ‘We have enough now.’ Anne suddenly pulled her by the sleeve. She had spotted an officer approaching from where she was keeping a lookout.

         ‘What are you doing there!?’ he shouted as they ducked down under the striped tape back onto neutral ground. Anne showed him her press card.

         ‘No comment,’ he said, pointing to the camera hanging on its strap around Kamilla’s neck. ‘What did you photograph?’

         ‘Just the skip. We have to bring something back to the paper, otherwise we’ll be fired,’ said Anne defensively, pushing back her hair.

         Kamilla wondered how Anne could look so innocent, even be on the offensive against the tall broad-shouldered officer towering in front of them. She was red-cheeked from the excitement and was hoping the officer wouldn’t notice. She began to wipe the vomit off her shoe on the wet grass.

         The officer nodded, but he checked anyway to see whether the padlock on the front of the skip was still locked, and whether the tape showing the container had been seized by police was still intact. You never knew with reporters.

         ‘Okay, off you go!’ He turned his back on them and started walking. Tall, erect, and full of authority in his police uniform.
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         It had been over a year since he had last driven here. He had a lump stuck in his throat. He coughed to remove it. Why did he do this? He had taken his punishment. Sanne had left him as she couldn’t live with what he had done—or rather she couldn’t live with his guilt. When he had been asked to take leave from his job—which he could no longer concentrate on—when he came out of prison, she had thought he had been fired. She had felt the income and the good life disappear, then she had disappeared, too. He had neither been able to support her, nor give her a child.

         Being in prison, isolated from everyone and treated like a common criminal, had been directly contrary to his nature and upbringing. He had found it deeply unfair he had been convicted and locked up, until what he had done had slowly dawned on him. He was reassured by the fact his father was dead. If not, he probably wouldn’t have survived that shame. His mother’s senile brain wouldn’t grasp it anyway, despite a nurse probably having told her what had happened and why her son wasn’t coming for his usual weekly visits. She just wanted to smile and nod and fiddle with the top button of her blouse. She might not have even noticed his absence. Thinking of his mother hurt just as much as thinking about his own sufferings. She was in a kind of prison, too. Her own prison. Old age without memories. Only after his father had died and she had gone into a nursing home did he notice how spoiled he had been as a child. He had been used to being waited on by his mother. Sanne wouldn’t put up with it. Her life hadn’t been quite so easy. In a way, he was relieved to take a break from work. He couldn’t bear the reproachful looks of his colleagues. They had driven home drunk that night, too, but it had gone alright for them. Damn cat! He couldn’t help the thought popping into his head, but felt ashamed afterwards. His director was also their personal friend, so he had shown understanding beyond all bounds. If he hadn’t been a friend, he would undoubtedly have been fired.

         It was the psychologist he had sought help from who had advised him to return to Jutland as a form of therapy. The best thing for all parties, the psychologist had said, was that he seek out the relatives and talk with them if they wished. But he knew he would never have the courage or conscience to do so.

         He realised he was driving past the spot where the car had almost slid into the ditch a year before. Shortly afterwards, he passed the accident site itself. He instinctively pressed the brake when he saw a boy with a large sports bag cycling on the bike path. The image of a football rolling out onto the road in slow motion flickered like a film clip before his eyes. It rolled infinitely slowly, stopped, lay there for a moment, rocking back and forth, as if it couldn’t decide whether to stay or roll on. A sight that haunted him like a curse. Suddenly he knew what the psychologist had meant by his advice. He needed to revisit the site and to drive this stretch in a sober state. Maybe he was just hoping time would be rewound. That he had managed to see the cat and brake in time. Or that he had run the damn cat down instead of trying to avoid it. He regretted his thoughts again. The cursed thing was he hadn’t stayed over that night, he had headed out to reach the Molslinjen ferry back to Zealand.

         He also wanted to see the place where it had all begun. He only had to drive a few minutes before he saw the marina ahead, its beautiful white ships on the blue water sending dazzling glimpses at him in the sunlight. When he spotted the sign for Restaurant Egå Marina, he drove into the car park and parked. It was here they had held the fateful reception to celebrate the end of the huge assignment they had been working on for so many months. He still wondered how an Aarhus company had chosen an advertising agency in Zealand, given all the good agencies in Aarhus, but it had probably been because of their reputation. They had won quite a few advertising awards over time. They had practically worked around the clock to meet the deadlines and make it all run smoothly with models, photos and film footage. It was a campaign worth several million Danish kroner, one the advertising agency had reaped great rewards from—hadn’t he deserved that last drink?

         There was a smell of grilled fish and fresh dill in the restaurant. He remembered he hadn’t eaten since the meagre breakfast. After hanging his jacket over the back of the chair, he sat down at a table already laid, overlooking the harbour. Despite there being many people, it didn’t take long for a young waiter to hand him a menu. He quickly decided on warm smoked salmon and handed the menu back to the gracious server, who bowed just the way he had been taught at waiter school. The waiter handed him the wine list, but he waved it away with his hand and asked for a jug of cold water with ice.

         While waiting for the salmon, he recalled the festive reception. They had all been so happy and carefree. Nothing could touch them.

         Suddenly a tall thin man with a sandwich on a plate and a cold beer sat down in the chair opposite him. Only now did he notice there was a jacket on the chair opposite and he had sat down at a table that was already occupied. He apologised and was about to get up, but the thin man asked him to stay.

         ‘I could do with a little company. Troels Mortensen,’ he introduced himself before launching into his sandwich.

         ‘Danny Cramer. Are you sure I’m not disturbing you?’

         The man muttered and nodded convincingly. ‘You’re not from here, are you? Copenhagen?’

         He explained he was from Zealand and on holiday here in Jutland. Shortly afterwards, the salmon was served.

         ‘That looks good,’ Troels said, nodding at his plate. ‘For those who can afford it. May I ask what you do for a living?’

         ‘I’m an advertising manager,’ he replied, knowing the other man had no idea what that meant. Not many were aware of the goings-on in the advertising industry, he had learned. They just turn their noses up at the junk mail that comes in the post and throw it in the bin. Some without even looking . Without knowing all the hard work that lay behind the colourful pages.

         ‘What about you?’

         Troels shrugged, indifferent. ‘Military. Came home from Iraq a year ago. Having a shot at real soldier life was nice—not just lying in some field saying bang, bang.’ He laughed, his mouth full of food.

         Danny drank from his glass. He was glad he hadn’t chosen a career that risked him being sent to international service in Bosnia, Kosovo, Afghanistan, Iraq and God knows where else. He had served his military conscription and that was enough for him. He preferred a calmer and safer life, even though his present one verged in the direction of loneliness.

         ‘What are you doing now? At home on leave?’ he asked to make conversation.

         ‘No, my military career’s over. I’m in favour of fishing now. Fishing equipment and what have you. I opened a shop here in Egå.’ He said it with a certain pride in his voice.

         After enjoying the perfect salmon, he sat for a moment taking in the view. He felt better now and began to believe revisiting the area might benefit him.

         A tall slender woman bent over the man at the table. Her hair had red tinges when the sun fell on it. Her perfume was delicate and discreet.

         ‘Hey, Troels!’ she said, looking questioningly at Danny with very blue eyes.

         ‘What the heck—are you here, too?’ Troels got up, embarrassed, and with his arm awkwardly around the woman’s back, he introduced her to Danny, who felt obligated to get up as well.

         ‘This is Majken,’ said Troels. ‘She’s a doctor—and a shrink.’

         She extended a slender hand to him as she sent Troels a warning look. She had a warm and confident handshake.

         ‘Would you like to sit?’ said Troels, respectfully gesturing to a vacant chair at the table.

         Danny felt he was intruding. Perhaps Troels had been waiting for her, and he had taken her seat.

         ‘No, but thank you. I’m waiting for a friend,’ she said, glancing at her watch before looking at him again. Her eyes had a quizzical expression, as though analysing him.

         ‘Copenhagener?’ she said.

         It sounded more like a statement than a question. Why do Jutlanders always think all Zealanders come from Copenhagen? he thought.

         ‘No, Klampenborg—Dyrehavsbakken, the racetrack,’ he said to emphasise it had nothing to do with The Little Mermaid, Istedgade’s porn shops, or Christiania’s Pusher Street.

         ‘I see, where you play galf and the horses gallap,’ laughed Troels with an excessively wrinkled nose and a raised pinkie finger that made Danny laugh, too.
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         Kamilla threw the withered flowers in the bin at the graveyard. When she forced herself outside the four walls of her home, it was to this bench in Egå cemetery. She didn’t live that far from it. She sat opposite Rasmus’ grave and stared at the round marble stone and the gold letters with his name and epitaph: Brutally torn away—forever missed.

         The cemetery was a beautiful, peaceful place, particularly at this time of year, and especially now the sun was shining again and flowers had bloomed on the many graves.

         Previously, she had only felt anxious around graveyards, and had feared walking past them in the dark when she was a child. She had always been afraid of the dark. She had grown up in Horsens, which had three cemeteries. One, Nordre Kirkegård, was close to her school, and on dark mornings when the cold bit her cheeks, she had scowled at it as she ran past, feeling afraid of the dead. Or maybe it was a fear of death. Her father was buried in there. She had been seven years old when he died, and she only faintly remembered them lowering his coffin into the ground. The thought of him lying deep in the ground in a wooden chest had given her claustrophobia. The doctor had thought she was suffering from asthma. She hadn’t visited his grave that often, not even as an adult. She’d had her own life. Nor had she felt particularly attached to him when he was alive. Her memories consisted only of the stink of fish when he would come home, tired from working hard at a fish exporter in Snaptun, and absently stroke her cheek. She didn’t remember any shared experiences or warm embraces. Not from her mother either. Her mother had grown up in a fishing family on the rugged west coast of Jutland, but she had rebelled against the Inner Mission evangelical movement and moved to the East Coast as a young woman to study. Here she met the fishing worker, and they had got married before starting her studies. But she was still marked by her childhood and strict upbringing. She saw her husband’s sudden death, which had made her an early widow with a seven-year-old daughter, as a punishment from God for denying him. She became bitter and withdrawn and lived a life without joy. Kamilla’s mother also saw the tragic death of her grandsonas a punishment. It was God’s curse that would haunt the entire family for the rest of their lives. God takes those we love from us. ‘It’s his punishment for our sins,’ she intoned.

         There were only Kamilla and an elderly man in the graveyard. He was laying flowers on a grave up by the dazzling white church. She found the church beautiful. The oldest part was built in Romanesque style, the tower and porch in the later Gothic style. There were traces of a walled door on the north side of the church, and several walled-up Romanesque windows. But otherwise, it was a modern church. When it came to both clergy and other church officials, the main emphasis was on employing women, which had almost caused her mother to leave the church when Rasmus was about to be buried. She had also been opposed to the abnormal method of burial, so she had left early without a word of comfort. There had been no reason to incur more wrath from on high.

         She got up and brushed the soil off her worn jeans. She had dark, wet spots on both knees from tidying up the grave. She sat, speaking softly to Rasmus. The vomit was gone from her shoe, but the discomfort returned just by looking at it. It was good they had removed the little girl. ‘Ten years old,’ she had heard a journalist say to another. Only a year older than Rasmus. He had been murdered, too. Another human had mercilessly taken his life. Wasn’t that murder?

         She walked home slowly in the sunshine. Her legs felt heavy, as if they couldn’t carry her to the empty house. The nightmare of that night still gnawed painfully at her. After letting herself into the house, she caught sight of the cat. It stood meowing with its forepaws on the glass of the patio door. She couldn’t hear any sound, just saw its mouth and pointed canines open silently. She opened the door and the cat slipped quickly into the kitchen to the food bowl that was always ready for it. Smiling, she took off her jacket. Now there was some life in the house. Rasmus had pestered her constantly to get a cat, but she had always very definitively said no. The furniture wasn’t to be destroyed by cat claws, nor would she be responsible when Rasmus lost interest, as had happened to both the hamster and the rabbit. But now she enjoyed having the little animal with her. It was sitting by her door one morning, and she had immediately seen it as a message from him. It looked like a black Norwegian forest cat, but had no collar or other markings to identify its owner. The cat had stayed with her, and she had therefore given it the name Rasmus had joked about wanting to call his cat once he had persuaded her: Tarzan.

         She took an apple from the fruit bowl on the kitchen table. She couldn’t be bothered to cook, even though her stomach felt hollow and empty—like the rest of her body. The fruit was nicely arranged in a glass bowl, as if for a photoshoot. It was a habit she couldn’t give up even if she tried. An occupational hazard, you could call it. In the bathroom, the creams and perfumes were displayed on the shelf in front of the mirror, as if in a perfume catalogue presentation. Anyone could see she either had a sense of composition, or was meticulous. And she wasn’t the latter in every case. The house was living proof of that. Living in a mess wasn’t her at all, but the powerlessness she had felt the past year hadn’t given her the energy for much. Definitely not for cleaning.

         She took the camera into her home office and turned on the computer. When the Mac OS X symbol appeared on the screen, she connected the camera and transferred the images from the memory card to the hard drive. Then she opened the image processing program and chose ‘browse’ in the menu. It gave her an overview of all the photos she had taken by and in the skip. She ate the apple as she studied them with a frown. They were nothing special, but Anne had gone through them on the camera’s LCD screen and thought they captured the utter depravity of someone who could murder a child and leave them there like that. Not to mention what he had done to her beforehand. Anne hadn’t been given all the details when she had called the police station from her mobile. The girl hadn’t been identified, and the police wouldn’t comment on the case for the sake of the relatives, they had said.

         Kamilla spent some time processing the best images. Some were dark due to the changing light, but with a little tweaking of levels and brightness/contrast, they turned out quite good, so there was nothing wrong with the quality. She had taken a course in Photoshop and still had a good grasp of it. Satisfied, she sent all the pictures in an email to Anne at the editorial office.

         The Århus Stiftstidende newspaper was lying on the coffee table in the living room. She sat down on the couch and quickly flipped through to the TV listings. Apparently, during the summer, TV stations didn’t expect people to be sitting indoors watching the box, so the offerings were even worse than usual, just re-runs—pure déjà vu. She threw down the newspaper but turned on the TV anyway, changing it to TV 2 News with the remote control. She broke into the middle of the report on the child murder in Aarhus.

         The motive for the murder is not yet known, but is suspected to be of a sexual nature. She wondered where they had got that information when no one at the police station was willing to comment. The girl has not yet been identified. Police are not commenting on any details until the family have been informed, the voice continued. The images of the half-rusted skip with the Dannebrog-coloured police tape ran briefly across the screen. We will return with news of the case later, promised the newscaster.

         They wanted to show the same thing again on TV 2 Headlines and TV 2 East Jutland, but she couldn’t bear it and would rather forget it all. She still felt exhausted, but a spark of energy was simmering. It felt good to be working again, she had to admit. Maybe she should have listened to Majken when she had said she should force herself to do something other than visit the cemetery. Move on. Not just shut other people out. But it was so hard. She had never dreamed a filthy waste container in which a murdered girl had been dumped would be the reason she would begin taking photographs again.

         Tarzan raised his head irritably in his sleep, pricking up his ears as her mobile chimed, buried in her bag out in the hall. She reached it just before the call disconnected.

         ‘Kamilla, have you forgotten our dinner? Restaurant Egå Marina!?’

         ‘Majken! Oh my God, yes, I totally blanked on it. Sorry!’ She looked resignedly at the dirty jeans. ‘I just need to change my clothes—I’ll be as quick as I can.’

         Before heading to the bathroom, she glanced at the dishes, the coffee cups, and the empty glasses on the coffee table. So she wasn’t going to clean up now either. Majken had tried to pull her out the darkness so often. She had agreed at last to go out to eat—and then she had forgotten! What had become of her usually streamlined life? Just as well Majken hadn’t come to collect her. A superficial clean-up she could manage for a visitor, but she didn’t like unexpected guests.
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         Roland would never get used to the premises pathologist Henry Leander apparently found himself so at home in. Every time he stepped through the door to the autopsy examination room, his bowels turned with a rolling motion that could be felt in his throat, along with the bitter taste of bile. And it wasn’t because they were dirty or smelly. The premises were clinically clean and cold. His own office was much less sanitary. It was probably just the thought of everything he had seen on the sterile steel tables, and not least what awaited him now—the little girl lying there. Crimes against children gave him unbearable nausea.

         The others were already there: Henry Leander, Chief Coroner Ole Albertsen with a doctor he didn’t know, Superintendent Kurt Olsen, and forensic technician Steen Dahl, who was ready with his camera.

         ‘Do we still have no missing person’s report?’ whispered Kurt Olsen.

         The atmosphere was grave.

         ‘No, not for a girl of this age. We have two fifteen-year-old female friends, but they’re most likely just off gallivanting,’ he whispered back. Then they both turned their attention to Leander, who solemnly raised his head as he took the floor.

         ‘The girl died of asphyxiation. You can see the fingermarks here around the neck.’ He pointed to some blue-black and purple marks on the child’s white neck. Steen Dahl took a few pictures.

         ‘The dark blue-violet colour of the corpse also indicates signs of oxygen deficiency in the blood at the time of death.’ He moved his index finger to the girl’s eyes, which were staring up at the ceiling.

         ‘The classic signs of suffocation—small pin-point bleeding in the eyes—are also evident. It’s due to the blood vessels from the brain being closed, so blood can only be carried to the brain. When this happens, the veins become overfilled, and the small blood vessels burst from the pressure and form these blood effusions. They can also be seen in the skin on the face, behind the ears, and in the mouth.’

         Steen Dahl bent over the steel table to take a picture of the eyes, which took on a completely vivid expression when the light of the flash hit them.

         ‘That wouldn’t take a whole lot of strength, so we can’t rule out that it could have been a woman.’

         ‘Is there anything else to suggest that?’ Kurt Olsen asked, scratching his neck. His hair was getting too long and curly. His shirt hung over his trousers on one side. His entire persona was, on the whole, marked by the fact his wife had recently left him. It wasn’t easy to keep women in the police job. Roland congratulated himself for having chosen Irene, who had never complained about the many overtime hours and his disappearance into another world whenever he investigated a crime. He had met her at the police station in Copenhagen, where she had worked as a secretary back then. Maybe that’s why she understood. She knew a little about what they were dealing with.

         ‘No, nothing specific. I’m only mentioning it because you shouldn’t ignore that possibility. There are no signs of sexual assault. No lesions, no semen.’

         ‘She didn’t defend herself? Bitten, beaten, scratched. Did you do a full nail scraping?’ asked Kurt Olsen.

         Leander raised one of the girl’s hands and turned her nails towards the superintendent. ‘As you can see, there’s not much to scrape under. She bit her nails.’ The girl’s nails had remnants of pink nail varnish that was peeling off. They were bitten all the way down.

         ‘Death was immediate at around five o’clock yesterday afternoon.’ Leander looked affectionately at the girl. Roland guessed he had talked reassuringly to her while he had worked on her. Leander’s white moustache, which hung slightly downwards with a handlebar-like turn upwards, gave him a sad expression that nevertheless hinted at a little smile. But his blue-grey eyes weren’t smiling now.

         ‘Perhaps putting her in a waste container was a shrewd calculation. The conditions mean we can’t use the traces of anything we found on the girl’s clothes for much until we have the perpetrator and can compare DNA and other things found at the crime scene.’

         ‘Because of other people’s dirt in the skip, right?’ asked Ole Albertsen.

         ‘Exactly. It can be difficult to prove what we find isn’t from other people’s waste. Skips contain traces of many different people. There’s a lot to keep track of.’

         ‘Can you say something about the ropes she was tied up with?’ Roland asked, desperately needing a cigarette. Unfortunately, the urge always came with renewed intensity in places where he wasn’t allowed to smoke. He dreaded the smoking ban politicians were threatening to soon impose.

         ‘You can see from the location of the wear marks that her hands were tied behind her back.’ Leander took the girl’s hands again and turned them slightly so everyone could see the bands of red skin abrasions around both wrists. Steen Dahl took another photo.

         ‘It’s most likely a rough natural rope or cable. Maybe a manila rope like the type used by the Scouts, or in agriculture, fishing and other crafts or industry.’

         ‘We used just that kind of rope when we built our new terrace, but it had added oil for impregnation. Are there any traces of oil?’ asked Steen Dahl.

         ‘No, unfortunately not. The rope may have been well worn. That would also explain why it left such vicious skin abrasions. Of course, the girl may have tried to wrestle herself free. Evidence indicates an eight-millimetre rope,’ Leander replied thoughtfully. He took the girl with his gloved hands and gently turned her onto her side so they could see her bare back. She had a small brown birthmark that resembled a miniature version of Zealand, just below her right shoulder blade.

         Standing in the small group of middle-aged men, staring at the child’s naked body, Roland felt disgusted. What drove paedophiles? His philosophy was to think like the killer to find him. It would be difficult in this case. The thought discouraged him.

         Leander pointed to a mark on the girl’s back. It was an imprint on the skin, like a depression in which blood had collected.

         ‘I can find no explanation for this mark. It looks like an instrument of some kind with a leaf-shaped tip. How the imprint got on the girl’s back is hard to say. Perhaps she was lying on something.’

         Leander eyed Roland and Kurt Olsen directly with a look that clearly said figuring out what it was, and where this object was, was now their problem.

         For the rest of the autopsy—the worst part—he tried to block out all his senses. He was only aware of the voice of the coroner routinely commenting on the organs he had examined. The other sounds, he tried to ignore. He held his breath so as not to inhale the odours, and caught himself standing and staring at his hands, clinging to such an insignificant thing as black dirt under one of his thumbnails. He had helped Irene with the rose bed a little last night. The autopsy of a child was an absolutely unbearable experience.

         ‘You’ll get my report sometime tomorrow morning,’ Leander concluded, and with these words, he released them into freedom.

         It was a relief to get out the building and breathe fresh air again. The sun briefly broke through the clouds and baked down on the roof of the cars. The heat from Roland’s black Fiat Stilo, which smelled of leather from the seats, intensified his nausea when he opened the car door. He stood for a moment, leaning against the car, with the doors open to air it as he smoked the much-needed cigarette. Superintendent Olsen came and stood next to him.

         ‘Wretched case,’ he said, taking the famous polished Stanwell pipe out. It was his hallmark. He stuffed it carefully with fragrant Mac Baren tobacco and really seemed to enjoy the first puff. He was a man who understood pipes. Yet Roland had never heard him snorting the thick, sticky, dark fluid produced by so many who smoked pipes.

         ‘I guess we have to call a press conference. The jungle drums have already started. They can smell a corpse from miles away,’ muttered Roland.

         ‘We’re not going out to the press with anything as long as we haven’t identified the girl and the parents haven’t been notified. It’s bad enough it’s already out in the media.’ Annoyed, Kurt Olsen puffed on his pipe.

         ‘We need a bloody DNA database of all residents—then she’d have been easy to identify. But why are there no reports of a missing little girl? We can’t walk around ringing doorbells in Brabrand to ask whether people are missing a daughter,’ he said, tapping the ash off his cigarette. ‘Should we issue a missing person’s report this early?’

         Kurt Olsen nodded and took another puff of the pipe. ‘I’d like to wait a little and see if the family contact us themselves. But if it doesn’t happen by tonight, we’ll have to.’ He looked at his watch. ‘I wouldn’t have allowed my daughter to go missing for a whole night without reacting, would you? There has to be something, some circumstance that means the girl isn’t missed.’

         ‘Or maybe the parents have something to hide,’ mumbled Roland.

         Kurt Olsen got into his car and was about to close the door when he suddenly opened it again and looked directly at Roland.

         ‘I want to check out all paedophiles and anyone we know with a connection to child pornography. Bring in every single one. We have to find this guy.’
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         Looking out at the sea and the white sailboats in the strong sunshine was dazzling. Kamilla sipped the cool white wine Majken had ordered She looked for her; she had gone to the toilet ten minutes ago. Maybe there was a queue. There were quite a few people in the restaurant. She scouted the crowd and spotted her. She was talking to some people further down the eatery.

         She immersed herself absently in the beautiful view again. A couple of seagulls were trying to grab something on a boat outside the window. She was always amazed at how big and beautiful the birds were, with their chalk-white plumage glistening in the sun.

         ‘Kamilla, I’ve invited these two gentlemen to join our table.’ Majken spoke suddenly, making her jump. The disappointment that Majken was already drawing strangers into their circle could be seen in her face. She had hoped to talk a little with her friend on their own. They were moving on to other social contact too fast. She didn’t like it, and it surprised her Majken hadn’t thought of it.

         ‘Troels here is one of my patients. And this is Danny.’ Majken pulled the man forward in front of Troels in the reverent way a magician pulls a white rabbit out a hat. Troels fetched a chair from one of the other tables so they could all sit together. He talked to a waiter. Immediately afterwards, he arrived with a dewy bottle of cold Riesling. Troels poured the wine, but when he reached Danny, he put a hand over his glass.

         ‘No thanks, I’m driving.’

         ‘Well, what do you know—a holy man,’ laughed Troels.

         It was clear Majken was interested in Danny. Kamilla had to reluctantly admit he radiated a certain charm. His hands were so neat and slender. They lay relaxed on the white tablecloth. His eyes were brown and had a warmth that made staring into them very comfortable. She caught herself doing it.

         The mood at the table quickly changed from embarrassing to lively. Many of the anecdotes were so funny she eventually had to surrender to the laughter. She felt like she hadn’t had so much fun in such a long time. But then came the guilt and shame. How could she sit here having fun when she had lost her son?

         ‘You should have brought your camera with you, Kamilla! Look at that!’ Majken tore her from her thoughts. She pointed out the window. Two seagulls were fighting in the air over something. Their struggle brought them very close to the windows at times. It was the kind of situation she had always captured with her lens in the past. The camera had been her constant companion, like a shoulder bag she always remembered to take with her.

         ‘Are you a photographer?’ Danny sounded surprised, as if he had been trying to guess her profession and had reached a completely different conclusion.

         ‘Yeah, but I’m taking a break—a sabbatical.’ She scowled at Majken, who pretended it was nothing. She knew Majken believed she should be much further along in her grieving process. She didn’t want to talk about the day’s assignment. Not now two strangers were sitting at the table. Plus, she had a duty of confidentiality when working for the press.

         ‘Do you have a developing room with a red light?’ Troels looked at her curiously with his pale eyes. The wine was starting to affect him.

         ‘Everything’s digital these days, so there’s no need for darkrooms anymore,’ she explained.

         ‘Do you have your own photo studio?’ asked Danny, interested.

         ‘A little one. I work freelance for advertising agencies, newspapers, magazines and what have you. So I’m mainly out with other people when I work.’ The words made her think of all the times she had been called in vain during the last year. In the beginning, there were many who called, and then fewer and fewer. Had she lost all her regular clients? And what was she supposed to live on then? But now she had an assignment with a journalist: the murder of a little girl.
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