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         Bertram winced when the doorbell rang. He hurriedly put out his cigarette before opening the door.

         Felix walked straight in, and they silently went to Bertram’s room.

         “Did you see those videos?” Bertram asked in a hoarse voice. He had been unable to reach Felix all weekend. He and his parents had been to Sweden to celebrate his 16th birthday with his grandparents, who lived there, and his mobile phone was not set up for international calls.

         “Are you sure they’re real?” Felix asked, swallowing visibly a couple of times.

         “Both the suicide and the car accident have been mentioned in the newspaper and on TV.”

         “And it turns out that’s not what either of them really are.”

         “What the hell are we going to do, Felix?”

         Bertram sat on his bed, looking sadly at Felix. He was the intelligent one in the group, and on the phone he had completely agreed that they should definitely not go to the police and risk turning the spotlight on themselves.

         “We’ll have to find out who owns the jacket. If we can work that out, maybe we’ll find a way to report him to the police.”

         “But, we don’t even know if it’s the owner of the jacket killing those people…”

         “Felix sat down in Bertram’s desk chair and scratched his blond hair. Today, it was not tied in a bun but flowed free down to his shoulders.

         “The flash drive was in his jacket. Why else would he be walking around with it?”

         Bertram agreed.

         It was nice to finally be able to talk to someone about it. He and his mum had been upset with each other for several days now. When that happened, they wouldn’t talk to each other and kept away from each other as much as they could, which was a difficult undertaking in a small two-bedroom flat. But, it wasn’t as if she believed what he said anyway.

         When he had finally managed to convince her to look at the secret page on his laptop, the internet connection was down due to a server error with their provider, and Eva Maja had shaken her head and again called him a liar with a vivid imagination. She accused him of probably having set up the page himself, to attempt to frighten others.

         “It’s not as if it’s anything to do with you anyway, Bertram: A prison guard and an attorney, and you don’t know either of them. Perhaps they deserved to die, just like the bloke your dad killed.”

         Bertram winced at being reminded of his dad and shook his head.

         “But what about the new addition to the list, Karl Dallerup. He’s related to that attorney - her dad. I saw it on the local news. They had done a commemorative report on her, where they mentioned it. He’s a right big shot as well. A high court justice or something.”

         Felix turned towards his laptop and opened a browser window. Bertram saw him typing Karl Dallerup into the search field.

         “What are you doing?”

         “Trying to find his telephone number. Then you can call and warn him.”

         “I can…? No, what would I say? Not like he’d believe me anyway.”

         “It’s a fairly unusual name. It must be this one. It even mentions that he’s a supreme court justice.” Felix showed him the telephone number on the screen.

         Moving as in a daze, Bertram took his phone out of his pocket and began dialing the number. Then he froze and looked desperately at Felix.

         “I can’t do it, Felix! What am I going to say? Can’t you do it, you’re so clever and…”

         “You were the one who stole the jacket. This is all your own fault.”

         “My fault? You were the one who fucking hacked your way into that network!”

         “Right, because you asked me to do it!”

         “Give it a fucking rest! How is it my fault that you’re always showing off with your hacking skills?”

         Felix stood up from the chair so rapidly that it rolled across the carpet and hit the wall with a thump. He stomped out of the room, leaving Bertram alone on the bed, staring at the telephone number on the display of his phone.

         “Fucking hell!” he shouted, throwing it down on the bed.

         Felix had only said one sensible thing: That it was nothing to do with him. Of course, it wasn’t. What business was it of his that a supreme court justice might die? He was almost certainly a pompous tosser, who would put him in jail if the opportunity arose. And, that opportunity might be tracking the call to his phone and finding out he had been the one to call and tell him that his life was threatened. No bloody way!

         Though of course, he might use the phone The Handler had given him. It was prepaid and couldn’t be traced. The Hawks had received one each. They were the ones they used to communicate with The Handler. But why would he? He still stood up and found the key to the drawer that had the phone in it. The key was well-hidden, so that Eva Maja wouldn’t find it and start snooping.

         She had asked him what he kept in that locked drawer, and whether it was porno movies. How little she knew. He was certain that she had searched thoroughly for the key, but she’d never find it. He kept it hidden between the stones in the chameleon’s tank. She never even went near it.

         Sitting with the prepaid phone, he hesitated. Was he absolutely certain it couldn’t be traced? The Handler said that no one could trace it, not even the police. That was why prepaid phones were used by so many criminals. Without wanting to do it, his fingers dialed the number.

         “Karl Dallerup speaking.”

         Bertram froze and opened his mouth, but no sound emerged.

         “Hello? Who is it? What do you want?”

         Bertram hurriedly disconnected the call and threw the phone down. The voice did not sound at all pompous; it was firm and steady, but sounded nice, and a bit flustered at the end.

         “Damn!” he intoned, scratching his scalp desperately with his fingernails. It felt as if his whole body was tingling.

         He heard someone by the front door, and hurried out there, thinking Felix had come back. They had only been angry with each other a few times before, and it never lasted very long.

         Eva Maja looked at him with surprise.

         “You’re home?”

         “So it would seem. How come you’re home so early?”

         “I took the rest of the day off. The restaurant was not very busy today, so I bought us something nice for dinner. Let’s be friends again, alright sweetheart? No sense being angry about things that aren’t important.” She put the bag from the supermarket down and took off her jacket.

         ‘Things that aren’t important,’ Bertram thought, getting the urge to talk about it again; to try to convince her that he was telling the truth, but she interrupted him.

         “What have you been doing? It almost looks like you’ve been crying.”

         “Crying? No, not at all.”

         “When will you go out and deliver the papers?”

         He seized the opportunity, looking demonstratively at his wrist watch.

         “Now, actually.”

         It was an hour until the time when he usually met up with the others, but now he simply wanted to get away. He went back to his room, put the phone in the drawer, and locked it. One of Rango’s spherical eyes followed his hand when he put the key back under the stones, invisible from the outside.

         Bertram waited for the others at their usual meeting place in Mill Park. For once, he was the first to arrive, and he lit a cigarette. After a night of rain, the sun was dominating the sky, and it shone brightly enough at the Rainbow that he got blinded when he looked up at the art museum. It was almost as if people had come to realize that this spot, this wooden deck by the stream, belonged to them. This was where The Hawks were in charge, and hawks were fiercely territorial.

         He flicked the ash from his cigarette into the water when he saw the other three sauntering along the stream. Felix was there as well, and he felt slightly uncomfortable, following their recent clash in his room. It struck him how different they were, as they came walking along.

         Felix looked like a girl with his long-ish blond curls. Jack was skinny despite his boxing lessons, the only sign of those on his body was his biceps. His few millimeters of hair looked like a halo when the sun reflected off it. Kasper looked like the one who took boxing lessons, as he was wider and bulkier than the others. His hair was red and undercut with a long fringe in the front. It was difficult to manage on windy days, and right now it looked like flames rising from his head.
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