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         A prison guard committing suicide was not something that could be featured on the news for very long, nor was a former defense attorney dying in a car accident. But when the father of the latter, well-respected supreme court justice Karl Dallerup, went missing without a trace one week later, and was still missing after two days, the attention turned back to the old news once more.

         Several times over the past week, Anne Larsen had tried getting permission from her chief editor to further examine the strange coincidence she had noticed, in that both prison guard Julius Habekost, and defense attorney Vivian Elsted had been connected with murderer Patrick Asp (who was an inmate at Institution Enner Mark where Julius Habekost worked).

         But the chief editor had reminded her – not for the first time – that she was a criminal reporter and not a criminal investigator, and that her duty was to report, not to investigate. But Anne was struggling to let it go. There was something fishy about that suicide, and the two police officers had been cleared completely.

         Of course, she trusted the IPGU and the investigation of Roland Benito, but something was still lurking at the back of her mind.  Now she went to see the chief editor again, because the first thing she had checked was if Karl Dallerup was somehow connected with Patrick Asp: And bingo – he had been the judge on the homicide case ten years ago. He would have been the one to bang his gavel and say, ‘life imprisonment,’ if it had been an American court. In Danish courts, the judges did not use gavels, which many people mistakenly thought they did.

         “That was ten years ago, Anne!” The chief editor said, but he still looked enquiringly at her, chewing on the side bar of his glasses.

         “Exactly, it looks as if the old case is connected to everything that’s happening.”

         The chief editor frowned, and then he shook his head. All he had done was mention to her that the East Jutland Police had just announced a press briefing regarding the missing supreme court justice.

         “Listen,” Anne persisted. “A prisoner died of a narcotic overdose, and…”

         “You know as well as I do that neither the police nor the prison have confirmed that…”

         “The institution,” Anne remarked.

         “Huh? Oh right, the institution… but the only place you’ve heard it was some random angry prisoner you happened to pass in a prison corridor, and…”

         “It was no random prisoner. It was him: Patrick Asp. The connection between both of the deceased – and the missing judge. He accused Julius Habekost of having caused the death of this Spider, by supplying the narcotics. I’m merely saying that it’s even more suspicious that we are not being told anything about that death, and that it seems to be a political decision. Is that not what we journalists are supposed to bring to light, so that the public knows what’s happening in the most secure prison in the country, funded by their tax money?” Anne had talked herself warm, and felt her cheeks flushing.

         “But the suicide and the car accident are old news already, Anne. Just think about how awful it will be for the two families if we start focusing on them again.”

         “You think they have forgotten it?”

         “No, of course not. But, in the middle of their grief do you really want them to start wondering if it wasn’t a suicide or an accident, but murder?”

         “We’re not a tabloid, so of course it shouldn’t be presented like that. But don’t you think the Dallerup family might be thinking something along those lines when Karl Dallerup disappears just one week after his daughter died in that car accident?”

         “Those things happen. When it rains, it pours, you know… But just go to that press briefing, alright? The police are requesting the assistance of the public.”

         “Alright.”

         “Focus on the news story, alright Anne?”

         Anne left the chief editor’s office feeling slightly annoyed and sat down at her desk. The office was almost empty. Most of the reporters were out on assignments, trying to gather enough material that their local news station would still be considered worthwhile to the higher-ups. The only other person left was Noa Maria, working at her desk by the window.

         Flash was on an assignment with Jenny, but Ninna Bak, another of the many photographers, just arrived on the lift from the parking basement. She went to her desk behind Anne.

         Her full name was Ninna Bak Özkan, she had a Turkish dad. You’d never know it to look at her, she had inherited her blonde hair from her mum, and her dark eyes from her dad.

         “Hey, Ninna! Got time to join me at the central police station?”

         Ninna turned around to face her. She was applying lip balm from a pink container. She nodded.

         “What’s going on?”

         “There’s a press briefing about the supreme court justice.”

         “The one whose gone missing?” Ninna put the lip balm back in her handbag.

         “That’s the one, Karl Dallerup.”

         “The police don’t usually issue invitations when it’s ‘just’ a missing person case.”

         “This is a supreme court justice, Ninna,” Anne said in a stern voice.

         “Alright, let’s go then.”

         Not many people were in attendance at the press briefing, which took place in front of the central police station in the mid-morning sunshine.

         Anne was a bit puzzled. The daughter of the family had been the most famous, frequently appearing in the media. As far as Anne knew, Karl Dallerup had never made any media appearances, so who really knew him? Not even Media House Denmark had bothered to turn up.

         A police chief Anne didn’t recognize was handling the press. He quickly summarized the case.

         Karl Dallerup, 65 years of age, had left his home on Sunday morning, and driven to the Mollerup Golf Club in Risskov. The police chief informed them that Karl Dallerup had been driving his black Land Rover, which had been left at the golf club car park with its door open, and that their investigation had revealed that he never made it to the golf course. The place where he disappeared would therefore have to be the parking lot, and there were no witnesses.

         “We would therefore like to request the assistance of the public. Karl Dallerup was wearing a light blue Pringle jumper, with a black-and-white harlequin pattern across the chest; a white button shirt underneath, dark trousers, and black Ecco golf shoes with red laces. If anyone has observed anything suspicious – anything – in the area in and around the golf club on Sunday morning, we will be waiting by the phones.” The police chief said, looking at the small gathering with a hurried air that did not invite any subsequent questions.

         “Was the supreme court justice feeling depressed?” A reporter from a local newspaper behind Anne asked anyway.

         “According to his family and friends, there were no signs of that.”

         He quickly pointed to the next person who had raised their hand.

         “What about the daughter dying a week ago? That must have been upsetting to the family.”

         “Certainly, but we believe that suicide is ruled out.”

         “So, you believe that a crime might have taken place?”

         “Unfortunately, we cannot rule that out, given that the car was abandoned in the parking lot.”

         “Might he have been kidnapped?” someone else asked.

         “We cannot rule that out either.”

         “A supreme court justice might have a number of enemies. What about prisoners he had sentenced? Perhaps someone released recently?” Anne asked.

         The police chief looked at her silently for a moment before he replied.

         “That is of course a factor in our investigation.”

         Anne briefly considered her chief editor’s stern reminder to focus on her journalism. She would very much have liked to ask the police chief if they were aware that both Karl Dallerup and his late daughter were connected to the murderer Patrick Asp, since the daughter had defended him, and the father sentenced him to life in prison. But, she knew that that was exactly what her chief editor had warned her against and given that no mention was made of homicide in either case, she had to admit that it was a bit speculative.

         The police chief looked around to see if there were any more questions, but it did not appear as if there were. He gave a contented nod.

         “Thank you all for coming,” he concluded.
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