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         Anne Larsen enjoyed warming her fingers on the cup of coffee she brought to the table of the meeting room. It had been frosty again tonight, and it had been windy as well. She had been freezing in her car all the way to the news desk at TV East Jutland.

         “Morning. Holy shit, it’s cold! Spring better hurry up!” She greeted her coworkers at the table and shuddered before taking her place next to the host, Jytte Thomson. “My fingers are frozen stiff,” she added.

         “Doesn’t your car have a heater?” the photographer asked. They called him Flash, because his name was Michael Flasher. He said it with a glint in his eyes.

         “It’s broken.”

         “Isn’t it time for a new car? It looks a bit rusty, your old-”

         “Lada,” Anne quickly finished Jytte’s sentence before she could call her car something horrible.

         “It would’ve taken longer than that short trip to make it warm anyway,” another coworker, Noa Marie, laughed.

         She was a sports freak and usually covered the daily sports news. She always biked, no matter the weather, even though she lived all the way in Haldum. During the summers, she sometimes even ran to work.

         “It’s just straight through Randers Road,” she pointed out, but it was almost 18 kilometers and more than double the distance than Anne had to drive to work. But when you ran marathons and triathlons, it was just a nice, cozy stroll.

         “Good morning,” the news manager said. He brought his own cup as well. The news team’s biggest coffee drinker had started drinking Pukka-tea – his wife’s idea, she guessed – and a lovely smell of mint filled the air around him.

         “You’ve all heard of the macabre murder of the policeman in Silkeborg last night, I assume,” he said and threw his paper on the table.

         “So it is a murder?” Jytte asked and pulled the paper towards her.

         “If you go back to make sure you killed the man you hit, I’d call it a murder,” Flash said, his mouth full of a breakfast roll and butter.

         The news manager nodded.

         “Exactly!” He looked at Anne. “You’ll take the case.”

         Anne nodded eagerly.

         “A surveillance camera picked up the car at a gas station close to the crime scene, where it turns around and goes back, but they still can’t figure out who drove the car – or which car it is. Doesn’t that sound weird? I think there’s something the police aren’t telling the poor journalists,” Jytte said without looking up from the paper she was reading.

         The manager did not look away from Anne.

         “We need a comment from the Central- and West Jutland police where the officer worked, too. Find out what they can tell us about the surveillance camera.”

         “I don’t think they’re allowed to investigate the case when the victim is one of their own. Those are the rules,” Anne said.

         “Oh okay. Who’s investigating it, then?”

         She shrugged.

         “Another police force, I think?”

         “Figure that out too, Anne.”

         She noted it in her notebook and nodded again.

         “I’ll go to the gas station in Silkeborg, maybe they’ll allow us to see the surveillance footage so we can call for the car,” she said.

         “Fine. Bring Flash. We need photos and interviews.”

         The photographer smiled exaggeratedly at her, as if he could not wait for the assignment. Flash was a good photographer. Last year, he even won an award as the news photographer of the year.

         “You’ll prepare the news as we get more material. You’re the host tonight, right?” the manager continued and looked at Jytte.

         She nodded.

         Anne did not listen for the rest of the meeting. She leaned against Jytte’s arm and read the paper over her shoulder.

         The journalist did not know much, which was why the photos were bigger than the text boxes. The police would not say anything about the ongoing investigation; but there were big photos of the crime scene in front of the garage with the police’s red tape, the victim’s home, and a smaller photo of the officer wearing a uniform.

         Johan Boje had just turned 50 last week. He was a good looking guy with intense blue eyes and a confident, natural smile. He left behind a wife, Alice, and two children, a girl of 11 and a boy of 9. No one knew the motive for the murder, if it were indeed a murder. But Flash was right. You do not run a man over twice, unless you want him to die.

         The news team buzzed with activity after the meeting, as journalists and photographers got ready to do their assignments. They all talked among themselves. Anne loved a day like this, when something exciting had happened in the region and she really had something to work with. Of course, the situation with the murdered cop was tragic, but these were the times when she felt her job made sense. The local people had to be informed. Maybe the broadcast tomorrow could even help them get witnesses, so the perpetrator could be caught and punished. She felt like a part of the investigation team.

         The widow was the first person she called. No one answered, and she was just about to give up, when someone suddenly picked up the phone. The voice on the other end sounded dismissive

         “Hello”. The voice sounded older than Anne had imagined Alice.

         “I’m sorry to disturb you. My name is Anne Larsen and I’m a journalist for TV2 East Jutland. Am I talking to Alice Boje?”

         “My daughter is resting. The journalists keep calling, but you’re from the TV, right? That’s different…”

         Anne did not know what she meant, but she took the chance.

         “I’m so sorry about your son-in-law. We’re preparing a broadcast to search for witnesses. Someone may have seen the car or the driver.”

         “Alice is not doing great. I don’t think she’d want to appear on TV, but… let me just ask her…”

         The woman disappeared before Anne could tell her it was not necessary for her to appear on TV. A moment later, she was back.

         “No, she doesn’t want to. But you can say…” she was silent. “The police have already said what they’re looking for, right?”

         “Of course, but it’s always a good thing to spread the message. We have a large amount of viewers on the local news, so we reach a lot of people.”

         The woman was silent for a while. Anne sensed that she wanted to ask something. She felt it in her hesitation.

         “Have you spoken to Johan’s coworkers?” she finally asked. “It’s horrible if it’s one of them.” The last thing was said quietly, as if she was whispering to herself.

         “Is that a suspicion?”

         “I don’t know. Lukas, my grandson, keeps saying he saw the car and that it was an officer in uniform who was driving it.”

         “Have you told this to the police?”

         “Yeah, I think so. Johan’s boss was here last night. Lukas mentioned it then. Alice thinks it’s the boy’s vivid imagination, but what if it isn’t?”

         “The police will know. But it isn’t possible to talk to Lukas, is it?”

         “No, I don’t want you interrogating him. It’s tragic enough for the poor children.” The women had a lump in her throat and swallowed it so loudly, Anne could hear it on the phone.

         “Okay, I respect that, of course.”

         She was silent again.

         “Will it be on the TV tonight?”

         “Yes, as usual we’re live at 7:30, right after the national news.”
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