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         The flooding had brought Bredgade – an elegant street lined with art galleries, boutiques and rococo mansions – to a virtual standstill.

         Detective Inspector Henrik Jungersen had to toot his car horn several times to shift the evacuated office workers who had spilled into the road like confused sheep.

         ‘Bloody idiots,’ he muttered as, finally, he was able to pull up behind the patrol cars and fire engine and get out. Despite his grumbling, he was feeling excited, as he always was when embarking on a new murder investigation. He loved his job; it was the only part of his life where he felt in some kind of control.

         A dank smell greeted him inside the stairwell, growing stronger as he climbed upwards.

         ‘All yours,’ said the incident commander from the fire service on his way down.

         Henrik responded with a thumbs-up.

         Water sloshed around his feet as he entered the apartment on the fourth floor – a grand affair with high ceilings, cornicing and chequerboard tiles in the hallway. 6

         The décor was understated and chic, punctuated by ironic modern artwork, the sort of home where no children or pets had ever set foot.

         Through the window, the giant verdigris-and-gold dome of Copenhagen’s Marble Church was majestic in the sunlight, almost shockingly close.

         How the rich live, he thought.

         Central Copenhagen had become unaffordable for the cops who kept it safe. He and his wife were lucky to have bought their house in leafy Frederiksberg years ago. Even so, they’d been forced to borrow from Louise’s dad, a fact the mean old codger never missed an opportunity to remind him of.

         In the kitchen, Detective Sergeant Mark Søndergreen was standing in a small lake, chatting to a couple of uniformed officers.

         ‘What happened?’ Henrik asked.

         ‘A burst pipe,’ said Mark. ‘Rusted through. Not uncommon in old buildings, apparently. The water would have built up over weeks inside the walls.’

         Water.

         It always found a way out.

         Like the secrets people tried to bury.

         ‘Where?’ he said.

         Mark pointed to a walk-in larder, the contents of which had been distributed across the counters. Inside, the back wall had been partially knocked through, plaster and rubble spilling from it like innards from a split belly. ‘The guys had to break through to prevent the ceiling of the law firm downstairs from collapsing under the weight of the water. That’s when they saw it,’ said Mark.

         Henrik took his time to put on gloves and a face mask. The cold and wet soaked through his jeans when he got down on his knees. 7

         He shone his torch inside the jagged hole where he could already see a human foot protruding, brown skin stretched taut over bones.

         The smell of damp and decay was terrible as he leaned down further, so he could shine his torch upwards inside the cavity.

         He had to use all his power not to recoil violently when the light picked out the legs and pelvis of a partially mummified corpse.

         He brushed himself down, trying not to let the revulsion show on his face. He thought of Tutankhamun’s Tomb, which he’d read about as a boy. According to myth, several people involved with the discovery of the pharaoh burial site had subsequently met an early death.

         Would the exposure of the corpse in the wall unleash a similar curse? Were they all going to regret that this had happened?

         He shook off the thought, turning to the uniformed officers. ‘Go and get the traffic moving again. It’s chaos down there.’

         As the officers left, radios crackling, he crossed to the open window and pretended to look at the view while taking a few deep breaths.

         The weather was glorious. In a few weeks, summer would arrive, weeds would force their way up through the tarmac and the crime rates would soar.

         But for  now, Copenhagen  was  looking  its  best,  and people knew instinctively that they had to make the most of it.

         Like a brand-new case, spring offered a chance to start afresh, to do better. Given the number of cockups he’d made in his time, it was a chance that was starting to feel undeserved. 8

         ‘Who lives here?’ he asked Mark.

         ‘Guy called Andreas Lund.’

         ‘Has he been contacted?’

         ‘Left a message on his mobile,’ said Mark. ‘No one has seen him for a few days. It was the staff downstairs who called the emergency services.’

         ‘Do we know how long he’s lived here for?’

         ‘Years, they say.’ Mark glanced at the sodden rug under his feet. Like everything else in the kitchen, it looked expensive. ‘Let’s hope he’s got insurance,’ he said.

         That’s the least of his worries, thought Henrik.

         He turned his attention to the hole in the wall as the cogs in his brain began to turn.

         Had the victim been bricked up after death? The alternative seemed positively medieval, but why put the body in the wall at all? Old Copenhagen properties like this one had back stairs leading to a courtyard. It would have been a relatively simple job to carry the body downstairs to a waiting car. At night, when the offices were closed, there would have been no witnesses.

         ‘Jungersen,’ said a familiar voice behind him. Pathologist David Goldschmidt had arrived, followed by lead forensic investigator Pia Øster and her colleagues in full protective gear.

         ‘Good to see you,’ said Goldschmidt, his handshake firm and warm.

         ‘Likewise,’ said Henrik. He meant it. There were several pathologists at Copenhagen’s Forensic Institute, but the tall and moustached Goldschmidt was his favourite. ‘This is a first,’ he said, pointing to the wall. ‘To be honest, I’m not sure whether it calls for a medic or an archaeologist.’

         Goldschmidt wasted no time dropping to his knees and poking his head inside the cavity. ‘Remarkable,’ he said, his voice muffled. 9

         ‘What is it, do you think?’

         ‘Not it, she.’

         ‘A girl?’

         ‘A woman.’

         ‘How long has she been in there?’

         ‘Hard to say. The outer wall is thick and whoever did this took care to seal the space, so the remains have mummified to a certain extent. Though they’ll deteriorate rapidly with the water damage and change in temperature.’ Goldschmidt ducked out, brushing wet brick dust off his white suit.

         Henrik envied his ability to look at dead bodies without wanting to gag. ‘More than a hundred years?’ he said, trying not to breathe through his nose.

         ‘I wouldn’t have thought so.’

         ‘But you can run some tests to get it precise, right? Carbon-14 and all that?’

         ‘Not without a significant margin of error.’

         Henrik sighed. They wouldn’t get anywhere without determining who the woman was.

         With a bit of luck, they might find a match in the missing-persons database, but the task would be easier with some sort of time frame.

         ‘I’ll need her height, hair colour, approximate age, notable features. How soon can you do the post-mortem?’

         Goldschmidt looked confused. ‘Is it urgent?’

         ‘Not as such,’ said Henrik, ‘but you know what the press is like. If we don’t give them something to chew on, they’ll start to make stuff up.’

         Jensen never made stuff up. She was the best crime reporter he knew, but she’d just had a baby, so she wouldn’t be covering the story for Dagbladet.

         More was the pity. 10

         He hated to admit it, but she’d been rather helpful on his past few cases. Annoying as hell, but ultimately helpful.

         He’d never thought that she would actually go through with her pregnancy – an unintended consequence of her failed relationship with a homicidal nutjob (he had warned her) – but Jensen never did what you expected.

         They hadn’t been in touch for weeks, primarily because he hadn’t been able to think of a good excuse to contact her. He had three kids and a beautiful, clever wife, and had vowed not to let them down again. Incredibly, Louise seemed willing to give their marriage another chance.

         He sighed, forcing his thoughts back to the situation at hand.

         Tongues would start to wag as soon as the body was carried downstairs on a stretcher. This meant they had to rush out a press release, which would trigger an avalanche of media interest.

         The sooner they could answer the most basic questions, the better. Besides, the news coverage might prompt someone with useful information to step forward. ‘Could you do it this afternoon?’ he said to Goldschmidt.

         The pathologist consulted his diary. ‘I should be able to fit you in. Come at three?’ He turned to Pia Øster. ‘We need to be extremely careful when moving the body.’

         ‘We’ll demolish more of the wall first,’ said Pia, an energetic and competent woman with beady eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses. ‘You should examine in situ as far as possible.’

         Henrik left them to it, knowing that the job was in the best of hands.

         Meanwhile, he and Mark took a good look around the apartment. A master bedroom with a walk-in wardrobe. A guest bedroom with a sofa bed, a cross-trainer and three kettlebells in primary colours. An office with a tidy desk and 11a vast book collection. One toothbrush in the bathroom, one set of toiletries, paracetamol and a small prescription bottle for statins, made out to Andreas Lund. Everything swept, tidy and tasteful, verging on the dull.

         Had Lund lived here for years, unaware of the macabre secret behind the wall of his larder, inches from his tinned chickpeas and jars of muesli?

         Henrik had never known anything more bizarre.

         ‘Stay here and I’ll head back and brief the team,’ he said to Mark when he’d seen enough.

         Mark responded with a sulky nod. Usually loyal and keen (Henrik, who was fond of dogs, used to think of him as a Labrador), he’d complained recently of always being left with the menial tasks.

         ‘That’s because you’re so good at them,’ Henrik had pointed out. To his mind, Mark had done well to make it this far, but his lack of initiative and imagination made further advancement unlikely.

         Of late, Mark had been busy training up Maja Olsen, the team’s newest recruit, but with his ward now away on holiday, he was getting restless and discontented again.

         Henrik was still trying to work out what to do about it.

         Outside in the street, the uniforms had managed to wrest back control and get traffic flowing again. The office workers were being led back in to collect laptops and personal possessions before being sent home. No one would be returning for the foreseeable future.

         A group of tourists filed past, oblivious to the drama that had unfolded inside the building. They were following a guide holding up a folded red umbrella and speaking English into a microphone headset. Henrik suspected they were passengers from one of the cruise ships that docked regularly at the nearby Langelinie pier. 12

         Wonderful Copenhagen.

         This part of town, a stone’s throw from Amalienborg, the official residence of King Frederik X and Queen Mary, had a grandeur that reminded him of Paris. He and Louise had spent their honeymoon in the City of Lights, most of it in a creaky hotel bed under the eaves with a view of the Eiffel Tower that had looked a lot closer in the brochure.

         They were young and thought they’d found real love. In time they’d built something resembling it: a home, a family, a shared history.

         With Jensen it had been real from the start, the thunderbolt you read about in romantic novels. Should he have divorced Louise when he and Jensen had first met in London sixteen years ago?

         Perhaps, but Louise had defied her parents to be with him, the rough lad from Brøndby who had joined the police when he could just as easily have ended up on the wrong side of the law. Leaving her for another woman would have been a poor reward for her loyalty. Worst of all, his children, whom he loved more than life itself, would never have been born.

         Staying in his marriage had been the right decision.

         The other bit – falling out of love with Jensen – was still a work in progress.

         As he donned his shades and got into his car, he did his best to push her from his mind.
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         Jensen was on her way home from the supermarket, munching on a ryebread roll with avocado and falafel, when a yellow ‘Breaking news’ banner lit up her phone screen.

         REMAINS OF A WOMAN FOUND BEHIND WALL IN BREDGADE

         Her curiosity was like an itch in an amputated limb. She was on maternity leave, but her many years of earning a wage from the news (she’d joined a local paper in the north of Denmark when she was just sixteen) made the headline irresistible.

         ‘Journalism is not a job, it’s a state of mind,’ her editor at Dagbladet, Margrethe Skov, always said.

         There was no mention in the article of the woman’s age, nor how old the remains were.

         
            ‘We are working on finding out who the woman was and how she died. Meanwhile, I would like to ask anyone with information on this distressing discovery to contact us.’ 14

         

         Seeing Henrik’s name after the quote produced an unwelcome flutter in her abdomen.

         Would it ever be fully over between them? Maybe if they’d had a chance to be together properly it would have ended years ago.

         She wasn’t even sure what ‘it’ was any more, except a fleeting sensation whenever their paths crossed. Her world was her daughter Ea now, and what Jensen felt for her, asleep in a sling on her chest, trumped anything she’d felt before, even for Henrik. It was a different kind of love: unwavering and tender but haunted by a fear of loss so strong it sometimes kept her awake at night.

         To everyone’s surprise, not least her own, she was turning out to be a decent mother.

         Once, in the days before she and Ea had left hospital, the thought of being left in sole charge of a tiny, defenceless human being had made her panic. But a nurse had reassured her: ‘Babies are easy – they basically tell you what they need. Ninety-nine per cent of the time, it’s one of three things: milk, a clean nappy or comfort.’

         So far, it had held true. Though Jensen knew child rearing would eventually get more complicated, she felt ready to take on whatever might come.

         Cramming the rest of the sandwich into her mouth (breastfeeding gave her an insatiable appetite), she headed down the gravel path that led to her flat.

         She still couldn’t believe that this was now her neighbourhood. The three oblong lakes curving gently around the western edge of the city were sapphire-blue and as smooth as mirrors.

         The lakes were lined by graceful old apartment blocks, their windows sparkling with reflected sunlight.

         Her building was yellow, fronted by a lush garden. She 15owned the entire top floor – far more space than she and Ea needed.

         Slowly, as if in a dream, she realised that something was happening a little further along on the path in the shade of the tall chestnut trees.

         A woman had appeared from around the corner and was running towards her. ‘Help! He’s after me!’

         ‘Who?’ Jensen shouted.

         The woman glanced anxiously over her shoulder, and – on seeing the path behind her empty – sank to her knees, clutching her forehead.

         Jensen dropped her shopping and ran. When she got closer, she could see blood trickling between the woman’s fingers. It was coming from a cut above her left brow; the eye was red and swollen. ‘What happened?’

         ‘My boyfriend,’ the woman sobbed. ‘We were arguing and then he … he just hit me. I ran.’

         Jensen got her phone out. ‘Right, I’m calling the police.’

         ‘No!’ cried the woman. ‘Don’t do that.’

         ‘Why not?’

         ‘He didn’t mean it.’ The woman had long reddish-brown hair with a blunt fringe, blue eyes and multiple piercings in both ears. Her nails were purple and sparkly, her collarbone tattooed with a string of illegible words. ‘Please? If you want to help me, don’t do anything,’ she pleaded, wiping her nose and smearing blood over her cheek. Her green T-shirt and faded jeans were stained with it.

         After a moment’s hesitation, Jensen put her phone away and reached into her bag for a tissue. ‘Here, keep this pressed to your forehead,’ she said. ‘My name is Jensen, by the way.’

         ‘And I’m Karo, as in Karoline, but nobody calls me that,’ said the woman. She pointed to Ea, sniffling. ‘How old is she?’ 16

         ‘Five months. Her name is Ea.’

         ‘I’m expecting a baby too,’ said Karo. ‘Ten weeks and four days, so not showing yet.’ She attempted a smile that morphed into a wince.

         Perhaps, with some time to calm down, she could be persuaded to seek help, Jensen thought. ‘You can’t go home like that. Let me at least lend you some clean clothes and sort out that cut for you.’ She pointed to her flat. ‘I live just up there. You can wash and change in my bathroom.’

         ‘Are you sure?’

         ‘Of course. Come.’

         Karo smiled with her broken face, and it was obvious that, underneath the damage, she was extraordinarily pretty.

         
             

         

         ‘I feel so much better now,’ said Karo when she emerged from the bathroom.

         The T-shirt and joggers were small on her, exposing an inch of tanned waist and a pierced belly button.

         Jensen gave her a bag of frozen peas and instructed her to keep it pressed to her wounded eye. ‘Yes, like that,’ she said, bouncing Ea on one hip. ‘You’ve had a shock. Sit down for a minute.’

         ‘I’m all right,’ said Karo, smiling at Ea and grabbing her little hand. ‘Your daughter is adorable.’

         ‘Not at three o’clock in the morning, she isn’t.’

         Karo laughed. ‘Yeah, I’m not looking forward to that bit.’

         Ea stared at her, mesmerised. She hadn’t seen many adults other than her mother in her short life and found meeting new people exciting.

         Karo craned her neck as she looked around the flat. ‘This place is so cool, and it really is just the two of you living here?’ 17

         ‘Yes. And Wolfgang, the cat, though he’s hiding at the moment. He isn’t used to strangers.’

         Despite the circumstances, it felt good having Karo there. The past few weeks had been rather lonely, an endless cycle of feeding, nappy changes and exhausted, dreamless sleep. Gustav, her erstwhile apprentice, dropped by as often as he could, but spent much of his time at work, having finally persuaded his aunt, Dagbladet’s editor Margrethe Skov, that he wasn’t cut out for school. Grudgingly she’d agreed to him temping as video editor until a replacement could be found (the last one had been sacked after being caught making up fake stories).

         Jensen’s mother, a painter, seldom left her remote cottage in North Jutland, and there were no other relatives, except for the man who insisted that he was her father.

         He’d sent her another text message that morning.

         
            Please, Jensen, I need you. Call me back.

         

         It had been three months since he first got in touch: Valde Brix, the fantasy author who was rarely out of the international bestseller list.

         She’d known of him all her life. Everyone knew Brix; he was one of Denmark’s biggest cultural exports.

         ‘Your mother doesn’t want you to know,’ he’d told her.

         Marion had denied this. ‘He’s not your father.’

         Not knowing who to believe, Jensen had sent a DNA sample to an ancestry website.

         Her birth certificate said, ‘Father unknown’.

         If not Brix, then who?

         To her surprise, there was a match with a man called Erik Lange, a possible first cousin or uncle. She’d messaged him to find out more, but as of this morning there’d been no reply. 18

         Brix being her father was not as improbable as it had first seemed. Marion had always surrounded herself with creative people. She was only four years older than Brix, and they’d both grown up in Copenhagen, so their paths could easily have crossed in the late eighties.

         ‘Why would he lie?’ she’d asked her mother.

         ‘That’s a good question,’ Marion had said. ‘What does he want from you, and why is he asking for it now?’

         Her refusal to discuss or explain had driven a wedge between them. They hadn’t spoken in weeks, though Jensen knew that she would have to call eventually.

         Her mother sometimes forgot to eat. Her remote, rundown cottage in North Jutland leaked and was infested with mould.

         One day, she would be found starved to death by her easel, paint brush in bony hand.

         By contrast, Brix had a house in one of the city’s most expensive neighbourhoods, known as the Potato Rows, just twenty minutes’ walk from Jensen’s flat.

         He was well off. His books had been translated into more than fifty languages, there’d been several Netflix series and, most recently, the announcement of a movie project with a major Hollywood studio.

         His house was as pretty as a picture: three storeys of charmingly soot-stained brick with white casement windows and a white picket fence. In the small front garden an old-fashioned bicycle with a wicker basket leaned against a gnarled apple tree.

         She’d walked past several times with Ea in the sling, trying and failing to glean anything personal about the man who lived there.

         ‘And that view is insane!’ exclaimed Karo.

         She was standing in front of the big picture window with 19her arms outstretched. ‘You must be rich,’ she said. ‘Or have some sort of sugar daddy.’

         ‘I wish,’ Jensen laughed. ‘An old lady used to live here. When she found out that I was having Ea on my own, she changed her will and left the place to me. We were … friends, though I didn’t know her for very long before she died.’

         Saying it out loud made her feel guilty again. Was she really a worthy recipient of such outlandish charity when there were plenty of others who had nothing?

         ‘You’re so lucky,’ said Karo.

         Jensen nodded. She was lucky. No way would she be able to afford a place like this in central Copenhagen on a journalist’s salary.

         The contents of the flat had been sold to cover the inheritance tax. Ernst Brøgger, who’d been the old lady’s lawyer (and a useful source of information for Jensen during her time in Copenhagen), had dealt with it all. She had donated the leftover cash to a cat charity, the original beneficiary of the will. It seemed only fair.

         The flat looked half-empty and in need of a coat of paint. Her modest possessions had recently arrived in a container from London, but there were still cardboard boxes and unassembled furniture in most of the rooms.

         As she spent the majority of her time moving between the bedroom and kitchen, this was no great inconvenience, and Karo seemed oblivious to the mess.

         ‘What about Ea’s dad?’ she said.

         ‘He’s … not in the picture.’

         The truth – that he’d tried to kill Jensen and was likely to be convicted for several murders when the case against him reached court next month – was too horrific to share. 20

         Her daughter’s father was a monster, a man with no conscience. How would Ea react when she learned the truth? How much of him did she carry in her genetic code? Thinking about this made Jensen feel sick.

         ‘Doesn’t he want her?’ said Karo, then immediately added: ‘I’m sorry. That was rude.’

         Jensen laughed. She rather liked Karo’s directness. ‘It’s not like that,’ she said. ‘It’s complicated.’

         ‘Isn’t it always?’ Karo sighed and a heaviness entered the air between them.

         Jensen saw her chance. ‘You’ll have a black eye tomorrow. Your boyfriend did that to you. I still think you should report it.’

         ‘He’s not a violent man. He just lost his temper for a second.’

         Jensen was about to argue (she once read that victims of domestic abuse suffered an average of thirty-five incidents before they involved the police), but then Karo’s phone pinged. She looked at the screen.

         ‘Told you. It’s my boyfriend. He’s asking when I’m coming home. He feels terrible about what happened,’ she said.

         A wistful smile crossed her face as she typed back a reply, her long nails clicking on the screen.

         There was a spring in her step as she gathered up her things. ‘Please forget about this. Promise? For me?’ she said when she was ready to go.

         Jensen nodded reluctantly, her sense of unease growing as she saw Karo to the front door and into the lift.

         Her boyfriend had punched her and now Karo had to make him feel better about it. It was straight out of the abuser’s playbook.

         She could still call the police, without Karo’s consent, but 21then she hadn’t actually witnessed the incident herself, and Karo would only deny that it had happened.

         ‘Thank you, Jensen, I mean it. And don’t worry about me,’ Karo said, and then she was gone.
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         At Teglholmen – in the anonymous office block that housed the violent crimes unit of the Copenhagen Police – Henrik checked his watch. There was still time to pick up a takeaway latte on his way to the Forensic Institute.

         Goldschmidt’s coffee was famously undrinkable, and he needed something to bolster him for his face-to-face with the mummy from Bredgade.

         The sun was baking on the windows, the meeting room stultifyingly hot. Scattered across the beechwood table were coffee cups, water bottles and the remains of hastily eaten sandwiches.

         He longed to be outside in the fresh air. Despite drenching his face in cold water half an hour ago, he still felt nauseous. The feral stench of decay at the crime scene clung to him.

         Someone had wiped the whiteboard at the end of the room, ready for answers they didn’t have yet. Impossible to clean completely, it carried the ghostly bluish veins of case notes past. Likewise, the glass partition between the room and the corridor was dotted with Sellotape marks 23where maps and photos from previous investigations used to hang.

         A fresh start, like the sense of rebirth that came with spring, was an illusion.

         In police work, there was no such thing as starting from scratch. Everyone brought to it the sum of their experiences. Assumptions were made, prejudices brought to bear; this was inevitable.

         ‘You all know what you have to do,’ he said, looking meaningfully at the faces around the table as he rose to his feet and grabbed his leather jacket.

         Though they were dealing with old remains, the drill was the same as always: identify the victim, collect evidence and interview suspects.

         They still hadn’t managed to reach Andreas Lund, but his cleaner, who also worked for the law firm downstairs, had told them that he liked to take himself off and go sailing on the Sound every now and again.

         Apparently, he was an agent, though no one knew exactly what kind. Henrik’s knowledge of the profession was limited to football transfers and spy movies.

         From a quick internet search, he’d learned that the flooded building was constructed along with its neighbours in the mid-1700s. The street was part of Frederiksstaden, named after King Frederik V.

         The King’s Copenhagen, he thought, an old phrase his dad sometimes still used.

         He was headed for the stairs when a husky voice stopped him in his tracks. ‘Can I have a word, Boss?’

         The voice belonged to Detective Sergeant Sarah Funder, a woman in her thirties with a pixie haircut and an obstinate face, whose height reached approximately to his chin.

         He knew what she wanted. 24

         ‘Have you read my report yet?’ she said.

         ‘Skimmed it.’

         ‘And?’

         ‘Look, we’ve just opened a new investigation. Now is not a good time.’

         ‘You said that last week, and the week before.’

         ‘Did I?’

         Sarah Funder – a Rottweiler to Mark’s Labrador – was one of the most experienced investigators of violent sexual offences on Henrik’s team.

         More than a year ago, when stuck on desk duty after breaking a leg, she’d asked for permission to comb through historical sex crimes that might warrant a further look, given advances in DNA science and police methods.

         However, what started as a side hustle had become an obsession. Funder had developed a theory that a string of particularly violent rapes across the country over the past three decades could have been committed by the same person.

         She now wanted time and resources to investigate, and a few weeks ago she’d pulled her idea into a formal proposal, amounting to over one hundred pages. Titled ‘Operation Polaris’, it had been sitting on his desk gathering dust ever since. Whenever he saw it, he felt ashamed. The rate of successful convictions versus reported rapes was low across the country, not to mention that only a fraction of rapes were reported in the first place.

         Funder had acted on her own initiative, going through the files methodically for months, often working until late into the night. The least he could do was to give her a hearing.

         ‘OK,’ he said. ‘Tomorrow morning at eight. My office. We’ll talk about it. I promise.’
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         With her nights still broken, Jensen generally tried to nap during the day whenever Ea did, but meeting Karo had left her restless and after tossing and turning for ages, she got up and went into her office.

         It was her favourite room in the flat. Her antique writing desk from London fitted perfectly under the window and alongside one wall were the filing cabinets she’d inherited from Dagbladet’s late obituary writer, Henning Würtzen. It was in there that she’d found Brix’s home address in amongst hundreds of clippings from his illustrious career.

         She should be making a start on filling her old IKEA bookcases with the contents of the cardboard boxes stacked high by the door, but instead she sat at the desk and looked out at the city.

         She was annoyed that she hadn’t asked for Karo’s phone number. At least she could have checked if she was OK.

         Why am I so useless at making friends?

         There were only two women among her close acquaintances: Fie, the hacker from Roskilde, who was really more Gustav’s friend, and her boss Margrethe. 26

         When she was at school, she’d never brought other kids home to play. Marion’s run-down flat in Vesterbro had existed in a permanent state of chaos that she was ashamed of, full of strangers coming and going.

         By the time she and Marion had moved to North Jutland, she’d learned to be happy by herself, and for years work had more than satisfied her need for contact with other people.

         But now that there was no work, she was yearning for adult company.

         How different would her life have been if she’d grown up with Brix? He’d settled down in his thirties, marrying Lis Vendel, a popular actor, and having a son and daughter, now grown-ups. Christmases and birthdays would have been lively affairs, with everyone gathered around a big table, rather than the invariably disappointing ones she’d spent alone with her mother.

         She took out her phone and pressed Brix’s number quickly before she could change her mind.

         If she didn’t meet him, she would never know if he was telling the truth.

         Last time she’d walked past his house there’d been a pair of tiny red wellies beside the front step. She knew from the gossip magazines that Brix had divorced Lis and married a much younger woman, Astrid, and that the couple had a toddler together.

         He picked up her call immediately, as if he’d been waiting by the phone.

         ‘It’s me,’ she said.

         ‘Hello me.’

         They’d only spoken once before, but she recognised his deep, gravelly voice from the dozens of video clips she’d watched of him in the past few weeks. 27

         ‘OK, let’s meet,’ she said, cutting dead any prospect of awkward small talk.

         ‘I’m glad.’ Thankfully, there was no gloating or saccharine emotion in his voice; she wouldn’t have been able to bear that. ‘Where?’ he said, sounding relieved more than anything.

         She didn’t want it to be on her turf, not until she was sure about him. ‘I’ll come to yours.’

         ‘Tomorrow morning at ten?’

         It was sooner than she’d imagined. ‘Yes, OK.’

         She prepared to end the call.

         ‘Wait,’ he said. ‘Just one thing.’

         ‘What?’

         ‘If you’re coming to my house, you’re going to be needing my address, aren’t you? Or perhaps you already know where I live? I don’t think it’s in the public domain.’

         She blushed.

         Had he spotted her walking past his house?

         ‘Go on,’ she said, feeling her cheeks grow hot. She pretended to take down the details, then said her goodbyes.

         Flustered, she opened the drawer in her bedside table and took out the small cardboard box that had arrived in the post a few days ago.

         Paternity Test. 99.999% accuracy.

         She’d planned to warn him but reckoned it would be better coming as a surprise. Face-to-face it would be harder for him to turn down her request for a sample of his saliva. And if he’d been telling the truth, why would he?

         Soon she would know for sure if he really was her father.
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         ‘The tissue is hard and dry, so we’re having to use a saw rather than a knife,’ Goldschmidt explained over the grinding mechanical noise that was drilling into Henrik’s brain.

         Sweat pearled on his top lip; as ever, he wished the pathologist would be less explicit.

         Outside the concrete buildings of the Forensic Institute green shoots of new life were pushing up through the tarmac, but down here in the basement, there was only death and decay.

         The post-mortem room, lined with white tiles and furnished with stainless steel, was cold and sharply resonant: metal against metal, saw against mummified flesh.

         The condition of the corpse was even worse than he’d feared, barely more than a dried-up husk. It reminded him of the blackened bog man he once saw in a museum in Aarhus, except for the long sand-coloured hair that lay like a halo around the skull. According to Goldschmidt, the woman had been a natural white blonde.

         He watched as the pathologist directed his female assistant Layla, a young woman with serious eyes and arched 29black brows. Their choreography was well-rehearsed and efficient, while somehow still managing to be respectful of the corpse lying prone on the stainless-steel table.

         A forensic technician worked unobtrusively around the two medics, taking the photos that would eventually accompany Goldschmidt’s written report.

         Layla measured the femur, then consulted a laptop to determine the height of the victim. ‘One hundred and fifty-eight centimetres,’ she said. ‘Female of slight build.’

         Henrik nodded to himself.

         This was useful information. From her teeth, Goldschmidt and Layla had already put the woman somewhere between eighteen and twenty-five years old when she died.

         ‘By the way, the femur showed signs of an old fracture.’

         ‘Meaning?’

         ‘Meaning that she’d broken her leg at some point in her life.’

         ‘Cause of death?’

         ‘She was most likely strangled. Look here,’ Goldschmidt points to the back of the throat. ‘You can see that the tongue bone is broken which indicates that a great degree of pressure was applied.’

         ‘So she died before she was bricked up?’

         ‘I don’t know. She was badly beaten with fractures to her right shoulder and left forearm. There’s also a significant injury to the top of her skull, made with a flat object, such as a plank or a brick.’

         ‘Sexually assaulted?’ he asked, thinking of Detective Sergeant Sarah Funder.

         ‘Difficult to tell with any certainty.’

         It made Henrik shiver: a young woman, brutally used, murdered and disposed of behind a brick wall like so much garbage. 30

         ‘Any possibility of getting the killer’s DNA?’ he said.

         ‘If he left any on her, it is unlikely to have survived,’ said Goldschmidt, dashing his hopes. ‘Hers should be possible.’

         ‘At least that’s something.’

         ‘Though I’m less certain about the foetus.’

         Henrik stared at him in disbelief. ‘Excuse me?’

         ‘She was pregnant, around ten to twelve weeks.’

         ‘My God.’

         ‘Yes,’ said Goldschmidt. ‘Terribly sad.’

         Henrik didn’t know why the news about the baby should affect him so; the remains in front of him couldn’t possibly get any more wretched. Yet he suddenly felt an overwhelming sadness for the young woman.

         Someone must have missed her, wondering why she’d disappeared from their life, perhaps over the years beginning to fantasise about her having invented a new identity and drinking cocktails aboard a yacht in the Caribbean.

         Knowing that she’d been dead all along would break them.

         It’s the hope that kills you, he thought. It occurred to him that the same could be said about him and Jensen.

         
             

         

         ‘How are you?’ said Goldschmidt when the post-mortem was over and the two of them were seated in his subterranean office, which was warm and cosy, in contrast to its bleak surroundings.

         On the well-ordered shelves, in amongst ring binders and medical textbooks, were knick-knacks from his travels, pictures of his team and holiday snaps of his husband and young son.

         ‘All the better for this,’ Henrik said, indicating his mug.

         Much to his surprise, Goldschmidt had brewed him a 31latte from a gleaming new coffee machine, topped up with plenty of foaming milk.

         Goldschmidt laughed. ‘I finally caved in to popular demand. Though I never thought the coffee here was that bad.’

         ‘It was revolting,’ said Henrik. ‘And I’m fine, thanks for asking.’

         ‘Really?’ The pathologist leaned forward in his office chair in a tell-me-more pose.

         Henrik imagined this was what he did when humouring a medical student’s unlikely theory. ‘You don’t believe me?’ he said, vaguely offended.

         ‘No, no, I’m glad to hear it,’ Goldschmidt corrected himself. ‘I mean, you’ve been through a lot.’

         Henrik knew this wasn’t just a reference to the senseless murder of a detective sergeant in his team last summer. Though they’d never discussed it outright, his complicated personal life hadn’t escaped the pathologist’s attention.

         Henrik had long rued the winter night when he’d brought Jensen along to the Forensic Institute for a postmortem on a young stab victim she’d found buried in the snow in Magstræde. He should have known that the clever medic would see through them immediately.

         ‘So your friend had a baby?’ Goldschmidt said.

         Henrik, sensing the inverted commas around the word ‘friend’, feigned confusion. ‘Who do you mean?’

         ‘The one you introduced me to, Dagbladet’s crime reporter. The one you said was no one.’

         ‘Ah, her,’ Henrik said. ‘Yes, I gather she got pregnant by a man who’s now in jail,’ he added, in case Goldschmidt assumed that he was the father.

         He couldn’t deny that he’d sometimes wished he was.

         ‘I actually saw her a few days ago near my house, with 32her baby in a sling,’ said Goldschmidt. ‘She looked … how shall I put it …’

         Happy? Gorgeous? Glowing? Superlatives crowded on the tip of Henrik’s tongue, but Goldschmidt went off in another direction. ‘Preoccupied,’ he said. ‘I waved at her, but she didn’t seem to notice me.’

         ‘Recognising people out of context can be tricky.’ Henrik had no idea why he felt the need to explain Jensen’s odd behaviour. Normally, he was the first to confront her about it.

         ‘No, it’s not that. She was looking at a specific house in our street. She walked past it, then turned around and came back to look at it again, lost in deep thought.’

         ‘Which house was that?’ said Henrik. He remembered that Goldschmidt had an enviable home in the Potato Rows, which he’d inherited from his late father, also a pathologist at the national hospital.

         ‘That’s just the thing. It belongs to our local celebrity, Valde Brix, the author.’

         Henrik wasn’t a reader, except for case notes and football match reports, but he knew Brix all right. Louise had read several of his books (they invariably had dragons and ancient scripts on the front). She had even dragged him along to see the man talk on stage at the Copenhagen Book Fair once.

         Henrik had thought Brix rather smarmy, basking in the adoration of his sycophantic audience. He was perturbed that Jensen might be a fan. She’d never mentioned him.

         What was she up to now?

         ‘We’re not … in touch these days,’ he said. ‘But I’m sure there’s a perfectly good explanation.’

         ‘Yeah, you’re right,’ said Goldschmidt. ‘Anyway, ignore me.’

         They small-talked for a while about changes at the 33institute and cut-backs in police budgets (as ever, the news was relentlessly bad), but Henrik wasn’t paying much attention.

         After a few minutes, he got up and mumbled something about needing to get going. As he walked away, he was glad the pathologist couldn’t see his face. 34
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         Jensen was woken by the old lift jolting to a halt, then a loud clank as the door was opened. Seconds later, the door was closed again, and the lift descended.

         Hers was the only flat on the top floor. No one else came up here, except Gustav, and he had his own key.

         Ea was still asleep, having refused to settle during the night.

         Jensen felt headachy and spaced out as she put her feet on the floor. Remembering that in just two hours from now she would be meeting Brix sent a wave of anxiety through her. Was she doing the right thing?

         When her mother had insisted that Brix wasn’t her father, had she meant that he hadn’t earned the right to the title?

         If so, Jensen agreed. She’d been fine growing up without a father, just like Ea would be fine growing up without hers.

         Set to see out his days in prison, Ea’s father would never change her nappy, stick a plaster on her knee or take her to school.

         Nevertheless, he was a known quantity. One day, Jensen 38would tell Ea about him, and there would be answers, albeit difficult ones, to her daughter’s inevitable questions.

         She wanted only the same for herself. To know. Afterwards, she could decide whether or not to build a relationship with someone who – all through her life to this point – had only been her father in the narrowest biological sense of the word.

         Surely, Marion could see that?

         She padded barefoot through to the entrance hall, yawning as she opened the front door. Something had been left on the doormat: the clothes she’d lent to Karo, washed, ironed and folded.

         Jensen buried her nose in the jumper, inhaling the unfamiliar scent. A note fell to the floor.

         
            Thanks for yesterday and sorry for being such a drama queen! Do you want to go for a walk later?

         

         There was a mobile number followed by a smiley.

         Yes, Jensen thought, flooded with relief that Karo was OK, that they would have another chance to make friends. I’d like that very much.
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         Henrik had managed to forget all about his promise to Sarah Funder. He was seventeen minutes late by the time he opened the door to his office and saw her sitting in his visitor’s chair.

         ‘Bloody traffic,’ he said.

         Funder stared at the takeaway latte in his hand, silently pointing out that he’d had time enough to stop at Espresso House.

         Flustered, he threw the paper cup in the bin. ‘Right,’ he said, rubbing his hands. ‘What’s this report of yours all about then?’

         ‘I thought you said you’d skimmed it.’

         ‘Refresh my memory,’ he said, taking the report from his in-tray and thumbing through it as she began to speak.

         Last night had been a write-off. He’d spent most of it googling Valde Brix and found it hard to sleep afterwards. Not that he’d found anything worthy of Jensen’s interest.

         Brix had published two literary novels to modest critical acclaim by the time he was thirty, but it wasn’t until two 40years later, when he’d turned his hand to the fantasy genre, that he’d broken through internationally.

         Since then, he’d rarely been out of the papers. There were hundreds of photos of him online, more often than not in the company of beautiful women.

         Why would Jensen be staking out his property? Curiosity gnawed at him. She wasn’t the type to do things without good reason.

         ‘Are you listening?’ said Funder.

         ‘Absolutely.’

         ‘I looked at reported rapes by assailants thought to be unknown to the victim then filtered out the most serious cases based on injuries sustained. Since 1992, I’ve identified a total of eleven cases across Denmark with a number of common denominators – traumatic injuries, no witnesses to the assault itself, no biological traces except for one case, no CCTV evidence or suspicious mobile-phone records in the case of the later assaults. We only have the women’s testimonies and the evidence on their bodies. All were found to have been drugged, either through injection or by having their drink spiked. None were able to account precisely for what had happened to them.’

         ‘Without evidence, how can you be sure there’s a link?’ Henrik said.

         ‘On the contrary, the link is the absence of evidence,’ said Funder. ‘These were meticulously planned attacks, executed by someone who knew exactly what he was doing. He would have worn a face mask, disposable gloves and a condom, and left his mobile at home. The violence had no purpose, given that the victims had already been rendered senseless by drugs. You could argue that there was an almost ritualistic element to it.’

         ‘Where did the assaults take place?’ 41

         ‘No unified picture there. Sometimes in the victims’ homes, sometimes outside, in parks and woodland. Wherever he could get them on their own, it seems.’

         Henrik thought about it. Funder was right that the complete absence of evidence made the cases unusual. The violence, too.

         ‘Any other patterns? Age of the victims? Appearance? Lifestyle?’

         ‘A slight leaning towards more affluent victims, but not consistently. Otherwise nothing aside from a rise in the age of the victim. In the newer cases, the women are older than the earlier ones.’ She pointed to a chart. ‘You can see the distribution curve here. The women were aged from twenty-two to fifty-seven when they were assaulted. I think that might reflect that the perpetrator himself has grown older.’

         ‘That’s it?’

         ‘No. Interestingly, five of the women reported seeing someone in hi-vis clothing prior to the incident, though they weren’t able to describe the person’s face.’

         ‘Hi-vis clothing? What, like a builder or a roadworker?’

         Funder nodded. ‘It might be something or nothing.’

         Henrik thought the latter was more likely.

         ‘Maybe the six others weren’t asked about it,’ Funder continued. ‘Or they didn’t notice. It’s a thing. Look it up. People in hi-vis travel invisibly among us. Put on a hard hat and a neon vest, and people naturally assume you’ve some sort of legitimate business and stop questioning why you’re there. It could have been a deliberate ploy by the attacker.’

         Henrik suspected Funder was making the cardinal error of choosing the facts that fitted her theory, rather than the other way around, but he admired her tenacity. She reminded him strongly of Jensen: once she got hold of an idea, she wouldn’t let it go. 42

         ‘What do you want?’ said Henrik.

         ‘I want six months initially to speak to as many of the women as I can find, and to interview the investigators who worked on these cases. Were the victims picked by chance or for a particular reason? I also want to see if any evidence was missed, or if items of clothing were kept that could be resubmitted for DNA profiling. I’ll need a team. Two constables should be enough to start with.’

         ‘You said earlier that there were no biological traces, except for one instance?’

         ‘Yes, the Agnes Beck case in 2007. DNA but the sample was incomplete, and no match was found in the register. I’d like to have it looked at again. I think the attacker made a mistake. A tiny drop of blood was found on Agnes’s clothing, which turned out not to come from her. People in her immediate circle were ruled out. It feels promising.’
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