
   [image: Cover: Burning Guilt - Chapter 6 by Inger Gammelgaard Madsen]


   
      
         
            Inger Gammelgaard Madsen
   

            Burning Guilt - Chapter 6
   

         

          
   

         
            Saga
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Burning Guilt - Chapter 6

translated by
Signe Holst Hansen

original title
Brændende skyld: Afsnit 6
Copyright © 2017, 2019 Inger Gammelgaard Madsen and SAGA Egmont

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726164398

             
   

            1. e-book edition, 2019

            Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

            SAGA Egmont www.saga-books.com – a part of Egmont, www.egmont.com

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Burning Guilt
   

            Chapter 6:6
   

         

         The news manager leaned back in his office chair and chewed on one of his glasses’ sidebars. He rocked the chair and listened to Anne Larsen’s presentation.

         He had not been happy about her going solo, when he heard about the trip to Paderup and the meeting with Liv Løkke in Randers. But now, as she sat there and promised the case would be solved and that she would be able to get an exclusive interview with Roland Benito from the IPCC later, his face started looking more forgiving. He put on the glasses, simultaneously putting the chair upright again.

         “Do that, Anne! This is amazing. What a scoop! We want it on the news at 19:30. And great shoot from Randers Museum yesterday, by the way. We’re filming the opening today, remember?” he yelled after her, when she was already exiting his office.

         It had been quite a gamble reassuring the boss that they could air the segment about the murder case’s ending, and to promise an interview with Roland Benito as well. An exclusive one at that. But maybe it was not unrealistic once he had found out what she had discovered last night at Oak Nursing Home. She only needed to check a few things.

         Liv Løkke’s actions had shocked her, but not as much as what her brother had written on that screen. There was nothing wrong with his brain. She was sure of that now.

         She had started her day by talking to a psychologist who was a trauma expert. She had explained that a trauma could be compared to extreme stress that puts a lasting pressure – both physical and psychological – on the human brain. The symptoms are more intense than with regular stress. This might lead to a lack of ability to talk or move. It could even lead to amnesia where all memory of the traumatic event is suppressed. If the patient did not get treatment, the trauma could lead to insomnia, irritability, aggression and other physical problems.

         Of course, Villads had suppressed the traumatic event. Anne had no doubt what he had told her was true, even though she still did not think it quite impossible that Villads had killed Johan Boje. Liv Løkke’s reaction confirmed his story. How much had she managed to see on the screen before Villads deleted it?

         But both siblings suffered from trauma; Liv too.

         “So, are you ready?” the photographer asked behind her.

         She turned around, confused.

         “The opening of the exhibition at Randers Art Museum. You forgot about that?” Flash said with his annoying, teasing look.

         Anne stood up quickly and grabbed her coat.

         “No, of course not. The boss just reminded me. But, uhm. I’ll go there by myself. I have an errand afterwards.”

         “And you don’t need a photographer for that errand?”

         “No…that’s private.”

         “Okay, see you in Randers then.” Flash walked to the elevator to the parking garage.

         She knew it was technically against the rules, but she did not have enough evidence to see the police. There was no proof, since Villads deleted everything from the talking machine, but maybe she could make him repeat it for some witnesses. Then they would have something to work with. But first, the stupid opening of the art show had to be filmed.

         The opening lasted almost four hours. People were in a long line in front of the museum. Anne had interviewed the artist, and it had aired yesterday. It had apparently drawn a lot of people to the museum. Flash filmed and found different angles to illustrate the artist’s bizarre art form, and Anne started gazing impatiently at the clock. Finally, she could interview the museum director and leave.

         “Will you come back to help with the editing?” Flash asked as she left. She promised she would.

         An impulse made her drive past Liv Løkke’s address. It was almost on the way to Oak Nursing Home. She could knock and ask her if she could confirm her brother’s revelation, but after her reaction last night, she did not dare. Liv seemed unstable. The police had to deal with her when she had the final proof. Still, she parked the car and got out after driving slowly past the house Liv Løkke was renting, and seeing the door to her apartment was open. Her car was in the parking lot and her rusty, red bike was in the bike rack. Had something happened?

         “Hello? Is anyone home?” she yelled and knocked on the doorframe. No one answered. Anne walked carefully inside and called out again. The TV was turned on without any sound. An empty bottle of coke was on the table. Anne entered the living room. The door to the tiny bathroom was ajar too, but Liv was not in there either. Anne was just about to leave again, but then she remembered the pack of medicine she had seen when she was here the last time. What kinds of pills did Liv have in her bathroom? Something with Neu. It sounded like neurological medicine, but maybe she was imagining things.

         She walked into the bathroom and stared at the shelf. Aspirin, Colgate, a striped cup holding a red toothbrush, it matched the color of the text on the white box. Neulactil. Anne took it down and looked at it more closely. The medicine had been discharged for Liv Løkke in 2013. The package had not even been opened, and the best before date expired years ago.

         She took her phone from her coat pocket and searched the name, Neulactil. It showed a photo of an identical box to the one she was holding, and some yellow pills. She clicked the picture of the box, was redirected to a page about anti-psychotic medication and read the text.

         Fields of application: schizophrenia and other psychotic conditions characterized by changes in the emotional life, thought disturbances, hallucinations, and delusions. Anne quickly put the box back on the shelf. Liv Løkke was mentally ill and she had never taken her medication.

         She froze as she sensed a dark figure like a shadow next to her, but when she turned around, she saw it was just some clothes on a hanger, on the shower curtain rod. She looked again.

         It was a police coat.

         She walked into the living room and opened Liv Løkke’s closet. There was only clothing in large sizes. At the bottom of the closet were a large amount of boots and shoes. She opened the other door of the closet and had to swallow once. Neatly ironed police shirts hung side by side on hangers with matching marine blue ties and tie pins.

         Anne touched the green shoulder strap with gold edges on one of them, where a tiny little gold star had been embroidered. She looked closer at the embroidered police coat of arms, with three lions under a crown. It looked real. These were definitely Liv Løkke’s brother’s police shirts. She had kept them.

         Without hesitation, she dialed Roland Benito’s phone number, but froze again as she heard a sound behind her.

         Roland had never really doubted the fact that the young woman they met in front of Johan Boje’s home had been lying about her name, and he was also sure she was not a cop. There were a few people named Bente Hansen, but when they checked them out, it could not be either of them. Unfortunately, they only noticed the first numbers on the license plate.
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