
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Henrietta The Bag

        

        
        
          Henrietta, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kenneth Westlin

        

        
          Published by Kenneth Westlin, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HENRIETTA THE BAG

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Kenneth Westlin.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231666232

    

    
    
      Written by Kenneth Westlin.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: ]

Henrietta

The Bag

The first book

Kenneth Westlin



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1
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Indeed, one could sense the smell of sulfur from Kviberg's cemetery this evening, as the tram rolled away from Kortedala Square. Or maybe not. But the smoke from the new crematorium, at least, made people hold their hands or scarves over their faces on this cold November afternoon.

In reality, there shouldn't have been any smoke at all, especially not from the environmentally friendly way of bidding farewell to those poor souls who had had a wet and rainy day like today, to be burnt in their finest attire. But the acquisition of a shaky former student who had, God forbid, worn a backpack on the tram and thereby nearly lost his mind, had unwanted consequences.

The young man had, during a long stay in the cell at Skånegatan, where he resided for some unfathomable reason, acquired the habit of carving lines on the wall to keep track of the number of days. One line per day and on the fifth day, a diagonal line across the four others.

But carving on the wall above the bunk, where he lay waiting for the decision of the judicial system's slowly grinding mill, had not been of the magnitude that the nervous carving on the control panel's touch screen in the crematorium would turn out to be. All the millions invested in a clinically clean environment. Where all unpleasantness during corpse incineration was something that was purified and clear and couldn't be seen in smoke, were now blown away.

No filters filtered, and while the former student joined the ranks of the unemployed, courtesy of a hefty kick in the rear from the crematorium's supervisor, Henrietta Ljung sat, coughing on the tram, which was to take her out into the vastness from the Nordic region's largest port.

After switching to an express bus at the busiest shopping street in the city, "East Hamngatan", Henrietta shook along over the new bridge "Hisings bridge", hoping to catch bus 32 at "Eketrä street". Which would take her the last stretch down to the gigantic industrial area where her ship lay.

But on this particular morning, Västtrafik's buses didn't deviate from the dreary pattern that always seemed to defy people's hopes of arriving on time. To mark the occasion, the doors of the bus proudly refused to open, when it majestically pulled in at a stop on "Gropegårds road".

People stood, pulling their hair inside the bus, gazing towards their workplaces at Volvo Penta and Volvo Trucks. Meanwhile, the driver explained in broken Somali, "Door no work, fix soon."

Cursing the new digital login system at the office might not have been appropriate, but the daily wage deduction certainly did its part in making people’s hairstyles anything but well-groomed.

After sweating for eight minutes without any of the overworked maintenance workers arriving, madness took over. A poor soul who worked at Penta in the bolt procurement administration, began kicking wildly at one of the doors. Doing anything against regulations in Sweden is nearly considered criminal, and several passengers held their heads, apprehensive about what would happen next.

But the man kicking was slightly too strong, and the door budged a centimetre. Swedes are extraordinary at following the lead of others, so the kicking spread, and centimetre by centimetre, the door began to open. Just as the first adequately slim passenger squeezed out of the bus, the driver remembered there was an emergency button that could open the doors, and turned it on.

Dentists in the area got some extra work that afternoon as people streamed in, having tumbled out of the bus. But after a while, a delayed Henrietta Ljung, who had made an unsuccessful attempt to catch up with her bus by walking, hopped into a taxi parked near a kebab stall at "Eketrä street". Seven minutes and 600 kronor later, she strode into the harbor office to get some information about her ship.

-
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Henrietta Ljung was a striking girl who had caused many a stiff neck when she walked by. Henrietta had dark red hair, a moderately sized nose, and a sweet smile that made most men and women working in various roles at the harbor office, stop and just stare.

She was casually dressed in blue jeans and some odd grayish sweater. But whether it was the absence of the luminous dirty overall that almost everyone else wore, or just the fact that she was a woman, young and beautiful, it made the staff look unusually silly. Men and women stared blankly into space, their thoughts seemingly wobble between envy and admiration.

The magical moment abruptly ended when Henrietta, in her most rustic accent, loudly asked a man at a photocopier halfway across the room, where the ship was located:

'Hey, I was supposed to join the boat "Arabic Moose" as a kitchen assistant, how does it work? I've never been on a boat before. As staff, I mean."

The man at the photocopier looked at her, trying to keep a straight face, while a mean snicker could be heard from most of the eight people in the office.

'Well," said the man, 'you should talk to "Leffe" over there behind the counter." He pointed with his thumb towards a small counter where a bearded sixty-year-old man in a worn-out and oily vest sat.

'Thanks," said Henrietta, which made one of the ladies laugh loudly and hurry out of the room, while the photocopier man turned back to the machine, pressing a few buttons to seem occupied.

-
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Being teased for her dialect wasn't exactly a new phenomenon for Henrietta. Since she moved to the city half a year ago, it happened more regularly than the government leaked important security information to a telemarketer in the middle of nowhere several times a day.

If she went down to the market and asked the cashier, 'What does a sausage cost?" the cashier would loudly mimic Henrietta's Småland accent, stretching the words to the uttermost, much to the delight of the other customers. And if, during her daily walk, she asked someone walking their dog, 'What's the dog's name?" the owner would also mimic her, saying, 'It's not a dooog, it's a caaat." It wasn't particularly funny, and the jesting citizens felt more like a nuisance than friendly after just a week as a city dweller.

The shipping company had sent her documents to the harbor office, since she lacked an address at the time of employment. After she identified herself, the pleasant man behind the counter brought out some papers and guided Henrietta both with documentation and directions to the ship.

He made sure she understood the entire process and gave her his phone number, as he sad while winking, in case she needed to ask anything.

Once outside, the prospective kitchen assistant strode over the local driveway and up to the guard sitting in a small hut outside the well-fenced container area. She presented her papers and was waived in by a surly guard, who had just been scolded by his boss for overly attentive use of his phone to look at naked people in unnatural positions.

She could have gone home again since her ship had been delayed due to another port strike. "'Arabic Moose'" was at anchor out in the bay, waiting for other ships to finish their business so she could dock.

'They probably count on two more days before it's time," Leffe behind the counter had informed her. 'But you can stroll down and check out the hustle if you want. I can give you a little tour in a while; it's interesting."

Henrietta thanked him sincerely and walked out while "Leffe" bent down behind the counter, following his colleagues' example of misconduct.

-
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Inside the vast area, chaos reigned. Thousands of containers stood in different groups in long rows, stacked up to seven high. Giant trucks criss-crossed, loading and unloading a procession of trucks standing at various depots.

But across the whole expanse, the biggest and mightiest cranes dominated at the large dock. They swung back and forth, swiftly unloading an incredibly long ship filled with containers from all corners of the earth.

At first glance, the entire scene appeared as an extremely loud and dangerous maze of machines and steel. But it was a well-organized chaos. As long as pedestrians stayed within the painted lines that marked the pathways, the metal monsters kept their distance.

Henrietta paused, marvelling at how the dancing trucks whizzed by with their valuable cargo of plastic knick-knacks from China and paper curiosities from India.

She read the name on the ship a few hundred meters away and observed how the huge cranes relentlessly moved even more Turkish foot files and other health products, dumping container after container in a nice pile.

So much neatly packaged junk creating so much work, until the items were used once and ended up in the landfill. The world is miraculous, she thought.

Doing as "Leffe" suggested, Henrietta strolled slowly. She pondered whether it might be better to turn back and head home, having seen most of it.

That's when it happened. Suddenly, she saw a man wearing a helmet and a vest running diagonally across the field. He might have been two hundred meters away, but she saw that he held something in his hands in front of him. It looked like a bag. Two other men were chasing him from behind, waving and seemingly shouting, but amidst the cacophony of work, nothing could be heard.

Henrietta sensed the man with the bag was being pursued, and the pursuers were wearing guard uniforms. The man turned the corner of a row of containers, and a large truck rushed by with a container, and suddenly, he disappeared. There was a gap between two containers in the row, and Henrietta, standing directly in front a hundred meters away, understood that he had dashed between them.

The two chasing men were getting closer and had only a dozen meters left before they, too, could turn the corner of the container row. At the same time they rounded the corner, the man emerged again. He was just about to turn and rush on when the truck returned.

There was a screech from the truck as the driver slammed on the brakes, causing the truck to rock violently before coming to a halt. It was too late. The man was crushed beneath the large wheels, now wedged between the truck and a container. Henrietta reacted immediately and dashed toward the accident site. She ran to the man who had been run over but barely had time to see more than the large wheels, before one of the two men who had been chasing him grabbed her shoulder and shouted. 'No trespassers get the hell out of here." Henrietta jerked back in surprise and shock.

With workers rushing in and a loud siren blaring the scenery changed. All work came to a halt, machines fell silent, and worried voices filled the air. People gathered around the truck, disregarding the attempts of the two guards who failed to keep them at bay. Instead they resorted to talk via their communication modules. if anyone paid interest in the conversation they would notice that the accident wasn't on the agenda, only a missing bag was mentioned.  

Henrietta who had noticed that the crushed man had a bag, which now seemed to have vanished, realized he had disappeared momentarily and began to suspect what might have happened. She retraced her steps along the row of containers, reaching the far end. The containers were lined up with gaps between them, likely for the trucks' manoeuvrability and for easier inspection of container numbers. The space was wide enough for a person to squeeze through.

Stealthily, Henrietta went between the rows of containers until she reached the accident site. A container away lay the man's crushed body partly wedged in the opening. However, due to the proximity of the giant truck, she remained hidden from view.

Amidst the frantic chatter, Henrietta systematically searched the area around the opening. After a short while, she spotted the bag wedged between two containers a few meters away. Henrietta swiftly retrieved the bag and squeezed back through the same route she had taken.

Henrietta emerged from the passage between the containers and briskly walked, unnoticed, toward the guard booth. Observing the guard engrossed in a phone call with his back turned, she threw the bag over the high fence into a bush outside. As she approached the guard, his hesitant gaze implied uncertainty about what to say or do. Holding everyone on the premises, until the police or someone responsible took over, was probably the right thing to do.

Suddenly, an ambulance arrived, its sirens blaring. The guard rushed to lift the barrier, and Henrietta waved a quick goodbye before darting away. The guard called out in protest, but his voice was drowned by the sirens, and soon after, emergency vehicles arrived, diverting his attention. He reopened the barrier, while at the same time the blaring phone demanded his attention.

While the vehicles entered and the guard attended to his phone, Henrietta retrieved the bag from the bush. She then walked along the street where trucks rumbled past in an incessant stream.

-
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Few walked on the narrow side-walk, making a young girl stand out. After a couple of hundred meters, Henrietta reached a bus stop. The oil harbor loomed with hundreds of large tanks in silence, and a complex network of pipes formed the world's largest labyrinth. Occasional tankers moved in and out of the area, their drivers noticing a girl waiting for the bus. Some honked their horns, a few whistled. Henrietta gestured with a finger and mused about the tactical wisdom. Picking up girls using horns. However, when it came to wolf whistling. Was there anything more effective? Well, the regrowth of chauffeurs is not likely produced in single households. But the love for a Scania truck probably outweighed everything. Or perhaps one could just head to Thailand, she thought, chuckling to herself.

Understanding the importance of remaining inconspicuous, especially when carrying potentially stolen or forbidden items, Henrietta abandoned the bus stop and headed into a small grove beyond the oil harbor. Once inside, the grove expanded into a full forest.

Despite the sinking ground that muddied her shoes, Henrietta ventured deeper into the woods. After a while, she noticed planks laid out along the ground. They led up to a wooden bridge, delving deeper into the forest. She ascended the bridge and proceeded further in.

The forest didn't look like any other; some trees were enormous, and a few, probably hundreds of years old, had fallen. The circumference of some trees matched her height. Even the other vegetation appeared unusual, and birdsong filled the air. No sounds from industries or the major roads were heard anymore. It all resembled a fairy-tale forest with marshlands and moss.

As long as she stayed on the wooden bridge, there were no issues. However, she realized that falling into the marshes could be life-threatening. After a while, the bridge ended, just like the wetlands did. Instead, a small meadow with gigantic ferns opened up.

Henrietta flattened a small spot and started examining the bag. The bag was black and weighed perhaps a couple of kilos, no more. It was made of robust material with leather on the outside and had a handle on the top centre. Beneath the handles, there was a sturdy lock.

Henrietta had nothing with her to pick the lock, and when she found a small stone, she realized after a couple of strikes that it wouldn't work. She needed something more robust, like iron or a sharp knife or some kind of pliers. But where could she find them? In this forest, there were only withered twigs and small stones. She would have to go somewhere else. Henrietta regretted being lured into the mysterious and beautiful forest. Damn, she thought, I should have stayed at the bus stop; damn it!

At that moment, she heard some voices. She quickly stood up and looked around. No one was visible, but the voices were getting closer. Henrietta leaped up a small hill where the meadow ended. There, it suddenly came to a stop.

A huge wall, as far as she could see, loomed right after the hill. The wall was completely impenetrable and several meters high. The voices were now clearly audible on the other side of the hill. Henrietta stealthily crawled up to the top and, through some bushes, saw an older man and woman walking straight towards the meadow. They carried binoculars and were dressed in workout gear.

Just before reaching the meadow, they veered off along a path and disappeared. Goodness, thought Henrietta as she lay on the hill. She decided to get away from there as quickly as possible and get something to open the bag with.

But taking the bag along didn't feel right. Whatever it contained, the man who got run over had hidden it. And why was he being chased? No, if the bag held something valuable, she didn't want to risk losing it, and if it contained something else, she didn't want to be blamed.

She looked at the bag and shook her head, wondering what its contents might be. Everything from gold to a severed head circulated in her mind. But time passed, and she made the decision to go home and find some tools. So she lifted some branches and tucked the bag under a bush. Then she sneaked back through the forest to the bus stop.

-
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The day had turned into early evening, and the workday had ended for the many employees at the oil port. So now she could squeeze in like any other, who, for some unfathomable reason, had chosen to crowd the city's dull buses and breathe in each other's bacteria, instead of enjoying the solitude of their air-conditioned car.

-
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The fact that Henrietta took the bag at all was due to an irresistible urge she had to steal everything that could be stolen. This was also the main reason she left the small village in the middle of "Smaland".

People had grown tired of her taking their things whenever she felt like it. And several times, they had come together to give her a good beating.

Even her own father had thought that a good sound beating was appropriate now and then. Especially since she had stolen the scout association's fine trophies and awards, and hammered them into bits, to sell to the scrapyard.

The last time around, it hurt enough for her to make the decision to move to a bigger city.

In the city, there were plenty of poorly guarded stores where one could pocket this or that. As long as she stayed away from the nearby convenience store and the neighbors' balconies, she could move freely in her residential area.

Most of the time, she settled for stealing something insignificant, like a loaf of bread from ICA or a packet of socks from Kappahl. But now, perhaps kleptomania could pay off really well. If only she could open the bag.
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​Chapter 2
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At the container port, there was an intense effort to free the crushed man and collect his remains as dignifiedly as possible. Police and workplace accident investigators were on-site, questioning everyone they believed had seen or heard something. The guards who had chased the man had been taken away to a nearby shed and were being questioned by Superintendent Pontus Hilmersson and Inspector Vicky Svensson.

Present at this initial interrogation were one of the higher-ranking officials, his secretary, a port foreman, a logistics manager, a chief for the crane operators, a chief for the security team, a safety delegate, a union representative for the dockworkers, and two more constables. No one yet suspected anything other than an unfortunate accident, so it wasn't truly a formal interrogation. It was more like an annoying bar conversation where everyone spoke over each other, making the questions multiply with each answer. However, the truck driver wasn't present; he had suffered a severe shock and been transported by ambulance to the hospital for treatment.

As they inquired about the man who was killed the accident, it came to light that he had been running around the area like a madman. But no one knew why. The two guards, not part of the regular security team but there to watch over a specific container, claimed they hadn't chased him at all. It had been only a routine inspection.

Some questioned the nature of the inspection, which usually occurred at a safe distance from trucks and other machinery and was only supposed to take place at that container and its immediate vicinity. Moving around the area for non-port employees, where loading and unloading took place, was not allowed unless work was stopped – either by notification of closure from a responsible person, during accidents, or when there was no work to be done.

Inspector Svensson sat quietly, observing the spectacle. She noticed that one of the guards seemed anxious, constantly shifting his weight from one foot to the other. She also observed that the security chief from their company, Urak, seemed to be constantly explaining away and defending his employees' actions, even though no one accused them of anything.

After a while, people began to come and go randomly into the shed. Several participants were talking on their phones, and a constable reported that the press had gathered outside the port´s main office. The secretary was crying loudly, and the high-ranking official went to fetch some coffee. Superintendent Hilmersson wondered to himself if the victim wasn't just a tired soul of a dockworker. Someone suicidal enough to disregard the consequences for his colleagues and jump in front of the truck. The work at the port seemed quite tough, and after being briefed on some background information about the man's private life, the word "boring" seemed to be quite prominent in everything he did.

The dead man's name was Theo Vallinen, of Finnish origin, living alone with a cat in a one-bedroom apartment in Bergsjön, one of the dreariest suburbs in Gothenburg.

He mostly kept to his TV and never participated in events with his colleagues. His elderly mother was his only living relative, and when a colleague visited her at a care home in Mölndal, it emerged that Vallinen likely had serious alcohol issues, and she didn't know if her son had any friends. She had never heard him mention anyone.

In the sparsely furnished apartment, Superintendent Hilmersson and Inspector Svensson later found only junk and empty bottles that had contained tasteless water from ICA. A few betting slips lay on the kitchen table, but no addresses or phone numbers beyond the usual ones for the supervisor and the workplace office. There was nothing in the apartment like photos or anything else suggesting he had friends and relatives. A TV guide with crossed-out programs indicated his interests revolved around news and nature programs, with the occasional action film.

He didn't have a computer and still paid bills going to the bank. In his wardrobe and drawers, there were only checkered shirts and worn-out jeans. No secrets at all, no peculiar or regular interests seemed to exist in his life. They asked around among the closest neighbors. But those who could speak a few words in Swedish knew nothing about him. A little kid, interpreting for his father, who hadn't seen anything either, chimed in and claimed that Theo Vallinen once kicked away his ball in the yard. Apparently, it went so far that it disappeared, completely. The old man just laughed and walked away, said the boy convincingly.

Inspector Svensson let the cat out into the yard and thought to leave it to its fate. But an old woman standing and staring at them from her doorway started yelling in some language. So, Superintendent Hilmersson told his subordinate to take the animal with them. Thus, the cat was released down at the local square, and the long arm of the law, not particularly fond of animals, went down to the station.

-
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No messages or calls were found on the mobile phone in the dead man's jacket, and almost nothing valuable came from conversations with co-workers. Theo Vallinen had barely passed the drug tests at work. The first time, he blew red and received a warning. After that, he had to blow daily for a while, but even then, he showed alcohol intake one day. It became warning number two, which meant a moderate rehabilitation during work hours and more blowing for a while. But after three months, it seemed he had overcome his problems, and the tests became more sporadic.

During breaks, he mostly kept to himself and rarely engaged in any conversations. Not even the other Finns seemed to socialize with him. The only time he made himself heard was to play the trot race, which most of his colleagues participated in. He placed a hundred bill on the table, while the most interested ones chattered about who would win, alternatively lose.

Placing the money, he always said the same thing, 'win now, guys, for fucks sake," then returned to the table where he usually sat and drank his coffee without further words.

The race was usually not won, but if something drooled down, it was used, by unanimous decision of the loudest, to increase the chances next time.

So, Superintendent Hilmersson thought it was quite simple. 'Yeah yeah," he said to Inspector Svensson, 'the guy was a dull one. He probably got tired of the whole shit, or what do you think, Vicky?" Both sat in his room the morning after, going through what had happened. Inspector Svensson, first name Vicky, wore a dark blue suit that hid as much of her femininity as possible. Her thirty-two years had always been about being as inconspicuous as possible, and her attire was almost excessively anonymous. But the short dark hair was fixed on a head sharper than most. When people saw her, they usually thought she was a person who neither saw nor heard. Burying herself in uninteresting cultural phenomena without meaning. Consequently, most spoke and expressed themselves without worrying about her presence.

However, the fact that people ignored her and carried on as if they were on the moon, allowed her to perceive everything and more. Data that was quickly analysed by her brain, and most of the time led her in the right direction.

'No, I don't think so," Inspector Vicky Svensson replied coldly.

'What do you mean?" asked her boss, yawning loudly.

The coffee in the machine was of such poor quality that he didn't dare to drink the cup he so desperately needed in the mornings to get going. His stomach simply couldn't take it. So now, he sat in his nice hoodie with Metallica printed on the chest, pretending to be thirty years younger than the sixty-two he didn't want to be.

Superintendent Hilmersson was not only morning-tired but also laughed at anything related to police work. Therefore, he preferred working with 'his' inspector, who was efficiency personified. He was a bit bald up there, and the years as a cop with many late evenings behind a desk with coffee and buns had left their mark. He was quite chubby.

The reason he had chosen to go out to the accident scene was simply due to a shortage of staff. There had been a state visit that week, and the overtime work needed to be corrected. So, the decision he made a few weeks earlier to take a vacation that week, meant he now had to go out into the field. Something he really didn't like.

'No, continued Inspector Svensson, nobody lives like that. It is or rather was, too empty a life. No matter how lonely one is, it's not that empty. No photos, no calls, no friends, just occasional short visits to his mother. Superintendent Hilmersson yawned again and motioned for her to continue. 'He didn't read, TV programs were always the same, but no series, no comedies, no music, and in the kitchen, there were almost only cans of beans and goulash soup."

'Well, goulash soup is quite tasty, I eat it very often," lied Superintendent Hilmersson, who almost exclusively sustained himself on buns and cookies. If he had dinner, it was almost always take out from the nearby Chinese restaurant where he lived. But apart from that and lunch and Sunday dinners at his well-behaved daughter's place, whom always served home made traditional food, it was buns, cookies, and far too often one or two chocolate bars from the vending machine at work. 'And I never watch TV, but maybe he just marked it for fun and read detective novels or watched porn on the computer," he stopped himself as he remembered there was no computer,

'The phone, I mean."

“He owned no books and didn't subscribe to any magazines. Moreover, his co-workers said he just sat and stared down at the table during coffee breaks. He didn't READ," she emphasized, glaring at her boss, who stared back with empty eyes.

“Oh, I see," said Hilmersson, “but what did he do then?"

“He did nothing!" Inspector Vicky Svensson knew full well that her boss was mainly interested in concluding the case in the easiest possible way. But it went against her nature just to agree when something was so obviously wrong, and she had already decided that what they had seen and heard didn't match reality.

-
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After Superintendent Hilmersson had gone home quite early the day before, she had sat in her office and written down all her observations. Partly what they had heard during interrogations with those involved in the case. But also some conversations she had overheard among the workers and guards. There were some things that didn't quite seem right. Additionally, she had noted her impressions of Theo Vallinen's apartment and what neighbors and co-workers had said about him.

Something that struck her was the absence of liquor bottles in his apartment, neither beer cans nor bottles, empty or full, had been found. Yet, his mother described him as a drunkard, and reports of his substance abuse problems had come from the office at the harbor. Now, she wasn't quite sure if it was the right time to present her suspicions to Superintendent Hilmersson. Or if it would just mean that she would have to provide further endless explanations that required a five-year-old's intelligence to understand, if he even wanted to.

She decided to wait and instead asked her boss to accompany her for a follow-up conversation with the dockworkers during their coffee break. Superintendent Hilmersson yawned for the hundredth time and groaned loudly,

'No, that shouldn't be necessary, can't we just have a coffee in the cafeteria instead, and we'll wrap up the case over a bun and coffee. Bring your box, you can do some writing on it meanwhile." Hilmersson looked pleadingly at his Inspector, who had crossed her arms and straightened her back.

After long cooperation, he knew that Vicky never suggested anything unless it was going to happen. She rarely gave in and could often argue convincingly for her point. Something the Superintendent, however, never managed. So, he yawned again, and before Inspector Svensson could come up with her long explanation of why the visit to the harbor was absolutely necessary, he suggested;

“Or well, we can have a coffee there, by the way, yes yes, let's do that. Come on now." He hastily got up from the chair and marched briskly away.

Inspector Vicky Svensson, who had planned a long, interesting sentence to persuade him, was completely taken aback. But after gaping at her boss for a few seconds, she quickly stepped along. The thoughts swirling within her, while both walked down to the car, were not particularly clever and calculating, but more like “”fucking old bastard, he's just messing with me, shit, shit, shit.””

-
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Henrietta, after some correspondence with the shipping company that owned the "Arabic Moose,” had been advised to go down to the port shortly after the ship docked. To introduce herself to the captain and her future superiors before they went ashore. The ship was expected to stay in port for about forty-eight hours, and she would receive more precise information from the officer, when she needed to be on board.

However, a recent strike in the harbour had disrupted the schedule, and no one knew exactly when the ship would arrive. Leffe at the Harbor Office had initially said two days, but she had to call every day to get updates. The following day, no one had any information about any ship arrivals. The Dockworkers Union had initiated a new strike due to the accident, and the duration was uncertain.

After the call, Henrietta headed to the tram and rode a few stops to get to Gamlestan and the nearest hardware store. There, she purchased a sturdy Mora-knife and a pair of pliers. While the cashier was occupied fetching an extra-large pipe wrench from the stock for her to look at, she took the opportunity to grab a flashlight, a pair of scissors, some galvanized screws, a tube of grease, and a roll of duct tape.

She smiled pleasantly at the cashier when he returned with the enormous tool and explained that she didn't need it after all. She figured she had a screwdriver at home, and if the lock couldn't be forced, she could just cut open the bag.

-
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Back at Kortedala Square, it was a short walk of a few minutes to reach the street where she lived. She sublet a small two-room apartment on the second floor. It was located in an older three-story building, with rent significantly increased by the man who held the primary lease. The cost dug deep into the meagre allowances provided by the Social Insurance Agency. But now, she was about to change the despairing poverty that government decisions had pushed all unemployed into. A steady job with seamen's taxes would mean a significant increase in disposable income.

Additionally, she had "loaned out" the apartment to her "sister," as she had told the lease shark, who didn't care as long as he got his money on time. The sister was actually a Hungarian student, seemingly responsible, and genuinely in need of somewhere to stay. But even if everything went to hell and the student partied the apartment to pieces without paying a dime, it didn't worry Henrietta. She only had a handshake as a contract and could leave anytime. Everything she owned was now packed in two suitcases, waiting in the hallway for her to take them to the ship.

Henrietta had never liked carrying a handbag. She kept her phone and wallet in separate pockets and had her keys on a string around her neck. Now, she pulled the string out from the collar of her sweater. She turned the key in the door, opened it, and went in. Almost immediately, she noticed that her two bags inside the door were not where she had left them. Someone had placed the bags side by side, as if they were about to be opened.

At the same moment she looked up to see what was happening, a tall man emerged from her living room into the hallway. Henrietta jerked back toward the door.

"Henrietta Ljung," said the man firmly. Henrietta noticed he seemed to be another one of the guards she had seen down at the port and stammered,

"Wh-what! Who are you?"

The man raised his hand as if to calm her, as another man appeared in the hallway. This man seemed to be in charge and pointed toward Henrietta. He was dressed in a black suit, had short-cropped hair, and a tattoo on the side of his neck that moved as he breathed.

"Take it easy," said the suited man, "we're from Urak Security Company, we just need to talk to you."

"What for? I haven't done anything," said Henrietta, backing halfway out the door. But the guard was quicker and took a few steps forward, grabbing her arm.

"Let go, hell you doing!" yelled Henrietta, trying to break free. But the guard's grip was strong and he pulled her into the apartment while she nervously repeated "let go, let the fuck off, let go" louder and louder. The suit man grabbed her other arm and gave her a good ear file. Henrietta fell silent, her head singing from the bangs. At the same time, the guard dragged her into the living room and pushed her into an armchair. The suit had closed the front door and now stood in front of her. “Shut up,” he growled, “Not a damn word more, understood.” The guard was standing behind her and held her shoulders tightly so that she was pinned to the armchair.

“Listen to me now,” the suit continued, “we saw on the over-watch video from the wardroom that you were carrying something when you approached. Then you slipped behind the shed and when you arrived again you were empty-handed. What were you carrying? Was it a bag?” The suit sounded a bit threatening but Henrietta said nothing she just shook her head. “Answer,” shouted, the suit and grabbed her collar. “Was it a bag? Whose bag was it? Where did you get it?”

Henrietta was used to both beatings and screaming old men who wanted to know things. Her whole claw-fingered upbringing, had gotten various people upset and sometimes violent. The result had always been the same, she kept her mouth shut and people became hysterical about not reaching out and getting answers to the questions they themselves already knew the answer to.

It flashed as the suit's fist hit her hard on one cheek.

“You apparently understand very slowly,” he hissed and hit her once more in the same place. “Where did you find the bag?” Henrietta tried to hold her hands up in front of her face to protect herself but the guard grabbed them and tore her arms apart. The next blow suddenly hit her in the stomach. It hurt excruciatingly and she just wanted to throw up. She tried to lean forward but was held back by the guard. “Do you want more?” shouted the suit, and Henrietta shook her head.

“No,” she answered slurred, “no I don't have it.”

“Where did you get it, asked the suit again. Did you rip it off the man who got hit?”

“I took it on the ground during the accident,” she said weakly, “but I don't have it.”

“Where is it?” he continued, holding his fist an inch from her nose. “Did you look in it?”

“I couldn't get open the lock on it, so I left it by the guardroom,” she tried. The result was not long in coming, the blow split her lower lip and knocked out one of her corner teeth and now it was the guard who spoke;

“Hell, we looked around the whole area there and there was nothing.”

”Where did you put it,” screamed the suit, and added "I'll kill you, you understand."

Henrietta was dizzy and the pain almost made her throw up. She realized that she was in a very bad situation and that the beatings would not stop until they got what they wanted.

-
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Malika Nagy had been promised to come and collect keys and leave some things in the morning, in the apartment she was to live in, for at least three months. She lugged a shopping cart with books and a computer she needed for her studies. In the other hand she carried a suitcase with clothes and accessories to be able to stay for a few days. The rest of her things she would pick up at the overly expensive hostel. Either later in the afternoon or the next day, if she was allowed to stay overnight. She had no car and no friends yet in the new city. So it would perhaps be two or three times by tram and bus.

The fact that she had dragged so many things with her from the home in Pecs, which was located in southern Hungary, was unusually impractical, it would now appear. After a month, she had almost run out of money, just on the accommodation. How could she have miscalculated so badly? It gnawed at her, but now there would be a change. After all, the price of the apartment was only a fifth of what the hostel charged.

Nothing had turned out as she had imagined since she began her studies at the University of Gothenburg. She had thought she would get a nice apartment in the center of town and had pestered her brother, who owned a larger van, which he used in his profession as a painter, to drive her all the way to Gothenburg with a lot of things that were now just a nuisance.

But the University did not provide any apartments and referred her to a dreary hostel in Kallebäck. Her brother had dumped her and the stuff there and drove away. But now maybe things would get better. She pressed the bell on the apartment door and pushed down the handle.

In the village she came from, no one could wait for someone to come and open. You rang or knocked and went in and said hello. What Malika saw when she stepped over the threshold and said hello, were two men bent over a woman screaming "help, help". The men turned towards the door where Malika shouted out;

“Nem, nem, bocsánat,” followed by “What you do no, no.” She dropped her things, turned around and ran out screaming. The man in the suit released his grip on Henrietta's collar and began to run after as the guard called out;

“Damn Freddan take her, what the hell is going on.” The suit dashed for the door as one of his feet caught on the handle to the shopping cart that the girl dropped on the floor. The cart was thrown into the air and the suit fell helplessly out the door and down the stairs. There was a loud crash in the railing as costume Freddan hit his head and broke his nose and eyebrows in the fall. The guard released Henrietta and ran outside to see what had happened. The suit was bloody all over the face and had probably broken an arm that hung unnaturally fixed between two slats in the railing. Henrietta didn't hesitate for a second, she ran to the door and slammed it shut. Then she quickly locked and hung the safety chain. The guard hesitated at first before yanking on the door, but his colleague was all groggy and yelled at him to help.

Seconds later, Henrietta could see, through her kitchen window, the guard half dragging out the suit which appeared to be seriously hurt. He led him away to a car that was badly parked on the sidewalk outside. After getting the bloody Freddan into the car, the guard hurried into the driver's seat and drove off.

The Hungarian student, in pure panic from what she had witnessed, had rushed straight out and up the stairs to the next floor, which was the last. There, she had stood paralysed and unsure of what to do. When she heard the noise in the railing, she had started knocking and pulling at one of the doors on the floor. But apparently, no one was home, and the door was locked. After a few seconds, she heard one of the men shout, and shortly after, the entrance door slammed shut downstairs. She understood that the men had left and cautiously descended the stairs. She had planned to sneak out and run to the police. But suddenly, the door opened, and a girl with a battered face said,

“Stop, it's you, you're supposed to rent my apartment.” Malika was shocked by the sight and recoiled with a;

“No no, not me” But Henrietta, who had seen her through the door's peephole, quickly said;

“Thank you, you saved me, please stop.”

Malika tried to look into the apartment to see if there was anyone else there. Henrietta made her somewhat calmer when she introduced herself, “It's me, Henrietta, we met last week. Please, I am alone, only me here.” Malika bent down and grabbed her belongings.

“I'm sorry, I cannot stay,” she said, and despite Henrietta's protests, she walked away with her bag and the cart, that  perhaps saved Henrietta's life, as quickly as she could.

-
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At the port's large parking lot for employees, a group of the most loyal members of the Dock Workers' Union stood, cursing at the management, politicians, and the new irresponsible owners. None of those called 'damn assholes, damn capitalist pigs, fucking damn assholes, and fucking damn capitalist pigs," etc., were present, but for Inspector Svensson and her inquiries, it was perfect.

Superintendent Hilmersson had been dropped off at the port office, at a cafeteria on the ground floor, to speak with the staff there. Some of the workers in the parking lot recognized Inspector Svensson as she jumped out of the car and greeted her cautiously. Vicky Svensson was quick to take advantage of their curiosity about what the police were doing there. She raised her ID above her head, immediately silencing everyone and turning their attention toward her to hear what she wanted.

“I'm investigating the accident at Theo Vallinen,” she said loudly so that everyone present could hear. “We suspect that not everything is as it should be, and that there are circumstances that make this a crime scene," she continued, immediately gaining hundred percent interest from everyone.

The hatred towards the new owners, who tried to sideline the union and change rules and wages to what they considered more cost-effective, had grown to such proportions over a long time that the slightest deviation from what had been negotiated led to strikes. When the employer managed a prolonged lockout and lay-offs of individual workers, blaming the decline in cargo handling on the local union club and consistently refused all kinds of negotiations, the effect was entirely opposite. The union was stronger than ever and they understood that the conditions presented, if agreed upon, in the long run would result in foreign personnel replacing them at a fraction of the cost.

So now they stood united and listened to a police officer, who might find out that the management and owners had committed something even more criminal, apart from being damn disgusting capitalists.

“Tell me everything you know about Theo Vallinen," she asked, and immediately people from different directions started shouting, what they knew or had heard about the man.

“One at a time, please," Inspector Svensson barked and gestured with her hands. She pulled out a notepad and turned to the nearest man.

-
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Superintendent Hilmersson sat at a counter, pushing down a bun he had found for his coffee. He talked to a guy his own age on the opposite side, who seemed delighted to chat.

“Yeah," said Leffe, “the accident was really creepy, imagine being run over at work. Such damn bad luck. Fuck, I was there and saw when they removed the truck. So much blood."

“Well, it wasn't a pleasant sight," Pontus Hilmersson added.

“No, for fucks sake, there are better things to experience,” he was totally crushed, not a limb was whole. Some of the girls started crying, and Lasse and Ka,” he pointed to some younger guys, working on their computers, further away in the room, “puked in their overalls.” He chuckled a bit, and Lasse and Ka, who had heard his remarks, both shook their heads, and Ka loudly said, “Such damn crap man, fuck up,” which made most of the people in the room smile and chuckle at the expected outcome.

“Your fucking pig,” Ka continued, apparently feeling a little humiliated and wanting to strike back, “you just wanted to run after that damn girl from Småland.” Leffe and Superintendent Hilmersson looked away at the offended Ka, who continued, “Were you planning to screw her in a container or something? Since you lured her down there.” Ka laughed ridiculously loud at his own joke, which no one else appreciated. And in the silence that followed, he started blushing at his own stupidity. After a few seconds, he quickly turned to his computer and pretended to work.

“Oh, it was just a girl who was supposed to work at a ship,” Leffe explained to the Superintendent, licking the sugar off his fingers.

“Oh, yeah, who you were going to screw?” he asked.

“What, no, no, no, she was here too early; the ship wasn't leaving for a few days. I just said she could go down and check out the port if she wanted; she has never worked on a ship before. No, no, it's just that grumpy guy over there messing around.”

Leffe looked at Ka, who was glued to his screen.

“Oh, well, I wouldn't say no,” Leffe continued with a wink of the eye, 'but she was a bit young. But sometimes they drive a little too fast down there, not that they're dangerous the drivers, but if someone suddenly jumps in front of a truck, then they have serious trouble stopping. Heavy machinery you know. Unfortunately, accidents have happened before, but it's been a long time now.”

“Superintendent Hilmersson aimed his trash at the bin, then picked up his notepad and made a note. Shortly after, he stood up and thanked for the coffee. “Can't you make a list for me of everyone, and I mean everyone, who was on the premises yesterday?” he said as a conclusion before quickly heading towards the door. “What? But that's a rough shit,” Leffe said worriedly. “I don't know who or how many from the ship´s crew that went ashore. All the workers coming and going and all the drivers. They're mostly Poles and Romanians, a few hundred at the least. How am I supposed to? It is just not doable I think, and...”

“Just fucking fix it!” Superintendent Hilmersson said sternly and left the office.
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​Chapter 3
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Down on the sidewalk outside the Harbor Office, he glanced towards the parking lot, where Inspector Svensson had seen some of the workers she said she wanted to talk to. It was quite a distance to walk, so he decided to wait for her to pick him up instead. He had spoken with both some in the management as well as Leffe in the office and felt that it was more than enough. As he lit a cigarette and considered calling his colleague to hurry up, one of the girls who had been in the same room as Leffe came out.

Hilmersson nodded slightly in recognition, and she stood next to him with her cigarette case in hand. She shook one out and said,

“Leffe probably thought to show the girl around a bit and impress her.”

“Oh really," said Superintendent Pontus Hilmersson, looking at her. The woman was lightly made-up and casually dressed in checkered pants, with a gray coat over her striped blouse. To Pontus, she seemed like a woman who did her job to the point and played golf for fun. Which was the biggest turn-off he could think of. So instead of checking her out and fantasizing, he listened a bit to what she had to say.

“Well, he thinks he has a chance with anything that moves. It's just that he got a call before he could get out, so she could go down undisturbed.”

“But it's not allowed for just anyone to enter the premises, is it?” Asked Hilmersson

“No, but he had printed her papers with yesterday's date, just for her to go in. 'He's so damn stupid. Did he think a girl who's probably forty years younger wants to be with him? Nah, don't think so. He's been on me too, several times. Everyone encounters him. Damn pig, well, he's kinda fun. But you don't want to end up alone with him in the storeroom." She chuckled a bit, and Superintendent Hilmersson thought of the guy Ka's lousy joke and concluded, “No smoke without fire.”

“Oh dear,” he said and smiled. “So where was he at the time of the accident? Had he gone out after her then?”

“Nah, no one from the office was down then. When the alarm went off, we gathered in the entrance and were counted, and no one was missing.”

Inspector Svensson suddenly arrived and stopped next to her boss. She had intended to continue interviewing staff and check with the security chief about any footage from the surveillance cameras. Which she had noticed the day before, were scattered around the facilities. But Superintendent Hilmersson jumped in before she cut the engine off and mentioned that it was lunchtime long ago.

So Vicky steered her way down to Färjenäs, the oldest part of Gothenburg. Once a busy trading post hundreds of years ago. But now just a rotten pier, a few wooden huts and a lonely little cafe that still harboured there.

Once at the table with their lunch plates, she began to check what had emerged at the Harbor Office.

“What did they say?” she asked, without any small talk, seemingly expecting a direct and precise account of conversations with both management and office staff.

“Well, not much, they were mostly upset,” Pontus replied, pondering whether to pour ketchup on the meatloaf or if it was edible as it was.

“Yes, but what did they say?” Vicky usually demanded to have all the details without judgment so she could practice what she was best at, analysis.

But getting anything sensible out of her boss was almost impossible. Often, she had to ask the same question multiple times, receiving different answers each time, and then she made her own explanation. Sometimes it worked out, but far from always. If there was someone difficult to extract the truth from, it was Superintendent Pontus Hilmersson, her boss and, in her opinion, slow-thinking colleague.

“Well, you know, they're Danes, ha ha, they had a strange dialect that reminded me of both Danish and Swedish at the same time. Damn good meatloaf this is, why did you go for the fish? Danes, ha ha, fun people, but not these ones, they were a bit stiff.”

“Yes, but what did they say? What did you ask?”

“Oh, the usual, you know, want to taste a bit? It's good.”

“No thanks, but for heaven's sake, Pontus, what did you talk about? You must remember something, where are your notes?” “Uh, well, they're in the car, but it wasn't important. Every time!" said Superintendent Pontus Hilmersson aloud. He raised his glass of light-beer and gestured a toast in the air.

Inspector Vicky Svensson sighed heavily and angrily took a big bite of salmon.

“Hey, Hilmersson proclaimed, maybe we should head down to the station and have a coffee instead of here. Nilsson was going to treat us to cake since he got his new position. And then, you can find out if anyone has checked with the hospital about the truck driver's condition. I asked Majvor to make the call, I think, if so, you can talk to him later.”
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