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			Epigraph

			The shattered body of the martyr smells of musk.

			Hamas commander, Gaza
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			Epilogue

			Prologue

			17th September 

			The year of Makkah 1434

			Nabil had seen his mother so clearly, sitting among them in the stranger’s living room. He had asked for her forgiveness for what he was about to do, but she had cried out that he must think of mankind’s capacity for mercy. Enough people had died.

			His resolve had wavered under the pressure of his mother’s pleas until Fadr shook him awake.

			‘Who are you talking to?’ he demanded to know.

			His friend had grown a sparse moustache to hide his cleft palate, which had never been properly fixed.

			‘No one,’ Nabil said.

			His mother was a mirage who existed only in his mind. He had barely eaten these last few weeks and they had told him that hallucinations were to be expected.

			After a mortar attack that had destroyed half his childhood street in Damascus, he had dug out the bodies of his parents and his sisters, Basimah and Farhah, from under the rubble in the family’s courtyard garden. Together with Sufyan, the imam, he had washed and swaddled them and said salat al-janazah, the funeral prayer, over them.

			From that day Nabil had been with the militia. While tens of thousands of his countrymen were killed and millions made homeless, the EU, NATO and the USA kept behind their own red lines, vetoed to death by the UN’s Security Council. Oil, natural gas, trainers and Putin’s ego were more important than Syrian lives, and Nabil hated them all. 

			With his twenty-four years, Samir was the oldest of the three men in the flat on Nørrebro. He left the lookout post by the window, kneeled in the early morning light between Nabil and Fadr and turned his palms towards the sky.

			‘Nabil, cleanse your soul of unclean things. Forget all about what we call the world and this life; the time between you and your marriage in heaven is now very short,’ he said.

			‘Subhan’ Allah, God’s honour,’ Nabil and Fadr mumbled in unison.

			Fadr placed something in Nabil’s hands. He unfolded the black scarf with golden characters. Drops of sweat fell from his close-cropped hair and left tiny marks on the fabric.

			‘Al-uqab, the Eagle,’ Fadr said solemnly. ‘The flag of Saladin. Mohamed al-Amir Atta carried it with him to the towers in New York.’

			‘I will carry it with honour, insha’ Allah, if God be willing.’

			Nabil folded the scarf.

			‘I should go and wash,’ he said.

			The bathroom was filled with feminine scents. In order to respect the home and hospitality of their unknown host, they had not opened a single cupboard or pulled out a single drawer in the flat. There was little by way of decoration in the living room: a map of the world and a poster of a black cat drinking absinthe from a tall glass. The only evidence to suggest that the owner belonged to the network was the Koran on the bedside table, bound in red leather, which, after having been touched by many hands, had eventually become as soft as kid gloves.

			Food had been set out for them when they arrived and the only one who had left the flat was Fadr, who had gone to buy more cigarettes from the kiosk across the street.

			Nabil washed his face and dried it with a towel that also smelled of the owner of the flat, turned off the light, opened the window to the courtyard and looked up at the sky above the rooftop opposite.

			‘Aldebaran, Alnath, Alhena,’ he mumbled.

			He had looked at the same stars from the deck of the ship as she sailed up through the Øresund between Denmark and Sweden, to bring them to this small country. When she had dropped her anchor, Samir had paid off the captain with a fat bundle of euros. Then they climbed over the bulwarks and down into the dark-grey rubber dinghy waiting for them on the calm, black water. Samir and Fadr had paddled the dinghy towards the shore, guided by flashes from a torch, while Nabil sat in the stern with the suitcase containing explosives and detonators between his knees. They had let the waves carry the rubber dinghy up onto the beach, then they had pushed it back into the water and walked across the wet sand until they were met by a figure that had stepped out from between the trees.

			Samir had exchanged a few words with the stranger. There might have been a brief embrace before they walked, single file, up a steep slope. The figure had moved softly and surefootedly and Nabil had concluded that it must be a woman. They were taken to a white van in a deserted car park. Samir took the front passenger seat, while the other two sat on the floor in the back with their suitcases and rucksacks.

			He heard a mobile ring in the living room. When he came out from the bathroom, Fadr and Samir looked very solemn. Fadr put the mobile in his pocket and Nabil’s knees nearly buckled beneath him.

			‘Be strong, shaheed,’ Samir said as if he could understand what Nabil was feeling. ‘Do not say of those killed in the name of Allah that they are dead. No, they live like shadows among us, but we do not see them.’

			The mobile vibrated in Fadr’s pocket and he read the new text.

			‘The car is downstairs.’

			*

			It was cold and the three of them sat close together in the back, swaying in unison every time the van turned a corner.

			Samir found a Thermos flask, unscrewed the top and sniffed the contents before passing it on.

			‘Tea?’

			Nabil nodded. In the grey light of dawn he studied the white, star-shaped scar on Samir’s temple, half hidden by his friend’s long black hair. The Syrian would touch it from time to time when he was agitated or deep in thought. He had never explained how he got it. A ‘miracle’ was all he would say. It looked like a gunshot wound, but how could anyone survive a gunshot to the temple?

			The young men had met each other three months ago at a training camp in Iran, and Fadr and Samir had become the closest Nabil had to a family. It was the custom that a believer walking the path of the martyr, as-shaheed, recorded a message or read aloud a statement to a video camera. Later, the family could show the recording to friends and neighbours and post it on the Internet. But although this mission constituted a mighty attack on this warmongering and blasphemous small country, his family was with him right now and so Nabil had nothing to say to a camera.

			He was not surprised that he had been chosen. Since his childhood, it had been both natural and necessary for him to turn to God. Sufyan, the imam who had taken him in when the civil war broke out, had recommended him to mufti Ebrahim Safar Khan and the network, and sworn to his piety and suitability.

			Finally the van came to a stop; the driver pulled the handbrake on and turned the engine off. The door on the driver’s side opened and shut with a bang. They heard light footsteps that faded away – then nothing.

			During the next few hours they dozed while the world outside grew lighter. They could hear voices in many languages, hurried footsteps, children, bicycles, car and bus engines, crashing gear changes and squealing tyres.

			The tea had failed to take away the dryness in Nabil’s throat. One moment he would freeze, the next shiver feverishly. Groggily, he watched the second hand on the watch on Fadr’s tanned wrist, which quickly, far too quickly, completed its journey around the clock face.

			At ten thirty exactly, the other two sat up and Nabil buried his face in his hands. He sat for a few seconds with his gaze aimed at the floor of the van before he squatted on his haunches and held out his arms.

			The suicide vest was as heavy as the sins of mankind. Four rows of slim, rectangular blocks of Semtex had been stitched into canvas pockets on the front and back. The heaviest parts were the flat plastic bags with ball bearings taped around the blocks: tens of thousands of steel bullets would leave Nabil’s body in a spherical cloud of death when he detonated the vest. There were additional explosives in his shoulder bag.

			Samir attached the vest around his waist with sturdy straps, steel wires and padlocks, so that no heroic ticket inspector or police officer who found him suspicious would be able to remove it without setting it off. Meanwhile Fadr checked the detonators, the batteries and the wires on his back.

			Then Samir helped him put on a loose-fitting, light-coloured anorak and zipped it up to his neck. With shaking hands, Nabil placed a blue baseball cap on his head. He had closely cropped hair and no beard; he wore a pair of orange Nike trainers and a pair of faded Levi’s jeans. He looked like thousands of other young men in Copenhagen.

			They embraced each other.

			‘Assalamu alaikum,’ Samir and Fadr said, both speaking at once.

			‘Walaikum assalam,’ Nabil returned the centuries-old greeting.

			‘I’m proud, and I envy you,’ Samir said. ‘Next time, God be willing, it’ll be me or Fadr who will plunge the sword into the belly of Denmark, or another crusader country that murders our people.’

			‘Insha’ Allah,’ Nabil mumbled.

			‘Do you have the map of the park?’ Fadr asked.

			Nabil nodded and patted the inside pocket of his anorak, but he would not need a map. Anyone could identify the target simply by craning their neck.

			Nabil got out and turned to the other two.

			‘The woman will let me in?’ he asked.

			Samir nodded.

			‘Ma’assalam, fi aman Allah, go with God,’ he said. ‘The woman will be there. And we’ll be there. You’re not alone.’

			Nabil straightened up and started walking at a fast pace, keeping his eyes on the pavement. It was easy now. Soon it would be over. He felt as if he were observing himself from above, moving diagonally across a wide street with heavy traffic, walking towards the eastern end of the amusement park.

			He wiped his forehead with the sleeve of his anorak and pressed the brim of his baseball cap further down over his eyes as he approached a small, barred entrance gate. The sun was high in the sky; it was very hot and bright, but the shade provided by the trees was deep and cool. Nabil saw a woman’s figure behind the fence and heard a click from the lock. He slipped inside and found himself in a narrow passage between a restaurant and an amusement arcade, out of sight of the surveillance cameras in the park. The smell of food coming from the restaurant and the flies buzzing around the waste containers made him feel hollow and nauseous. But the scent of the woman was fresh. He guessed her to be the same age as him. She was wearing a white, short-sleeved shirt, black trousers and had a long white apron tied around her slim waist. The name of the restaurant was embroidered in green above her left breast. She wore no jewellery and her hair was uncovered. It was put up in a bun at the back and held together with two crossed, yellow pencils. Nabil felt vaguely ashamed on her behalf, but understood why it had to be this way: whether or not she belonged to the network, she had done what she was supposed to do. Opened the door to Paradise for him.

			He wondered if she was the same woman who had picked them up on the coast, if they had stayed in her flat these last few days, if she had driven them to the target. Did she know Samir? He felt a stab of jealousy, but suppressed the emotion immediately. Jealousy belonged to this world.

			‘My name is Ain,’ she said in Arabic.

			Nabil nodded but made no reply, and she promptly took his wrist and fixed a paper strip around it. He was too taken aback to resist her cool fingers. He could not remember the last time he had felt a woman’s touch.

			‘This is a multi-ride ticket,’ she said. ‘You can go on all the rides in the park without paying. All you have to do is show them this wristband.’

			‘Rides?’

			She smiled.

			‘Yes, they’re fantastic. This is a great place.’

			‘Will you be staying here in the restaurant?’ he asked her gravely. ‘I mean, right here? Working?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Then stay in the restaurant, do you hear me? Don’t go anywhere.’

			‘I promise,’ she said, seeking out his eyes under the baseball cap. ‘Why is that so important?’

			‘It’s important to do your job well,’ he said, as if he were much older and wiser than her.

			She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear and adjusted the bun at the back of her head. Her breasts strained against her white shirt and Nabil stared at the ground.

			‘Very well, very important, then I had better get back,’ she said with a smile. ‘By the way, are you cold?’

			‘Eh?’

			‘Why don’t you take off your jacket?’

			‘I’ve come straight from a desert. I think your country is very cold.’

			He shivered as if he really did feel cold.

			‘Which desert?’

			‘Just a desert, all right? Sand, snakes and dust. Sun.’

			‘Okay. When you get hungry just come back and knock on that door over there. I’ll give you some food. You won’t have to pay.’

			He looked past her.

			‘I will, little sister. Walaikum assalam, Ain,’ he said, but there was something in his voice and posture, something he could not control, which made her smile freeze on her lips. Then she turned and went back inside the restaurant.

			Nabil sighed. His nostrils expanded. That scent again. It was fleeting and intangible, but he was convinced that he recognized it from the flat. He walked towards the door to the restaurant and opened it. Between steel tables chefs dressed in white were busy with steaming pots and dishes piled high with meat, fruit and bread, but no one appeared to take any notice of him.

			Ain was putting glasses on a tray, but turned when he called out. Again her hand tugged the hair behind her ear and she came towards him, walking between the tables.

			Nabil stuck his hand into his heavy shoulder bag and found the scarf with the holy characters. He stepped backwards out into the alleyway as she held the door open for him.

			‘Ain . . .’

			‘Yes? By the way, what’s your name? You must have a name?’

			‘Nothing. My name is nothing. Nabil, perhaps.’

			He pressed the folded scarf into her hand.

			‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘Thank you so much.’

			‘What for?’

			He pointed to the band around his wrist.

			‘The rides.’

			She made to unfold the fabric, but he clasped her cool hands.

			‘Wait,’ he said. ‘And promise me you’ll stay in the restaurant?’

			‘I will, but—’

			‘Goodbye.’

			*

			Nabil was carried off by the slow stream of people moving through the park. They had told him that everyone who visited Copenhagen in the summer would come here.

			He walked north-east. Don’t look people in the eye, don’t look at their faces, they had told him. They are nothing. They are shadows walking in the valley of death, but they do not know it. They are kufr, infidels. Non-humans, Nabil.

			The air was heavy with the saccharine scent of sweet shops, candyfloss stands and ice cream parlours. He could almost feel the sugary crunch between his teeth and looked with contempt at the spoiled, fat people around him.

			He stayed at the edge of the crowd and could see that in three hundred paces he would be standing right under the target: the eighty-metre-tall steel construction which had the peculiarly apt name the Star Flyer, northern Europe’s highest carousel.

			There was room for twenty-four people on the carousel. Passengers were carried skywards by strong, pneumatic pumps and whirled around for a couple of minutes in seats attached to long chains.

			Nabil wondered if some of the bodies would end up in the streets outside the amusement park. The Pakistani engin­eer who had shown them the construction blueprints, the technical photographs and a model of the Star Flyer, had identified the steel mesh tower’s northern plinth as the target. When this section of the carousel’s tower collapsed, the concert hall, several restaurants and amusement arcades would lie right in the line of its fall.

			He waited outside the railings until a group of visitors had left the steps leading down from the tower and a new group had taken their seats. The pumps squealed and the large platform started to rise. Nabil glanced at a young, blonde woman in a glass cubicle, who was operating the pumps. She kept her eyes on the platform while her hands were busy moving the levers. He straddled the low fence, pushed a couple of children aside and scaled another set of railings.

			Someone tried to restrain him, but he wriggled free and ran underneath the construction. He pressed his cheek against the cold steel of the girder, embraced it as he listened to the squealing people high above him as the Star Flyer at the top of its tower flung them through the blue skies above Copenhagen. The steel vibrated against his cheek.

			He saw two ticket inspectors come running towards him, saw them comically retreat when he unzipped his anorak and they spotted the vest, the yellow wires and the blocks of explosives.

			Then he smiled at the blonde girl behind the glass. She had a walkie-talkie pressed to her ear. He thought about his mother, his sisters – and the girl, Ain. He hoped that she had stayed inside the restaurant.

			Nabil grabbed the detonator in the pocket of his anorak, closed his eyes to the sight of human faces and his ears to their screaming.

			‘Allahu’ Akbar, God is great,’ he whispered as he pressed the button.
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			The lecture theatre at Copenhagen Police Headquarters was packed to the rafters. People were sitting on the floor, along the walls and around the desk housing the technician, his projectors and computers.

			It was one of the few advantages of being a superintendent, thought Lene Jensen, who was sitting in the middle of a row of chairs. She was certain to get a seat, even though she had recently crashed down spectacularly through the ranks.

			She was with colleagues from Rigspolitiet (Denmark’s national police force), the Danish Emergency Management Agency, various government departments, PET (the Danish Security and Intelligence Service) and FET (the Danish Military Intelligence Service). The ranks and salary levels that mattered sat in the front row.

			The American on the podium was the most recent terror expert to be invited to Copenhagen to explain to the authorities what had happened that September day in the Tivoli Gardens last year – from a retrospective and informed perspective.

			He was tanned, tall and sinewy and had the shoulders of an officer. He was dressed in a neat navy-blue suit with sharp creases, shiny black shoes, a white shirt and a discreet grey-striped tie, but looked as if he would have been more comfortable in uniform.

			The microphone howled and the American held it further away from his lips.

			‘What you have to understand is that no one in the Middle East can – or wants to – break the cycle now. Violence is inevitably paid back with more violence, creating more orphans with a deep hatred of the West and Israel. Let’s take, for example, the massacres in the Palestinian refugee camps Sabra and Shatila in Beirut in 1982. The night of the 16th September, Christian Phalangists and units from the Lebanese army moved into the camps and started massacring women, children and old people. They carried on doing so without interruption, for two days.’

			Behind him old press photographs showed piles of mangled bodies of children, brickwork shot to pieces, burning tents and corrugated iron huts. The earth between the huts was red, as were the puddles in the tyre tracks.

			‘After the invasion of Lebanon, the Israeli army was officially entrusted with maintaining security at the camps, but they did nothing to protect the refugees. On the contrary, they fired flares above the camps so that the attackers could work at night, and no one – no one – escaped.’

			The face of the American was devoid of expression. He sipped some water before he carried on.

			‘Everybody knew that Yasser Arafat had been evacuated to Tunisia a month earlier with his young PLO fighters and some of the children, and that there were no armed “terrorists” left in Sabra and Shatila. There were no angry young men with Kalashnikovs in the camps, but that counted for nothing: the purpose of the massacres was to send a message to Yasser Arafat from Elie Hobeika, the intelligence chief of the Lebanese army, and from Ariel Sharon, Israel’s defence Minister.’

			The American let his gaze glide across the front rows as photographs of Sharon and Hobeika appeared on the screen.

			‘Between the 16th and 18th September, the Phalangists killed approximately three thousand five hundred people. Roughly the same number as were killed during the attacks on the World Trade Centre and the Pentagon in 2001. You will obviously note the coincidence between the date of the Tivoli bomb last year and the dates of these massacres.’

			Obviously, Lene thought. The question was whether it was significant or just coincidental. No one had yet claimed responsibility for the Tivoli bomb, which was unusual. Although everyone had expected that every organization from Al-Qaeda to Ansar al-Islam would have claimed victory, no one had sent a letter or video to the international press agencies and no footage had been uploaded to YouTube from the tribal territories in north-west Pakistan or the Yemen.

			The screen turned grey.

			‘After Sabra and Shatila, the American Embassy in Beirut was attacked and sixty-three young people died. Later, the US Marines’ barracks were bombed and another two hundred and forty-one young Americans lost their lives. The Middle East is a chronic, political epicentre. An animal that eats its young and that of others. Someone has to break that cycle, ladies and gentlemen, or history will judge all of us harshly. Any questions?’

			A muscular man to Lene’s far left got up, raised his hand and was handed a microphone. Lene did not recognize him, but he looked like your typical intelligence agent: early forties, fit, wearing jeans and a black T-shirt. His sleeves were pushed up over impressive biceps but his lean face was burdened, his eyes raw and sunken, and his short dark hair prematurely greying. A vein throbbed slowly in his neck.

			‘Deputy Chief Superintendent Kim Thomsen, PET,’ he said. ‘If we, or anyone else, are to break the cycle, surely we have to put the attack into a meaningful context, no matter how twisted that context is. That’s quite difficult when no one has claimed responsibility.’

			The PET agent’s body language was perfectly controlled, but a certain fatigue in his voice suggested that he had been personally affected.

			As had practically everyone in this tiny country, Lene thought. Everyone had known, been related to or heard of someone who had been in Tivoli on the 17th September. The bomb had dealt an almost fatal blow to a country that history had otherwise treated so gently. The Danes were unprepared, they had never experienced anything like it, and they had no idea how to respond.

			Her mobile vibrated against her thigh. She shifted in her chair and ignored it. Her eyelids were leaden. She could not remember when she had last slept without the help of sleeping pills, red wine or vodka – or a combination of all three.

			The American nodded.

			‘I don’t think anyone familiar with the Middle Eastern scene today would not place responsibility for the Tivoli attack with a jihadist terror cell. The fact that no one has claimed responsibility for this act of terror is in itself a kind of signature. Al-Saleem from Tehran and Sheikh Ebrahim Safar Khan from . . . God knows where . . . but probably Amman, have made it their trademark never to claim official responsibility for their actions. Both of them head small but well-organized units of dedicated young men and women.’

			The PET agent with the microphone did not appear to have any comments to make, so the American continued.

			‘These terrorists are highly educated, but more than that, they are patient. They are fighting for a global caliphate and view the extermination or the conversion of all infidels as a necessity. But they are also men and, perhaps even more so, women who to some extent live in the Middle Ages, while we, the Western intelligence services and police forces with all our satellites, drones, listening stations and computers, are from the future.’

			He gestured towards the audience.

			‘To them, you’re all science-fiction creatures. We live in two parallel but separate timelines, and it’s unbelievably difficult to bridge the gap, track them down . . . and liquidate them. We in the West are incredibly vulnerable because no one can defend themselves against a determined man or woman who doesn’t care about dying. It short-circuits our whole way of thinking because we would never choose death, and certainly not for a “cause”.’

			The man who had introduced himself as Kim Thomsen looked confused, but the American smiled supportively.

			‘As a rule they don’t use mobile phones, but when they do, they use prepaid burners and just say a few words or send a text message before destroying the phone. They know each other’s appearance, each other’s clans, families, dialects and accents, and they have proved their loyalty. They have all executed a bus full of Shia Muslims on their way to a market, blown up a school for girls, blinded a woman who claimed that she had been raped, or beheaded a homosexual. We can’t infiltrate them because we can’t ask our agents to disfigure or kill little girls. They don’t claim responsibility for their missions, and they no longer behave like rock stars – like Ilich Ramirez Sánchez, better known as Carlos the Jackal, did.’

			The American stared into the air.

			‘The ideological hardcore today might consist of young, well-educated women, which makes the threat scenario much more complicated. They don’t need specialist training just because they’re women. They’re discreet; they’re excellent liars and they’re generally far better at keeping secrets than men.’

			A predictable murmur erupted among the female members of the audience and the American waited patiently for it to die down.

			‘We all know it’s men who forget to log out of Facebook, leave the G-string in their pocket, who come home with lipstick on their collar, conspicuous long hairs on their jacket or who forget to delete breathless text messages from their cell phones when they have been with their mistresses. These women are motivated by personal tragedies. They may have lost husbands, brothers, sisters, children or parents or their country and inheritance, and they blame the West and Israel for their loss. They don’t wear burkas or niqabs or walk twelve paces behind a man. They smoke cigarettes, they drive cars, they drink mojitos, have premarital sex and listen to Rihanna. They are allowed to do this because it serves a higher purpose: destabilizing the West.’

			The man had a point, Lene thought.

			‘But why now? And why Denmark?’ the PET agent asked.

			The tall American shrugged his shoulders and pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger.

			‘Well . . . it’s no secret that we, your allies, have wondered about the relaxed attitude with which Denmark in the 1970s and 1980s offered political asylum and granted permanent leave to remain to the world and his wife, including active Muslim fundamentalists and demagogues. You welcomed them because you thought they were being persecuted by the Egyptian dictatorship, even though that is the risk you run when you plan to kill your own head of state. You felt sorry for them. Secondly, there are the Mohammed cartoons, which refuse to die and are resurrected whenever the mullahs want people out in the streets. And last but not least, you joined the coalition forces in Afghanistan and Iraq as our time’s version of Christian crusaders. Plus there could be any number of reasons that we don’t know yet. For example, a modern Islamist cell might have been set up here in Denmark and it’s testing its strength.’

			‘So you’re saying that we only have ourselves to blame?’ the PET agent said angrily.

			The American looked exasperated.

			‘Of course not, and the truth is I have no solid facts on which to base a good answer,’ he replied after a pause. ‘Perhaps it was just your turn or you were too easy a target. We have to face the fact that the attack on Tivoli was particularly successful. You need to think and act differently if you want to prevent a repeat. Post-Tivoli, Denmark has been confronted with a new reality. The question is, are you prepared to intensify the surveillance of civilians, monitor their communication, arrest them without charges, apply physical pressure during interrogations, use truth serum, lie detectors or extraordinary rendition without warrants? Are you willing to turn yourself into a police state to prevent this ever happening again?’

			People shifted uneasily in their chairs. Again? The possibility did not bear thinking of.

			Lene saw her boss, Chief Superintendent Charlotte Falster, get up. The slim woman with the immaculate grey bob turned and stared hard at the PET agent until he sat down. Then she marched up to the podium, smiled and thanked the American. They were facing the audience and someone photographed their handshake. Charlotte Falster was a master of detail.

			Lene’s eyelids began to close again, but when her super­ior’s next words struck a chord, she forced them open.

			Charlotte was in the process of introducing the next speaker and used words such as doctor of medicine, international Arabic studies, educational books, Harvard and Oxford, special adviser to PET.

			Consultant psychiatrist Irene Adler.

			Every head in the auditorium turned as if pulled by the same string. Irene Adler had that effect, Lene thought. If you wanted to know what real charisma was, then you only had to meet Irene. Her long golden hair was gathered in a plait as thick as a man’s wrist and it reached the studded belt around the tight black jeans. The plait swung rhythmically across her slim lower back with each footstep as if the simple act of putting one foot in front of the other gave her pleasure; she looked like a model on the catwalk.

			The only person who appeared not to take any notice of the psychiatrist was the PET agent at the far end of the row. He sat with his forearms resting on his knees, staring at the floor.

			Charlotte Falster started saying something about the recruitment of terrorists, the manipulation of their minds and the social backgrounds of suicide bombers, but Lene was no longer listening. The nausea she felt at the sight of Irene Adler brought her to her feet. She pushed her way out between the rows of chairs and quickly walked up the centre aisle and out of the lecture hall.

			She could feel the psychiatrist’s eyes on her back the whole time.

		

	
		
			2

			Lene crossed the famous flagstone courtyard of Copenhagen Police Headquarters with her hands stuffed into the pockets of her leather jacket, glad to be outside. It was too soon. She could not handle people being so close to her. She felt that they penetrated her defences, merged with her. When she heard rapid footsteps, she turned around and spotted the gloomy PET agent. Kim . . . Thomsen? He did not appear to have noticed her, but strode across the courtyard and slipped into the front seat of a dark-blue Ford Mondeo. The car left with squealing tyres and the blue flashing lights were switched on before the first street corner.

			Lene continued around the building and up Otto Mønsteds Gade while she contemplated going for a cup of coffee at the patisserie at the Glyptoteket Museum. It was bound to be tranquil there. Perhaps she should spend the rest of the day wandering around the cool exhibition rooms, the sort of thing normal people might do.

			The yellow building cranes carved up the sky above Tivoli in broad segments. The clear-up was still continuing inside the amusement park.

			Her mobile vibrated again, and she wondered how many text messages she had received by now. She took it out and looked at the display.

			‘Ain . . .?’ she mumbled and swore softly under her breath. Lene frowned. She had previously spoken to the young Arab woman in her capacity as a volunteer with Livslinjen, an anonymous telephone counselling service for the suicidal, but as far as she could recall the most recent time had been a couple of months ago. She did not even know if Ain was the girl’s real name, and she had no idea how Ain could have got hold of her private mobile number, but Lene had now received four text messages and two voicemails from her; the second more pleading and incoherent than the first.

			She rang Ain back immediately.

			The young woman was panting and her voice was almost drowned out by background noise.

			‘Ain?’

			‘Lene? Lene . . . Thank you! You have to help me. I’m sorry.’

			The girl’s tone of voice automatically made Lene’s feet accelerate and she jogged towards her car, which was parked outside Glyptoteket.

			‘How did you get my number? Never mind . . . I can barely hear you, Ain. Where are you? Can’t you find somewhere quieter? What’s going on? What’s wrong?’

			‘I think someone is after me. No, I know they are . . . Hold on . . .’

			‘Where are you?’

			‘Nørreport Station.’

			The signal disappeared and Lene stomped her feet in frustration. She tore open the door to her car, dropped her mobile near the pedals and found it with shaking hands. She was about to call back when the display lit up.

			The girl was sobbing.

			‘They’re coming after me, Lene!’

			Lene took a deep breath and tried making her voice sound calm. Livslinjen-calm.

			‘They’re not coming after you, Ain. Nobody is after you! Now calm down . . . You’re being para—’

			She was about to say paranoid, but stopped herself. She could hear metallic loudspeaker voices in the background, the sound of many people gathered together; an echoing roar of voices.

			‘I’m not paranoid, Lene. I’m really not. I am not ill!’

			‘Of course you’re not, Ain. You’re not ill. But who are they?’

			The young woman suddenly sounded strangely calm, which was much worse. An inexplicable pause arose in the infernal racket that surrounded her and the little hairs on Lene’s forearms rose when she heard the other woman’s childish sobs.

			‘It’s my own fault, Lene. I deserve it. I did something terrible, something absolutely awful. It was me who . . . and now I’ve dragged you into it as well . . .’

			‘What do you mean? What do you deserve? Listen, I’ll come pick you up and we’ll find a place to talk, okay? Okay, Ain?’

			Lene managed to start her old Citroën and stepped on the accelerator. A man with a dog ran for dear life when she ran a red light at H. C. Andersens Boulevard, and a bicycle messenger banged his fist on the roof of her car when she forced him up onto the kerb.

			‘Talk to me, Ain!’

			Lene could hear the girl’s rapid, high-heeled footsteps clattering across the hard surface of the platform.

			‘Yes, Lene . . . Are you really coming? I can see him. He’s down here.’

			‘I’ll be there in two minutes.’

			‘Thank you . . .’

			Lene could see Nørreport Station ahead of her, but the road was blocked by traffic. She had her mobile pressed against one ear and was steering the car with the other hand. Again she could hear loudspeaker voices, the sound of a train arriving. Ain had stopped talking, but Lene could hear her frantic breathing.

			‘It’s no use, Lene, I—’

			Lene heard a loud gasp and the next second someone screamed; loud, high-pitched female voices.

			‘Ain!’

			Lene heard a crash as the mobile hit the platform that nearly shattered her eardrum. The crash was followed by the sound of numerous running feet. The screeching, high-pitched squeal of the train brakes sounded very close and Lene’s eyes started to mist over.

			She stopped at a pedestrian crossing and saw the street fill with people, pouring out of the station.

			The loudspeaker announced laconically that there had been an accident involving a passenger.

			Lene next heard slow footsteps approach. Someone picked up Ain’s mobile, a man said hello a couple of times in a controlled voice before the connection was cut off.
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			The train driver sat leaning against a wall while a couple of kneeling colleagues tried to comfort him. He rested his elbows on his knees, his head slumped forward as he ran his palms mechanically across his pale, shocked face. He stared at the tiles and there was a puddle of vomit between his legs.

			Early retirement, Lene thought automatically as she passed the middle-aged man. That man will never drive further than Nørreport Station again.

			The empty train stood motionless with all doors open, lit up, abandoned next to the long, echoing platform as if the rest of humanity had been evacuated from the planet. The only sound was a restless whistling from the air brakes.

			She walked up to a group of police officers and paramedics standing near a covered stretcher. As she came closer, she could hear crackling radio voices. Two paramedics were walking up and down the tracks with yellow plastic sacks in their hands. One of them bent down, picked something up and dropped it into the sack. It looked heavy.

			White ambulance blankets covered a barely recognizable human form on the stretcher. The blood had already soaked through the blankets where the head ought to have been. The body was unnaturally shortened, and it took a moment before Lene realized that the lower legs and feet were missing as well.

			Lene flashed her warrant card at the nearest police officer.

			‘I think I knew her,’ she said to the young dark-haired woman with a ponytail, who looked as if she would rather be anywhere else.

			‘We have a name,’ the police officer said, showing Lene a purse. ‘And we found this.’

			She held up a shapeless shoulder bag. The leather was torn and stained with blood.

			‘Ain?’ Lene asked. ‘Was her name Ain?’

			She glanced up at the white CCTV cameras.

			The young police officer nodded. ‘Ain Ghazzawi Rasmussen. We found her driving licence.’

			‘Was there a note?’ 

			‘A note?’

			‘A suicide note. Anything?’

			‘No.’

			The young police officer looked at the stretcher.

			‘As you can imagine, it’s difficult to identify her. The body is in a very bad state.’

			Lene looked at the driving licence. A cautiously smiling, dark-haired young woman. Ain Ghazzawi Rasmussen lived to be twenty-three years old. She had a scarf around her neck, a pretty mouth, high cheekbones, dark slanted eyes and she looked decidedly Middle Eastern. The driving licence had been issued by Copenhagen Police four years ago.

			The two paramedics climbed back up on the platform and shook their heads at the Head of Operations.

			‘There’s nothing more,’ one of them said.

			Lene looked up at the sound of fresh sirens. The blue flashing lights were reflected on the walls of the nearest stairway.

			She handed back the driving licence.

			‘Did you know her?’ the police officer said.

			‘Not really,’ Lene said. ‘No.’

			She opened the dead woman’s purse. A health insurance card, a few banknotes, credit cards. No photographs. There was a business card from a restaurant on Østerbro behind the health insurance card: Le Crocodile Vert.

			Lene handed back the purse and the handbag.

			‘We also found this on the platform,’ the police officer said, holding up a white smartphone.

			‘Have you examined it?’

			‘Not yet.’

			Lene took the mobile and turned it over in her hand. It would appear to be still working, but the screen was locked.

			The paramedics rolled the stretcher to the steps and one of the police officer’s colleagues placed a hand on her shoulder and muttered a few words.

			‘We’ll take her away now,’ she said to Lene. ‘I don’t know if you would be willing to . . .’

			She sent Lene a pleading look. She would probably have been overjoyed if the superintendent had offered to accompany her to the Institute of Forensic Medicine, or to inform the dead woman’s next of kin. The superintendent undoubtedly had experience of such matters.

			Lene hesitated, but then felt revolted by it all. She could not cope with any more deaths.

			‘You’ll be fine,’ she said. ‘You’ll get used to it.’

			‘You have?’

			‘No.’
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			When Lene rummaged around for the key to her letter box at the bottom of the stairwell, she discovered that she had popped Ain’s mobile into her jacket pocket and swore under her breath all the way up to her flat on the fourth floor. She had lived in this peaceful street on Frederiksberg ever since her divorce from Josefine’s father when she was thirty-nine and her daughter seventeen. Soon she would be forty-five, and she thought that people lived too long.

			She put the newspaper on the kitchen table and made her usual trip to draw the curtains in the living room. She opened the windows to the clear blue afternoon sky, draped her duvet over the balcony railings, and spent a long time looking at the overflowing laundry basket in the bathroom. She didn’t have the energy to load and start the washing machine. Then she checked Josefine’s old room. The room had been empty since her daughter had moved in with a friend from her physiotherapy course, but for some reason Lene still had to look inside it every day.

			She made herself a cup of Nescafé and sat down on the sofa with today’s paper. Since the Tivoli bombing the newspaper had been printed with a slim black border around the front page. It would remain there for 1,241 days: one day for each person killed.

			A wintry sobriety had descended upon the Danish media since the disaster. Gone were the endless food programmes and no one appeared to miss them. The faces of the studio hosts were restrained and their voices subdued. Weather forecasters announced sunny days with a tortured sense of guilt, and even the commercial TV channels had weeded out brain-dead reality shows and had started showing serious history documentaries and movies from the Danish golden age. Half the politically correct left wing had been silenced, confronted with a truth which they might have heard about but had never seriously believed, while the other half, with a kind of twisted Schadenfreude, thought that it was Denmark’s own fault and that the Danes had to see the situation from the terrorists’ point of view: that Denmark got what she deserved because of her neo-imperialist foreign policy driven mainly by the Conservative government. Denmark should have settled for sending exercise books, tree surgeons and traffic wardens to Kosovo and Iraq, and built bicycle paths in Afghanistan – things which Denmark was a global champion at, and could rightly take pride in.

			The Danes started looking inwards and upwards. Churches reported an increase in attendance for the first time, and anyone who had done a weekend course in Gestalt therapy or mindfulness made an absolute fortune by treating people for their traumas and anxieties. Denmark’s prime minister sacked her old political advisers and hired a talented speechwriter instead. After the attack she gave a much-lauded speech, which was shown in its entirety on CNN. She lowered her voice half an octave and looked, for the first time, as if she shared the world inhabited by her fellow Danes. The polls predicted that she would be re-elected.

			But unsurprisingly, the terror attack had also breathed new life into neo-Nazi, anti-Islamic and racist factions usually led by eccentric old men. Several Turkish and Lebanese greengrocers and restaurant owners had had their windows smashed or their vans covered with racist slogans. A fourteen-year-old Jordanian girl had been attacked and sexually assaulted in a pedestrian underpass in a ghetto on Vestegnen by presumed neo-Nazis.

			The fallout was predictable, but everyone from immigrant communities to residents’ associations called for calm and moderation. Volunteers had started patrolling the ghettos, day and night. 

			Lene flicked through the newspaper, incapable of reading a single article from beginning to end. She looked at the white smartphone on her coffee table, but did not touch it.

			How many times had she spoken to Ain? Five times? Eight? The first conversations had been cautious, as they often were when someone pulled themselves together and called Livslinjen. The young woman had sounded perfectly coherent, her conversations with Lene had rarely lasted more than fifteen minutes and they had usually ended on a constructive, optimistic note.

			Ain hadn’t revealed many personal details, but had approached her issues obliquely, which was normal. She had had a chaotic childhood as an orphaned Palestinian in a refugee camp in Tunisia, but had been adopted by Danish husband and wife doctors who worked for Médecins Sans Frontières, and had come to Denmark at the age of eight. She spoke unaccented Danish, appeared to live her life just like any other young Danish woman and she had never mentioned problems relating to bullying, ostracizing or discrimination. Ain had talked about her anxiety and loneliness and Lene had suggested that she see a psychiatrist or psychologist. Livslinjen had a list of psychiatrists and psychologists who could start treating patients at short notice, if they judged that a suicide attempt was imminent, but she did not know if Ain had ever taken her advice.

			There had been a period of five or six weeks where she had heard nothing from her, and Lene had hoped that the girl had begun treatment or started feeling better of her own accord; that she had fallen in love, or been promoted. That perhaps talking to Lene had actually helped the girl.

			Her high hopes were dashed one evening in Livslinjen’s offices when another volunteer signalled that Ain was back on the line.

			The girl sounded breathless and frightened. There were long pauses where Lene could only hear white noise, then Ain would return with a sentence or two. Her words were largely meaningless, and Lene sat with her hands pressed against the headphones and her head bowed in deep concentration so as not to miss anything. Ain said that she had discovered that she had done something terrible. Something that could never, ever be forgiven. She wept quietly and her voice grew thick and strangled. She had started going out at night. She could not bear to be at home, or be in any familiar place. Instead, she would walk in the woods or along the beaches north of Copenhagen.

			Lene had looked out into the darkness behind the office windows and thought about the girl wandering alone through dark parks and forests or on the beach, and her stomach had lurched. She could vividly recall the feeling of Josefine being out late, wondering where she was and why the hell she did not answer her mobile.

			For the next hour Lene had looked for a way into the conversation, something solid and mundane. Was Ain in treatment, did she pay her bills, did she eat properly? Was she working? Did she see her family? 

			But everything bounced off. Ain was terrified of something with no name, shape or size; some evil and almighty power. She said that someone had used her. She believed people had been in her flat while she was at work or out on one of her lonely walks. They were listening to what she was saying and they watched what she was doing.

			‘Yes, but who are they, for Christ’s sake, Ain?’ Lene had finally shouted, as at the surrounding tables the heads of other volunteers popped up like corks. She lowered her voice, knowing that before the next shift she would be summoned to a friendly-sounding extra supervision session and reminded of the organization’s policies. Counsellors working for Livslinjen were expected to be empathetic. They were not supposed to give a suicidal person a bollocking.

			‘Who, Ain?’ she had whispered.

			There was no reply. Only a quiet sobbing. Lene thought she could hear a click, some music and a low male voice saying a few words in the background before the weeping became the only sound once more.

			‘I deserve to die,’ the girl said at length.

			‘Of course you don’t. No one deserves to die, Ain.’

			‘Yes! I deserve to die, not once, but more than a thousand times,’ the girl had said, then hung up.

			Lene went across to the living room window and looked down into the street. When had they had that awful conversation? A few months ago? Since then Ain had rung once again with more of the same. She was taking medication, but it didn’t help, she said. Everything was getting worse and worse. People looked at her strangely, they talked about her behind her back. She only went out when she had to go to work, and she always went straight home afterwards. Could Lene come to her home?

			It was impossible, Lene had said. Out of the question. Sadly. This was not how it worked. The girl was inconsolable and Lene decided at that moment that tonight was her last shift on Livslinjen. She ended the call right in the middle of the girl’s crying, got up, took her jacket and handbag and left the room with a feeling that everyone was looking at her.

			Christ!

			Lene went out into the kitchen, looking for the bottle of wine she knew had to be there somewhere. Could she have done more for Ain? She thought about the figure under the white, blood-soaked ambulance blanket and her hands shook as she peeled the foil off the bottleneck, taking three fumbling attempts to uncork the bottle and fill her glass to the brim. She drained it and filled it up again.

			She took the glass with her to the sofa, sat down, and stared at the white mobile phone. Then she covered it with her newspaper. She looked at her own mobile, but the display was blank. No text messages or calls. No one would appear to be missing her. Not even a cold caller.

			She snoozed for half an hour, until the sound of train station announcements and squealing train brakes made her fling open her eyes with a gasp.

			She got up, went over to the bookcase, lifted the lid from an old cardboard box and put a videotape in the video recorder.

			The footage lasted a couple of minutes and had been recorded by her ex-husband, Niels, during an end of season performance at Svenningsen’s School of Ballet. Josefine was fourth in the line of thin, nervous-looking girls aged twelve or thirteen. She was just as straight-backed and tall as the others. Her long blonde hair was scraped back tightly and gathered in a bun at the top of her head. It extended the neck, Mrs Svenningsen said. The camera zoomed in clumsily when it was Josefine’s turn and Lene could hear herself reproach Niels. Their daughter pirouetted across the stage on the tips of her toes. Her limbs were long and slender, her wrists straight. She leaped and smiled a dazzling white smile as she arched her back mid-leap so that the bun on her head almost touched the back of her leg. Her short tutu stuck out like a disc and her arms floated smoothly and high up through the air.

			Lene heard herself clap a little too loudly and a little too close to the camera’s microphone as her daughter danced off into the wings.

			*

			She lay for a long time just staring at the sky as it slowly turned a darker shade of blue above the rooftops across the street. In a few hours the sun would go down in an archipelago of orange, red and violet clouds.

			She wondered when Josefine had stopped ballet. Was it when she started sixth form college? Lene had tried persuading her to do tae kwon do or kickboxing instead. She thought ballet was too girly, but her daughter had loved it. Tae kwon do isn’t graceful, Mum, she argued. 

			And ballet isn’t just about art, Mum, but artistry, her daughter had then informed her.

		

	
		
			5

			The wine bottle was almost empty when Lene got up. She went to the bathroom and swallowed a couple of sleeping pills although it was only seven o’clock in the evening. She preferred to live in a dreamless doze and during the day she took Diazepam to get through it without feeling anything.

			Physically, Lene had always been in great shape. She weighed the same as when she was twenty, her bottom was in exactly the same place as when she was seventeen, and she had always exercised frequently, the last few years by boxing at the Police Association’s Sports Club. But these days she got out of breath just walking up four flights of stairs. Her green eyes were still in good working order, though they had acquired another expression, but her chestnut hair and milky-white skin were unkempt and dull.

			She brushed her teeth and sat down on the sofa, where she half-followed a news programme until the sleeping tablets dissolved and deposited calm and indifference inside her. She channel-hopped to DR News whose main story was the return of two Danish merchant sailors after almost three years of being held hostage by Somali pirates on the godforsaken Horn of Africa.

			For three years the shipping company had dragged out their release, claiming it could not afford to meet the kidnappers’ demands. A tabloid newspaper had displayed photographs of the able seaman and the captain on its front page for 1,133 days until the defence minister, uncharacteristically for a Dane, finally had enough and decided to do what should have been done long ago: buy a subscription to the British and American intelligence traffic in the area, which in no time at all and with an accuracy of a few metres had pinpointed the location of the exhausted and ill Danes.

			Two American Black Hawk helicopters landed with a unit from the Danish Jægerkorpset a few kilometres from where the hostages were being kept and waited until the Danish Special Forces had won a not terribly impressive fight and liberated the seamen along with three German nuns.

			The rescue went according to plan and the prime minister turned up to welcome the sailors, who were wearing orange overalls, as they were helped down the steps of the Danish Air Force’s Challenger aircraft at Copenhagen Airport. They moved gingerly down the red carpet towards the welcoming committee and a forest of microphones. They wore big sunglasses even though the sun was about to go down.

			The prime minister was ecstatic. Her long blonde hair flapped in the wind, and her round blue eyes sparkled.

			Lene watched the screen without really taking anything in. Her eyes were about to close when something made her open them and lean forward. The freed men walked slowly across the landing strip, the prime minister waiting, her blue dress clinging to her long legs, when an officer wearing the wine-coloured beret of the Jægerkorpset on his grey stubble leaned forward and said something to her. She smiled and nodded. The camera zoomed in on the freed men’s long matted hair and starved faces. A group of well-dressed bureaucrats were standing in the background and Lene took them to represent the Foreign Ministry.

			But her attention was drawn to a solitary figure behind the hostages. The man leaped nimbly down the short gangway from the plane and crossed the tarmac while chatting to one of the pilots. He had nothing on his head, he was in his mid-forties with short black hair and a side parting, good posture and quick, economical movements. He was slightly above average height and of athletic build. His broad face turned briefly to the welcoming committee and the press presence behind the prime minister. He scanned the political extras indifferently, retrieved a pair of sunglasses from his chest pocket, put them on and lost himself in conversation with the pilot.

			Michael Sander.

			Lene froze the screen with the remote control and replayed the short sequence from the start, using the cable TV box’s hard drive. There was no doubt. It was the secretive, exclusive, private detective – or ‘security consultant’, as he preferred to call himself. Lene fast-forwarded the feature. Michael had left the pilot and was now standing lost in his own thoughts under the looming wing of a Hercules plane.

			She had not seen or spoken to the man for almost two years, but for a few brief, intense days they had been closer to each other than many people ever experience in a marriage.

			Lene had investigated the presumed suicide of an ex-soldier, and the amiable but cynical Michael Sander had been hired by one of the richest women in Denmark to find and punish her late father’s deviant hunting friends who had pursued young people to their deaths in some of the most remote corners of the world. Their investigations had merged and they had themselves become the prey in a grotesque new hunt, which they had barely survived.

			Since then Michael had called her several times, but she never answered or returned his calls.

			Now she saw him stand as large as life next to a military aircraft, which had presumably flown the Jægerkorpset to friendly Djibouti, after which the American helicopters had taken over transportation of the unit.

			The prime minister spoke and kept on speaking, with a compassionate hand on one of the hostage’s skinny forearms. The man was swaying: from relief, exhaustion or hunger – or a combination of all three. In the background Michael Sander took out a mobile and entered a number.

			Lene’s own mobile started ringing and she raised her head with a jerk, rummaged frantically around the sofa cushions, found it and pressed accept.

			‘Yes? Hello?’

			‘Lene?’

			‘Yes. Who is this?’

			‘Michael. Michael Sander. How are you?’

			She saw him bow his head over the mobile, while in the foreground the prime minister continued her congratulating and well-wishing. It was surreal.

			‘I can see you,’ she grunted.

			‘What? Sodding telephone!’

			He walked under the wing and the setting sun glowed behind his dark figure. It was a beautiful and dramatic image, she thought. Hollywood could not have done it better.

			‘I can see you on the television,’ she shouted and had an idiotic urge to wave.

			Michael turned around, shaded his eyes with his free hand and spotted the welcoming committee and the cameras. He grinned from ear to ear, raised his arm and waved like crazy.

			Lene’s resistance melted away. She too raised her hand and waved to the television. For some reason her eyes filled with tears.

			‘How are you?’

			‘Fine. I’m fine,’ she said.

			‘You’re lying.’

			‘Yes, I’m lying.’

			‘I’m in Copenhagen for a couple of days,’ he shouted. ‘If you fancy meeting up . . . talking?’

			Lene did not reply. Her mobile grew heavier and heavier.

			Michael started saying something, but the roar of an aircraft engine drowned his voice out.

			‘Go home, Michael,’ she said. ‘Go home to your wife and children, do you hear me? They miss you.’

			‘What?’

			‘Go home, God damn you!’

			The two hostages were escorted away from the red carpet. The prime minister headed for her black Audi and a protection officer opened the door for her. She waved regally once more to her fellow countrymen and folded herself into the back seat.

			There was only static crackling from Lene’s mobile.

			Michael shook his mobile before putting it in his pocket. He looked gravely towards the television cameras until the producer cut to a female studio host. Lene turned off the television.

			The remote control slipped out of her fingers, and her last, conscious thought was about the man at the airport. She thought that she might have a small, reluctant smile on her lips. Michael had that effect on her.

			His presence at the airport was not difficult to explain, she thought sleepily. Wherever there were sensitive private concerns, a lot of money and the reputation of important people at stake, you would usually find a man like Michael Sander deploying his special skills. He was an ex-soldier, a former captain with the military police, an ex-police officer and an ex-consultant in one of the biggest multinational security companies in the world, Shepherd & Wilkins in London. He had excellent contacts in the shadowy world of Special Forces. Perhaps the shipping company had promised a reward for information about the location of the seamen held by the Al-Shabaab terrorists . . . Perhaps . . .

			Lene fell asleep, but with a final, lingering feeling that maybe she was not quite so desperately alone as she had felt a few hours ago.
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			It was an achievement in itself to reach Rigspolitiet’s office building in Glostrup, where the Tivoli investigation was based. Following new security regulations, the nearest car park was fifty metres from the main entrance and the area outside it was barricaded with concrete blocks and steel posts.

			Staff parked in a fenced-in car park, but had to get out of their cars whatever the weather, while specially trained Labradors sniffed the inside for explosives, and guards armed with machine guns examined the boot and the undercarriage of the car with mirrors and cameras mounted on long aluminium poles. 

			Once inside, they then had to queue while their bags were X-rayed and searched before they passed through metal detectors, chip card readers and iris scanners that rarely worked as they were supposed to. Often they triggered piercing alarms that sounded as if a nuclear reactor was on the verge of a meltdown.

			Lene was exhausted by the time she reached the Mosaic Hall on the second floor. Here, twenty-five patient men and women, most of them retired police officers, had spent months reviewing hundreds of thousands of digital photographs and footage from every tablet, camera and mobile phone in Tivoli on the 17th September last year.

			People from all over the world had uploaded recordings to a special portal set up by Rigspolitiet, and all the films and photographs were formatted, time stamped and placed in a gigantic, three-dimensional model of the Tivoli Gardens. It was a painstaking and monumental task, the biggest of its kind in the history of criminology. The hope was to find footage of the suicide bomber and his or her accomplices. Identifying that one face among the thousands of faces in Tivoli that would match the international directories of known or alleged terrorists.

			Lene glanced briefly at the long tables laid out with computers, printers and light boxes. The walls were covered with faces and architectural drawings, the tables with 3D models of Tivoli. A few images had been enlarged and marked with a red cross because they were of the 1,241 victims. Some showed a calm, carefree face, others had been taken from above or below, crooked or shaken. Some had been taken in the second before the photographer themselves was turned into a living torch by exploding gases, ripped apart by the pressure wave, hit by steel bullets from the suicide vest or crushed under the twisted, crashing steel girders of the Star Flyer.

			They had found mobile telephones and cameras close to Point Zero: the area immediately below the Star Flyer. The devices were often smashed up or burned, but the technicians were able to recover intact digital pictures with astonishing frequency.

			As far as Lene knew, they had yet to identify the suicide bomber, but she had been taken off the central investigation due to her chronic mental exhaustion. She was thoroughly fed up with the job she had otherwise loved for eighteen years. The spark had been snuffed out, and she could no longer blow life back into it. She had always been hard-working, brimming with initiative and enthusiasm. She had always given her best. But it was all gone, and Lene knew that she was showing every textbook symptom of being burned out: the need for isolation, her short temper with everything and everyone, sleep problems and alcohol dependency, along with an overwhelming sense of futility. One of the ways she had tried fighting this was to volunteer for Livslinjen, but her heart had not been in it.

			She continued through the hall to the small office she had been allocated for her new subsection: Borders and Access. She was now in charge of a shapeless technician called Bjarne, whose all-consuming hobbies were the Maritime and Coastguard Band and model aeroplanes. He was lonely, shy, sweaty, socially awkward and, in Lene’s opinion, semi-autistic. Their remit was to discover how the suicide bomber had entered the country – presuming, of course, that he or she was not from Denmark.

			The two of them spent their days reviewing reports from the Danish Maritime and Coastguard Agency, local marinas, the pilot service, organizations such as BELTREP and SUNDREP that monitored traffic in internal Danish waters, reservations for planes, trains or cars, flight schedules from private planes and reports from traffic police, from campsites and hotels from July to September of last year. It was ultimately a total waste of effort. Following the Schengen Agreement, Denmark had become a wide-open country. Anyone could wander in across Denmark’s border from Germany without being stopped, catch a ferry from Helsingborg to Helsingør, drive across the Øresund Bridge or fly in from Bornholm. The person in question could do so without leaving a trail.

			Lene opened the door to their small cubicle, hastily constructed in a corner of the Mosaic Hall with plasterboard walls and a door. She was greeted by a loud clapping noise and managed to duck just before she was struck by a remote-controlled helicopter.

			‘Turn it off, Bjarne,’ she said.

			The helicopter executed a perfect landing on the IT technician’s desk, and the engine died.

			‘Sorry,’ the fat IT technician mumbled. ‘Coffee?’

			‘Yes, please,’ Lene said. She hung her leather jacket over the back of a chair, put her shoulder bag on the floor and sat down.

			Bjarne had created a small kitchen in a corner with a coffeemaker, a kettle, a tiny fridge and a microwave oven. He never went to the canteen. He squeezed milk from a small cardboard triangle into Lene’s mug and put it in front of the superintendent. She blew steam off the surface and took a sip.

			‘Any news?’

			‘There’s a coordination meeting today,’ he said, pushing a slim file across the desk. ‘I’ve written a report about our progress.’

			‘I didn’t know we had made any progress.’

			‘It’s only half a page.’

			‘Super.’

			Lene skimmed the text, which was no longer than the verse of a psalm.

			‘A Polish ship?’

			Bjarne nodded. His fingers twitched nervously between a confusion of electronic gadgets, cables, switches, tension gauges, dropped cheesy Wotsits and the scorched insides of various mobile phones. The man had a universal and uncomplicated talent for anything electronic.

			‘The Kazimierz Pulaski, registered in Gdansk,’ he said. ‘It’s an old bucket of 2,300 tons. She sailed from Kaliningrad to Oslo on the 12th September, with a cargo of graphite.’

			‘And?’

			Bjarne wiped his forehead with a handkerchief, which his mother had embroidered with an elegant, slanted monogram as if he were of noble birth. He performed all right as long as she did not pressure him or speak to him harshly, but Lene had never managed to make eye contact with him. It would seem as if he had learned from an early age not to expect anything good from the rest of humanity.

			‘She dropped her anchor off the coast of Vedbæk on the night between the 13th and 14th September, according to SUNDREP. The ship broadcast on channel 16 that they had engine problems, but that they could manage it themselves.’

			‘So what? That could happen to anyone.’

			Lene closed the cover of the file and pushed it aside. Nothing. As usual.
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