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			“Lagercrantz pulls it off, and with a great deal of style . . . Elegantly paced, slickly executed, and properly thrilling . . . A welcome treat”
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			“Lagercrantz has constructed an elegant plot around different concepts of intelligence . . . His continuation, while never formulaic, is a cleaner and tighter read than the originals”	Guardian

			 

			“David Lagercrantz has done well . . . The Girl in the Spider’s Web conveys the essence and atmosphere of Larsson’s Millennium novels. He has captured the spirit of their characters”	The Times

			 

			“Lagercrantz’s real achievement here is the subtle development of Lisbeth’s character; he allows us access to her complex, alienated world but is careful not to remove her mystery and unknowability. Lisbeth Salander remains, in Lagercrantz’s hands, the most enigmatic and fascinating anti-heroine in modern genre fiction”	Financial Times
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			ONE

			July 19, 2003

			It was meaningless bullshit. The lot of it.

			Chief Inspector Fransson was delivering a long, peevish exegesis about what an idiot the assistant commissioner was and Micaela Vargas could no longer listen. It was too hot in the car, and the splendid mansions of Djursholm lay outside.

			“Did we go past it?” she said.

			“Calm down, young lady – this isn’t exactly my usual stomping ground,” Fransson said, fanning himself with his hand.

			They drove on down towards the water, stopping at a tall gate with a CCTV camera and an entryphone. It opened after a few words from Fransson and they rolled into a large courtyard, past a fountain and up to a sumptuous mansion built from ochre-coloured stone, its large windows and colonnaded frontage overlooking the sea.

			Micaela felt more nervous still. She was a local community beat cop, but this summer she’d become part of a murder inquiry because she possessed certain knowledge about the suspected assailant, Giuseppe Costa. She had mostly been tasked with running errands and doing basic checks. Nevertheless, she had been permitted to come along today to visit Professor Rekke, who would be able to assist them with their investigation – or so the assistant commissioner said.

			White stone steps led up to the house, and standing on the terrace at the top was a woman in ivory cotton trousers and a blue blouse that fluttered in the wind.

			“I suppose that must be the wife,” Fransson said.

			The woman looked like a film star. Micaela got out of the car feeling sweaty and uncomfortable, and crossed the raked gravel to the house.

		

	
		
			TWO

			Four days earlier

			More often than not, Micaela would arrive at work early. But that morning, she was sitting in the kitchen eating breakfast although it was past nine o’clock. The phone rang. It was Inspector Jonas Beijer.

			“We have to go see the assistant commissioner,” he said.

			He didn’t say why. But it was clear it wasn’t optional. She went to the mirror in the hall and pulled on her sweatshirt, an extra large one that sat on her loosely. You look like you want to hide, her brother Lucas would have said. But she thought it suited her. She brushed her hair and combed down her fringe so that it almost concealed her eyes, then headed off to the Tunnelbana.

			Micaela had just turned twenty-six. There weren’t many people on the Tunnelbana. She had a whole group of seats to herself and was soon lost in her own thoughts.

			It was no surprise that the case interested the top brass. The murder itself might have been an outburst of madness, a drunken act. But there were other elements that explained the attention on the investigation. The deceased – Jamal Kabir – had been a football referee and a refugee from Taliban-controlled Afghanistan, and he had been beaten to death with a rock after a junior football match at Grimsta IP. It went without saying that Assistant Commissioner Falkegren wanted a piece of the action.

			She got off at Solna Centrum and continued towards the police station on Sundbybergsvägen, thinking to herself that today was the day she would put her foot down and tell everyone what she thought was wrong with the investigation.

			 

			Martin Falkegren was the youngest assistant police commissioner in the country; he was forward-looking, and wanted to keep up with what was new. People said he wore his ideas like medals across his chest, which he guessed was not meant kindly. But he was proud of his openness, and this time, yet again, he had tried a different approach. They might get angry. But, as he had told his wife, it was the best lecture he had ever attended. It was worth a try.

			He set out extra chairs and bottles of Ramlösa mineral water as well as two bowls of liquorice his secretary had bought on her mini-cruise to Finland, and listened for the sound of footsteps in the corridor. No-one seemed to be on their way yet. For a moment he pictured the investigating officer, Carl Fransson, standing before him, with his hefty body and critical gaze. Frankly, he thought to himself, he couldn’t blame him. No detective wants the bosses involved in his inquiry.

			But these were special circumstances. The murderer, a batshit, narcissistic Italian, was manipulating the shirts off their backs. It was an embarrassment – nothing less.

			“Sorry, am I the first to arrive?”

			It was the young Chilean officer. He couldn’t recall her name, but he ­remembered that Fransson wanted her off the team – he’d said she was bolshy.

			“Welcome. I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure,” he said, proffering a hand.

			She took it in a firm handshake and he looked her over from head to foot. She was short and stocky, with thick curly hair and a long fringe combed down over her forehead. Her eyes were big and restless and shone with a dark intensity. There was something about her that immediately attracted him yet also kept him at a distance, and he was tempted to hold on to her hand a little longer. But her expression warned him against that, and he muttered instead:

			“You know Costa, don’t you?”

			“I know of him,” she said. “We both come from Husby.”

			“How would you describe him?”

			“He’s a bit of a showman. He used to sing to us outside the flats. He can get pretty aggressive when he drinks.”

			“Yes, that much is obvious. But why is he lying to our faces?”

			“I don’t know whether he’s lying,” she said, and he didn’t like that.

			It was inconceivable that they might have the wrong guy. The evidence was substantial and they were preparing to charge him. All that was missing was a confession. But he didn’t have time to tell her that. He heard the others approaching along the corridor and stood up to congratulate them.

			“Good job. I’m proud of you chaps,” he said, and while he might have tried harder to include the Chilean girl, he did not correct himself.

			His attempt to sound collegial was unsuccessful.

			“What a senseless incident. And all because the referee didn’t award a penalty.”

			He was just trying to get the conversation started, but Fransson seized the opportunity to lecture him and said it was far more complicated than that. There was a clear motive, he said, which might not be a motive to the likes of you and me, but it was to an alcoholic football dad without any impulse control who lived for his son’s successes on the pitch.

			“Yes, yes, of course,” Falkegren said. “But my God . . . I saw the match tape. Costa was completely insane, while the referee . . . What’s his name again?”

			“Jamal Kabir.”

			“. . . while Jamal Kabir was the picture of calm. Talk about poise.”

			“That’s what they said.”

			“And him waving his hands. Elegant, right? As if he were controlling the whole match.”

			“It is a rather unusual style, it’s true,” Fransson said, at which point Martin Falkegren turned his gaze away from him and resolved to regain control of the conversation.

			He wasn’t there for chit-chat.

			 

			Micaela fidgeted. The atmosphere was not exactly relaxed, despite Falkegren trying his best to be one of the guys. But that was a hopeless project from the very start, and not just because he always smiled. He wore a shiny suit and loafers with tassels.

			“How’s our evidence looking otherwise, Carl?” he said. “I spoke briefly with . . .”

			Falkegren looked at her. But he couldn’t remember her name, or his thoughts were elsewhere, because he left the sentence hanging until Fransson interjected and outlined the evidence. As always when he spoke, it sounded convincing, as if all they needed was a verdict. That might have been why the assistant commissioner wasn’t really listening. He muttered:

			“Absolutely. None of the evidence is directly weakened by the observations in the P7.”

			“I think that’s right,” Fransson said, and Micaela looked up from her notepad.

			The P7, she thought. The bloody P7. She had got hold of it some ten days ago and still wasn’t entirely clear what it was. It seemed to be a report on the preliminary examination conducted by the forensic psychiatrist. She had read it with a certain degree of expectation, and had been disappointed almost right away. Antisocial personality disorder was the conclusion. Costa was, in other words, some sort of psychopath. She didn’t believe it.

			“Exactly,” said the assistant commissioner with new fervour in his voice. “That’s the key.”

			“Well, maybe,” Fransson said, fidgeting.

			“It’s still important to get a confession out of him.”

			“Of course.”

			“And you’ve come close?”

			“Up to a point.”

			“I happened to play a role in that drama, didn’t I?” Falkegren said, and for a moment no-one responded even though they understood full well what he meant, which was why it was no surprise when he added:

			“I asked you to try a new interrogation technique.”

			“Yes, right, it was a good tip,” Fransson muttered, taking care to sound grateful but not too impressed.

			After the P7, Falkegren had suggested they stop pushing Giuseppe Costa and instead ask him to engage in some verbal introspection, which had sounded a little odd. But Falkegren stood his ground. “His self-image is grandiose, and he thinks he knows everything about football,” he had said, and eventually they agreed to give it a go. One day, when Costa was boasting more than usual, Fransson had tried to provoke him.

			“Surely, given your extensive experience, you must be able to tell us what’s on the mind of a person who does something as senseless as beating a referee to death,” he had said, and Costa sat up and spoke with such empathy that it felt as if he were making an indirect confession. It was certainly an interesting moment in the investigation. But Micaela had not understood until now that it had been such a moment of pride for Martin Falkegren.

			“It’s a well-known trick. There’s a famous example,” he said.

			“Is there really?” Fransson replied.

			“A young journalist interviewed Ted Bundy in prison in Florida.”

			“Sorry?”

			“None other than Ted Bundy,” he repeated. “The method was very successful on Bundy. He’d studied psychology and when he was given the chance to shine as an expert, he opened up for the first time.” Micaela was not alone in looking sceptical at this point.

			Ted Bundy.

			He might as well have name-dropped Hannibal Lecter.

			“Don’t get me wrong,” Falkegren said. “I’m not making comparisons. It’s just that there’s new research in the area, and new interrogation techniques, and in the police we . . .”

			He hesitated.

			“Yes?”

			“. . . have major knowledge gaps. I would even go so far as to say we’ve been naive.”

			“Really?” Fransson said.

			“Oh yes. The term psychopath has long been considered antiquated and stigmatising. But that’s changed, thank heavens, and just the other day I was at a lecture – a fantastic lecture, I must say . . .”

			“I can tell.”

			“Exactly. It was thrilling. We were all glued to our chairs; my goodness, you should have been there. The lecturer was Hans Rekke.”

			“Who?”

			The men looked at each other. It was clear none of them had heard of him, and that they had no intention of getting up to speed.

			“He’s Professor of Psychology at Stanford University – an incredibly prestigious position.”

			“Impressive,” Fransson said with audible irony.

			“Truly,” the tone-deaf Falkegren replied. “He’s been cited in all the leading journals.”

			“Fantastic,” added Ström, just as ironically. Axel Ström, the oldest in the group, was approaching retirement age.

			“But you mustn’t think he’s off in the clouds – he’s not. He’s a specialist in interrogation techniques and has helped the San Francisco Police Department. He’s amazingly sharp and knowledgeable.”

			These words did not hit the mark either; rather, they reinforced the “us and them” feeling in the room. It was him – the boss and career-ladder climber who had gone to a lecture and seen the light – versus Fransson and his blokes, the hardworking, rational police detectives with their feet on the ground, who didn’t immediately fall for every new fad.

			“Professor Rekke and I understood each other right away – we hit it off,” Falkegren said, thus managing to imply that he was hyper-intelligent too. “I told him about Costa.”

			Fransson raised an eyebrow. “Oh, you did, did you?”

			“I told him about his grandiose and narcissistic traits, and the somewhat ticklish situation we’re in, without any forensic evidence,” Falkegren said.

			“OK,” said Fransson.

			“And that was when he mentioned that trick with Bundy, and said we might want to try it.”

			“Well, that’s good, now we know the background,” Fransson said, eager to draw the conversation to a close.

			“But then afterwards, when it was such a success – when Costa really opened up – I thought to myself: Good God, if Rekke could help us like that from a distance, just imagine what he’d be able to do if he was more familiar with the case.”

			“Hmm, yes,” Fransson said, looking troubled.

			“Exactly,” Falkegren continued. “That’s why I asked around a bit . . . Well, you know I have my contacts. Nothing but praise. Sheer praise, gentlemen. I therefore took the liberty of sending our files over to Professor Rekke.”

			“You did what?” Fransson exclaimed.

			“I sent the investigation to him,” Falkegren said, and it was as if they hadn’t quite understood.

			Fransson leaped to his feet.

			“For Christ’s sake, that’s a breach of confidentiality during the preliminary investigation!”

			“Calm yourself, calm yourself,” Falkegren said. “It’s nothing like that. Rekke will be like a member of our team. After all, he has his own duty of confidentiality as a psychologist. If I’m perfectly honest I think we need him.”

			“Bullshit!”

			“You’ve done a good job, as I said, no doubt about it. But you don’t have a watertight case. You need a confession, and I’m convinced that Rekke can help you with that. He tracks contradictions and gaps in witness statements like no-one else.”

			“So what is it you think we should do?” Fransson said. “Let the professor take over the investigation?”

			“No, no, for God’s sake. I’m just saying you should meet him and listen to him. See whether he can give you a new way in, a new idea. He’ll see you at two o’clock on Saturday at his home in Djursholm. He promises to have reviewed the files by then.”

			“There’s no bloody way I’m using another Saturday off for some pointless crap,” said Ström.

			“OK, OK, fair enough. But I’m sure a few of you can go. What about you?” Falkegren said, pointing to Micaela. “In fact, Rekke asked about you in particular.”

			“He asked about me?”

			She looked around in concern, convinced it was a joke.

			“Yes, you led some interrogation with Costa that he thought was interesting.”

			“I can’t imagine—” she began.

			“Firstly, Vargas can’t go alone,” Fransson interjected, turning to Falkegren. “She doesn’t have enough experience, not by a long shot, and secondly, with all due respect, Martin, you could have informed us in advance. You went behind our backs.”

			“I admit that. You have my apologies.”

			“Well, it is what it is. I’ll tag along.”

			“Good.”

			“But I don’t intend to follow one word of the professor’s advice if I don’t like it. I’m heading this inquiry – no-one else.”

			“Naturally. But do go with an open mind.”

			“I always have an open mind. It’s part of the job,” he said, which made Micaela want to snort or say something crushing.

			But as usual she held her tongue and nodded with a serious expression.

			“I’ll tag along too,” Lasse Sandberg said.

			“Me too,” said Jonas Beijer. And that was that.

			The following Saturday, they met outside the police station and headed off to the big house in Djursholm: Vargas, Fransson, Sandberg and Beijer.

		

	
		
			THREE

			Micaela remembered when she had found out. It was the day of his arrest. It was half past eight in the evening, and she was going to visit her mother on Trondheimsgatan. It was early June, but the air had the chill of an October day, and the area outside the flats was full of people. When she got closer, upset faces turned towards her, and within the space of a few minutes she had the highlights.

			Giuseppe Costa, or Beppe as they called him, had killed a football referee. His son Mario’s team, Brommapojkarna Academy under-17s, had been playing, and towards the end of the second half Beppe had run onto the pitch, heavily inebriated, and begun stirring things up, lashing out. It had taken five or six people to wrestle him onto the turf. Afterwards, when everyone had thought the situation had calmed down, he had reportedly followed the referee with a crazed look in his eyes.

			“That sounds completely insane,” she said, and went up to her mother, who was on the walkway outside her flat looking down at everyone below.

			Her mother had her long grey hair down and was wearing slippers without socks and a new floral hippy blouse. There was a stiff breeze and she looked worried, as if she were afraid something had happened to one of her sons.

			“De qué están hablando?” she said.

			“They say Beppe’s killed a football referee,” Micaela replied. Her mother was relieved that Simón hadn’t done something idiotic again, or potentially fatal. Later, when they were eating dinner, she brought it up again.

			“Only to be expected,” she said.

			Not that Micaela gave it much thought at the time. It was just the kind of thing people regurgitated, she assumed. But afterwards it had bothered her. It suddenly felt as if Beppe had been born to kill a ref. The whole of Husby erupted with rumours and old stories that paved an inevitable path to murder, and perhaps that was why Micaela relayed other things too. One incident in particular that stood out.

			She had been only eleven or twelve at the time, and back then she’d heard about Beppe pretty often. Fights, scenes at the bar in Husby, rowdiness and shouting from his flat.

			In those days, Simón, her eldest brother, was into hip hop – sometimes it felt as though hip hop was the only thing not killing him – and like so many others he was afraid of Beppe. The lads who played Eminem on their boomboxes, Beppe would kick them around the square. But Beppe must have realised that Simón was in desperate need of validation because he made some sort of approach, and one day he took him aside and they rehearsed. Later that night Beppe stepped right up to the barbecue area outside the flats and whistled. He was going to do a song, he said.

			“Not now. We don’t feel like it,” people shouted.

			“Shut your gobs. I’ve got something special for you,” he said, beckoning Simón over.

			Simón waved dismissively, and seemed just as awkward and lost as ever. But then he did a couple of dance moves she’d never seen before. And when he and Beppe rapped “I’m the lost son with a life of crime, I’m the one they’re calling in to nine-nine-nine”, the song Simón had written, Micaela couldn’t think of a time when people had shouted with so much glee outside the flats.

			It wasn’t so strange, really. She guessed that all murderers had done good things too. Yet it lingered with her, a kind of unsolved mystery. She told the story a couple of times after the murder and eventually heard from Jonas Beijer that Beppe himself wanted to speak to her.

			“Would you say there’s a conflict of interest in your relationship with Costa?” Beijer asked.

			“I don’t know,” she said.

			But Beijer didn’t seem to hear her hesitation, instead telling her to “establish contact and see if you can get him to talk”. It was a long shot, of course. Nothing had worked so far. Costa had barely managed to stay on topic during questioning, and hadn’t even admitted to what everyone could see on the video footage from the match.

			As ever, she prepared meticulously, and on the morning of June 10 she went down to see Beppe. He was sitting alone in the interrogation room, smoking a cigarette. His enormous, dishevelled figure seemed to have shrunk, and he smiled uncertainly.

			“I hear you’re saying good things about me,” he said.

			“I say a lot of shit things too.”

			“I liked your old man,” he said. “We confided in each other.”

			“We all confided in him.” 

			“But he was a stand-up guy,” Beppe said, and he looked so contrite and unhappy that she had to feel sorry for him.

			He seemed to have the whole world against him, and perhaps that was why – in an attempt to conceal her sympathy – she went in hard. Afterwards she was told that she’d drawn out a lot of new information. Jonas Beijer congratulated her, and she surprised herself by saying, “He’s hiding something,” which made an impression.

			She could feel it right away, as if she had passed some kind of test, and the next day she was invited to join the investigation.

			“We need someone with a bit of perspective,” Beijer said, and while she realised immediately that not everyone would welcome her with open arms, she was overwhelmed.

			It was a big step, suddenly going from beat cop to investigator on a murder case everyone was talking about, and she began to dream that she would end up a chief inspector – or perhaps even a chief superintendent. In those first weeks, before the doubts crept in, she was indescribably proud and purposeful.

		

	
		
			FOUR

			On the Saturday they were due to visit Professor Rekke, there was nothing about the murder in the paper for once – not even an opinion piece on violence in football, or on the persecution of referees, or of children. Nothing.

			That was why she read only the international news, just like her father back in the day, and there was very little coming out of Iraq. The war was officially over, even if it wasn’t over in practice. Every day, more suicide bombs were being detonated over there. It felt like there was a long way to go before Western-style democracy rose from the ruins.

			The sun was scorching in the plaza at Kista torg. She had got up from her kitchen table and was heading for the wardrobe when the telephone rang. It was Vanessa, her best friend, and as it was Saturday morning Micaela guessed it was a report from the party scene. This time it was a long, rambling account of a “mad-clingy Swedish boy” who had tried to have sex with her on the bus home.

			“Get out,” she said.

			“It’s the truth,” Vanessa said, and when they hung up Micaela let out a small laugh but she wasn’t really amused – it was a variation on a story she had heard a hundred times before.

			She opened the wardrobe and laid out her dresses and skirts on the bed, resisting the temptation to call Vanessa back and ask for advice. She chose an outfit that was dressier than her usual: a black skirt, red T-shirt and denim jacket that was perhaps a little on the small side and stretched over her breasts, but which she liked nonetheless, finishing with some white trainers.

			On the Tunnelbana she felt surprisingly full of expectation. After all, this was a different kind of assignment, and the professor had mentioned her specifically, or at least that was what they’d said. That was pretty cool. As the train passed through Kista, Hallonbergen and Näckrosen, she rehearsed what to say to her colleagues, and when she got off at Solna Centrum there was something light and effervescent bubbling in her body. But that all died in the car park. It didn’t take more than a look – Lasse Sandberg’s squinting, scrutinising look that always made its way down to her hips.

			“Hello . . . Check out Vargas, all sexed up for the professor,” he said.

			“I thought—” she began.

			“Maybe she never made it home last night,” Fransson added.

			“It’s not always easy to find the time to change between shifts,” Sandberg said, which wasn’t worth a reply.

			She got into the back seat of Fransson’s Volvo 745 next to Jonas Beijer, who gave her a sympathetic smile. She lowered her gaze to her nails and wondered whether it had been an idiotic idea to paint them. When she looked up again she was blinded by the sun.

			It was a hot day, without a cloud in the sky, and it wasn’t much cooler inside the car. Something was wrong with the air conditioning, and the men soon became sweaty and loud. Fransson was describing the hellish pain he’d felt in his hand after shooting practice on the firing range at Hagalundshallen earlier that morning.

			“It was like my whole hand was on fire,” he said.

			As always, he dominated the conversation, and in the absence of anything else to do Micaela observed how Beijer and Sandberg mimicked his tone. If Fransson was whining, they whined too; if he was laughing, they grinned along, and they never chuckled harder than when united against the butt of all their jokes, Assistant Commissioner Falkegren. He was such an unbelievable moron, with those stupid tassels or whatever they were on his shoes . . .

			Eventually Micaela had had enough. She longed desperately for any conversation she hadn’t heard a hundred times before. But then they glided into Djursholm, past the big, expensive houses, and she lost herself in other thoughts.

			Djursholm was at the other end of the Tunnelbana line. The people who lived here were born clutching a winning lottery ticket, while those in Husby were like shrapnel – the debris from faraway explosions. It was Simón who had made that comparison.

			“I don’t need to read the papers to find out what’s happening in the world. I can see it from my neighbours,” he had once said, possibly because he had never read the papers, or anything else for that matter. But he did have a point.

			When there was war or revolution somewhere in the world, those affected came to Husby, and refugees always brought a little piece of the war with them. As children they had learned to deal with the aftermath.

			 

			Red-headed with freckles, the woman on the terrace appeared to be thirty-five or forty. She had a slender, supple figure that seemed peculiarly slight in the sunlight and made them all feel thickset and heavy as they approached her. But worst of all was her beauty. She was so beautiful that they contracted into themselves, and this was not helped by the fact that she received them with such exquisite kindness.

			Micaela tugged nervously at her skirt and stayed behind Fransson. He was not usually deferential, but even he seemed lost – especially when they stepped inside the house . . . What were they meant to say?

			Falkegren with his suits and tasselled shoes was one thing, but this was something else entirely. Large, beautiful paintings hung on the walls, the ceilings soared, and every single item of furniture exuded style and class. From an adjacent room they could hear a violin being played in delicate, melodious tones. Micaela was speechless. The woman – who had introduced herself as Lovisa Rekke – looked irritated.

			“Dear God, I told her to stop,” she said apologetically, then shouted, “Julia, that’s enough!” The violin fell silent and a girl of seventeen or eighteen emerged from the door on the left, no less ravishing than her mother – absurdly sweet, with curly hair and clear blue eyes.

			“Sorry, Mamma, I forgot,” she said, and it was more than Micaela could bear.

			They were all taken aback, lost for words. No-one said: “Good grief, the music was wonderful,” they just stood there, dumbfounded and awkward. Julia Rekke took the initiative, held out her hand and said: “What a pleasure it is to meet you.”

			Micaela couldn’t conceive of a better example of the gulf between the classes: a teenager had transformed them with her poise into a flock of lost sheep. Micaela was filled with a desire to smash a vase or tear down a painting. But there was something else. 

			She began to think about Rekke’s academic articles. She had skimmed them during the week, and had found no suggestion whatsoever that he had cooperated with the police, as Falkegren had said, or that he was even interested in acts of violence. Rather, Rekke discussed errors in thought, hoaxes perpetuated by our brains because of preconceived notions and false ideas. It was probably true – as Fransson had said – that most of it was splitting hairs, intellectual dexterity. Yet something there spoke to her: a clarity, she thought, a sharpness she had been missing.

			“Where is he?” Fransson asked in irritation.

			“A fair question,” Lovisa Rekke said. “I imagine he became preoccupied with something.”

			“We don’t have all the time in the world.”

			“I’m sorry – I do understand. I’ll go and fetch him. Please take a seat,” she said, pointing to a white suite of sofas beside a bronze statue of a girl curtseying, and they sat down to wait.

			It may not have been that long, but it felt like an eternity before the lady of the house came downstairs and apologised again, and when they were left alone a second time it was clear that the waiting and the house were having an impact on the others too.

			They were twitchy with expectation. Not even Fransson was impervious. He began to fiddle nervously with his wristwatch, an IWC Schaffhausen he had inherited from his brother that he insisted was well beyond his means.

			“Maybe the professor has something important to tell us after all,” he said, and it was then that they heard rapid footsteps descending the curving staircase, and saw Hans Rekke hurrying towards them.

		

	
		
			FIVE

			Later, Micaela would wonder what they actually knew that day, and of course it was much less than they realised. But at the time the murder case appeared quite simple, in spite of its brutality. There was nothing sophisticated about it, no sign that the crime was anything other than spontaneous. It appeared to have been an explosion of madness, all the more spectacular because the victim had his own luminosity.

			Jamal Kabir was thirty-six years old when he died. He was a handsome, lean man with an upright posture and a misaligned jaw from having been assaulted and tortured in Kabul. Many people talked about the sorrow he radiated, and it was perhaps no surprise that rumours swirled around him. But during the investigation they had heard only good things about him, and he was well known as an experienced referee and coach.

			During the Taliban regime, he had fought for the freedom to play football in Kabul. It hadn’t been easy, he had told the Swedish Migration Agency. The regime kept announcing new rules about the length of sleeves on jerseys and trousers, and the extent to which players were allowed to celebrate goals. But he had fought for his football. He regarded it as vital, he said. All other entertainment was prohibited. No music was allowed. No-one was permitted to watch films or theatrical perform­ances. Books were burned. Women were shut away or hidden beneath burkas, and there were regular public executions at the city’s Ghazi Stadium, as if murder and mutilation had replaced football as the main form of popular entertainment.

			It seemed to have become an existential issue for Kabir to ensure that people were offered something else, and he arranged matches and tournaments for juniors. This made him popular, or so he said. People came to thank him. But he encountered more and more problems with the authorities, and in the end he was arrested, then tortured. There were question marks over his background, and Micaela thought the accounts of his capture were not entirely credible. But the Migration Agency had seen medical evidence that the Taliban really had set about him. There was no doubt that he had been badly assaulted.

			According to the autopsy report, he had old fractures to his ribs and his jaw that hadn’t been sustained during the murder. There were pale scars visible on his wrists left by some kind of chain, and there were traces of frostbite on his chest. He had fared badly, yet he hadn’t lost his fighting spirit. When he arrived in Sweden in November 2002, he immediately resumed his activities from Kabul, but in his own way. While still in the refugee reception centre in Spånga, he sought out the local football pitches and made contact with the boys’ teams training there.

			“It became my way of surviving,” he said.

			He fetched balls and set out cones; he offered advice and praise. Before long he was given the chance to referee junior teams’ matches, and one thing was obvious: he knew what he was doing. People noticed him, not least because he moved around the pitch in an unusual way, and little by little he was given greater responsibility. In the end he was appointed referee in the national top flight for juniors, and in May, three weeks before his murder, the Sportspegeln magazine show came to film him. That was why several onlookers recognised him when he stepped onto the turf at Grimsta IP on June 2. It was certainly why one witness, Ruth Edelfelt, the mother of one of the players, saw him as a war hero, while others spoke a little pompously about the melancholy in his demeanour.

			They knew that Kabir had been allocated a flat on Torneågatan, in the Akalla suburb, and was working extra hours at a motorcycle-repair shop, just as he had done in Kabul. The police had received no information to suggest that he was under threat or felt vulnerable. He looked confident as he blew the whistle to start the match just before one o’clock. There were two video recordings of the match. Both teams – Djurgården and Brommapojkarna under-17s – had been filming it, and it was obvious in the footage that Kabir was single-minded and focused. Even if he occasionally glanced at the sky.

			There was a storm brewing. It was unusually cold for summer, and the spectators were all wearing coats or tracksuits – all except for one man, in shorts and a pale-blue Napoli jersey with the word Buitoni emblazoned across it. The jersey was important to him. Micaela knew that better than anyone. Back in the day, Beppe used to drone on about Napoli’s golden era in the eighties, and the jersey was a replica of the one the team had worn when the club won Serie A with Maradona up front.

			The jersey had started off clean – possibly even ironed – and Beppe had been in a splendid mood. He had every reason to be. He was the father of the biggest star on the pitch, Mario Costa, and for a while he wandered around drinking from a green Gatorade bottle that probably contained something other than water, bragging about his lad. But as so often in his life, his mood changed, which may in part have been down to the weather – in the middle of the second half, it began to lash with rain. But more than anything, it was the match itself. Djurgården pulled level, and Beppe began to yell – most of all at Kabir.

			“You fucking blind or what? Blow the whistle!” he bawled, though for a long time no-one took any notice. There were other things to concentrate on. The score was 2–2, and the game became increasingly exciting and intense, especially in the dying minutes when Mario got possession of the ball just outside the box, ghosted past two or three players, and was about to shoot when he was felled.

			“Penalty! For fuck’s sake, penalty!” Beppe shouted, and for once he was probably right.

			It looked as clear as day in the footage when they played it back, and Kabir seemed poised to blow his whistle. Yet he never did. No penalty was awarded, and Mario lay injured in the penalty area, shouting, while Beppe rushed onto the pitch and all hell broke loose. Beppe was beside himself, which perhaps was why so many people described Jamal Kabir as dignified – at least, that was what Micaela thought.

			Kabir’s calm demeanour was in absolute contrast to Beppe’s fury; in the last footage of him alive he radiated a sense of being in full control. It was as if his body language was saying: You can’t shake me. But then something happened. The footage ended abruptly when someone knocked into the camera. After the coaches and parents had managed to haul Beppe off Kabir and calm the situation down, Beppe took a seat in the stand and drank from a new sports bottle that definitely didn’t contain water either. It was then that Kabir left the scene, and almost everyone else left at the same time, even Mario, who was in pain and didn’t wait for his father. The arena emptied. Only Beppe and the caretaker were left.

			But Kabir didn’t get far. He stopped on Gulddragargränd just outside the sports centre and checked his mobile in the rain without making a call or sending a text. According to one witness he looked indecisive, worried, or on his guard, at least. Then he vanished into the grove of trees in front of him.

			Micaela had never understood why; it was hardly a shortcut, and it was uphill and covered in brushwood. But in he went, never to be seen alive again. It was noteworthy that at around the same time Beppe had got up from his seat and disappeared off in the same direction, muttering dreadful profanities about Kabir.

			No-one could say with any certainty what had happened in those crucial minutes – only that it must have been sudden and violent and, no matter how you viewed it, things looked serious for Beppe.

			He had proven himself capable of real violence. And he’d had a stone in his hand as he staggered along after Kabir, heading towards Gulddragargränd.

			He emerged bloodied from the woods where Kabir lay dead with his skull crushed, and there was CCTV footage from the Tunnelbana which showed him sitting in shock, his T-shirt covered in dark stains.

			It would seem he had a motive, an opportunity and the character to have committed the deed.

		

	
		
			SIX

			Hans Rekke hurried down the curving staircase wearing jeans and a blue linen shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and sat down next to them on the sofa with a slim plastic folder in his hand, his left leg twitching, like a runner who had stopped only reluctantly.

			“I’m so sorry,” he said.

			It didn’t feel like he meant it. Unlike his wife and his daughter, he didn’t look any of them in the eye. He didn’t even shake their hands. He kept his eyes on the floor, his expression troubled, and placed the plastic folder on the coffee table. Micaela was struck by his body, which could have belonged to an athlete – a middle-distance runner. He was lean and tall, with sinewy arms. But his most striking feature was his hands, so small-boned and graceful that she instinctively looked down at her own fingers. She had labourer’s hands, she thought, as she gazed out through the window at the sea beyond, uncomfortable. When she looked back the professor was staring at her, and it was not just embarrassing: it felt wrong.

			She was a nobody on the team – an intern, basically. He should have been looking at Fransson, but he was looking at her, and although she turned her head away again immediately, she had time to take note of his face. He wasn’t beautiful like his wife and his daughter – rather, he was hawk-like, chiselled, with a luminous charisma and pale-blue eyes that seemed to see straight through her.

			“Well, we might as well get started then,” Fransson said, annoyed again.

			“Yes, yes, sorry, of course,” Rekke said, looking at the others in the group with the same intensity.

			“I gather Assistant Commissioner Martin Falkegren sent you our preliminary investigation,” Fransson said.

			“Certainly . . . exactly . . . yes.”

			He sounded distracted.

			“And . . . ?” Fransson said.

			“And what?”

			“What’s your perception of Costa?”

			“Costa?”

			Rekke looked out at the gravel and their car, absorbed, it seemed, in a different line of thought.

			“Surely you’ve read the files? If not, this visit is pointless.”

			“I’ve read them.”

			“Good,” Fransson said, fidgeting with his watch. He still seemed nervous. “Because we’re looking for a way to get our suspect to confess.”

			“I’ve gathered that.”

			“OK, great. Because you’ve already helped us, indirectly. Apparently we made use of a method you referred to, one that was used – if we’ve understood correctly – by a journalist interviewing Ted Bundy.”

			Rekke once again averted his gaze and looked towards the fountain outside. He seemed self-conscious. “I was being an idiot, it’s not that good a story, really.”

			“Isn’t it?”

			“Stephen Michaud – the journalist – didn’t get much out of Bundy, I’m not quite sure why I mentioned it. I think I must have wanted to say that I believe in flattery. What’s the old saying? The praise we receive is inversely proportional to the amount we deserve.”

			Carl Fransson appeared to contemplate these words, and not entirely understand them. He leaned forward, stretching out his right hand in an odd movement.

			“Yes . . . perhaps . . . but in this case it really turned out—”

			Rekke interrupted him. “You were on the firing range with your pistol this morning.”

			“What . . . yes . . . how did you know?” Fransson looked at him in surprise and withdrew his right hand, crossing his arms.

			“Just a guess, nothing to worry about. But I apologise. I interrupted you.”

			“As I said,” Fransson continued, even more uncertain now, “we’re interested in knowing what more we can do to get him to open up, especially taking into account his personality disorder.”

			“You’re alluding to the conclusions in Per Wärner’s P7?”

			“In part, yes. But we have also noticed ourselves how he behaves and how he brags.”

			“Grandiose?”

			“Exactly. Grandiose, and impulsive. A psychopath, to put it plainly. Or do you have a different view . . . as an expert?”

			“As an expert, I’m of the opinion that very many people want him to be a psychopath,” Rekke said.

			“How do you mean?”

			“How to put it? There’s something about that word that is enlivening, is there not? A shot of whisky in your coffee, an aperitif to offset the boredom of everyday life.”

			“Now you’ve lost me,” Fransson said.

			“I apologise. I have a tendency to be cryptic.”

			Rekke fell silent, his eyes glassy. It was as if he were constantly entering into and emerging from intense concentration.

			“I like your watch – it’s a stylish, classic piece,” he said.

			Fransson looked down at his wrist.

			“What . . . oh . . . thanks.”

			“But the crown appears to be damaged. You should get someone to look at it. Otherwise it’ll come off.”

			“There’s nothing wrong with the crown,” Fransson muttered, angry now, tugging at his shirtsleeve to hide the wristwatch.

			“But more to the point: was it really such a good idea to get so worked up over the P7?”

			Fransson started.

			“What do you mean?” he said.

			“Munvig, for example,” Rekke said. “Is that a common word nowadays?”

			“Er . . . no . . . I don’t believe so.”

			Fransson glanced at the others as if to say: Do you see? He’s impossible to talk to.

			“Well, what do you say?” Rekke said, turning towards Micaela. “Is that what you say in your neck of the woods? That was a munvig guy I met yesterday.”

			“No, not exactly,” she said.

			“Yet it appears three times in the preliminary investigation files. How can that be?”

			“I don’t know,” Fransson said.

			“In that case allow me to explain,” Rekke said. “Munvig is a poor translation of the English word ‘glib’.”

			“Glib?”

			“Quite. Swedish dictionaries tend to define it using several words: ‘smooth-tongued’, ‘loquacious’, ‘superficial’. But when Mia Hjerlingm did her Swedish translation of Robert D. Hare’s Without Conscience: The Disturbing World of the Psychopaths Among Us, she chose one word instead of several, and that was munvig, which took hold, especially since it ended up at the top of Hare’s psychopathy checklist. Munvig and charming is what the Swedish translation says.”

			“I don’t understand,” Fransson said.

			“The word took hold and began to appear in more popular works, or what we might describe as more light-hearted books, such as How to Uncover a Psychopath.”

			“Oh, right,” Fransson said, clearly discomforted.

			“Exactly. And you and Inspector Sandberg have read that book, have you not?”

			“What’s that got to do with this?”

			“You allowed your opinion to be coloured by it,” Rekke said calmly.

			“Are you claiming we made it up?”

			“No, no, not at all. It’s merely that your perspective was altered slightly, as happens to us all when we read books that fascinate us. But the troubling thing here is that there was no dissenting voice, no advocatus diaboli, no via negativa.”

			“Sorry?”

			“You were all – well, almost all – looking for the same thing.”

			“And that was . . .”

			“To corroborate the conclusion in Per Wärner’s P7, which is unfortunate, and not just because Per is an idiot.”

			“Is he an idiot?”

			“Yes, by and large. It became a vicious circle and strengthened the tendency in the inquiry that we psychologists usually refer to as ‘confirm­ation bias’ or ‘group polarisation’.”

			“What?”

			“You use the term ‘tunnel vision’ in the police, don’t you?”

			His words went through the team like an electric shock, yet Micaela saw that the men didn’t at first grasp what he was saying. Fransson gaped. Then he bellowed in a combination of anger and confusion:

			“What the hell are you implying?”

			Rekke met his gaze for a second or two, then turned to her.

			“It’s particularly common in homogeneous groups with a strong leader. Do you have a strong leader? What do you say, Micaela?” he said. She jumped – and not just because he knew her name. Something dark ignited within her – perhaps even a thirst for revenge.

			“Now you’re going too far,” Fransson hissed, and Rekke looked as though he wanted to leave.

			His left leg began twitching again, just as it had done when he sat down. But then he blinked slowly and straightened his back as if he was about to go on stage. He fixed his eyes on a point above Fransson’s head.

			“We can start with the first witness statement,” he said.

			“Which witness would that be?”

			“The caretaker at Grimsta IP, Viktor Bengtsson,” he said. “He sees Costa bend down and pick up something from the running track, at the edge of the football pitch; he doesn’t know exactly what. But, step by step, you seem to put a stone in Costa’s hand. ‘Could it have been a stone?’ Detective Inspector Axel Ström asks on page 138 of the interrogation report, and gets a ‘Yes, maybe’ in reply. Afterwards, it’s a fact that Costa had a stone in his hand. Isn’t that a little strange?”

			“We haven’t taken it as fact.”

			“And then we have the profanity. Bengtsson hears Costa cursing the referee. But is Costa really saying ‘I’m going to kill that bastard’? Initially, reference is made only to profanities in general. Bengtsson says: ‘He looked like he could kill someone.’ But somehow, that is transformed into words coming from Costa’s mouth. Bengtsson’s memory is embellished.”

			“That’s not true. We’ve posed critical questions all along.”

			“Ostensibly, perhaps, but not in practice. Regardless, I think Bengtsson’s statement is pretty good in comparison. Things are worse when it comes to young Filip Grundström.”

			“What’s the matter with him?”

			“He’s a sensitive lad, right? He’s able to read your wishes, and I sympathise with that. What didn’t we all do at that age to secure fifteen seconds in the limelight? Filip saw Costa with a dirty Napoli jersey. But exactly where is not clear – not at first. He becomes more certain, and then, hey presto, Costa staggers out of the forest next to Gulddragargränd, and in the same moment the red muck on his top becomes blood. Isn’t it funny? How one assumption reinforces the other, and how that, in turn, affects the way you speak to other witnesses.”

			“That’s an outrageous suggestion,” Fransson said, half rising, only for his heavy, ungainly body to sink back down again.

			“Perhaps . . .” Rekke said. “But you become increasingly selective about which information you take an interest in, and I can’t understand why you suspect Costa to the extent that you do. His account is nuts, I admit. But the funny thing is that the truth is often like that, off the wall. Why couldn’t he have walked in the ditch that runs alongside the road? He was wet and angry, he might as well get wetter and angrier. And why couldn’t he have have fallen and hurt his elbow and seen a green clothes hanger on the bank of the ditch? A green clothes hanger.”

			“What about it?”

			“Nothing, really. It’s just an odd detail that caught my eye. I couldn’t understand why he would mention it if he were lying. A hanger, maybe, but a green one? How many green clothes hangers have you seen in your life?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Nor do I, but here’s one in any case.”

			He produced a Polaroid from his plastic folder, and to Micaela’s surprise – and excitement – the photo showed a green hanger in a ditch.

			“It was a little further away than I’d expected,” he said. “I had to root around a bit.”

			“So you’ve been out there?” Jonas Beijer said suddenly, as if he had just woken up.

			“Yes, but not for the hanger. I was interested in the mud and the water.”

			“Why?” Fransson managed to spit out.

			“The lakes and marshes out there are dystrophic and acidified. There’s a lack of lime, which turns the mud a red-brown shade and makes the water in the ditches look like watered-down blood. I wanted to conduct a little experiment.”

			“What experiment?” Jonas Beijer said.

			“Nothing scientific. Just a small comparative study, this time in black and white – grainy black and white,” he said, pulling out two more photographs from the plastic folder.

			One of them was all too familiar to them. It was Giuseppe Costa, a full body shot of him sitting on the Tunnelbana, looking dishevelled in his stained Napoli jersey. The other photo depicted a tall, slim figure smiling cautiously at the camera.

			The man was Rekke himself, and he was also wearing a dirty T-shirt.

			“The lengths we go to in order to understand,” he said.

			“So you threw yourself in the ditch too?” Fransson said.

			“I settled for rubbing the top in the water and mud, then putting it on and walking up to the Tunnelbana station at Vällingby. But that was interesting. Remarkable, is it not, how similar the two tops look?” he said, and they really did. Micaela couldn’t help feeling a pang of shame.

			Had she ever thought the CCTV footage was especially convincing?

			“So you mean there was never any blood on Costa’s top?”

			This was Jonas Beijer again. He seemed to be gathering his thoughts.

			“That’s exactly what I mean.”

			“Why did he get rid of it so quickly then?” Fransson snapped.

			“I don’t know.”

			“You don’t know?”

			“No,” Rekke continued. “But perhaps we’ll have to take him at his word. The jersey was dirty and tattered, splitting at the seams in two places. Perhaps he didn’t feel like washing it. Why do you assume that it was important to him?”

			“So you don’t see any cause for suspicion, none at all?”

			“Of course it would have been better if we’d found the jersey. But there are other issues that are more disturbing – don’t you agree?” Hans Rekke said, looking at Micaela.

			“What . . . no . . . I don’t know about that,” she said.

			“No? She asks different kinds of questions. She has a different focus to her gaze, and perhaps it makes a difference that she . . .”

			He looked at her intensely again, and she felt uncomfortable, ill at ease, as if he was going to articulate a truth she didn’t want to hear, and perhaps he noticed that too. He fell silent, then changed tack and moved on to Costa’s previous assault case as described in the investigation.

			“What sets it apart?” he said.

			“Violent aggression,” Jonas Beijer said, as if he had changed sides and was now one of Rekke’s pupils.

			“Exactly, but there’s something else, isn’t there?”

			“What?”

			“An absolute bloody racket, in short. Each time Costa’s attacked someone, he’s shouted and bellowed. But what happens when Jamal Kabir is killed?”

			“We don’t know.”

			It must have been quiet, Micaela thought to herself.

			“No, we don’t,” Rekke said. “But there are a few things we do know. Jamal Kabir doesn’t turn around. No blows land from the side or front. Every blow is aimed at the back of his head. It doesn’t seem credible that he was warned in advance by shouts and profanities. But above all—”

			“What?” barked Fransson.

			“The blows come from above. The cranium and the skull seem to have been crushed by extreme force. The fractures have, as it were, continued in the direction of the trauma. But with one blow it’s different; it has made the skull expand momentarily – it’s detectable from the protuberance in the Y-shaped crack formation. And what does that indicate?”

			“That the blow came from below,” Micaela said suddenly.

			The thought had already occurred to her.

			“Exactly, and which of all the blows ought to have come from below if Kabir fell forwards?”

			“The first.”

			“Quite. And how tall is Costa?”

			“One hundred and eighty-seven centimetres.”

			“And Kabir?”

			“A hundred and seventy-three.”

			“Hence, an educated guess is that the murderer is probably shorter than Kabir, not taller. But above all, I cannot associate this type of cold, methodical rage with Costa’s personality, because – to answer your first question: Costa is no psychopath. He’s too sentimental and ­anxiety-driven.”

			“So what is he, then?”

			“He’s an alcoholic and an extrovert. He’s proud and he’s bitter. Without doubt he can be violent. But he didn’t kill the referee. You are mistaken,” Hans Rekke said in a voice that sounded neither triumphant nor superior, merely apologetic.

			Nevertheless his words felt like a slap, even more so since they were sitting in his large house, and because at that moment Rekke seemed so sophisticated with his tall, slim figure, as if every part of him was superior.

			Micaela was not surprised in the slightest when Fransson stood up.

			“I’ve heard enough,” he spluttered.

			“Really?”

			“You quite clearly know nothing about police work,” he spat, at which point Rekke also stood up and looked at the chief inspector with the same melancholy smile.

			“No, perhaps not,” he said. “But still, I see certain patterns, and I advise you to check that recording of Kabir just after the final whistle.”

			“For Christ’s sake, we’ve seen it a thousand times.”

			“I don’t doubt that. But isn’t it strange how calm Kabir is, while Costa continues to shout and bluster? It’s as if he reads him to a tee: just another nutter, he seems to think to himself. But then suddenly, just before the camera takes a blow, what happens? He looks diagonally to the right and sees something else and he is frightened.”

			“His gaze is just flickering.”

			“Is it really? I believe—”

			“I’m not interested in what you believe. I’m done with your bullshit.”

			“I’m sorry about that.”

			“Well, thanks for having us,” Fransson said, and he made for the front door.

			For a moment the others didn’t know what to do. The change of direction was so sudden and confusing that Beijer and Sandberg ended up swaying on the spot, as if they wanted both to follow Fransson and to stay with Rekke. But eventually their impulse to stand by their boss won out, and only Micaela was left standing beside the bronze statue, deep in concentration.

			“What is it you believe?”

			“What . . . ?” Rekke said, not quite with her.

			“You think there was someone else there on the touchline, someone we haven’t yet spotted?”

			Hans Rekke looked at her, not as he had before, but as if the interest he had shown in her recently had been purely intellectual – as if she had been just another thing he had inspected.

			“Perhaps,” he said hesitantly, and she wondered whether she ought not to leave too. But then she thought about the referee and his gloomy demeanour on the pitch.

			“What about Jamal Kabir, then? What do you make of him?” she said.

			Rekke seemed to come back to life. He looked at her with a puzzled expression.

			“I don’t trust him,” he said. “Not just because of the gaps in his story. It’s his old injuries, too. I recognise them. It’s as if they point to . . .” he began, fervour returning to his voice.

			But he didn’t have the chance to finish. Agitated voices were audible from the hallway as well as the sound of footsteps, soft, tentative steps that seemed afraid to interrupt. It was Rekke’s wife, who had stepped out of the kitchen and was now looking at them quizzically, perhaps in annoyance. At the same moment they heard the front door slam. All three of them went in that direction, past the daughter, Julia, who watched them with a curious, almost greedy expression. Micaela heard Rekke whisper:

			“She’s our little spy.”

			“What?” she said.

			“You have to guard your secrets,” he said.

			His tone was playful, as if he had completely forgotten about the slamming door. Micaela couldn’t summon the energy to care.

			As she emerged into the sunshine her steps felt sluggish. She looked down at the raked gravel. Fransson and Sandberg were waving at her impatiently from the car, and she swore to herself, absorbed in her thoughts. Suddenly she turned around, with a feeling that she was being watched again, being observed with the same sharpness and intensity as before. But it was just her imagination.

			Over by the veranda Rekke briefly put an arm around his wife’s waist before disappearing into the large house with light, nonchalant steps, as if the meeting had for him been no more than a footnote, a halt en route to something more important. At that point anger and humiliation washed over her.

			She got into the car with a determined expression, and was hit by the stifling heat inside.
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