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ONE


The note was waiting for him, pinned to the door of the houseboat, when he came home that Wednesday night.




You’re a clumsy man, Vos.


You miss things.




Two lines out of a printer, the page folded over then stuck to the rotting wooden frame with a drawing pin. Sometimes it seemed most of Amsterdam knew a solitary police brigadier lived in the run-down black-painted barge by the Berenstraat bridge. Sometimes that meant the odd act of vandalism. More often people knocking on his door asking for help. Or, worse, following him into the Drie Vaten bar across the road and trying to bend his ear when all he wanted was some peace and quiet away from the occasional tumult of the job.


‘These things happen, Sam,’ he told the white and tan fox terrier seated patiently on the grubby planks, watching him with keen, bright eyes. The dog didn’t disagree.


Just after eight. Night was falling over the quiet stretch of the Prinsengracht where Vos lived. He’d slunk out of the medal ceremony at the police headquarters in Marnixstraat at the top of the street, tired, hungry, eager for a beer. Jillian Chandra, the new station commissaris, a stern woman recently arrived from national headquarters in Zoetermeer, hadn’t much appreciated having a dog in the station garden for the presentation.


Vos wasn’t sure Chandra appreciated much about him either, his attitude, his scruffy clothes, the long dark hair in need of a barber, something Vos was aware of and would get round to soon. But the event was to hand out long-service medals to a number of officers, among them Dirk Van der Berg, one of Vos’s oldest colleagues, a firm friend of Sam’s. The terrier had to be there.


Commissaris Chandra, faced with a curious message like this, would doubtless have reached for some disposable gloves and popped it into a plastic evidence bag just in case. She was a manager, not a front-line officer. Straight from the bureaucrat hive in the south where people looked at computer screens more than they did people, she didn’t appreciate Amsterdam was different, a mutable, living metropolis where there was always something to catch the eye of the curious. What mattered was choosing your moments then picking at the threads that merited attention.


Two cryptic lines of text didn’t. Vos tore the paper from the door, left the pin stuck there to make sure it came nowhere near Sam, then balled up the page and tossed it into the waste bin by the gangplank.


The lights of the Drie Vaten beckoned. It was getting dark. Just one person sitting at the little tables outside, a man in a long coat, fast asleep beneath a wide-brimmed hat.


Beer.


Jillian Chandra didn’t approve of alcohol on police premises. They’d been offered coffee and soft drinks instead, and if she’d noticed the look of horror on Van der Berg’s face she didn’t show it.


‘Let’s have supper with your friend Sofia tonight, shall we?’ Vos said, and the dog was tugging at the end of the lead before he’d finished the sentence.


At the door his heart sank. A sudden sharp bark from inside the brown bar stopped them in their tracks. In an instant Sam was yelping wildly, pulling hard on his lead. Like most of his breed, he was firmly convinced he was more human than animal. Other dogs he usually didn’t like. The one that was yapping a desperate falsetto just then, a muscular black and white mongrel belonging to a large and equally vocal widow from a terraced house round the corner, he loathed in particular, as the mutt hated him.


With Vos struggling to hold Sam back, the pair set up a to-and-fro cacophony of angry, explosive barks. Four customers at the counter covered their ears, the widow among them, fixing Vos with a furious stare that said: We were here first.


True, he thought. He was still hungry and in need of female company. The rippled reflection of a three-quarter moon was already visible in the still black waters of the Prinsengracht by the gentle humpback bridge. But it wasn’t cold and Sofia had Leon, her second-in-command, helping out behind the counter. He could get some beer, some bread, liver sausage and cheese, then the two of them would sit outside with Sam for a while, enjoying the evening.


‘Can I help?’ asked a voice by the door as Vos hesitated there. ‘I’m good with animals.’


It was the man in the long coat. The broad hat was still over his face but he was awake enough and didn’t sound drunk or stoned. His hand was raised, ready to take the lead.


Sam looked at him and to Vos’s amazement stopped barking.


‘Thanks. Won’t be a moment.’


The stranger put out a long arm and led Sam beneath the table. Vos walked in, ordered a beer, some food, then tried to catch Sofia’s attention. It wasn’t easy. There was a big party at the back. He hadn’t seen them from the door, or realized how busy the Drie Vaten was at that moment.


She came with the drinks and the liver sausage he’d ordered.


‘We could sit outside if you like . . .’ he began.


Sofia Albers was thirty-five. She’d rented the bar a few years earlier, just before he moved into the ramshackle boat outside the door. A brief marriage lay somewhere in the past, and a few boyfriends along the way. The Jordaan was her home and always had been. It was second nature to be generous to the motley band of customers who wandered through the Drie Vaten’s worn wooden interior, young and old, rich and poor, decent and occasionally crooked. With a cheerful, inquisitive face, sun-tanned all year round and framed by a head of straight dark hair, she attracted plenty of admirers too, none of whom seemed to stay long.


The widow’s dog started up again. Sofia shot it a savage glance. Sam was as much hers now, given how often she looked after him when Vos was working.


‘Can’t, Pieter,’ she said briskly. ‘Too busy.’


The mongrel stopped barking as suddenly as it had started.


‘Can’t Leon . . . ?’


‘Another night.’ She winced and he knew he wouldn’t press her. ‘Oh . . . one of your colleagues came down from Marnixstraat half an hour ago. He was trying to find you. His name was . . .’


She riffled through a set of scribbled notes next to the beer pumps.


‘Ruud Jonker . . .’


‘A police officer? I don’t recall anyone called that. What did he look like?’


Still, he knew the name from somewhere.


‘I didn’t really notice. He had police ID. Hasn’t he phoned?’


‘No.’


A pair of British tourists interrupted, pushing their way to the bar, demanding a couple of beers then asking if she minded them smoking dope. They always put an imaginary joint to their lips with that question. Vos had seen it so often and still didn’t understand why.


Sofia poured two Heinekens and told them to take it outside. There was a guilty look on her face at that moment, as if she’d realized she’d made a mistake.


‘I’m sorry. He showed me a card and said he needed to talk to you. He’d lost your phone number.’ She tugged at a lock of brown hair. ‘I think it was a police ID. It had a photograph on it. I was trying to serve someone.’


‘Don’t worry . . .’


‘But I gave him your number. I shouldn’t have done that.’ She smiled, nervous. ‘Rushed off my feet for once. He sounded like one of yours. Still . . . At least the dogs have quietened down a bit.’


Vos glanced at the mongrel. It was curled up beneath the widow’s sturdy legs, seemingly fast asleep. This seemed odd. The arguments never ended so easily.


A sudden flash of guilty panic struck him. He strode out through the Drie Vaten’s battered wood and glass doors. The tables were empty apart from the two tourists giggling over weed.


Heart thumping, he walked onto the cobbled street by the boat, stood at the corner of Elandsgracht and Prinsengracht, close to the bridge, calling the terrier’s name.


No answer.


No sign of a man in an overcoat and hat.


No Sam.


Something trembled against his chest. Then the trill of the phone reached him.


A new text there, from a number he didn’t recognize.


Like I said, Vos. You miss things.


He dialled back straight away and got voicemail.


The phone trembled and sounded again. The second message was nothing more than a cryptic set of numbers.


52.366258, 4.896299.


The man put the phone on the passenger seat and pulled out into the night traffic on Marnixstraat, trams and buses, the bustle of the city.


The dog was a gift he hadn’t expected. It had scraped its claws against the black Prinsengracht cobbles as he dragged it to the van, not barking, too proud and grumpily puzzled for that.


He’d meant what he said. He was good with animals. It was just people that got to him.


A red light came up on the way to Leidseplein so he checked his watch. Eight twenty-seven. It was important to manage every second. This was a kind of game after all. Hide and seek. Catch me if you can. Ninety minutes or less from hooking his quarry outside his houseboat on the Prinsengracht to the end of the first act.


He drove with the window down. The late September evening was unusually hot, close to cloying. The long coat lay on the passenger seat, a hat beside it.


An odour rose from the back, one he didn’t much like.


Not a dog smell either.


Laura Bakker was still at the reception when Vos called, listening to the last of the speeches, the sound of the event coming down the crackly line like the buzz of surly bees. Late twenties, a tall and striking young woman with long red hair, an unusual taste in clothes and a loud, sometimes confrontational voice, she worked as a detective in Vos’s team.


‘You might have waited till the end . . .’ she scolded him. Bakker had dressed for the occasion: a black flared trouser suit and white shirt. Conservative for her. ‘Commissaris Chandra expected that.’


‘I didn’t know half those people. Why should I?’ He looked up and down the Prinsengracht again. ‘I think someone’s stolen Sam.’


‘Oh my God. Why?’


A ridiculous question in the circumstances. Not that he was going to say it. Vos forwarded her the mysterious text.


‘Someone came into the Drie Vaten to get my phone number. Sofia barely saw who he was. He walked off with Sam and sent this message. It means nothing to me.’


He could hear Jillian Chandra’s booming voice diminish as Bakker walked away from the ceremony. Then a beep as his text turned up.


‘Numbers,’ she said.


‘I know that. But—’


‘I’m thinking.’


There was a short pause then she said, ‘Looks like decimal degrees.’


‘What?’


‘They use them for computer maps. Instead of latitude and longitude. You know what a map app is?’


‘I suppose . . .’


He barely used the phone for anything but messages and calls. Why would he need a map? Amsterdam was where he’d lived and worked all his life. He knew just about every street and alley and canal.


‘It’s for a place. You put those numbers into the app and it takes you there.’


‘I don’t know how.’


He could hear her breathing, picture her nimble fingers tapping at the phone.


‘Doesn’t matter. I’ve got it. Rembrandtplein. The tram stop going west. If you . . .’


A dog barked. The mongrel was at the door of the Drie Vaten, staring out into the dark, looking for something to yap at.


‘I’m on my way,’ Bakker said as Vos looked to hail a cab.


The Albert Cuyp market had been Bert Schrijver’s life for as long as he could remember. At the age of eight he’d started working for his father, shifting boxes of flowers and bulbs around the warehouse on Govert Flinckstraat, selling what they could through the stall one block away. The building ran all the way from Flinckstraat to the market, a sprawling terraced mansion in its day with a courtyard, storerooms, apartments, a shopfront and a flourishing wholesale trade. The ‘castle’, the family called it, home to the Schrijvers for more than sixty years since his grandfather started the business just after the war. Not that the old man would recognize the area now.


While Flinckstraat stayed quiet and allowed his solitary van to make the delivery rounds, the Albert Cuyp filled each morning, with tourists mostly, meandering around the stalls looking for cheap clothes, home-made cookies and pastries, all kinds of cheese, all manner of fish, fresh and cooked to order. Fancy restaurants offering expensive burgers and exotic food were springing up everywhere, along with cafes that sold kinds of coffee Bert Schrijver didn’t even recognize. The quarter was coming to be occupied by a new, international crowd who’d decided De Pijp was the next corner of Amsterdam to patronize, to fill with trendy cocktail bars and organic bistros and pizzerias, to pillage for housing until the prices for working-class locals went through the roof.


Flowers they bought too, but not as many as before, nor were the commercial customers as easy to find as they used to be. Since the divorce Schrijver’s meagre income had been stretched close to breaking point. As usual of an evening he was totting up a long day’s paltry takings surrounded by the heady scent of tulips, lilies and roses, many of them wilting, unsold and unsaleable around him.


On his deathbed his father had delivered a damning verdict on his son: he was good at giving people what they wanted. The trouble was, as any born retailer understood, most of the time Joe Public simply stood there scratching its head, never knowing what it was looking for.


His son could haul around crates of blooms and bulbs all day long with his strong and tireless arms. But he could never spot that moment of hesitation in a customer’s eyes then dash to fill it: buy this, try that. So they walked on, to settle for a crummy T-shirt from the foreigner down the way or throw silly money across the counter for a bag of cookies twice the price of the baker’s round the corner.


As their income fell, Schrijver had been forced to butcher the castle piece by piece, sold off like a precious carcass over the years. When Schrijver was young they’d owned everything, all five floors on both sides, Flinckstraat and Albert Cuyp, top to bottom. The attics had gone a decade before. Now the upper floors were private apartments, most not even occupied by their owners at all but rented out, often by the day to tourists.


After the divorce he’d been forced to sell the family flat where three generations had grown up, then move a single bed into the ground-floor office. His daughter, Annie, the flower girl as all the locals called her, had the larger, smarter studio at the front across the small, dark courtyard. And still he teetered on the verge of bankruptcy each month, fending off creditors, begging early payment from the many who owed him.


That constant air of uncertainty affected his daughter. She craved escape from the grim, cramped warehouse where they lived cheek-by-jowl. Even if it was just for a night or two with a friend somewhere or on the couch at her mother’s housing association apartment facing the open green space of Sarphatipark.


Bert Schrijver was forty-six, Annie twenty four years younger. He didn’t mix much with the other market men any more. Couldn’t afford the bar bills. And he missed her whenever she vanished. There was nothing left then except the accusatory bookkeeping, the dying flowers, the cloying scent of failure. He was typing the last line of the day’s takings into their ancient laptop when the doorbell went. Schrijver was up in an instant. Sometimes she forgot her spare set of keys and had to be let in.


But it was Nina, her mother, who stood there clutching a cheap black jacket around her, looking the way she always did when she was forced to see him: miserable and disappointed. She was still the woman he’d fallen for as a teenager when she was selling kibbeling, raw herring and fried mussels on one of the market stalls. He’d long ago given up any hope she’d take him back.


‘I can’t find Annie,’ she said, not looking at him. ‘Haven’t seen her since Monday.’


He tried to clear his head of numbers and the constant battle to juggle dates for paying bills.


‘Come in.’


She peered round him into the dark interior, past the buckets of drooping flowers.


‘I don’t need to come in.’


‘She said . . .’ He was a slow man and knew it. ‘She told me she was staying round your place last night. Today’s her day off anyway. I thought maybe the two of you had gone shopping. Had to do the deliveries myself before I opened the stall. Jordi called in sick.’


Nina scowled at the mention of Schrijver’s old bar mate, the only part-time help he could afford.


‘Jordi Hoogland. I can’t believe you’re still throwing money at that bum.’


‘Not much. Less than anyone else would take. Annie said she was at your—’


‘She wasn’t staying with me last night. How many times do I have to say it?’


The look he knew. It said: You’re being stupid again.


‘That’s what she told me.’


‘I’ve been calling her all afternoon.’


The phone came out of her pocket. She dialled. A cheery young voice came out of the tinny speaker and said, ‘Hi, it’s me. Just leave a message for the flower girl. She’ll get back to you real quick.’


Schrijver got a familiar cold feeling in his stomach.


‘She’s not been hanging round with that bastard Sanders again, has she?’


Nina glared at him.


‘Right. Blame Rob. She’s twenty-two. Not your little girl any more. You’ve got to stop hating any man she—’


‘He was bad for her.’


‘And what do you know about that?’


Her voice had grown loud and high and shrill.


‘I know Rob Sanders made her miserable.’


He brought this anger out in her. It was a talent he’d never wanted.


‘I can’t find her, Bert. I haven’t seen her for two days. Two days.’


He had to think.


‘She was here when I went out yesterday. When she said she was going to your place. Gone when I got back. Just Jordi round then.’


Nina stood by the green warehouse door. Schrijver went inside and found his jacket, wallet, phone and keys. When he returned she had her phone out again.


‘I’m calling the police.’


‘Do that.’


‘Where are you going? Don’t you want to be here?’


There were so many bars the young frequented in De Pijp. Annie knew every one of them, and plenty beyond too, in the Jordaan, the centre.


He’d start in the nearby places, the tavern in the square down the road, the beer cafe along the way, then, if he got nowhere, the streets around the park. Someone had to know. She was the flower girl of the Albert Cuyp.


‘I’ll find her.’


‘Don’t you go near Rob. I talked to him already. He’s not seen her in days. They finished. Remember?’


Schrijver scowled at her and dragged on his jacket.


‘And he always tells the truth, doesn’t he?’


Then he slid the green door shut, put on the padlock, and looked up and down the half-deserted market street. Trash and scavenging birds. A bunch of young out for the night, happy, as if the Albert Cuyp belonged to them. This had been his world once. Local families, growing up together. A sense this was a place people shared and cared for, a village that just happened to be set on the edge of the city. It was a community still, he thought. Just not his.


Rembrandtplein looked much as it did most summer evenings. Full of tourists brimming with drink or woozy from weed. The air was heavy with the smell of dope, the square littered with spent frites cones and beer cans. Vos’s cab couldn’t get close because of the crowds so he got out at the perimeter and headed for the westbound stop. Where the road gave way to pedestrians Laura Bakker was walking down the metal tram rails in the street, a tall figure, red hair loose down her back.


They reached the glass and metal shelter almost together, Bakker scanning the interior, looking for a piece of paper the moment she turned up.


Ruud Jonker.


The name kept nagging him.


‘Pieter? How did it happen?’


‘Outside the Drie Vaten. I asked someone to hold his lead. Went in to get a beer. Wasn’t thinking. Next thing . . .’


There was a loud blast of rock from a band in one of the bars. A bunch of young men were stripping off their shirts and beating their bare chests.


‘Maybe it’s a horrible joke. They’re just trying to scare you.’


‘Some joke.’


There was no obvious piece of paper stuck inside or outside the tram stop.


‘Does the name Ruud Jonker mean anything?’ he asked. ‘Is there someone called that in Marnixstraat?’


‘Not that I know.’


An ambulance cruised along the pedestrianized square, headed for a bunch of men in the corner. A drunk was rolling round, throwing up violently amidst the trash on the ground. His mates seemed to think it was funny. Then a marked police car followed. She watched it and said, ‘Stealing a dog’s a crime. We could call in . . .’


He just looked at her.


‘I’ll do it,’ she promised. ‘If you won’t.’


Vos didn’t answer. He was staring at the advert next to the route map and timetable inside the stop. It was for a brand of jeans he’d never heard of before. One called ‘Ruud’.


A handsome kid in too-tight denims stood in front of a boat in a harbour on a perfect sunny day in Spain or somewhere. He grinned with perfect white teeth and thrust out his muscled, tanned chest.


The only word printed there was the brand name. But beneath it someone had scrawled in thick black felt tip, ‘Jonker’.


Then, in a balloon coming out of his mouth, ‘Remember me, Pieter? If you don’t, you will.’


In smaller letters below . . . 52.366466, 4.917661.


‘There,’ Vos said, pointing at the numbers.


Bakker yanked out her phone and started stabbing at the keys.


‘Who the hell is he?’ Bakker asked as she began to tap in the numbers.


Someone little, he thought. Someone he’d forgotten about altogether. Investigations were like that. The only live ones were the cases in front of you. The past was past. Dead and meant to stay that way.


‘I think he was supposed to be a monster,’ Vos murmured. ‘Not that I ever really knew.’


He was grateful she wasn’t listening.


‘There,’ Bakker said and presented him with the phone.


The place was close to the Artis zoo in Plantage. Vos liked trams. He used them all the time and knew every line in the city. Two services running through Rembrandtplein went close to there, the nine and the fourteen.


‘Thanks.’


Bakker’s fists went straight to her hips. He got what he now thought of as the trademark glare.


‘What the hell is this about?’


There was the clang of a bell. A number nine rounded the corner.


‘Me, I think,’ Vos said, watching the blue and white carriage approach. ‘Go back to Marnixstraat. Tell the night team I may call.’


She held out her phone.


‘From the zoo?’


The tram came to a noisy halt in front of them. The doors opened with a familiar hiss and a gaggle of girls in short skirts and skimpy tees stumbled onto the Rembrandtplein cobbles.


‘I very much doubt that,’ he said and stepped inside.


The reception in the Marnixstraat garden was drawing to a close. Vos had slid out without anyone spotting. Bakker seemed to have copied the same trick, there one moment, gone the next. Dirk Van der Berg envied them both. But Commissaris Chandra had told him to hang around until the end so he did, clutching a plastic cup of cold coffee, nibbling at soft, stale biscuits and bad sandwiches.


Twenty-five years he’d spent in the police. A tall, heavy, worn man with a melancholic grey and pockmarked face, he had the paunch, the scars, the inner and outer wounds to prove it. All of them told him: getting ordered to wait behind like this wasn’t good.


The new commissaris didn’t look much like anyone else in Amsterdam police headquarters. Just turned forty, always smartly dressed, she had the sturdy build of an athlete and wore a permanently unconvincing smile. Her father came from Jakarta and had worked as a cook in an Indonesian restaurant. Her mother was Rotterdam born and bred, a civilian executive in Zoetermeer police headquarters for a while, though Chandra was quick to emphasize this was not how she came to enter the service.


She was, as far as anyone knew, not so much unattached as aloof from everyone around her. When she wasn’t working she seemed to spend most of her free hours in the gym, a habit she recommended at every possible occasion. Van der Berg had joked once that his fitness regime largely consisted of cycling to any of a number of the preferred bars he knew in the city. Her smile had remained frozen throughout but he’d got the message.


A single woman with few friends in Amsterdam would usually have attracted some sympathy. People might have tried to show her around, invite the new boss for dinner, offer to introduce her to a few places outsiders rarely saw. But no one had yet plucked up the courage or the enthusiasm. Jillian Chandra came across as polite, intelligent, and deeply committed to the job. She wrote morale-building memos that included every buzzword of modern policing. Eight weeks into her posting, she still seemed a stranger to most around her.


‘So . . .’ she said in her low southern voice after she guided him to the edge of the dwindling crowd.


Van der Berg tried to stop himself staring at her immaculate uniform with its too-shiny buttons.


‘So?’


‘Twenty-five years. If you had it all again what would you do differently?’


‘Nothing.’


She laughed and wasn’t amused.


‘Surely . . .’


‘Not a thing. I’ve made some mistakes. Who hasn’t? But I’ve got a good wife. A nice home. Colleagues who happen to be friends. No complaints.’


Her green eyes flickered at that last.


‘Vos,’ she said, and nothing more.


‘Among them.’


‘I suppose I should be grateful to him. Vos is why I’m here, isn’t he?’


Not exactly, Van der Berg thought.


‘If there’s anything I can do to help, Commissaris. This isn’t Zoetermeer.’


‘Same country.’


‘Different place. Amsterdam’s not black and white. It can turn prickly if you think that.’


She had a pleasant face, broad, with high, full cheeks, flawless olive skin, shrewd and interested eyes. He found it hard to work out how much sincerity was there but then you didn’t step onto the management up escalator by being too open with your feelings.


‘Vos was out of the service altogether for a while,’ Chandra said. ‘For more than two years. He’d still be in that grubby houseboat of his, smoking himself stupid, if it weren’t for Frank de Groot. And how did he repay that?’


He’d half-expected this. Chandra’s predecessor was still at home waiting to hear whether he’d face a criminal trial for covering up evidence in a sex scandal in Volendam. The grapevine said he’d get away with a caution and the loss of a big chunk of his pension. People were pulling strings, but a long and largely praiseworthy police career was over in disgrace.


‘You can’t blame anyone but Frank for that. Besides . . .’ He so wished he was in the Drie Vaten clutching a decent glass of tripel, not a half-full plastic cup of weak coffee. ‘What were we supposed to do? Turn a blind eye?’


‘No blind eyes on my watch. If this place was being run properly De Groot would never have tried a stunt like that. It’s a sign of laxity. Carelessness. Insufficient discipline. No rigour. From now on we do things by the book.’


‘Which book is that, Commissaris?’


She smiled more broadly, pleased by the question.


‘Mine, of course. All this time and you’re still at the foot of the ladder.’


He nodded.


‘Suits me. I like going out onto the street. Meeting people. Looking them in the eye. All this . . .’ He glanced at the building behind them, the windows dotted with computer screens everywhere. ‘It’s important. But if people don’t see us out there . . . you run a risk.’


The smile diminished.


‘What risk?’


‘The risk they forget we exist.’


Jillian Chandra thought for a second and said, ‘Good point. But the book . . .’


‘Your book, you mean?’


‘It’s what matters. I don’t think Vos appreciates that. He seems to feel he can carry on the way he did with De Groot. Doing whatever he wants and informing me of it afterwards. Turning up dressed like a bum. That damned dog with him.’


Sam she’d tolerated in the office for a while until an unfortunate incident with a waiting-room sofa. Now he was banned and Vos forever on the end of sly comments about his scruffy jackets, the jeans, the unruly hair.


‘Pieter’s focused on what counts. Not the small things.’


‘I’d never have handed him his job back the way De Groot did. You walk out of these doors and that’s it. No second chances.’


This he believed to be true.


‘In that case we would have been deprived of one of the smartest men I’ve ever worked with.’ He glanced at her uniform and didn’t care whether she noticed or not. ‘Perhaps not Zoetermeer smart. But Amsterdam smart. Which we still need, whatever the people down south may feel.’


‘Loyalty.’ Her hand came out to his arm. ‘A fine quality. Admirable. But only a fool wants to go down with the ship.’


She came close and whispered in his ear.


‘We both know you’re no fool.’


‘At the risk of repeating myself, he’s the best officer—’


‘All the more reason for him to follow the book. All the more reason for you to tell me when he doesn’t. One way or another he will toe the line. Or I’ll have him back in that barge of his, staring at the walls, smoking weed. Have no doubts.’


He didn’t. That had been coming all along.


‘Good.’ One last squeeze of his arm. ‘I’m glad we understand one another. Now you can go.’


The van crossed the river by the ugly brown block of the Heineken brewery, kept to the busy road then, after a little way, bore right into De Pijp. He cruised slowly past the long straight street that, during the day, was given over to the Albert Cuyp market. The rubbish trucks had done their best. Most of the day’s trash was gone. A couple of workmen were hosing down the asphalt, watched by a pack of hungry herons, stiff and straight as soldiers, wondering if there were any scraps left in the waste from the fish stalls.


Briefly the scent of flowers came to him: lilies and roses. Perhaps it was that odd perfume that summoned a sad, pathetic whine from behind. The van had no back windows and a cage-like mesh separating the front seats from the rear. It was important no one outside saw, and no one inside could move.


‘This isn’t about you,’ the man muttered. ‘You are . . .’


The word briefly eluded him.


‘An innocent.’


Though innocents died too.


He’d never been quite clear how he could get Vos on the hook that night. Perhaps through the cruel bastard called fate. Or luck. Or coincidence. The note on the houseboat door was meant to be a start. After that a call. Another tantalizing breadcrumb, a message left at the bar, a place everyone knew the man frequented most nights.


Then opportunity had presented itself. Vos had handed him the dog’s lead. Decision made.


In the back the little animal whimpered again.


He bore left and found the river. It was a circuitous route but a pleasant one.


The dog let out a low crooning yowl.


In a while the road called Amsteldijk would turn into a modest cobbled lane, not much more than a track beside the still, deep waters of the river that gave the city its name. There were places he could stop and leave the terrier. He could knock on the door of any number of houseboats, tether the lead to the railing and then flee.


But that meant risk, all for the well-being of a creature too simple to understand anything of what was at stake.


As the dog’s claws scuttled round the bare metal floor the man thought of what lay by the animal’s side. Bare flesh, warm and cold, and blood. He hadn’t expected he’d be putting something else in there.


‘Keep those sharp fangs to yourself,’ he ordered and wondered why. It was a dumb creature and surely couldn’t understand his words.


Something did though.


There was another sound from the back, a shuffling, mumbling moan.


‘What’s there’s mine. No one else’s,’ he said, to whom he didn’t know.


Trying not to worry about the conversation with Chandra, Van der Berg wandered down Elandsgracht to the Drie Vaten. The bar was heaving with some kind of party, people he’d never seen in his life. Sofia Albers was too busy to talk. Vos’s houseboat was empty, all the lights off, which was odd.


For a moment Van der Berg thought of calling him and got far enough to take out his phone. He didn’t like Jillian Chandra one bit, but then bosses of her ilk weren’t there to be liked. Their purpose in life was to manage, to control, to be seen to be in charge. Not investigate or put themselves in the way of harm. Commissaris Chandra simply wanted to shepherd the men and women beneath her into the paddocks and enclosures the distant bureaucrats of Zoetermeer demanded then turn around to her own bosses with a triumphant flourish and say: Look, job done.


Vos was intelligent enough to know all this for himself. So Van der Berg stashed his phone, fought his way to the bar, got a beer out of a harassed Leon and found a rickety spare seat out by the pavement.


Drinking by yourself wasn’t such fun. He avoided it normally, but not now because tonight, as summer gave way to autumn with one last burst of sweaty metropolitan heat, the city felt odd. It must have been Chandra’s thinly disguised threats that affected his mood. There could be no other reason.


Van der Berg shifted his big legs beneath the table and his right foot found something soft. He reached down and picked it up.


A man’s suede bush hat – Australian, he saw from the label inside the brim. The kind of thing a tourist wore he guessed, glancing back at the busy bar.


There were two British men smoking themselves stupid a couple of tables away, taking no notice at all. This was a fine hat in search of an owner.


Van der Berg tried it on and found the thing a decent fit.


Finders keepers, he thought, placing it back on the table. If someone came to claim it, fine. If not . . .


It took the tram four minutes to cross the Amstel, wind its way into the quiet residential quarter of Plantage, then work down the broad road by the side of Artis, the sprawling zoo that occupied much of the central area.


The coordinates were for what looked like a building site next to the public car park. Vos vaguely remembered there’d been construction going on hereabouts for some time. By the gates stood a couple of diggers and a small crane parked next to a set of corrugated iron hoardings and a large sign that spoke of a new apartment complex coming the following year.


The fencing was down at the front, revealing what must have been a yard for the builders, an expanse of concrete surrounded by low workers’ cabins. A party was going on outside them, one of the improvised and illegal events the city had to deal with from time to time. Rarely with great success. They came and went like mayflies and it was never easy to pin down an organizer to take to court.


The long-established institution officially known as Natura Artis Magistra was as much a scientific body as a zoo for the curiosity and amusement of the public. It was obvious from the moment Vos pushed his way into the heaving midst ahead of him the event was designed to mirror the location.


He couldn’t begin to guess how many people were there, chatting, drinking, eating, dancing to the deafening music coming out of a makeshift DJ desk set up on trestle tables in front of a cabin marked ‘Manager’s Office’. Every last one of them was in costume, with masks or faces painted for the occasion. Lions and zebras, giraffes, monkeys and apes, bizarre parrots, some beasts he couldn’t begin to name.


The disguises made them anonymous in the hot and noisy night. Somewhere close by he heard a real animal noise. The squawk of a primate maybe, or a bird alarmed by the racket.


There was no stray piece of paper here, no message on a wall. Vos knew he wasn’t searching for anyone now. Someone surely had to be looking for him.


Laura Bakker sat in the office, face up to a computer screen. Rijnders was running the night team, bemused as to what he was supposed to do. Van der Berg she’d recalled to Marnixstraat just as he was ordering a second beer in the Drie Vaten.


Both men had listened to her odd tale about Vos and the missing dog.


‘He loves that little animal more than anything,’ Rijnders observed. Bakker waited for more: it didn’t come.


Jillian Chandra stuck her head through the door and called out a cheery goodnight. She’d changed out of her uniform and was wearing a shiny chocolate shirt and jeans. A pair of long and lurid green earrings glittered in the office lights. She beamed at Bakker and Van der Berg and asked, ‘Overtime?’


‘No,’ Van der Berg replied instantly, shuffling his new-found hat beneath the desk so she couldn’t see. ‘Just checking the holiday schedules. We’re trying to juggle them between us.’


‘You came to work to think about avoiding it,’ she said with that constant smile. And then she left.


‘I think the commissaris has a date,’ Rijnders suggested. ‘She looked quite . . . human.’


‘Lucky date,’ Bakker grumbled. ‘Does she have to let us know she’s got her beady eyes on us every minute of the day?’


‘Boss class,’ the night man pointed out. ‘It’s what they do.’


‘It’s all they do,’ Van der Berg added. ‘Do you like my new hat?’


He popped it on. Bakker told him he looked ridiculous.


‘Back to Sam . . .’ she said.


Rijnders didn’t like any of this.


‘If Pieter hasn’t asked for help why are we trying to force it on him? We do have things to do, you know.’


‘Much?’ Van der Berg asked.


The night man frowned.


‘Couple of muggings. Young woman missing in De Pijp. Probably late back from a party. Locals are taking a look. Not much if I’m honest. What’s the problem?’


Her fingers rattled the computer keyboard.


‘Ruud Jonker. The name seemed to ring a bell . . .’


Rijnders was known for his prodigious memory. Men and women, victims, witnesses and perpetrators, passed through Marnixstraat in their hundreds each year. Without good reason most officers would be hard-pressed to recall the name of someone they’d dealt with a month before. A face perhaps. Not him.


‘Ruud Jonker? Dead and gone.’


They waited for more.


‘Got to be three, four years ago. Really nasty one. Started with some date rape cases. Some women died.’ He nudged Van der Berg’s elbow. The hat was off now, tucked in a drawer. ‘Come on, Dirk. You remember. Those clubs. And the creepiest part—’


Van der Berg shook his head.


‘That idiot in the press called them the Sleeping Beauty murders,’ Rijnders added. ‘Remember now?’


There was a look of horror on Van der Berg’s face.


‘No, no. That was that sick bastard Vincent de Graaf. It was all done and dusted. Vos put him away. Three dead girls I think, that we knew about anyway. He never said sorry or anything. It was—’


‘And the other bit?’ Rijnders asked.


Van der Berg shuddered but before he could say anything Bakker started tapping the screen. The case files were there. Summer, four years ago. There was a spate of date rape complaints. Women claiming they’d been drugged in clubs and at impromptu illegal parties then woke up the next morning without a clue what had happened to them. Then three women fished out of the river, naked, stabbed to death, traces of a sedative in their bloodstreams.


The men read the screen over her shoulder.


‘It was Vincent de Graaf . . .’ Van der Berg repeated. ‘He went down for murder. I don’t recall anyone else—’


‘Vos ran the case,’ Bakker interrupted. ‘These are his notes. He wasn’t convinced De Graaf acted on his own. He wanted . . .’


‘I was there,’ Rijnders cried. ‘The day it happened. We’d nailed De Graaf but he was a slippery bastard. One of those guys convinced of his own genius and not so good at convincing anyone else. No one believed a word he said. We got him through a mate he had living in De Pijp. Ruud Jonker. Ran a tattoo parlour in the Albert Cuyp. He was on CCTV in a club in Warmoesstraat the night one of the girls got taken. She was talking to De Graaf. Jonker was with him. Vincent we grabbed straight off. By the time we found out where Jonker was . . .’


Bakker had got there already. All the photos from the scene. A body hanging from a beam in a curious room. There was an old-fashioned barber’s chair in the centre and walls covered with patterns for tattoos: death’s heads, screaming skulls, fierce animals, butterflies.


‘That’s Ruud Jonker,’ Rijnders said. ‘Dead as dead gets. No tears shed for that one.’


‘Someone used that name to get Vos’s phone number out of the Drie Vaten. Then stole his dog.’ She stabbed the screen. ‘This isn’t about Sam at all.’


When she called the dance music in the background was so loud she could barely hear him.


‘Where the hell are you?’


‘By the zoo,’ Vos said over the noise.


‘Ruud Jonker. We’ve worked out . . .’


‘I know. I remembered.’


‘But—’


‘But nothing. I don’t want you under my feet until I know what I’m dealing with.’


‘Pieter . . .’


Then another blare of music and he was gone.


He pulled the van onto the grass verge by the river. Along the road the red and white coat of arms and the four crosses of Amstelveen stood illuminated above the black iron cemetery gate. Lights were on in the reception building behind. The only man alive in Zorgvlied, a security guard, was there somewhere, probably watching TV.


He liked this area. The quiet spider’s web of the burial ground. Then, past the triple bridges that carried the busy southern ring road and the railway tracks across the river, the vast empty space of the Amstelpark, with its lakes and hidden bowers. A place a man could hide, get lost, then walk out free in any number of directions.


Curious tourists rarely found their way here. The locals had to go back into the city for entertainment. Not far beyond the park lay the Zuidas, with its tower blocks rising out of rubble and armies of multinational young. There, in skyscraper offices growing up from the ground like weeds, they manned banks and tech start-ups, and the trust companies used by everyone from foreign rock stars to web entrepreneurs to cut the tax they were supposed to be paying back home.


A stranger never got a second glance hereabouts. Perfect for what he needed.


One last check of his watch. This was like a ballet, a deadly dance to be choreographed. He knew pretty much how long it would take Vos to get here. There was time for one last cigarette and then he checked his things, the gun, the rope, the knife, the torch, the keys.


He threw the half-smoked cigarette out of the open window, pulled on his gloves more tightly, found the mask he’d put in the glove compartment and put it on. Fake fur and rubber with two ears sticking out of the top. A costume wolf. He got out, walked round to the back, threw open the doors and looked at what was there. The cowering terrier and two still shapes in the shadows.


The dog started whining. He yelled at the creature to shut up and to his surprise it did.


Then he reached inside and pulled back the sheets. Pale, grubby skin, slack face, a white cotton gag round her mouth. But she was breathing. Behind them in the shadows, up against the seat, a quivering bundle of fur.


‘Wake up, sleepy head,’ he said, and slapped her round the face.


Ten minutes Vos wasted wandering round the outdoor party by Artis. The noise was deafening, the air rich with the stink of weed. That didn’t trouble him any more, didn’t fill him with any pangs of longing as it once had when he first came back into the police.


All the lurid faces around seemed to stare at him. They were peacock figures, anonymous probably to each other so ornate were the disguises they wore. And he was just a man pushing forty in scruffy jeans, a jacket that had seen better days, dark hair longer than Jillian Chandra would have liked. A city sparrow in a flock of gaudy birds of paradise.


Vos worked his way back towards the street, ready to give in and call Laura Bakker. Then say . . . what?


I lost my dog. I gave his lead to a stranger who vanished with him, leaving curious messages in his wake. And the name of a murderer who killed himself years before.


Any ordinary member of the public who turned up at the doors of Marnixstraat with a story like that would get a raised eyebrow from the uniform officer on duty at the desk and told to come back in the morning when the drink had worn off.


‘You,’ said a young female voice, trying to make itself heard over the din. ‘Vos.’


He turned and saw a slim figure in a black and white panda costume, rings around her eyes, white powder over her face.


‘Me,’ he said, seeing she had a scrap of paper in her hands. She turned it: a picture of him from the paper a few weeks back, running an update on De Groot’s dismissal from the service. ‘You know my name. How about yours?’


She grinned then, a line of fine white teeth, straight like those of a child.


‘You can call me Li Li.’


He turned his head to one side and tried to imagine her without the face paint. She didn’t look Chinese.


‘A panda name,’ the girl said, turning round in front of him, twirling a stumpy white fake fur tail in her fingers.


Vos pulled out his police ID and flashed it in her face.


‘I’m a brigadier with the Amsterdam police. I want a real name. Not a pretend one. If I don’t get it you’re coming with me . . .’


Three tall figures came and cast a shadow over her from the strobe lights behind. A couple of gorillas, a tall, muscular lion. Maybe two hundred people here. He was on his own.


‘Pandas like to have fun,’ the girl said. ‘You don’t seem fun at all.’


‘Beat it,’ the lion ordered in a low American grunt. ‘You’re damaging the mood.’


Twenty minutes and he could have teams out to close the whole thing down. In other circumstances he might have considered it.


‘I think you’ve got a message for me. Hand it over and then I’m gone.’


The panda face frowned.


‘No message.’


The three men shuffled closer.


‘What then?’


She leaned forward, stretched up and whispered in his ear.


‘A present. He left you a present.’


‘Who?’


A shrug.


‘Some guy.’


She reached into a pouch on her belly and pulled out a fifty euro note. ‘A present for me too. Just to deliver it.’


Vos held out his hand. She went back into the pouch, pretended she couldn’t find it while the three men around her started to laugh. The music got louder. He would put in a call about this place. Once he was on his way.


Then she retrieved an envelope, plain brown, something thick in it, held the thing in front of her, teased him with it, giggling all the while.


‘Thanks,’ he said when she finally handed it over.


He walked through the broken fencing, away from the noise and the cloud of weed smoke. Inside was a pamphlet about somewhere familiar.


Vos stared at it and all thoughts of calling a team to break up the party behind him vanished. It was a brochure headed by a black and white shield with four crosses, the coat of arms of Amstelveen, the suburb to the south of the city. Beneath that two words, ‘Begraafplaats Zorgvlied’, a photo of a high iron gate, another picture of trees, scores and scores of grey slabs beneath them stretching into the distance.


He’d been there often enough in the past. It was one of the oldest cemeteries in Amsterdam, a sprawling burial ground set in parkland by the banks of the Amstel. Maybe four kilometres south.


A cab was crawling towards him hunting business. He flagged it down.


Back in the midst of the music and dope the panda called Li Li sipped her cocktail and watched him go. One last thing to be done.


She texted the number she’d been given. The single word he’d asked for.


Delivered.


Schrijver tried the bars the young liked in the busy square of Gerard Douplein. No one remembered seeing a young woman like Annie: tall, slim, striking with a blue streak in her blonde hair and a little ring in her nose. Unusual features, he thought, but looking around him: not so much any more. His daughter was pretty, vivacious, talkative. Would chat to anyone. That came from selling flowers in the street. She was so much better at it than he. But she was trusting too, and Bert Schrijver had lost that facility a long time ago, before the divorce even, when he was starting to realize the family castle was built on sand, with only his own feeble talents to shore it up against the coming storm.


He went to another place near the Heineken brewery, pulled out his phone for the friendly barman to show him a picture of his daughter, beaming in the busy market, holding out a bunch of roses like a bouquet for a lover.


‘You’re sure you’ve not seen her?’


The man was busy.


‘That’s the flower girl, isn’t it?’


‘Annie.’


‘Annie,’ he agreed. ‘She was in here a few nights ago.’


‘When?’


He rinsed a beer glass with water, half-filled it from one of the pumps and placed it in front of Schrijver.


‘I don’t recall. Here. Have one on me. It’s ours. We’re trying—’


‘I’m not here for beer. I’m trying to find my girl.’


‘Sorry,’ the barman said.


Schrijver tried to frame a question but there wasn’t a good one in his head.


The phone trembled in his pocket. Annie’s number was flashing on the screen. He marched out into the street, short of breath, heart pumping and he didn’t know why.


‘Love,’ he said. ‘We’ve been looking—’


There was a dog barking high and scared in the background.


‘Where am I?’


Her voice sounded wrong. Confused, dazed, half-asleep.


The dog yelped again then fell silent. Something was happening, something was moving.


A muffled voice came on the line and Bert Schrijver fought to answer the question: Do I know this man?


‘You’re her father, aren’t you? Do you understand what she does at night? Where she goes?’


‘No,’ he found himself replying. ‘How would I? She’s a grown—’


‘Time you did.’


Annie moaned again, sounded barely conscious.


‘Don’t touch her,’ Schrijver said. ‘Don’t you dare. I’ll—’


‘What?’ the voice interjected. ‘You’ll send me some flowers?’


‘Please.’ The words just seemed to form themselves. ‘She’s all I’ve got.’


‘All the more reason you should take care. The cemetery. Zorgvlied. Among the graves. Come and get her.’


A drunk stumbled along the pavement and bumped into him, almost knocking the phone from his fingers.


‘For God’s sake don’t hurt my girl—’


The line went dead.


The cab got caught in traffic. At the river it shook off the nighttime crowds and ten minutes later turned onto the single track lane that ran by the Amstel, past empty parks and solitary houses set behind trees on one side, the wide and placid river, dimly lit by occasional houseboats, on the other.


The driver kept moaning, first about the sluggish road, then, when they turned onto the narrow dark lane, the fact he had to pull in every time he met an oncoming car. After a while that stopped, most of the lights too and the houses with them. Through the open window Vos could hear the odd bird call and the distant bark of a dog. A deep tone, not that of a frightened terrier. The crowded, sweaty city seemed distant here. The night was cooler, filled with the sounds of nature, not man.


The phone sat in his hand. A photo of the panda girl was there, snapped without her knowing before he fled the strange party in a corner of Artis.


As the taxi slowed, a tall structure appeared ahead on the right, the reception building for Zorgvlied, a familiar coat of arms in front illuminated by a few street lights. They had to stop. A car was coming towards them, another cab. As the vehicles met the oncoming one stopped. The driver wound down the window, popped his head out and asked, ‘What’s with this place? Pitch dark and two rides to a cemetery. Are the dead having a party or something?’


Vos didn’t wait to hear an answer. He threw some money onto the front seat and got out.


A torch was shining near the tall black iron gates at the front of the cemetery. There were two men there, one in uniform behind the railings, quiet, listening. On the river side another, thickset and yelling in a coarse accent, slamming his fist on the bars.


The guard aimed his torch beam at Vos as he reached the gate, sighed and said through the railings, ‘This is a graveyard. It’s the middle of the night. I don’t know who you are, friend, but the message is the same as I gave this lunatic here. Piss off. Come back in the morning. If you don’t I’m calling the police.’


Vos pulled out his ID and clamped it to the bars.


‘The police are here.’ He glanced at the man next to him. Burly, muscular, wayward hair and beard, he looked frantic. ‘Who are you?’


It took too long to get the story out of the man called Bert Schrijver. Everything came out in a jumble with names – Annie, Nina, the Albert Cuyp – that Vos had to check and recheck along the way. The security guard listened all the while, in silence. The man’s pain was clear to see.


‘My girl,’ Schrijver said in the end. ‘She’s in trouble. He said she’s here somewhere. If he’s hurt her . . .’


Vos ordered the guard to open the gates then phoned Bakker and told her to come straight to Zorgvlied with six officers, all the blues flashing.


She was still at her desk, going through the reports on the case from four years before. There was a note for Vos in the log. Vincent de Graaf, the man jailed for the Sleeping Beauty Murders, was now in the prison hospital, undergoing tests for cancer. Seriously ill, perhaps dying. Marly Kloosterman, the prison medical officer, had called to tell Vos that De Graaf kept hinting he had something to say. As far as Bakker could see, Vos had never received the message.


‘There’s a girl here somewhere,’ Vos said. ‘Her name’s Annie Schrijver. I think . . .’


The father was staring at him, face wracked with fury and grief.


From somewhere in the vast dark of the graveyard came a sharp, high sound. A familiar one. The bark of a little dog.


‘Bring along a medical team too.’


Zorgvlied was a maze of winding paths and gardens, leafy bowers, ponds and fountains, seventeen hectares bordered by the Amstel to the south and the narrow canal called the Kleine Wetering around its land side. Sam – Vos was sure it was him – kept barking sporadically but from a distance; it was impossible to pinpoint where.


The messages, the chase across the city. This was all a kind of game. A challenge, a puzzle set for him alone. And puzzles came with clues.


‘A grave,’ Vos said. ‘How do I find out where someone’s buried?’


‘Easy,’ the man said and walked to the half-open door of the reception.


‘Where’s my girl?’ Schrijver cried and looked ready to dash off into the endless dark.


‘She’s wherever that dog’s barking,’ Vos answered. ‘Stay there.’


He followed the uniformed man inside. There was a computer just by the door. Already the guard was rolling the mouse to bring it to life.


‘You’ve got a name?’


‘Jonker. Ruud Jonker.’


‘They’re all here. Hundreds, old and new. It takes a few seconds. If . . .’


A map flashed up, footpaths straight and meandering, trees, monuments, statues, water features, numbers and names that meant nothing. It seemed more like a guide to a vast and busy theme park than the topography of a graveyard.


‘Paradiso,’ the guard said, placing a finger on the screen. ‘Where they put the funny ones.’ He sighed. ‘About as far away as you can get from here. The eastern corner, by the water.’


A page started to pop out of the printer. Then he moved into a different app. Colour CCTV screens came up. Ten of them covering all the roadside entrances, nothing in the cemetery itself. The only activity was their own.


‘This is crazy. I don’t see how anyone could get in. If—’


‘He’s here,’ Vos insisted.


The guard grabbed the printout, opened the drawer, pulled out two more torches, handed them over and said, ‘Stay close. It’s dark out there and you really don’t want to get lost.’


Along the gravel path they went, beneath trees, branches gently moving above them, owls hooting, creatures stirring unseen. Sam barked again. No human cry at all. Bert Schrijver kept marching like a man possessed. In a few minutes Bakker ought to be outside, with backup.


‘Annie,’ Schrijver called into the night. ‘Annie . . .’


The cry sounded like a plaintive howl.


Torch beams flashing in a radius ahead, trying to spot something that wasn’t grey stone or black marble, they walked on.


It was five minutes to the sector called Paradiso. Vos remembered now: this was where they buried the eccentrics and a few of the famous. Graves with photographs, tiny Buddhist temples, poems, mementoes, toys and plants, scattered flowers, fresh and old, casting the faintest perfume against the dank smell of nearby water.


The guard checked the sheet in his hand, shook his head, swore, stopped.


‘I nearly took you down the wrong path. This place . . . in the dark . . .’ He turned to his left. ‘Over there.’ The beams of their three torches swung round over headstones. Then stopped when together they caught sight of a pale shape, naked in the half light, lying across a grave at the very edge of the plot.


‘Annie . . .’


Schrijver was shrieking, running, arms outstretched.


Vos told the guard to go back to the gate and wait for the police teams to arrive. Then lead them here immediately.


‘Are you sure?’ the man asked, a frightened note in his voice. ‘This place is like a maze. In the dark—’


‘I’m sure.’


Vos strode to the Jonker grave, looked at the headstone and thought . . . tattoos.


That was another memory coming back from the grim events the papers called the Sleeping Beauty case.


Schrijver was on his knees on the gravel. The headstone had a photograph of a man, his face covered in scrolls and patterns like a Maori warrior. A name: Ruud Jonker. Born in De Pijp, died there thirty-seven years later. Across the middle of the low grave border there was a body, naked, muddy, face down, blood leaking onto gravel.


‘Schrijver,’ Vos said, kneeling next to the shaking, weeping man. He pulled a pair of latex gloves from his pocket and tried to edge the man back with one hand while checking for life with the other. Through the thin latex he could feel how cold the flesh was. The skin was wet and there was weed plastered everywhere. ‘You need to step away. We’ve help on the way. Your daughter—’


‘It’s not my daughter,’ Schrijver spat at him. ‘Are you blind?’


All the rules he’d learned over the years told him: you don’t move a corpse. You wait. He wondered why Sam wasn’t barking any more, felt guilty that he should even be thinking of the little dog at that moment.


Vos reached out and gently gripped the grimy, mud-stained hair, lifting the head so he could see. It was a man, thin-faced, neat hipster beard, perhaps thirty, long dark hair, glazed eyes that seemed frightened even in death. There was something on his naked shoulder: a tattoo, the ink so raw and new there was blood around the wound.


Three words.


Sleep Baby Sleep.


In the darkness beyond the fringe of bushes at the edge of the graveyard an engine stuttered into life, weak and uncertain, like an outboard on a dinghy. Vos was barely on his feet when the throttle opened up. Then came the sound of Sam, yapping furiously.


This time he could fix the direction. It was along the canal, back towards the heart of the cemetery, just outside the curious area called Paradiso. Vos edged the torch beam along the path. Between a row of low cypresses was one of the grander monuments, large enough to boast a rectangular lily pool surrounded on two sides by Doric columns, a broken pediment at the top. The silhouette of an angel with broad wings and a bowed head was just visible at the nearest point, something like a vine trailing from one of the wings.


Vos could smell fuel, close by. He pulled out his phone and got Bakker.


‘Where are you?’


‘On the little lane. Not far away. A minute maybe.’


‘Tell control we’ve one dead. Maybe two. Then . . .’


Ahead of them a ball of red and yellow flame appeared by the bank then a blazing brand dipping down to the grass. There was a soft roar of ignition and a line of fire began to run towards the rectangle of the pool tomb, outside the line of columns. The flickering yellow light revealed the little terrier tethered to one of the columns, struggling frantically to get free. Sam started to shriek and scream. Schrijver saw something too, dashed forward crying his daughter’s name over and over.

OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml






    		Cover



    		Title page



    		Dedication page



    		CONTENTS



    		ONE



    		TWO



    		THREE



    		FOUR



    		FIVE



    		SIX



    		The House of Dolls



    		The Wrong Girl



    		Little Sister



    		Praise for The Killing



    		Praise for the Amsterdam Detective series



    		About the Author



    		Also by David Hewson



    		Copyright page











Guide





    		Cover



    		Title page



    		CONTENTS



    		ONE












OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg
DAVID .

A DETECTIVE VOS THRILLER BY
THE BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE KILLING

B[
|

ll [T





