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  Thus we wreck our lives, at times and in moments when we fail to assign to our actions their true colour and significance




  Tomas Borgmann, philosopher
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  21 July 1983




  Winnie Maas died because she changed her mind.




  Afterwards there were those who maintained that she died because she was beautiful and stupid – a combination acknowledged to be risky.




  Or because she was gullible, and relied on the wrong people.




  Or because her father was a shit who had abandoned his family long before Winnie had stopped using nappies or a baby’s bottle.




  And there were others who claimed that Winnie Maas used to wear skirts that were rather too short and blouses that were rather too tight, and that in fact she had only herself to blame.




  None of these explanations was totally without justification; but the thing that clinched it was that she changed her mind.




  The moment before she hit the ground and smashed her skull on the steel rail, she even realized that herself.




  She wiped away a tiny bit of extra lipstick and contemplated her image in the mirror. Opened her eyes wide and wondered if she needed a bit more eyeliner. It was a nuisance to

  have to keep remembering to open her eyes wide – easier to apply a bit more liner underneath. She drew a thin line with the pencil, leaned towards the mirror and checked the result.




  Pretty good, she thought, and transferred her attention to her mouth. Showed her teeth. They were even and white, and her gums were hidden behind her lips, thank goodness – not like Lisa

  Paaske’s, who was very pretty with her green, slanting eyes and high cheekbones, but was condemned to wander around looking serious all the time, or at best to give an enigmatic smile, all

  because her upper gums grew down so far. Huh, Winnie thought. That must be hard to keep up.




  She checked her watch. A quarter to nine. High time she was on her way. She stood up, opened the wardrobe door and checked how she looked in the full-length mirror. Tried out a few poses,

  thrusting out first her breasts, then her pelvis. She looked good, both high up and low down – she had just plucked out four strands of hair that had been sticking out dangerously close to

  her bikini line. Light-coloured, but even so . . .




  Perfect, Jürgen had said. I’ll be damned if your body isn’t perfect, Winnie.




  Smashing, Janos had suggested, she recalled that clearly. You really are smashing, Winnie – I get a hard-on every time I walk past your house.




  She smiled when she thought about Janos. Of all the boys she’d been with, Janos was the best. He’d done it in just the right way. He’d somehow managed to combine sensitivity

  and tenderness, just as they said it should be in Flash and Girl-zone.




  Janos. In a way it was a pity that it wasn’t going to be Janos.




  But so what? she thought, slapping her buttocks. No point in crying over spilled milk. She dug out a pair of lace panties from the dressing-table drawer, but she couldn’t find a clean bra

  and so didn’t bother. She didn’t need one, after all. Her breasts were quite small, and firm enough not to sag. If there was anything about her body she would have liked to improve, it

  would be slightly bigger breasts. Not much bigger, just a little bit. To be sure, Dick had said that she had the prettiest titties the world had ever seen, and he’d sucked and squeezed them

  so thoroughly that they’d hurt for several days afterwards – but let’s face it: a few extra grams wouldn’t have done any harm.




  But that’ll come, she thought. Pulled her T-shirt over her head and wriggled her way into her tight skirt. Yes indeed, it was only a matter of time before she started putting on weight.

  Unless she . . .




  Unless she . . .




  For God’s sake, she thought, lighting a cigarette. I’m only sixteen. Mum was seventeen when it happened to her, and look how she’s turned out . . .




  She made one last check in the dressing-table mirror, licked carefully round her lips, then set off.




  Frieder’s Pier, half past nine, he’d said. He came on the train that arrived at half past eight, but wanted to go home and have a shower first, if she didn’t

  mind. Of course she didn’t: she approved of men who kept themselves clean. Washed their hair and removed the dirt from under their fingernails – that showed they had a touch of class,

  she felt. It would be the first time they’d met for three weeks: he’d been up in Saren, staying with an uncle. A mixture of work and holiday. They’d spoken on the telephone a few

  times, and discussed ‘the project’, but she hadn’t told him that she’d changed her mind. She was going to do that now, this evening. Best to do it face to face, she’d

  thought.




  It was a warm evening. When she came down on to the beach, she felt almost sweaty after the short walk. But it was cooler down here. There was a pleasant, gentle breeze blowing from the sea; she

  slipped off her canvas shoes and started walking barefoot over the sand. It was nice to feel the tiny grains rubbing against her toes. It was almost like being a child again. It didn’t do her

  nail varnish any favours, of course, but she would put her shoes back on before she got there. Before she met Him. She liked to think about him having a capital H. He was worth that. Mind you, if

  he wanted to have sex with her afterwards, it struck her, he would probably want her to be barefoot. But maybe it didn’t matter – in those circumstances it wasn’t usually her

  toenails that he was most interested in.




  And why would he not want to have sex with her? They hadn’t seen each other for ages, after all!




  She paused and lit another cigarette. Moved closer to the waterline where the sand was more tightly packed and it was easier to walk. The beach was pretty deserted at this time in the evening,

  but there were a few people around. An occasional jogger came running past, and she met an occasional dog-walker; she also knew that there would be quite a few young people necking on blankets in

  among the dunes – they always did that in the summer. She often did it herself, and maybe they would end up there this evening as well.




  Maybe, maybe not.




  It would depend on how he reacted. She started thinking about it. Would he be angry? Would he grab hold of her and give her a good shaking, as he’d done that time in Horsens when

  she’d been as high as a kite on hash, and rambled on about how she thought Matti Frege had nice muscles.




  Or would he understand, and agree with her?




  Perhaps he’d be able to talk her round. That wasn’t entirely out of the question, of course. Perhaps his unparalleled love for her would make her think again? And the money,

  naturally. Was that a possibility?




  No, she didn’t think so. She was feeling strong and certain about the decision she’d made, goodness knows why. Maybe because she’d been on her own and able to think things over

  in peace and quiet for a few weeks.




  But she knew that his love for her was all-consuming. He kept on telling her that, more or less every time they met. They were going to become an entity, they’d known that for a long time.

  There was no doubt about it. They didn’t need to hurry things.




  But what they certainly did need was money.




  Money for food. For cigarettes and clothes and somewhere to live, perhaps. Especially in the longer term: they’d need lots of money then – after all, that’s why they’d

  done what they’d done . . .




  Thoughts had started wandering around inside her head, and she realized now that it was difficult to keep track of everything. There was so much to take into account when you started thinking

  along these lines, and in the end you didn’t know if you were coming or going. That’s the way it nearly always turned out – it would be nice if somebody else could make the

  decisions, she used to think. Make decisions about difficult matters, so that she could think about what she liked to think about instead.




  Perhaps that’s why she was so much in love with him, of all people? Him. He liked to make decisions about things that were a bit complicated and major. Such as this plan

  they’d thought up. Yes, no doubt that was why she loved him, and wanted to be his. Yes indeed. Even if this last project had gone off the rails a bit, and she’d been forced to change

  her mind. As already said.




  She came to the pier, and looked around in the gathering gloom. He hadn’t arrived yet, she was a few minutes early. She could have continued walking along the beach – he lived out at

  Klimmerstoft and would be coming from the opposite direction; but she didn’t bother. Sat down instead on one of the low stone walls that ran all the way along each side of the pier. Lit

  another cigarette, despite the fact that she didn’t really want another one, and tried to think about something pleasant.




  He turned up after another fifteen minutes or so. A bit late, but not all that much. She saw his white shirt approaching through the twilight long before he reached her, but

  she remained sitting there until he came up to her. Then she stood up, put her arms round his neck and pressed the whole of her body against him. Kissed him.




  She could taste that he’d taken a drop of the strong stuff, but only a little.




  ‘So you’re back.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Did you have a good time?’




  ‘Great.’




  There was a moment’s silence. He was grasping her arms tightly.




  ‘There’s something I have to tell you,’ she said eventually.




  ‘Go on.’




  He loosened his grip slightly.




  ‘I’ve changed my mind.’




  ‘Changed your mind?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘What the hell do you mean?’ he said. ‘Explain.’




  She explained. She had trouble in finding the right words, but in the end he seemed to understand what she was saying. He didn’t respond at first, and she couldn’t see his face

  clearly in the darkness. He’d let go of her altogether now. Half a minute passed, perhaps a whole one, and they just stood there. Stood there, breathing in time with the sea and the waves, as

  it were, and there was something vaguely disturbing about it.




  ‘Let’s go for a walk,’ he said, putting his arm round her shoulders. ‘And have a little chat. I have an idea.’
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  July 1999




  Helmut had been against it all from the very start.




  Looking back, she had to give him that much. ‘Daft,’ he’d said. ‘Bloody silly.’




  He’d lowered the newspaper and glowered at her for a few seconds with those pale eyes of his, slowly grinding his teeth and shaking his head.




  ‘I can’t see the point of it. It’s unnecessary.’




  That was all. Helmut wasn’t one to waste words. As far as he was concerned, all in all, it wasn’t a case of from dust thou art – stone more like.




  From stone thou art, and unto stone thou shalt return. It was a thought she’d had before.




  There are two sides to every coin, of course. She knew when she decided on him that she was not choosing storm and fire – not love and passion – but solid rock. Grey, primary rock on

  which she could stand safely, without any risk of sinking down into the mire of despair once again.




  Something like that.




  That’s more or less what she’d thought fifteen years ago when he knocked on her door and explained that he had a bottle of Burgundy he’d bought while on holiday and

  wouldn’t be able to drink it all himself.




  And if she hadn’t thought that as he stood there on the doorstep, she’d have done so shortly afterwards in any case. Once they’d started bumping into each other.




  In the laundry room. In the street. In the shops.




  Or when she was sitting on her balcony on warm summer evenings, trying to rock Mikaela to sleep, with him standing on his own balcony, leaning on the rail that separated them, smoking his pipe

  and gazing out into what remained of the sunset in the vast western sky over the polders.




  Next-door neighbours. The thought came into her mind.




  A godlike figure, solid and secure, holding out a hand of stone towards where she was drifting around in a floundering boat on a turbulent sea of emotions.




  To her and Mikaela. Yes, that is in fact what the situation had been like: looking back, she could sometimes smile at the thought, sometimes not.




  Anyway, that was fifteen years ago. Mikaela was three. Now she was eighteen. She celebrated her eighteenth birthday this summer.




  Mark my words, he had declared from behind his newspaper. As I told you, this won’t make her any happier.




  Why hadn’t she listened to him? She asked herself that over and over again. During these days of worry and despair. When she tried to get a grip on herself and look back over the links in

  the chain. To think back and try to find reasons for doing what she had done . . . Or simply to let her thoughts wander freely; she didn’t have much strength to speak of just now. These

  hellish summer days.




  But she’d done the right thing, as she saw it. All I’ve done is what is right and proper. I haven’t betrayed the decision I made all those years ago, then let it lie. In a way

  that’s another stone – a murky boulder sunk down at the muddy bottom of the well of memory, but one that she’d promised herself she would fish up again when the time was

  right.




  Carefully and respectfully, of course, but bring it up into the light of day even so. So that Mikaela could see it. No matter how you looked at it, that was necessary. Something that had

  remained in abeyance for many years, but now needed to happen to put things into perspective.




  Her eighteenth birthday. Even if they hadn’t discussed it, Helmut had known about it as well. Been aware of the situation all the time, but had preferred not to confront it . . . The day

  would have to dawn when Mikaela was told the truth, one had no right to deny a child knowledge of its origins. One couldn’t hide away her roots under mundane everyday happenings and the

  detritus of time. One couldn’t send her out into life on false pretences.




  Right? Life? Truth? Afterwards, she couldn’t understand how she had been able to fit such grandiose concepts into her thoughts. Wasn’t it this very pretentiousness that was

  hitting back and turning upon her? Wasn’t that what was happening?




  Who was she to go on about right and wrong? Who was she to make such hasty judgements and shake off Helmut’s morose objections without giving them more than three-quarters of a

  second’s consideration?




  Until later. When it seemed to be too late. These days and nights when everything seemed to lose every ounce of significance and value, when she had become a robot and didn’t so much as

  glance at these old thoughts which were drifting past her consciousness like tattered remnants of cloud over the blue-grey night sky of death. She simply let them sail past, on their disconsolate

  journey from horizon to horizon.




  From oblivion to oblivion. Night to night and darkness to darkness.




  From stone thou art.




  From your gaping wounds your silent fury seethes up to a dead sky.




  The pain of stone. Harder than anything else.




  And madness, insanity itself was lying in wait round the corner.




  Her eighteenth birthday. A Friday. In July, as hot as hell.




  ‘I’ll tell her when she comes back from the gym,’ she had said. ‘So you don’t need to be present. Then we can have dinner afterwards in peace and quiet.

  She’ll take it well, I can feel it in my bones.’




  At first merely a sullen silence.




  ‘If it’s really necessary,’ he’d said eventually. When she was already at the sink, washing the cups. ‘It’s your responsibility, not mine.’




  ‘I have to,’ she said. ‘Remember that I promised her this when she was fifteen. Remember that it’s a gap that needs to be filled. She’s expecting it.’




  ‘She’s never said a word about it,’ he said. From the side of his mouth. With his back to her.




  That was true. She had to grant him that as well.




  ‘Daft, but do whatever you like. What’s the point?’




  That’s all. Nothing more. Then he left.




  Daft?




  Am I doing it for her sake, or for mine? she asked herself.




  Reasons? Motives?




  As blurred as the borderline between dreams and consciousness.




  Unfathomable as stone itself.




  Nonsense. Verbal sticking plaster. She probably knows anyway.
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  9 July 1999




  When Detective Inspector Ewa Moreno stopped outside the door of Chief Inspector Reinhart’s office, it was a quarter past three in the afternoon and she was longing

  for a cold beer.




  If she had been born into a different social class, or blessed with more imagination, she might have been longing for a glass of cold champagne instead (or why not three or four?); but today any

  possibility of thinking straight, any ability to think at all had been sweated away in the early hours of the morning. It was over thirty degrees, and had been about that all day. Both in town and

  inside the police station. A forgotten manic flat-iron seemed to be pressing down from above, overheating everyone and everything, and apart from chilled drinks, there seemed to be only two

  possibilities of surviving: the beach and the shade.




  There was a noticeable absence of the former in the Maardam police station.




  But there were Venetian blinds. And corridors where the sun was certain not to be shining. She stood there with her hand on the door handle, struggling with an impulse (that in itself was

  sluggish as a bluebottle high on Coca-Cola, so that the outcome could go either way) not to turn it. To retreat discreetly.




  Instead of entering and finding out why he wanted to talk to her. There were good reasons for not going in. Or one, at least: in less than two hours’ time she would be going on leave.




  Two hours. One hundred and twenty suffocating minutes. If nothing unexpected happened, that is.




  Moreno’s intuition told her that he probably hadn’t asked her to come in order to wish her all the best for her holiday. It hadn’t sounded like that, and in any case, to do so

  wouldn’t be Reinhart’s style.




  If nothing unexpected happened . . . ?




  In a strange way, the unexpected didn’t seem to be all that unexpected. If she’d been offered decent odds, she might well have bet on it. That’s the way it was when you were in

  the lacklustre police business, and it wouldn’t be the first time . . .




  So, to beat a retreat, or not to beat a retreat: that was the question. She could always explain that something had turned up. That she hadn’t had time to call in, as he’d put

  it.




  Call in? That sounded a bit dodgy, surely?




  Call in at my office some time after lunch. It won’t take long . . .




  Bugger bugger, she thought. It sounded as potentially deadly as a hungry cobra.




  After a brief internal struggle, the drugged-up bluebottle drowned, and her Lutheran-Calvinistic copper’s conscience won the day. She sighed, turned the handle and went

  in. Flopped down on the visitor’s chair with her misgivings dancing around in her head like butterflies greeting the arrival of summer. And in her stomach.




  ‘You wanted to see me,’ she said.




  Reinhart was standing by the window, smoking, and looking ominous. She noticed that he was wearing flip-flops. Light blue.




  ‘Salve,’ he said. ‘Would you like something to drink?’




  ‘What do you have to offer?’ Moreno asked, and that cold beer floated into her mind’s eye again.




  ‘Water. With or without bubbles.’




  ‘I think I’ll pass,’ said Moreno. ‘If you don’t mind. Well?’




  Reinhart scratched at his stubble and put his pipe down on the window ledge beside the flowerpot.




  ‘We’ve found Lampe-Leermann,’ he said.




  ‘Lampe-Leermann?’ said Moreno.




  ‘Yes,’ said Reinhart.




  ‘We?’ said Moreno.




  ‘Some colleagues of ours. Out at Lejnice. In Behrensee, to be precise, but they took him to Lejnice. That was the nearest station.’




  ‘Excellent. And about time, too. Any problems?’




  ‘Just the one,’ said Reinhart.




  ‘Really?’ said Moreno.




  He flopped down on his desk chair, opposite her, and gave her a look that was presumably meant to express innocence. Moreno had seen it before, and sent a prayer flying out through the window.

  ‘Not again, please!’ was its essence.




  ‘Just the one problem,’ said Reinhart again.




  ‘Shoot,’ said Moreno.




  ‘He’s not really prepared to cooperate.’




  Moreno said nothing. Reinhart fiddled with the papers on his desk and seemed uncertain of how to continue.




  ‘Or rather, he is prepared to cooperate – but only if he can talk to you.’




  ‘What?’ said Moreno.




  ‘Only if he can talk to—’




  ‘I heard what you said,’ interrupted Moreno ‘But why on earth does he want to talk to me?’




  ‘God knows,’ said Reinhart. ‘But that’s the way it seems to be – don’t blame me. Lampe-Leermann is prepared to make a full confession, but only if he can lay

  it at your feet. Nobody else’s. He doesn’t like policemen, he says. Odd, don’t you think?’




  Moreno contemplated the picture hanging above Reinhart’s head. It depicted a pig in a suit standing in a pulpit and throwing television sets to a congregation of ecstatic sheep. Or

  possibly judges wearing wigs, it was difficult to say which. She knew the chief of police had asked him several times to take it down, but it was still there. Rooth had suggested that it was

  symbolic of the freedom of thought and level of understanding within the police force, and Moreno had a vague suspicion that it could well be an accurate interpretation. Although she had never

  asked Reinhart himself. Nor the chief of police, come to that.




  ‘My leave begins two hours from now,’ she said, trying to give him a friendly smile.




  ‘They’re holding him out at Lejnice,’ said Reinhart, unmoved. ‘A nice spot. It would take just one day. Two at most. Hmm.’




  Moreno stood up and walked over to the window.




  ‘Mind you, if you would prefer to have him brought here, that wouldn’t be a problem,’ said Reinhart from behind her back.




  She gazed out over the town and the ridge of high pressure. It was a few days old, but it seemed to be here to stay. That’s what fru Bachman on the ground floor had said, and the

  meteorologists on the television as well. She decided not to respond. Not without a solicitor present, or a more detailed instruction. Ten seconds passed, and the only sound was from the bustle of

  the town down below, and the soft tip-tap from Reinhart’s flip-fops as he shuffled about.




  Flip-flops? she thought. Surely he could get himself a pair of sandals at least. A chief inspector in light-blue flip-flops?




  Perhaps he’d been to the swimming baths at lunchtime and forgotten to change? Or maybe he’d been to see the chief of police and put them on as a sort of irreverent protest? It was

  hard to say as far as Reinhart was concerned: he liked to make a point.




  He gave up in the end.




  ‘For Christ’s sake,’ he said. ‘Get a grip, Inspector. We’ve been after this bloody prat for several months now, and at last Vrommel has caught up with him . .

  .’




  ‘Vrommel? Who’s Vrommel?’




  ‘The chief of police in Lejnice.’




  Reluctantly, Moreno began to consider the possibility. Remained standing with her back turned to Reinhart as the image of Lampe-Leermann appeared in her mind’s eye . . . Not much of a name

  in the underworld, quite small fry in fact: but it was true that they had been on his tail for quite a while. He was strongly suspected of being involved in a few armed robberies in March and

  April, but that wasn’t the point. Or at least, not the main point.




  The big thing is that he mixed with certain other gentlemen who were much bigger heavyweights than he was. Leading lights in so-called Organized Crime, to use a term that was heard all too often

  nowadays. There was no doubt about his links, and Lampe-Leermann had a reputation for grassing. A reputation for being more concerned – in certain difficult circumstances at least –

  about his own skin than that of others, and willing to inform the police authorities of what he knew. If doing so would serve his own ends, and could be treated with appropriate discretion.




  And it could be in this case. At least, there was good reason for thinking so. Reinhart was inclined to think so, and Moreno tended to agree with him. In principle, at least. That was why they

  had made a bigger effort than usual when it came to tracking down Lampe-Leermann. That was why they had found him. Today of all days.




  But the news that he was only prepared to unburden his mind to Inspector Moreno had come as a bit of a surprise, no question. That was something they hadn’t reckoned with. Neither her nor

  anybody else. Just some malevolent little gremlin, no doubt . . . Damn and blast, you can never . . .




  ‘He likes you,’ said Reinhart, interrupting her train of thought. ‘That’s nothing to be ashamed of. I think he remembers when we were playing a game of good-cop bad-cop

  with him a few years ago. Anyway, that’s the way it is. He wants to talk to you, and nobody else. But there’s the minor matter of your leave, of course . . .’




  ‘Exactly,’ said Moreno, returning to her chair.




  ‘It’s not so far up to Lejnice,’ said Reinhart. ‘A hundred and twenty kilometres or thereabouts, I should think . . .’




  Moreno said nothing. Closed her eyes instead and fanned herself with yesterday’s Gazett that she had picked up from the pile of newspapers on the desk.




  ‘Then I came to think of that house you’re going to – didn’t you say it was in Port Hagen?’




  Oh my God! Moreno thought. He remembers. He’s been doing his homework.




  ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Port Hagen, that’s right.’




  Reinhart tried to look innocent again. He’d be good as the wolf in Little Red Riding Hood, Moreno thought.




  ‘If I’m not much mistaken it’s quite close by,’ he said. ‘It must be only ten kilometres or so north of Lejnice. I used to go there when I was a kid. You’d be

  able to . . .’




  Moreno threw away the newspaper with a resigned gesture.




  ‘All right,’ she said. ‘Don’t go on. I’ll sort it out. Damn it all, you know as well as I do that Lampe-Leermann is the nastiest, creepiest piece of work that ever

  wore a pair of hand-sewn shoes . . . or a signet ring. Apart from anything else he always stinks of old garlic. Note that I said old garlic – I’ve nothing against the fresh stuff. But

  I’ll sort it out, you don’t need to strain yourself any more. Damn it all once again! When?’




  Reinhart walked over to the flowerpot in order to empty his pipe.




  ‘I told Vrommel you’d probably turn up tomorrow.’




  Moreno stared at him.




  ‘Have you fixed a time without consulting me?’




  ‘Probably,’ said Reinhart. ‘I said you’d probably turn up tomorrow. What the hell’s the matter with you? Aren’t we playing for the same team

  any more, or what’s going on?’




  Moreno sighed.




  ‘Okay,’ she sighed. ‘I’m sorry. I’d planned to set off tomorrow morning anyway, so it won’t involve a lot of disruption. In fact.’




  ‘Good,’ said Reinhart. ‘I’ll ring Vrommel and confirm that you’re coming. What time?’




  She thought for a moment.




  ‘About one. Tell him that I’ll be there at around one, and that Lampe-Leermann shouldn’t be given any garlic with his lunch.’




  ‘Not even fresh?’ wondered Reinhart.




  She didn’t answer. As she was on her way out through the door, he reminded her of how serious the situation was.




  ‘Make sure you squeeze out of that bastard every bloody name he can give us. Both you and he will get a bonus for every arsehole we can put behind lock and key.’




  ‘Of course,’ said Moreno. ‘But there’s no need to swear so much. I like the colour of your shoes, though – it makes you look really young again . . .’




  Before Reinhart could respond she was out in the corridor.
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  It wasn’t until she was at home and in the shower that she realized it was an omen.




  What else could it be? How else could one interpret it? Franz Lampe-Leermann simply turning up out of the blue and attacking her holiday two hours before it started? Surely that was highly

  unlikely? Or highly significant, depending on how you looked at it. He had managed to keep out of the way of the police since about the middle of April – that was when they started searching

  for him seriously, after a particularly clumsy bank raid in Linzhuisen on Maundy Thursday – and then the stupid idiot goes and gets himself arrested just now! In Lejnice, of all places.




  Lejnice. A small, unremarkable coastal town with about twenty to twenty-five thousand inhabitants. Plus a few extra thousands in the summer. And situated, just as Reinhart had said, a mere ten

  kilometres away from the place she’d planned to spend the first two weeks of her holiday.




  Port Hagen. An even smaller place in the sticks – but little places in the sticks were sometimes attractive places to be, and that’s where Mikael Bau happened to have his holiday

  home.




  Mikael Bau? she thought. My neighbour and occasional partner.




  Occasional? she then thought. Partner? It sounded daft. But any other way of describing it sounded even dafter. Or wrong, at least.




  Fiancé? Lover? Boyfriend?




  Could you have boyfriends when you were thirty-two?




  Perhaps just my bloke, she thought in the end. Closed her eyes and started to rub the jojoba shampoo into her hair. She had lived for over two years without a bloke since

  getting rid of Claus Badher, and they hadn’t exactly been brilliant years – neither for herself nor for those she associated with, she was the first to admit that.




  They were not years she would wish to go through again, although she supposed she had learned quite a bit. Perhaps that was how one should look at it. And she didn’t want the years

  she’d spent with Claus back either. Good Lord no, that would have been even less desirable.




  All in all, seven wasted years, she decided. Five with Claus, two on her own. Was she on the way to building up a totally wasted life? she asked herself. Was that what was really happening?




  Who knows? she thought. Life is what happens when we’re busy making other plans. She massaged her hair a little longer with the shampoo, then started rinsing all the suds away.




  In any case, it was too soon to predict what would become of her relationship with Mikael Bau. At least, she had no desire to predict, not at the moment. It was last winter when she’d

  begun to see him: he’d invited her to share his evening meal the same day that his former girlfriend had dumped him – the middle of December it was, during those awful weeks when

  they’d been searching for Erich Van Veeteren’s murderer – but it was another month before she’d invited him back. And another six weeks before she’d committed herself

  and gone to bed with him. Or they had committed themselves. The beginning of March, to be precise. The fourth – she remembered the date because it was her sister’s

  birthday.




  And they had carried on meeting, of course. Even if she was a detective inspector and he was a welfare officer, they were only human.




  That’s how he used to put it. Bollocks to all that, Ewa! Whatever else we are, we’re only human.




  She liked that. It was unassuming and sensible. Nothing like what Claus Badher would have said, and the less Mikael Bau reminded her of Claus Badher, the better. That was a simple but

  intuitively infallible way of judging things. Sometimes it was best to take an easy way out when it came to your emotional life, she was old enough to see that. Perhaps one ought to do that all the

  time, she sometimes thought. Cut out the psychology and live according to instinct instead. And it was nice to be desired, she had to admit. Carpe diem, perhaps?




  Easily said, harder to do, she thought as she emerged from the shower. Rather like stopping thinking about something on demand. Whatever, Mikael Bau happened to own this old house in Port Hagen.

  Or rather, owned it together with four siblings, if she understood it rightly. It was a sort of family jewel, and this year it was his turn to have access to it in July.




  Big and dilapidated, he had warned her. But charming, and very private. With running water – sometimes, at least. A hundred metres to the beach.




  It sounded like everything a lousily paid police inspector could ask for, and without much pause for thought she had said yes please to the offer of a couple of weeks. Well, no pause at all, to

  be honest: it was a Sunday morning in May, they had made love and had breakfast in bed. In that order. Some days were easier to organize than others – hardly an earth-shattering insight.




  So, two weeks in the middle of July. With her bloke, by the seaside.




  And now Franz Lampe-Leermann!




  A five-star bastard of an omen, and incredibly poor timing.




  She wondered again what it could mean. But then, perhaps there was no point in trying to find a meaning in everything?




  As the Chief Inspector used to point out now and again.




  After the shower she packed her things, then rang Mikael Bau. Without going into too much detail she explained that she would be arriving at some point in the afternoon rather

  than in time for lunch, because something had turned up.




  Work? he’d wondered.




  Yes, work, she’d admitted.




  He laughed, and said that he loved her. He’d started saying that recently, and it was remarkable how ambivalent it made her feel.




  I love you.




  She hadn’t said that to him. It would never occur to her to say that until she felt sure of it. They’d talked about it. He’d agreed with her, of course – what else could

  he have done, for God’s sake? Said that it didn’t matter as far as he was concerned. The difference was that he was sure. Already.




  How could he be? she’d wanted to know.




  He explained that he hadn’t had his fingers burnt as badly as she had, and so felt able to stick his neck out and venture into the unknown rather sooner than she could.




  A likely story, Moreno thought. We all have our private relationship with language and words, especially the language of love. It doesn’t necessarily have to do with bad experiences.




  But she wondered – had often wondered – what the facts really were with regard to his former girlfriend, Leila. They’d been together for over three years, he’d told her,

  and yet the same evening that she’d dumped him he had marched up the stairs to her flat on the next floor, and rung her doorbell. Invited her to dinner – the dinner he’d prepared

  for Leila. Just like that. Surely that was a bit odd?




  When she asked him about it, he’d blamed the food. He’d prepared a meal for two. You didn’t slave away in the kitchen for an hour and a half, he claimed, and then gobble it all

  up yourself within ten minutes. No way.




  That brought them round to the question of food.




  ‘If you can bring a bottle of decent white wine with you, I’ll see if I can find a bit of edible fish for you. There’s an old bloke with a stall in the market square who has

  his own little boat and sells his own catch every morning. He has a wooden leg, believe it or not – the tourists take two thousand pictures of him every summer . . . I’ll see what

  he’s got to offer.’




  ‘Okay, let’s do that,’ said Moreno. ‘I’ll assume that you get something tasty. I’ve given you an extra three hours, after all. Incidentally . . .’




  ‘Well?’




  ‘No, it doesn’t matter.’




  ‘Come off it!’




  ‘Okay. What colour are your flip-flops?’




  ‘My flip-flops?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Why the hell do you want to know what colour my flip-flops are? There must be at least ten pairs in the house . . . Maybe even twenty, but who owns which isn’t at all

  clear.’




  ‘Good,’ said Moreno. ‘I regard that as a good omen.’




  Mikael said he hadn’t a clue what she was on about, and suggested that she bought herself an efficient sun hat. She promised to think about it, and concluded the call. He didn’t tell

  her again that he loved her, and she was grateful for that.




  If somewhat ambivalent.




  Reinhart rang later in the evening, and they spent half an hour discussing how to proceed with the interrogation of Lampe-Leermann. It didn’t seem to be all that

  complicated in principle, but then again it was important to persuade him to come out with as much information as possible. Lots of names, and especially the key figures.




  And it was also important to bear in mind the incriminating evidence, so that in the long run it would be possible to put the big noises in the dock. The question of concessions granted to

  Lampe-Leermann in return for his evidence would also need to be taken into account: but both Reinhart and Moreno had been involved in this kind of thing before, and in the end the chief inspector

  announced that he was satisfied with the plans.




  But if that bastard had said he was prepared to confess all to Inspector Moreno, he’d damn well better do so, Reinhart stressed.




  And he’d better have something worthwhile to tell them.




  ‘Just two things to bear in mind,’ said Reinhart in conclusion. ‘Everything must be recorded on tape. And we must make no specific concessions. Not at this early stage –

  Lampe-Leermann ought to understand that.’




  ‘I’m with you,’ said Moreno. ‘I wasn’t born yesterday. What’s Vrommel like, by the way?’




  ‘I’ve no idea,’ said Reinhart. ‘He sounds like a corporal on the phone, and I have the impression that he’s redhaired. He could even be a different Vrommel from the

  old days.’




  ‘How old?’




  ‘Too old for you. Could be your grandfather, at least.’




  ‘Thank you, Chief Inspector.’




  Reinhart wished her good hunting, and said he was looking forward to reading her report in a couple of days’ time – three at most.




  ‘Report?’ said Moreno. ‘You’ll get a transcript of the interrogation, and I have no intention of getting involved in that. I’m on leave, as you know.’




  ‘Hmm,’ muttered Reinhart. ‘Is there no idealism left in the force nowadays? What’s the world coming to?’




  ‘We can discuss that in August,’ said Moreno.




  ‘If there’s a world left by then,’ said Reinhart.




  







  5




  10 July 1999




  It was a while before it dawned on her that the girl opposite her was sitting there crying.




  Not sobbing. She wasn’t making a fuss about it, the tears just seemed to be coming naturally. Her face seemed callow, clean-cut; her skin was pale and her reddish-brown hair combed back,

  held in place by a simple braid. Sixteen, seventeen years old, Moreno guessed: but she knew she was bad at judging the age of young girls. It could be a couple of years either way.




  Her eyes were large and light brown, and as far as Moreno could see totally without make-up. Nor were there any dark stripes on her cheeks where the tears had been trickling down in a steady but

  not exactly torrential stream. Quietly and naturally. Moreno peered cautiously over the top of her book and noted that the girl was holding a crumpled handkerchief in her hands, which were loosely

  clasped in her lap; but she made no effort to stop the flow of tears.




  No effort at all. Just cried. Let the tears flow however they liked, it seemed, as she gazed out through the window at the flat, sun-drenched countryside gliding past. The girl had her back to

  the engine, Inspector Moreno was facing it.




  Grief, Moreno thought. She looks as if she’s grieving.




  She tried to remember where the weeping girl had boarded the train. Moorhuijs or Klampendikk, presumably. In any case, one or two stops after Maardam Kolstraat, which is where Moreno had got on.

  It was one of those local trains that stops every two or three minutes. Moreno had begun to regret not having waited for the express train instead. That would probably have gone at twice the speed,

  and was no doubt the reason why the old boneshaker was almost empty. Apart from an elderly couple drinking tea from a thermos flask a few rows away, she and the girl were the only passengers in the

  whole carriage . . . Which made it all the more remarkable that the girl had come to sit opposite Moreno when there were so many empty seats. Very odd.




  ‘You’re crying.’




  The words came without her thinking about them. Tumbled out of her mouth before she could stop them, and she wondered whether Mikael Bau had been right after all when he’d suggested she

  should wear an efficient sun hat. Something with a wide brim to provide protection against the sun – the high pressure was a strong as ever today.




  The girl looked up at her briefly. Then blew her nose. Moreno sat up, and waited.




  ‘Yes. I’m having a bit of a cry.’




  ‘That’s what we need to do sometimes,’ said Moreno.




  My God, she thought. What am I doing? I’ve just started to look after a teenager in crisis . . . A young girl with a broken heart running away from her boyfriend. Or from her parents. But

  running away in any case . . . I should start reading again and pretend I’d never spoken to her. Just ignore her until we get to Lejnice – haven’t I got enough to worry about with

  Lampe-Leermann? Why the hell can’t I hold my tongue?




  ‘I’m crying because I’m afraid,’ said the girl, looking out of the window at the sun again. ‘I’m on the way to my dad.’




  ‘Really?’ said Moreno non-committally, scrapping the running-away theory.




  ‘I’ve never met him.’




  Moreno put her book down.




  ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘I’ve never seen him before.’




  ‘You’ve never seen your dad? Why?’




  ‘Because my mum thought that was best.’




  Moreno thought that over. Took a deep drink of mineral water. Offered the bottle to the girl. The girl shook her head.




  ‘Why would it be best for you not to meet him?’




  The girl shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘What’s your name?’




  ‘Mikaela Lijphart.’




  ‘How old are you? Sixteen, seventeen . . . ?’




  I’m interrogating her, it suddenly struck Moreno. She tried to smooth things over by holding out a pack of chewing gum. Mikaela took a couple of pieces and smiled.




  ‘Eighteen,’ she said. ‘I had my eighteenth birthday yesterday.’




  ‘Many happy returns!’ said Moreno. ‘Of yesterday . . .’




  ‘Please forgive me. I’ve interrupted your reading.’




  ‘That doesn’t matter,’ said Moreno. ‘I find it hard to concentrate when I’m on a train anyway. I usually read things I’ve read already. If you want to tell me

  about your dad, I’ll be happy to listen.’




  Mikaela sighed deeply, and looked as if she were discussing that prospect with herself. It took three seconds.




  ‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘No, I’ve never met him. Not since I was tiny, at least. I didn’t really know who he was until yesterday. His name’s Arnold Maager

  – my mum told me that because I’m eighteen now. A nice present, don’t you think? A dad.’




  Moreno raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. The train started to slow down noisily as it approached the next station.




  ‘He’s in a psychiatric hospital. Something happened when I was only two years old. That’s why she kept it secret from me until now, my mum.’




  My God, Moreno thought. What on earth is she sitting there telling me? For an awful moment she wondered if she’d come up against a young mythomaniac – a somewhat neurotic teenager

  who took pleasure in making herself interesting to total strangers. It was not unusual for young ladies in trouble to indulge in such escapades, she knew that from experience. The years she’d

  spent in the police unit with special responsibility for young people had taught her that. Two-and-a-half years, to be precise, that she hadn’t exactly hated, but which she would prefer not

  to live through again. Like all the other years she had thrown on the scrapheap in the last few days . . .




  But it was hard to believe that Mikaela Lijphart was making it all up. Really hard. She seemed more like an open book, Moreno thought – with those big, bright eyes and straightforward

  features. Obviously, she could be mistaken – but she was hardly your blue-eyed innocent.




  ‘So now you’re on your way to meet him, are you?’ she asked. ‘Your dad. Where does he live?’




  ‘Lejnice,’ said Mikaela. ‘He’s in a home just outside the town. I’ve rung and spoken to them – they know I’m coming. So they were going to prepare him .

  . . Yes, that’s what they said. Prepare him. Ugh, I’m scared stiff. But I know it’s got to be done.’




  Moreno tried in all haste to find something consoling to say to her.




  ‘You have to do what you have to do,’ she said. ‘Is it really the case that you didn’t know you had a dad until yesterday?’




  Mikaela smiled briefly again.




  ‘Yes. Obviously, I know that a virgin birth isn’t all that common nowadays. But I’ve had a stepfather since I was three, and known that he wasn’t my real father since I

  was fifteen. And then . . . Well, I had to wait for another three years until my mum told me who my real father was. Arnold Maager . . . I don’t really know if I like that name or not . .

  .’




  ‘But why?’ Moreno couldn’t help herself from asking. ‘I mean, it’s nothing to do with me, but . . .’




  ‘I don’t know,’ said Mikaela.




  ‘You don’t know?’




  ‘No, I don’t know why she couldn’t tell me. Or didn’t want to tell me. She went on and on about responsibility and maturity and all that, my mum did, but . . . No, no

  details at all. Something happened when I was very young, that’s all I know.’




  Moreno looked out of the window, and saw that they had now come to Boodendijk. Not far to go to Lejnice. A couple more stops, probably. Behind the row of buildings she could already see the sand

  dunes. The sky seemed almost hysterically blue.




  What the hell can I say to her? she wondered. The poor girl must feel completely abandoned.




  ‘Did you consider taking somebody with you?’ she said. ‘If you feel worried about it. A friend . . . Or your mum . . .’




  ‘I wanted to meet him on my own,’ said Mikaela. ‘My mum didn’t want me to go to see him at all – but once you’re eighteen years old, you do what you have to

  do.’




  ‘Quite right,’ said Moreno.




  A few seconds passed. The train set off again.




  ‘I don’t understand why I’m sitting here, telling all this to somebody I’ve never seen before,’ said Mikaela, trying to look a little more cocksure. ‘You must

  think I’m a real crackpot . . . Not to mention my mum and dad. A real crackpot family. Maybe we are, but I don’t usually—’




  ‘It can be a good thing to talk to strangers now and then,’ said Moreno, interrupting her. ‘You can say whatever you like, without having to take other things into

  consideration. I often start conversations like this one.’




  The girl’s face was consumed by a smile, and Moreno registered that she was even more charming when the all-pervading worry dispersed momentarily.




  ‘You’re right! That’s exactly what I think about my dad. About meeting him, I mean. We’re strangers, after all. I don’t want to have anybody else present when I

  speak to him for the first time. It would be . . . It wouldn’t be right, somehow. Do you see what I mean? It wouldn’t be right as far as he’s concerned.’




  Moreno nodded.




  ‘So you’re getting off at Lejnice, are you?’




  ‘Yes. Where are you going?’




  ‘I’m getting off at Lejnice as well. It’ll all turn out okay, trust me! That business with your dad, I mean. I can feel it.’




  ‘So can I!’ said Mikaela optimistically, sitting up straighter. ‘I think we’re nearly there – I’d better go to the toilet and wipe away my tears. Thank you

  for letting me talk to you.’




  Moreno suddenly felt that she needed to blink away a few tears as well. She tapped Mikaela’s thigh and cleared her throat.




  ‘Do that! I’ll wait for you. Then we can go into the station together, okay?’




  Mikaela stood up and headed for the toilet at the far end of the carriage. Moreno took a deep breath. Put her book back into her bag and established that you could see the sea through the

  window.




  Checked her watch and noted that they were due to arrive in three minutes’ time.




  She said goodbye to Mikaela Lijphart in the forecourt outside the station building, where Mikaela boarded a yellow bus that would take her to the Sidonis Foundation, a care

  home about a kilometre or so north, and a similar distance inland.




  Moreno took a taxi, as she wasn’t at all sure where the Lejnice police station was situated.




  It turned out to be in a square a couple of hundred yards from the station, and the young driver wondered if she’d like him to take her to the church and back as well, so that he could

  have something to register on his taximeter.




  Moreno laughed and said she would be needing a cab to take her to Port Hagen in an hour or two’s time, and he gave her his card with a direct telephone number she could ring.




  Lejnice police station was a two-storey, rectangular building in dark pommer stone with small, square windows impossible to look in through. Evidently built shortly after the war, and flanked by

  a butcher’s shop and a funeral parlour. Above the less than impressive entrance was a tiny balcony with iron railings and an even tinier flag, wafting in the breeze on something that could

  well have been a broomstick. Moreno was reminded of a decadent nineteenth-century French colony – or at least a film about such a colony – and when she caught sight of Chief Inspector

  Vrommel, she had the distinct impression that he preferred that century to the new one that was about to begin.




  He was standing in the entrance: tall and lanky, wearing a sort of loose-fitting khaki uniform that Moreno could also only recall having seen in a film. He was about sixty, she decided, possibly

  closer to sixty-five. Reinhart’s guess that he was red-haired might well have been correct – but that would have been ten years or more ago. Now there wasn’t a lot of hair on

  Vrommel’s head. In fact, one might say he was bald.




  Round spectacles, frameless, a large reddish-brown nose and a moustache that was so thin and skin-coloured that she didn’t notice it until they’d shaken hands.




  ‘Inspector Moreno, I presume. Pleased to meet you. Did you have a good journey?’




  He doesn’t like female police officers, she thought.




  ‘Excellent, thank you. A bit on the warm side, though.’




  He didn’t respond to the invitation to talk about the weather. Cleared his throat and stood up straight instead.




  ‘Welcome to Lejnice. This is where the powers that be hold sway round here.’ He made a gesture that might possibly – but only possibly – be interpreted as ironic.

  ‘Shall we go in? That Lampe-bastard is waiting for you.’




  He held the door open, and Moreno entered the relatively cool Lejnice police station.




  The interrogation room was about six feet square, and looked like an interrogation room ought to look.




  Like all interrogation rooms the world over ought to look. A table and two chairs. A ceiling light. No windows. On the table a tape recorder, a jug of water and two white plastic mugs. Bare

  walls and an unpainted concrete floor. Two doors, each with a peephole. Franz Lampe-Leermann was already on his chair when Moreno entered through one of the doors. He’d probably been sitting

  there for quite a while, she assumed: he looked fed up, and the smile he gave her seemed strained. Large damp patches of sweat had formed under the arms of his yellow shirt, and he had taken off

  both his shoes and his socks. He was breathing heavily. The air-conditioning system that served the rest of the building evidently didn’t extend as far as this hellhole.




  Or perhaps Vrommel had switched it off.




  Thirty-five degrees, Moreno thought. At least. Good.




  ‘I need a rest and a fag,’ said Lampe-Leermann, wiping his brow with the back of his hand. ‘That heap of shit won’t even let me smoke.’




  ‘A rest?’ said Moreno. ‘We haven’t even started yet. You can have one half an hour from now at the earliest. Assuming you are cooperative. Is that clear?’




  Lampe-Leermann cursed again, and shrugged.




  ‘Let’s get going then,’ said Moreno, pressing the start button. ‘What do you have to say?’
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  Mikaela Lijphart got off at the crossroads in the village of St Inns, as she’d been instructed. Remained standing with her rucksack on the grass verge until the bus had

  disappeared round the long curve to Wallby and Port Hagen.
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