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Praise for Bad Apples


‘Just finished Will Dean’s Bad Apples. A delicious return to Tuva.’


Ann Cleeves


‘Fiendish, funny, scary as hell. Bad Apples is the stand out in a truly outstanding series.’


Chris Whitaker, author of We Begin at the End


‘Bad Apples is a chilling outing for Tuva Moodyson – unsettling from beginning to the very end but leavened with dark humour. A compelling thriller that devoted fans and new readers will adore.’


Jane Casey, author of the Maeve Kerrigan series


‘[Tuva] is admirably resilient, full of warmth and humour… Her travails may well give sensitive readers nightmares, but that’s a small price to pay for spending time in her exhilarating company.’


Literary Review


‘The fourth in the excellent series of Tuva Moodyson thrillers.’


Choice




Praise for Black River


‘Dean’s series about deaf Swedish reporter Tuva Moodyson is a must read – and this book is his best yet… Black River is eerie, unnerving and buckets of fun.’


Observer, thriller of the month


‘Just finished Will Dean’s Black River. Splendid to catch up with Tuva Moodyson and that very special world... Such a BRILLIANT central character... great on women’s friendships.’


Ann Cleeves, author of the Vera Stanhope novels


‘A peerless exercise in suspense.’


Financial Times


‘The relentless pace drives you forward until you are hanging on to the pages by your fingertips, afraid to go on, but terrified to put it down. Another masterpiece from Mr Dean.’


Liz Nugent, author of Our Little Cruelties


‘My favourite Tuva novel yet... Atmospheric and chilling.’


Jane Casey, author of The Cutting Place


‘An atmospheric and electrifying return.’


****Heat


‘Black River what can I say? Will Dean raises the bar yet again. Suspenseful, distinctive, each page crackles with menace. Everything you could want in a thriller.’


Chris Whitaker, author of We Begin at the End




Praise for Red Snow


‘For all those who loved Dark Pines by Will Dean I can tell you that the forthcoming sequel, Red Snow is even better. Scandi noir meets Gormenghast. Just wonderful. Can’t get enough of Tuva Moodyson.’


Mark Billingham, author of the Tom Thorne novels


‘A complex plot suffused with the nightmarish quality of Twin Peaks and a tough-minded, resourceful protagonist add up to a stand-out read.’


Guardian


‘Makes the blood run even colder than Dark Pines: Will Dean goes from strength to strength.’


Erin Kelly, author of He Said / She Said


‘This is just what crime fiction readers want: the old magic formula made to seem fresh.’


Telegraph, best thrillers and crime fiction of 2019


‘Great Scandi noir with an excellent heroine. Though beware – liquorice will never taste the same again.’


Ruth Ware, author of One by One


‘Total Scandi vibes, a cracking plot and a hugely likeable heroine: the dream.’


Grazia


‘This is a crime novel of poise and polish, peopled with utterly compelling characters. Claustrophobic, chilling and as dark as liquorice. Brilliant.’


Fiona Cummins, author of The Neighbour




Praise for Dark Pines


‘The tension is unrelenting, and I can’t wait for Tuva’s next outing.’


Val McDermid, author of the Tony Hill and Carol Jordan novels


‘Memorably atmospheric, with a dogged and engaging protagonist, this is a compelling start to what promises to be an excellent series.’


Guardian


‘The best thriller I’ve read in ages.’


Marian Keyes, author of Grown Ups


‘Atmospheric, creepy and tense. Loved the Twin Peaks vibe. Loved Tuva. More please!’


C. J. Tudor, author of The Chalk Man


‘A remarkably assured debut, Dark Pines is in turn tense, gripping and breathtaking and marks out Will Dean as a true talent. Definitely one to watch.’


Abir Mukherjee, author of A Rising Man


‘Dean never lets the tension drop as his story grows ever more sinister.’


Daily Mail


‘Bravo! I was so completely immersed in Dark Pines and Tuva is a brilliant protagonist. This HAS to be a TV series!’


Nina Pottell, Prima magazine


‘Will Dean’s impressive debut shows that Nordic noir can be mastered by a Brit.’


The Times
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Birch buds glow neon green as sunrays pick out blood drops on the road.


I touch my brakes.


Something injured. Fallen. Down in the long grass.


In the shade of the pine trees lies a creature on its side, losing blood, losing its life. No other traffic on this route. I’m north of Visberg where the hill forest meets Utgard and I am completely alone with this wounded beast.


I pull off the road and turn on my hazard lights. Clear asphalt ahead and clear asphalt behind. But a thousand dark trees either side of me, some of them tall enough to eclipse a church steeple.


Birdsong as I open the door of my Hilux pick-up truck. I can’t hear it well but I know it’s there. Chirping and cheeping as something lies dying quietly on the verge.


I approach. The hairs on the back of my neck stand up as I dodge the red splatter.


I can’t see well; it’s in the shade, protected by buttercups and weeds.


Movement.


Still alive. Hanging on.


Another twitch.


I make out the size and shape of the dog. A spiked collar round its bloodied neck, a coat shrouding its torso. I run to it and then I stop. Some primal instinct kicking in. Some animal response buried deep inside my genes waking from its slumber and instructing me to pause. To look around. To wait.


Trees rustle.


The dog whimpers in the long grass and a buzzard circles overhead, waiting, watching.


I approach the dog, and a man bursts out from the treeline in full camouflage and he’s carrying a rifle.


‘You,’ he says, out of breath.


I point to myself.


‘What have you seen?’


I frown and say, ‘There’s a dog by the road. It’s hurt.’


He follows my gaze, and then he runs to the dog. To his dog. I can tell from his gait and from the horror on his face that this dog is his.


He kneels in the grass and lays down his rifle and says, ‘Bronco.’


I approach.


‘I found him a minute ago. I was going to call someone.’


The man says nothing.


Overhead the buzzard glides lower and I see its beautiful shadow dance across the surface of the road.


‘He’s alive,’ says the man, his voice cracking. ‘Bring your car closer.’


I don’t question him. I do as he asks.


The short drive back to the hunter and his wounded dog is all the time I need to understand what has happened today in this forgotten Värmland forest. The dog’s distant cousin, some wolf descended from those who crossed the Russian border through Finland to Sweden many years ago, has tracked this domesticated dog, this beloved pet, and savagely attacked him. Canine versus canine. Wild against tame.


I take the blanket I keep on my back seats through winter in case of breakdowns, and I offer it to the man. He ignores me.


‘Open the door,’ he says, and then he scoops up the injured dog as gently as a mother might lift her newborn for the first time. He supports the animal’s neck, stained, and he holds the dog close to his chest. Blood drips down the man’s hands and through his fingers.


I stand with the Hilux passenger side door open but the man says, ‘The back door.’


He gets inside. He uses the blanket to cover the dog, to conceal its wounds.


‘The vet?’ I ask.


‘In Gavrik town,’ he says. ‘Put your foot down.’


I make a U-turn in the road, my tyres squealing, and drive on past the dried blood. The dog’s breathing is fast and shallow.


‘Kevlar armour did its job,’ says the man. ‘Collar did its job. Now it’s time for the vet to do hers.’


I look through my rear-view mirror and the man has tears in his eyes and he is stroking the dog’s ear, reassuring his friend.


I speed up and say, ‘Shall I call them, to tell them we’re coming?’ but the man ignores my question and the dog whimpers and the man starts to sing. In a low tone, barely audible, the man starts to sing an ancient lullaby to his dying companion.


The most private of moments.


A haunting glimpse into the bond between these two. I stay quiet. I drive and I think about Noora. Shot in my own apartment. How she didn’t jump back into the wall or scream or throw her arms back, but rather how she just went down where she stood. Crumpled on the spot. The lack of drama in that hideous moment. The silent panic on Tammy’s face.


The man keeps on singing in his deep whisper and his dog groans and whines and the man smiles and looks up at me through my mirror.


‘Thank you,’ he says.


‘Wolf attack?’ I say.


‘Goddam wolves,’ he says. ‘Menace.’


‘You left your rifle in the grass back there.’


The man lets out a long sigh. ‘It’ll still be there when I go back to pick it up. That’s the way it is round these parts.’


‘Is the dog in pain?’


‘He’s in shock,’ says the man. ‘Bronco’s his name. Still in shock.’


‘Tuva Moodyson.’


‘You what?’


‘I’m Tuva Moodyson.’


‘Oh,’ says the man. ‘Bengt Nyberg. Call me Nyberg.’


And then he carefully moves his dog on his lap and the dog yelps.


‘There, boy,’ says Nyberg. ‘I’m sorry. You just rest yourself real easy, you let me do all the worrying for the both of us. Shush yourself and rest easy, my boy.’


The twin chimneys of the Grimberg Liquorice factory present themselves like a vanity statue built by some narcissistic despot. They rise and rise as we approach and then they stand, resolute and dominant, over the town of Gavrik.


I park right outside the door to the vet, next building over from Doc Stina’s Vårdcentral surgery, and then I open the door for Nyberg and his dog.


‘What breed is Bronco?’ I ask.


‘Swedish elkhound. Finest hunt dogs ever bred.’


We go inside and the receptionist sees the dog and runs off to find a vet. Three come out and usher Nyberg into a room, and a minute later Nyberg emerges without his dog. His face has aged a decade. He looks distraught and alone.


‘I…’ he says, swallowing hard. ‘I’ll leave them to their work. Thank you, Tuva. I want to thank you.’


I wave that away and sit down on a plastic chair by the organic, dry cat food and gesture for him to sit down next to me.


‘What did they say?’


‘Just that they’ll take it from here and all I can do is wait.’ He looks at me and he seems smaller now. Diminished. ‘They say he’s lost a lot of blood.’


‘They’re very good vets. Great reputation.’


He nods.


‘I should have said before, I work for the Gavrik Posten. After Bronco’s made a full recovery can I write something about this? Talk to you again?’


‘I don’t know,’ he says, shaking his head.


‘Because that collar and suit he was wearing probably saved his life, right? I think more people around here need to know about that. Maybe I could interview Benny Björnmossen from the hunt shop with you.’


‘That’s who sold me the Kevlar jacket and the collar,’ says Nyberg.


‘Might save some more dogs,’ I say. ‘Worth a try.’


‘When you put it like that,’ he says.


I pass him my card.


‘What were you hunting this time of year?’ I ask. ‘Just between you and me.’


‘Wasn’t hunting,’ he says. ‘Can’t hunt much in April. I was out looking for my cousin’s girl, only twenty years old, she is.’


‘She’s missing?’


‘Been missing a while,’ says Nyberg. ‘Works up at Rose Farm. You know the one? With all the solar panels and windmills and the moat. They’ve had wolf trouble in the past, as well. The farm with the big fence, you know it?’


I nod my head.


‘Elsa’s been working there on and off since she finished school. Well, they got a man called Abraham Viklund who runs the whole place.’ Nyberg looks down at his bloodstained hands. ‘And that’s why I was carrying my rifle around in April. On account of Abraham.’
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On the drive back to the office I pass two cross-country skiers. They spend all winter using their poles to push themselves around the local forest trails, and then when spring mercifully arrives they push themselves along the roads instead. Long, thin skis with wheels attached. Bloody hazards, the lot of them.


I park in my usual spot. There’s no sign saying, ‘Gavrik Posten, Deputy Editor’. If there was such a sign, Nils would most likely deface it within a week.


In front of the Grimberg Liquorice factory the janitor sweeps under the arch entrance and nods solemnly to me as I pass by. We both remember what happened in that spot, although we’ve never talked of it since.


The doorbell tinkles as I step into the office and Lars says, ‘Just in time for Fika.’ He’s arranged the cinnamon buns and cardamom buns and the coffee pot on Sebastian’s desk and he’s lit an Ikea tealight candle. He turns slowly to me and adjusts his bifocals and says, ‘Have you been in a scuffle, Tuva? Are you okay?’


I look down at the blood on my cuffs.


‘Dog blood,’ I say.


‘You’ve got a dog?’


I’ve worked with this guy on and off for almost half a decade and he knows full well I don’t have so much as a gerbil.


‘Killed it,’ I say.


His mouth slowly drops open.


‘Damn thing wouldn’t stop barking.’


‘You…’


I drag my finger across my throat.


‘You…’


‘She’s winding you up, you daft old goat,’ shouts Nils from his corner office, which doubles as the office kitchen. His door is open and I can see his socked feet up on his desk. ‘Kommun wouldn’t let Tuva Moodyson own a dog. Wouldn’t allow it to happen.’


‘I’m confused,’ says Lars as he carefully rearranges the buns.


‘Just an accident,’ I say. ‘Sorry, Lars. Dog was attacked by a wolf in the forest, north of Visberg, north of the sewage works. I think he’ll be okay, but he lost a lot of blood.’


‘I don’t like blood,’ he says. ‘That’s why I never went into medicine.’


‘That’s not the only reason,’ yells Nils from the other room.


‘Fika o’clock,’ says Lars, breaking, slowly, very slowly, into a broad smile.


I wash my hands and Nils joins us from his corner office. His hair is gelled into spikes and he smells very powerfully of the cologne his wife bought him for Christmas. Someone came in trying to sell expensive laser printers last month and she told Nils he smelt very masculine. She told him it was a good, musky scent. And since then he’s doused himself in the stuff each morning and inflicted it upon us each day. Oh, and, coincidentally, we now have an expensive new printer.


‘That mutt gonna live?’ asked Nils.


‘Thanks to his coat and his collar,’ I say.


‘You make him sound like a vicar,’ says Lars as he loosens the waistband of his elasticated cords.


‘Kevlar armour,’ says Nils. ‘Benny Björnmossen told me it’s one of the most high-margin items in his shop. Reckons high-calibre ammunition, German-made knives and dog armour are his best items.’


‘Might sell more of them after this incident,’ I say. ‘Looks like the coat saved the dog’s life.’


‘Hunt dog, was it?’ says Nils. ‘Proper hunt dog, working dog, not a poodle in camo. The real deal was it?’


‘Swedish elkhound, the owner told me.’


‘Solid dogs,’ says Nils. ‘Reliable. Great stamina.’


Nils is one of those guys who knows everything about hunting but has never actually hunted anything. He’s an expert in rifles and different patterns of camouflage but he’s never so much as trapped a mouse before.


Lars pours us all coffee and I look over at Sebastian’s mug.


‘Told you he wouldn’t stick around long,’ says Nils.


‘I thought he showed real promise,’ says Lars.


Nils snorts and takes a cardamom bun.


‘You didn’t like him because he made you look short,’ says Lars.


Nils straightens his back and looks like he’ll say something, but then picks the pearl sugar from his bun and nibbles it between his front teeth.


‘When’s Lena back?’ asks Nils.


‘Tomorrow lunch,’ I say. ‘She’s not just renegotiating the print costs, she’s dropping by to see Noora, as well, to say hello.’


Both men look down at their plates. It’s not their fault they don’t know what to say about Noora. I hardly know what to say myself. Or what to think, even. I’m numb with the unending sadness of it all. Sometimes I’m paralysed by it. Speechless.


We eat in silence and we drink the last of the coffee.


‘Fika’s over,’ I say. ‘Back to work, gentlemen.’


Usually Nils would say something about me not having rank over him despite my promotion, about how he only reports to Lena, but today he swallows it down and goes back to his office and closes the door.


‘Have you ever heard of a man called Abraham Viklund, Lars? Lives on a farm north of Visberg hill.’


Lars deals with this request the same way he always does. Like a search engine attached to a 1994 dial-up modem. He frowns and looks at me and then looks away. Then he looks at me again and his eyes widen and then he dismisses the thought. He reaches down and scratches his shin. And then he says, ‘Not that I know of.’


‘Nyberg? Bengt Nyberg?’ I ask.


‘Sven’s boy?’


‘In his sixties, I’d say.’


‘In that case, no.’


‘Any chatter about a missing young woman today? Anyone said anything?’


‘Missing?’


I nod.


He frowns and looks up at the ceiling for a moment. Then he scratches his nose and says, ‘No.’


So I pick up my phone and place the octagonal foam attachment on the headpiece to my hearing aid and I ring the police station.


‘Gavrik police, Thord Petterson speaking.’


‘It’s me.’


‘Tuvs, I don’t have long.’


‘Missing girl, out Visberg way. Nyberg?’


‘Sven’s girl?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Nothing reported here, yet. This happens all the time. Maybe give it twenty-four hours and then chase it up.’


‘What about…’


‘Tuvs, I have to go, I’m sorry. Showing the Chief’s boss’s nephew around one of the Volvos. Kid wants to turn the sirens on. Anything important call me back in thirty minutes, okay?’


He calls off.


I google Bengt Nyberg. Retired technician. Thanks to Swedish tax returns and home addresses being public, I put his family tree together in less than a minute. He said it was the daughter of his cousin who went missing. I see three cousins. Two of them live down in Skåne. The other lives close to Rose Farm.


Her name is Elsa Nyberg.


She is twenty years old.


Give it twenty-four hours, said Thord.


Took a rifle because of Abraham, said Bengt Nyberg.


‘Rose Farm,’ I say out loud.


‘What?’ says Lars.


‘Rose Farm, out Visberg way. Somewhere close to Snake River but not close to Snake River Salvage. Solar panels and high fences.’


‘I heard what you said,’ says Lars. ‘And I know exactly where that place is.’


‘You do?’


He looks out the window and then he looks back to me and shudders.


‘You don’t know?’ he says, his tone flat.


I shake my head.


‘You’re not familiar with the story?’


I shake my head again.


‘It was the year I arrived here in Gavrik. One of my first big stories at the Posten. When I think back to that funeral, I still don’t know how to process it. Not out here in the sticks. That kind of thing isn’t supposed to happen all the way out here.’


‘What happened at Rose Farm, Lars?’


He starts to talk, but then he blows from his mouth and says, ‘I need to take a walk round the block, get some air.’ He looks nauseous. ‘I’d buried those memories deep, Tuva. I’m sorry.’


Lars walks out with no coat on, which I have never seen him do in my life, not even in summertime, and the bell above the door tinkles.


I google Rose Farm, Visberg.


1987.


Newspaper reports in all the nationals. Front-page spreads. There’s a one-hour documentary on YouTube about the farm. About what happened there. And there’s a PhD thesis written by a student in Lund covering the psychology of the family in the lead up.


A horrific murder-suicide. Johan Svensson lived on Rose Farm with his wife and three children. On May 2nd 1987 Johan murdered his wife and their two eldest children.


Then he turned the shotgun on himself.


Only the newborn survived.




3


I save the address of Rose Farm and grab my coat and run out of the office.


Storgatan, the main street in town, is empty. Just because it’s April doesn’t mean it’s warm. Last night we dropped down to minus seven, and tonight it’s forecast to get colder still. There are still mounds of salted snow in the shadowy corners of the ICA Maxi car park, their chill trapped for another month or more.


I climb into my Hilux and switch on the heater. There are feathers tied to the dead bushes on the roundabout near Eriksgatan; feathers signifying Easter is two days away.


The drive east is quiet and featureless. The periphery of a childhood nightmare. Most of the plants are still dormant and the Värmland skies are as white as snowdrop petals. Thinking of Noora makes me numb. I’ve been numb for months.


When I reach the country lane dividing the easternmost part of Utgard forest from the westernmost part of Visberg forest, I slow my truck. I try to make out the blood splatter on the road but I can’t see it. Dried from the cool easterly breeze. Soaked into the salty residue from last winter. I can drive at 5kpm here because there is no traffic. Not a single bus or saloon car. When you’re approaching the edge of the map, it’s not unusual to find yourself completely and utterly alone.


And then I see it.


Not the blood, rather the flattened grass on the verge where Bengt Nyberg’s elkhound lay whimpering earlier today. The shape of the animal.


I pull over. History repeating itself. I get out and walk to the verge and I see the blood now, staining the bleached couch grass and ice-burnt foliage. The shape of a canine on its side. Bronco. Next to that, the twin indents in the earth of a man who knelt to give comfort to his wounded friend. And next to that, the long and unmistakable shadow of a rifle.


The gun has been taken.


By Bengt? Would the dog be awake by now after his operation? Would Bengt have had time to recover his firearm?


The sky is vast and it is as blank as a bedsheet.


I might be imagining it but I can smell gunpowder in the cool, spring air. It takes me back to that hellish day. My apartment, the place I had to leave for weeks because I couldn’t face going back there. When the gun was fired that day and Noora fell to my kitchen floor, the sickly aroma of gunpowder filled the room and it was as if it replaced the oxygen and held the horrific scene in stasis. Time stopped. That 9mm bullet changed the world. My world, Noora’s world, so many worlds. They all stopped spinning when the bullet left the barrel. And now Noora lies in a different bed. The ventilator has mercifully been removed and she can breathe on her own but that’s about all she can do. No talking or moving. The woman I love is trapped within herself.


I walk back to the street, my cheeks damp. I never cried this easily before. When I was fourteen and Dad died, I didn’t cry much at all. I couldn’t. When Mum died, after all those years of sadness, it unleashed something. Broke the dam. So now I cry whenever I need it, and I’d give anything to see Noora cry, to see any sign that she was still with us.


Nine more kilometres to Rose Farm.


I’ve heard some people mention the farm but I’ve never visited. A friend of Tammy’s goes there to get her hair cut and coloured, and Tammy went there for lunch one time and told me it was actually pretty good. Comfort food, lots of steaming-hot potatoes and sauce. It was well cooked.


The forests thicken.


Light leaves the sky and the shadows of pine trees rush to fill the void.


I’m not at the farm yet but I know it’s coming. There’s a fence, you see. Most places in Sweden are pretty relaxed about property boundaries. Lots of people don’t bother with walls or fencing in the rural areas. But these guys sure do. On the side of the lane is a deep v-shaped ditch leading to a steep bank, topped off with a tall barbed-wire fence. Looks like a prisoner-of-war camp. Are they focused on keeping something out or keeping something in?


Could be wolves, I guess. If they’re farming livestock, a pack of wolves could decimate their herds and flocks in minutes. A pack of efficient, ruthless killers working together. Domesticated doesn’t stand a chance against wild. It never has and it never will.


The entrance is marked by some kind of gate with signs and CCTV cameras powered by their own individual solar panels. The gate is locked. Beyond is a spiked barrier laid across their access track. There are three signs on the gate. One says ‘Open weekends. Weekdays by appointment only’. One says, ‘You got the right to roam but best do it someplace else’. The third one says, ‘Welcome to Rose Farm’. Inside the ‘o’ of Rose is a perfectly formed and realistic-looking bullet hole.


I take the hint and pull back on to the main road and park on the opposite side in an unfenced paddock. The paddock is more elevated than the lane and it affords me a better position to be a snoopy little bastard.


My Hilux smells of dog. It smells of blood and adrenaline and wolf scent and sweat.


Opposite me, Rose Farm is laid out like some kid’s Lego creation. Bright colours and clear boundaries.


The access road, if you manage to gain access through their barriers, leads up to an ornate driveway flanked by old trees. On the left of the road is a brick stable yard and on the right side is a large red barn. I retrieve my binoculars from my glovebox and adjust the focus. The stable yard on the left has been split into two units. One has a mint-green sign that says, ‘Ruby’s Spa’. Next to it is a dimpled copper sign that reads, ‘Rose Farm Organic Café’. To the right of the road is that dark red barn and other farm buildings and machinery. But if you drive up past the stable and farm you reach the house proper. Almost a manor house, but not quite. One large, pink wooden structure with two distinct wings. A manor farm. The shade of pink is subtle, almost a taupe. The house looks to be at least a hundred years old.


There are three wind turbines dotted around the property and numerous solar arrays. A man with stubble walks three guard dogs close to the red barn, and I wonder if the missing girl is here someplace. But then my mind turns to the historic murder-suicide. 1987. A father slaughtering his own family and then turning the weapon on himself.


A fist at my truck window.
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‘You lost?’ he says, tapping on the glass.


His giant fist leaves an oily smudge on my window. The truck shakes. He must be two metres tall, this guy.


‘I’m fine,’ I say, smiling, locking the doors.


He walks round my Hilux with his snarling guard dog, like he’s checking my tyres as some sort of inspection. And then he gestures for me to wind down my window.


‘Asked if you were lost.’


‘No, I said I’m fine.’


He stares at me. Large head with sad, doleful eyes. A scraggly ginger beard, short and patchy. Overalls. A little younger than me: twenty or twenty-five. A seed stuck in his moustache whiskers.


‘You don’t look fine.’


I open my window a crack. ‘I’m fine, really. Came here for a walk is all.’


‘For a walk?’


‘I’m in rehab.’


He frowns at me.


‘Back injury,’ I say. And it’s half true. My back has been spasming of late.


‘Rehab’s for drunks and junkies,’ he says. ‘You a drunk or a junkie?’


Both, shithead.


‘Bad back,’ I say.


He doesn’t look convinced.


‘You live around here?’ I ask.


He nods towards Rose Farm.


‘Farmer?’ I ask.


‘Walk someplace else,’ he says.


This rankles me. It’s a constitutional right in Sweden for every person to be able to walk wherever they like as long as it’s not too close to someone’s dwelling. You’re even allowed to camp for a night or two on private land in rural areas if you’re responsible.


‘I’m going for a walk,’ I say. ‘Won’t be on your farm.’


‘Isn’t my farm,’ he says.


I can smell him through the window crack. Engine oil and sweat.


‘I won’t bother you,’ I say.


‘You already bothered me.’


With that I open the door of my Hilux and climb out and lock the door and start walking. With what I’ve been through this past year, what I’m still going through, I’m not in any mood to let an overgrown meathead order me around.


‘Where you going now?’ he asks.


I keep walking up the road, away from the entrance to Rose Farm.


‘I said,’ he says, running to catch me up, ‘where you heading, lady?’


His dog barks twice and then pulls on its leash, trying to get closer to me.


‘A walk,’ I say. ‘Just a walk.’


He passes me by and keeps the dog on a short leash.


‘Andreas Olsson,’ he says, his expression softening. ‘Didn’t mean to be unfriendly back there. Just that we’re private people, is all.’


My neck loosens and I say, ‘Tuva Moodyson.’


‘Do I know you?’


‘Reporter at the Gavrik Posten. We took over the Visberg Tidningen last year.’


‘You took old Ragnar Falk’s job, didn’t you?’


It’s more complicated than that. Lena and her husband bought the paper from Ragnar and combined it with the Posten. But I say, ‘Yeah,’ because it’s easier.


We walk on for a hundred metres without either one of us saying anything. Then the dog stops to sniff a hole in the verge and Andreas says, ‘Anatolian shepherd dog.’


‘Sorry?’


‘Jack here, he’s an Anatolian shepherd dog. One of the best protector-dog breeds there is, if you ask me.’


‘He’s cute,’ I say.


‘He’s not too cute when he sees a grey wolf threaten his territory, I’ll tell you that much.’ There is glee in Andreas’s voice, some pride in his dog’s ability, but his eyes are still tired and furtive.


‘Lots of wolf attacks up here?’


‘Kommun don’t give us enough quotas, see. If we could hunt them right we’d keep them at bay. Thin out the packs. It’s the government at fault. Meddling. They aren’t hill people.’


‘Are you a hill person? You live closer to Snake River than you do to Visberg.’


‘Raised in Visberg town,’ he says. ‘Moved out to Rose Farm two years back.’


‘What do you do if you don’t farm?’


He scratches his beard.


‘I mean, if you don’t mind me asking.’


‘I’m a groundsman, is all. Keep the gardens and ditches clear. Maintain the perimeter fences. I build stuff.’


‘Talking to the police earlier about a missing girl,’ I say.


He smiles.


‘What?’ I say.


‘You got an agenda. I knew you would have.’


‘Just saying, I heard a girl went missing on the farm.’


‘Not on the farm.’


‘No?’


‘Elsa works here a few days a week but she hasn’t gone missing on the farm. We run a tight ship in there.’ He points through the high barbed-wire fence.


‘You’re not worried about her?’


‘Elsa? No. She’ll be in Ronnie’s Bar flirting with some guy from the pulp mill, same as usual. She’s a flirt, plays with guys, you know the kind.’ Then he says something I can’t understand.


‘Sorry, what did you say? I’m deaf. Can’t hear you clearly.’


‘You’re deaf?’ he says, stopping in his stride and patting his dog’s head.


I nod.


‘Deaf, deaf?’


I nod again.


‘And yet you can hear what I’m saying?’


‘Hearing aids.’


‘So you aren’t real deaf? Just a little smidge.’


‘I’m deaf.’


‘A bit deaf.’


He’ll be lucky to avoid a kick in the dick at this rate.


‘Police reckon Elsa Nyberg went missing on Rose Farm,’ I say, lying to see his reaction. ‘They’re sure of it.’


‘They don’t know one end of a farm from the other,’ he says. ‘Incompetent, the gang of them. One policewoman got herself shot to death just last year. You ever heard of such a thing, thought the cops were supposed to be armed and ready but not the Gavrik police, nope.’


Now I’m the one who stops walking.


‘Noora Ali is my girlfriend. She’s not dead, she’s just very, very sick.’ My voice breaks. ‘And she wasn’t on duty when she was attacked, so mind what you say about her in my company.’ I spit the last few words out and he senses the rage in my eyes.


‘Didn’t mean nothing by it,’ he says. ‘I never knew all that. I’m real sorry.’


I swallow. ‘Okay.’


‘I’m not a stranger to sudden losses. I am sorry, Tuva.’


I set off walking again and he hangs back a little way.


‘What’s that in the distance?’ I say.


‘That hut down the river a piece?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Just an abandoned fishing cabin is all. Locked up. Can’t get to it from the road, marsh all around, only access is from Snake River itself.’


‘Could Elsa be hiding out there?’


‘Nope.’


I look at him.


‘How can you be so sure?’


‘Because I monitor this whole place twenty-four-seven is why. I’m patrolling with my dogs or else someone is. Elsa’s a nice person, but she isn’t hiding in Rosebud Cottage and I can tell you that like it’s gospel.’


‘Rosebud Cottage?’


‘The fishing cabin. She isn’t there.’


‘Can I come on to your farm, Andreas? Just for an hour. I’d like to check out the spa and get a coffee in the café. Buy you a coffee maybe?’


‘Closed,’ he says. ‘Open weekends only.’


‘Or by appointment,’ I say.


‘You don’t have no appointment,’ he says.


A trio of geese squawk and beat their wings and glide down to the surface of the river and settle neatly into the ice-cold waters.


‘Do you work for Abraham Viklund?’ I ask.


Andreas rubs his brow.


‘Is he your boss?’


‘That’s not how it is,’ he says.


‘Maybe Abraham is taking care of Elsa Nyberg, could that be it?’


Andreas bites his lip and his dog starts to growl and froth from its jowls.


‘She isn’t…’ he says, blinking fast, ‘she isn’t with him.’


‘How can you be sure?’


He exhales through his nose. ‘Because nobody’s seen Abraham Viklund for six whole years, that’s how.’
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Andreas watches me drive away, back towards Visberg. In my mirrors I see him standing there, all two metres of him, with his angry dog, staring, waiting for me to get well away from him and Rose Farm.


The afternoon is turning into evening and whatever warmth there was has been sapped from the air.


I hope she turns up, this Elsa Nyberg. I hope she’s taken a lover and run away to a cheap hotel in a faraway town. That they’re lying under crisp sheets that have been industrially laundered so many times they’re wearing thin. Her in the crook of his arm. Him telling her stories and her telling him better ones. The pair of them alone, as far as humanity is aware. Two lovers intertwined and worrying about nothing whatsoever.


The road is empty.


Orange plastic poles, still deep in the earth, each side of the asphalt from last winter; markers that delineate the safe and man-made from the dangerous and wild. You have to stay inside of the guide poles. You have to stay on the road.


I drive and I feel out of balance, worse than before. A missing girl, and my love, who’s being fed through a tube directly into her stomach. And some people say there’s a god.


The Grimberg factory chimneys glow warm in the setting sun.


I park outside my office but I do not go in. Instead I cross the street to the hunt store. The stuffed brown bear, some unfortunate giant shot by Benny Björnmossen and stuffed by Sally out at Snake River Salvage, gawps at me with his rictus smile.


No customers in the shop.


‘Oh, it’s you.’


‘Hi, Benny.’


‘Hi, yourself.’


‘How’s business?’


‘How’s business?’


‘Yeah.’


Benny takes the cap off his head and scratches his hair and then replaces the cap and says, ‘Been better.’


‘I’ve just been out north, close to Rose Farm.’


He straightens a pack of clear fishing line on the wall and says nothing.


‘Have you ever been out there at Rose Farm, Benny?’


‘Not that I recall.’


‘You know what kind of operation they run up there? Looks like Fort Knox from the outside.’


‘Farming,’ says Benny. ‘It’s a farm. Clue’s in the name.’


‘They had a massacre up there in the ’80s.’


He stops arranging the fishing hooks, looks at me and says, ‘Yes, they did.’


‘Shotgun.’


He grumbles something.


‘From your store?’


‘Why are you asking?’


‘Just curious.’


He licks his lips and puts his hands inside his Marlboro Man jacket and says, ‘All that was well before my time, see. Lived out Trollhättan way, back then.’


‘You hear about the girl gone missing?’


‘I heard it.’


‘What do you think?’


‘Does it matter what I think?’


I shrug.


‘I think we’ll see, is what I think. Old Bengt Nyberg told me about it just this past hour on the telephone. Told me you helped try to save his Bronco, too.’


‘Did what I could.’


‘Good dog, Bronco.’


‘The girl?’


‘Nyberg was out looking for her up in the river plains around Rose Farm, she works up there doing this thing and that. He ain’t too concerned, says she’s gone AWOL a time or two before this. Not like when your friend from the food van went missing last Midsommar, this’ll be different, mark my words.’


‘I hope so.’


‘It’ll work out alright. If she’d had a dog with her, I might have worried about the wolves out there, but she doesn’t have a dog. She’ll turn up.’


‘What do you know about Rose Farm?’


‘Why don’t you go bother them about it instead of asking me?’


‘Nils told me your ads are up for review this summer. New payment plan, new deal. Reckon I can swing you something sweet, now I’m deputising Lena.’


He blows air through his teeth and changes the sign on the door from ‘Open Season’ to ‘Gone Fishing’.


‘Better take a seat then.’


He points to two folding, camp chairs, each with integrated cup-holders, arranged by a tent and a fake campfire, consisting of strips of yellow paper blown up by a small fan.


‘Comfy,’ I say, sitting down.


‘You break it, you buy it.’


‘The farm?’


Benny wipes his nose on the sleeve of his jacket and then stretches his legs out towards the fire – some kind of muscle memory.


‘People,’ he says. ‘Some people don’t know much or care much if the outside world exists one day to the next. Folks up on that farm live by themselves for themselves. Well, that’s to admire in a certain way, self-sufficiency and all. Self-reliance. Living as a pack. But when it comes to it lack of interest is as good as lack of care when all is said and done. They look inward, you get my meaning.’


‘Like a commune?’


‘I didn’t say that, you did. It’s just that if all this ended, all of us went up as dust, that Rose Farm team wouldn’t likely find out about it for weeks. And when they did hear the news they’d likely shrug and carry on with their business. I’m a country man, you know that. I’m all for the old ways. But you gotta think about community when it comes down to it. No man is an island and no group is diverse enough to sustain itself ad infinitum.’


I check the price tag of the chair I’m sitting in: 300 kronor.


‘They call their boss Abraham.’


‘I ain’t never met the man.’


‘You’ve heard about him, though.’


‘I only had contact with Linda Larsson, she runs the café up there. Decent food, as it goes. And I sold some merchandise to big Andreas as well, the gardener.’


‘I met him today.’


Someone rings Benny’s mobile and after a while Benny replies with, ‘Thirty-five calibre hollow points but you better move quick on them.’


‘You like Andreas, the gardener?’ I ask.


‘Like him? Like’s got nothing to do with it.’


‘He seem okay to you?’


‘No comment.’


‘Oh, come on.’


Benny breathes in deep and takes out a pocket knife and starts to clean his nails with its tip.


‘Between you me and the wind, he’s got some history up in Visberg town, few years ago now I’m talking. Some kind of misdemeanour with a young girl, back when they was both at school. Formal complaints. Reckon the Sheriff up there handled it.’


‘Sheriff Hansson, the taxi driver?’


‘Unless you know of another sheriff in hill town?’


Fair point.


‘Andreas was a big lump even back then, had to duck just to get through my door. You seen him, so you know. And the talk was he wasn’t too gentle with this girl, and she got scared. Don’t think it was much more than that, but you know small towns, an incident like that is all you need to stain you for life. For your children’s lives, too. So that’s why Andreas moved out to Rose Farm. Sanctuary for him in a way. He gets a quiet life, and the girls of Visberg town don’t have to worry no more. I’d say everyone was satisfied with how it all played out.’


‘Until now,’ I say.


Benny nods and locks his knife shut. ‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Until now.’
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I step out on to Storgatan and the Grimberg chimneys look heavy against the plain grey sky.


Inside the office Lars has already gone home for his Friday-night lactose-free, gluten-free, vegan tacos and his Netflix comedy special. You have to love the man.


Nils is working on the owner of the health food shop, trying to talk him into some special bulk-discount deal for his adverts, droning on about circulation numbers and community engagement. But credit where credit’s due: he’s still hard at it past 5pm on a Friday. That’s what living in a marginal, isolated town will do to you. Think about it; it’s not like he could just waltz into a newspaper ad-salesman job somewhere else in Toytown now, is it?


I dredge social media for the friends of the missing girl, Elsa Nyberg. I find the two girls she shares most of her selfies with, pull their names, cross-reference, note down their mobile-phone numbers. I pull up her father’s number and address. He lives a few kilometres east of Rose Farm. Nearest building, in fact. Next-door neighbours.


‘Leif Nyberg.’ His voice is gruff.


‘Hej, Leif, it’s Tuva Moodyson calling, from the Gavrik Posten.’


‘It ain’t convenient.’


‘Can I just ask you a few…’


‘I said, it ain’t convenient.’


He hangs up.


I call Elsa’s friend, Kristina.


No answer.


I dial again.


Nothing.


I text her Hi, I’m Tuva Moodyson from the Gavrik Posten newspaper. I’m trying to look for your friend, Elsa Nyberg. Please text or call.


The bell rings above the door.


A man steps in off the street and he’s carrying a rifle. His hat obscures his eyes.


Nils opens the door from his office, sees the man with the gun and goes back inside and closes the door.


I stand up, lifting my hands in the air.


The man shakes his head.


‘Please,’ I say.


He shakes his head some more. Adjusts his hat. It’s Bengt Nyberg.


‘I don’t know what to do,’ he says. ‘I should never have…’


‘Please,’ I say again. ‘Put down the gun.’


His lip is shaking.


‘Mr Nyberg.’


‘Bronco didn’t survive the surgery, see,’ he says. And then he starts to weep.


I take a breath.


‘I’m so, so sorry.’


‘He was eleven years old. It was too much for his system, the vet said.’


‘He was a handsome dog,’ I say.


‘Too much for him to take.’


Bengt looks at me and smiles through his tears.


‘Could you just place the rifle on my desk. It’s making me nervous.’


He places it on my desk.


‘Those wolves can go to hell.’


I nod and walk over and pat his shoulder. ‘I’m sorry.’


‘Had him since he was a pup. Eight weeks. I wanted to come in here to say thank you, Miss Moodyson. I just wanted to say that to your face, see.’


‘You don’t need to…’


‘Oh yes, but I do. Bronco wasn’t in any pain thanks to you, still under the anaesthetic when he slipped away. Didn’t feel nothing, the vet told me. No pain.’


I don’t say anything. In this moment, in this office, the world has shrunk down to just the two of us. An old man and a young woman joined together through the death of a Swedish elkhound. The man is feeling his own pain and I’m feeling mine. Conflicted, and guilty as hell that in some ways, if I’m honest with myself, it may have been better for Noora to have gone this way. To have died, with no pain. Back when the ambulance took her to hospital, the kind paramedic talking me through what I could do to help – monitor her vitals, remove a syringe from its packet, talk to her – I yearned with my whole body and my spirit for Noora to live. And now, sometimes, when I can face the thought, I wonder if I yearned for completely the wrong thing. Now, as she lies in a bed in her parents’ house in Gothenburg, them caring for her 24/7, feeding her through a tube, watching for any signs of consciousness, awareness, I wonder what would really be best for the person I adore.
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