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  Foreword


  Bern and Its German


  About a million of Switzerland’s eight-and-a half million people live in Bern, the second largest Swiss canton and home to the Swiss capital (also Bern) and to generous chunks of two mountain ranges, the Alps and the Jura. French is the mother tongue of ten percent of the Bernese; most of the rest speak a distinctive version of Schweizer-deutsch or Swiss-German dialect.


  When Swiss-Germans talk to each other, whether they are professors or clerks, TV announcers or truckers, each uses their own local dialect, and, although they may occasionally hear an unfamiliar word, they all understand each other. There are no class distinctions in Swiss speech, just geographical ones. Kids in school learn to read, write, and speak Hochdeutsch, the German of books and newspapers, but for most Swiss it remains a foreign language.


  The dialect of Bern, Bärndutsch, is especially easy for Swiss-Germans to identify. It is sing-song and slow, with long, drawling vowels and some distinctive oddities. Take the word for milk: Milch in standard German. Almost all the Swiss dialects pronounce the “ch” as a Scot would, with a hard, guttural sound like the noise you make before you spit. But the Bernese change the word still further, since they pronounce its “l” sound as “u.” So Milch becomes “Mi-uuuu-ch.” Think of a cat about to start a fight.


  There are hundreds of words (thousands, actually, but many are old-fashioned and rarely used) that exist only in Bärndutsch, like “Gring” for head, instead of Kopf. The Bernese also use distinctive nicknames ending in “u,” like Chrigu for Christian and Pädu for Patrick. In Pesticide, lots of characters have traditional Bernese nicknames: Jean-Pierre Niklaus is called Schämpu, for example, and Ueli, Giuliana’s husband, is actually named Ulrich, although no one in the book ever calls him that. (For English-speakers, Ueli is hard to pronounce: U as in rule, E as in eh, LI as in only.)


  And what about “a” versus ä, “ö” versus o, and “u” versus ü? These vowels with umlauts are sounds that exist in High German as well as Bärndutsch—not that that makes them easier for English-speakers to say. Here’s a small guide to vowel sounds in Bernese German.


  a as in ah when you open your mouth for the doctor to look at your throat: Strasse (street)


  ä as in wa-wa-wa when we want to make the noise of a baby crying, an “a” with your lips spread: Fränzi (short for Franziska)


  e as in the eh that Canadians sometimes say at the end of a sentence (but without the questions mark!): Reitschule (riding school—and the name of Bern’s alternative culture center, a thorn in the eye of the city’s conservative politicians.)


  i as in our “bee”: bio (organic)


  o as in our “bowl”: Polizei (police)


  ö as in our “bird” (but no “r” sound) or, if you know French, in “peu”: Löffel (spoon; also a last name)


  u as in our “rule”: Tschugger (a dialect term for “policeman”)


  ü say the sound “ee” and purse your lips almost completely shut: Zürich


  As in English, there are short and long sounds for each of these vowels. One of the ways to indicate a long “a” is with two “a”s in a row: the Aare is Bern’s river, which flows into the Rhine. Another example is Seeland. It’s not “see” as in “I see you,” but instead a long “eh.”


  The first word in this book with an umlaut is Schützenmatte.Today this is a large paved space near Bern’s train station that’s often used as a parking lot. When it first appeared in the city’s records in 1477, however, it was a field where men practiced archery with crossbows: a “shooting meadow.” It’s still a stretch of land to be navigated carefully, especially at night—as you’re about to find out.
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  Downtown Bern,


  Sunday, June 16, early morning


  “Let’s get out of here,” he said. But when he looked round, he was alone.


  They’d just been talking, hadn’t they? Now most of the tables behind him were empty, and a man was mopping the floor. He braced his arms, pushed himself to his feet, swayed, and then lurched through the dim bar and onto the sidewalk. Nearby a familiar figure stood hunched against the wall. Good.


  Christ, he was blitzed. How had that happened? Some weed, followed by plenty of beer as they’d talked through the plans. But so what? The shots of schnapps—that’d been his mistake. Still, he’d managed; he’d managed everything. Things were set up the way he wanted them. And if he’d messed up somewhere . . . well, it could be fixed. Later.


  He heard roars and shrieks: the Dance-In, still going strong. It wasn’t often he sold to strangers instead of regulars, but with ten thousand kids dancing through downtown, all working on getting wasted, he’d have been crazy not to unload as much stuff as he could. Selling dope with hundreds of police stomping around—he couldn’t believe he’d gotten away with it. The money he’d made, all in one evening! And then getting the whole deal done.


  He’d deserved the schnapps.


  He tried to see the time on his phone, but his eyes refused to focus. Shit! Was it two? Three? People were moving, but there was no beat. Why had the music stopped?


  Clinging grimly to his companion’s arm, he squinted at the plaza in front of the train station. When he’d strolled into the bar a couple of hours before, the square had been full of bodies swaying to the music. Now he saw flares of pulsing light and smelled smoke. Through the haze, he made out fires. Heard screams. Felt his eyes sting with tear gas.


  Time to walk away. He tugged his friend down the Bollwerk to a crosswalk. When the little man turned green, they wove across the street and came to a stop in the Schützenmatte. During the day it was just a parking lot, but at night . . . Now, the enormous Riding School complex loomed out of the dark in front of him, lit by meager lamps strung across the courtyard. The bursts of graffiti on the building’s walls flickered as the hanging lights swayed. He felt—strange. He wasn’t alone again, was he? No—he saw a figure leaning against a car. When he beckoned, his friend stumbled closer, scuffing old newspapers and trash like a kid shuffling in dry leaves.


  As the two of them shambled toward the Riding School, slapping feet and panting breaths surged out of the darkness behind them, and at least twenty men barreled by. One almost plowed into him. The man’s black hood was tight around his head, his nose and mouth were covered, and there was a thick chain wrapped around his arm, one end gripped in his fist. Others brandished metal bars or broken bottles; some carried stuff in their arms. Clothes, shoes, a laptop, a toaster.


  A toaster?


  They were looting! Guys were actually stealing from shops. He didn’t think Bern had ever had a riot like this, where people lit fires and raided stores. It was fucking amazing. But weird, too. The city was out of control.


  More boots clattering on pavement. Quick. He stumbled back into the shelter of a pillar, and the next wave of runners swept by. This time it was cops, enormous clear-plastic shields held out like battering rams. Stupid to run with those. The looters would be all over the Riding School before the pigs even reached the front gates. He giggled at how stupid they looked, with their bulbous helmets bobbing in the half-light and their shields banging against their knees.


  “Jesus Christ! Let’s go,” said his companion, grabbing his shoulder.


  That’s right—they’d been on their way to the Riding School. Which didn’t seem like such a good idea anymore. As they swerved back on themselves in a jagged circle, he noticed a single cop running toward them, shield held sideways to keep it clear of his legs, desperate to catch up with the others. Oh, no. I’m going to miss my chance to bash the boys in black. Wait for me!


  The lone cop hadn’t seen them standing in the shadows a few feet away. The impulse to leap out and yell, “Boo!” filled his head like helium. Then he had a better idea.


  He stepped out of the darkness as the cop ran by and stuck one leg into his path. The man flew through the air, rocketed to the pavement, and smacked his helmeted head into the bumper of a parked car with a resounding “boing,” like a struck gong.


  God, he’d never seen anything so funny. He leaned over, hands on his knees, and tried to keep from falling down as he laughed and laughed. Boing!


  “Are you out of your fucking mind?” he heard his friend say. But he couldn’t stop laughing.


  Then the cop was up and on his feet in a heartbeat, howling. God, he was mad. Flinging his shield away, he sped toward them with his visor up and his baton swinging.


  This guy was going to hit him. Oh shit! He swayed, trying to stand upright. Tried to say sorry, it was a joke. No use, his voice wouldn’t come. He couldn’t run, he couldn’t even move. He stretched out both hands to hold back the rage rushing toward him. Stop, man. Stop.


  The cop was right in front of him. There was nothing he could do.


  He closed his eyes.
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  Bern,


  Saturday June 15–Sunday, June 16


  The old man’s body had been removed, and a forensics expert, white-suited from hood to booties, was going over the tiny apartment. Giuliana Linder, also in protective gear, stood out of the way and studied the ancient, peeling wallpaper, yellow with cigarette smoke; the gouged wainscoting; the disintegrating rugs. She’d already taken in the black mold climbing the walls in bathroom and kitchen, and the scramble of clothes, sheets, and blankets heaped in the bedroom. The smell of the place would have been indescribably bad, even without the reek of rotting flesh.


  It was the stench that had persuaded a neighbor to call the police earlier that evening; now it was after midnight. As the lead homicide detective on call that weekend, Giuliana had arrived around ten. From the beginning it was a presumed suicide: the victim was a widower of seventy-eight who’d struggled to take care of himself since the death of his wife two years earlier. It appeared that he’d downed most of a bottle of cheap schnapps and hanged himself from a hook in the ceiling that had somehow held his weight. How long ago was a question for the autopsy, but Giuliana thought it had been between forty-eight and seventy-two hours. Self-inflicted or not, the death had to be investigated, so she and her colleagues were still at work.


  The figure in white straightened up from a crouch, braced her back with both hands, groaned, and came over to where Giuliana stood. “I hate suicides,” she said.


  “Yeah,” said Giuliana. “Several neighbors tried to help him after the wife died, or so they say, but he was difficult. Mean, depressed, drunk. Still, it shouldn’t have come to this.”


  The other woman sighed. “Someone should have called social services.”


  Giuliana nodded, even while wondering if it would have done any good. A man couldn’t be forced to drink less, get counseling, take antidepressants, and smile at his neighbors.


  As the forensics woman turned back to her examination of the floor, one of the men who’d been interviewing residents in the building’s other seven apartments—and dealing with their reactions to being awakened after midnight—called out from the corridor, “Are you hearing what’s happening downtown?”


  From the room’s rickety table, a police radio murmured; it had started with bulletins on the police presence at the Dance-In and was now putting out nonstop police-only news about the riots. Giuliana realized she hadn’t paid attention for a while.


  “Rioters have attacked police with magnesium torches and Molotov cocktails,” the dispatcher was saying, “causing fires in the streets. Ambulance drivers, firefighters, and first-aid workers are also being targeted. All available personnel should report to a supervisor immediately for an assignment.”


  “If you put booties on, you can come in here,” Giuliana called to the investigator in the hall. “Right?” she asked her colleague, who nodded wearily.


  “Sure. I’m almost done for tonight.”


  The investigator picked his way through, shuffling in his paper shoe covers across the wooden floor to the frayed edge of the rug. “Jesus. Can you believe this?” he said. “These fuckers are bashing cops’ heads in, and we’re going to be up shit creek just for using tear gas and rubber bullets.”


  “Nah,” said the forensics woman. “No one’s going to blame us for trying to stop these guys. Not with all the damage they’re doing.”


  The investigator kept complaining as if she hadn’t spoken: “‘Police Injure Hundreds in Bern’s Deadliest Riot.’ That’ll be the headline.”


  “Better than ‘Police Helpless as Hooligans Destroy Swiss Capital,’” countered the woman. Her voice grew muffled as she bent to scrape something off the floor.


  Giuliana thought of the demonstrations she’d been in when she was young, although the Dance-In was normally more of a giant street party than a demo. There’d been run-ins with the police in her day—but no anarchist block to force things over the top. If this bunch at the Dance-In even were anarchists. Giuliana doubted they had any politics at all; they were just guys who liked upsetting the authorities, fighting, and breaking things.


  As if he could read her mind, the investigator said, “American cops would probably shoot these rioting bastards after they threw their first torch. And we get in trouble for dragging some drunk through a pool of his own piss, for Christ’s sake.”


  That recent case had resulted in two cops being disciplined: correctly, in Giuliana’s opinion. But now was not the time to say so.


  “How about tranquilizing darts?” she said. “As soon as anyone starts trouble, we shoot them to sleep, stack them in paddy wagons, and cart them off to jail. Think how much easier it would be to manage soccer matches.”


  The other two laughed, and the mood lightened as they waited for the rest of the team to finish so they could wind up for the night.


  A quick look at the newsfeed on her phone told Giuliana that the riots were getting worse, and she itched to get back to her apartment. She hoped her brother wasn’t out in this mess—and thank God Ueli and the kids were safe at home.


  It was after three when she finally walked in her front door. The hall still smelled faintly of dinner, which made her notice her hunger. In the kitchen she cut a slice off the braided Sunday loaf in the breadbasket, buttered it, poured herself a glass of milk, and downed her snack standing up. She was so weary she left the fridge open while she ate and almost forgot to close it. But tired as she was, she went to check on the kids.


  As usual, Lukas’s bedroom door was open, while Isabelle’s was closed. Hand resting on Isabelle’s doorknob, Giuliana stopped, remembering her recent promise to her fifteen-year-old not to barge into her room. All right, then, she’d honor her vow at night, too, even if it hurt. No such restrictions applied to Lukas, who was ten, so she tiptoed into his room and sat on the edge of his bed, drinking in his still-childlike smell and the sound of his steady breathing. He was such a heavy sleeper that she risked stroking his hair, dark and curly like her own.


  For once she managed to slide under the duvet without waking her husband. God, she was beat. At least it was Sunday and Ueli’s turn to get up with Lukas in the morning. They’d planned an outing with the kids, and she needed to write up her notes on the suicide and think about some remaining loose ends, but she could afford to give herself until nine thirty. She stayed awake long enough to set the alarm before losing herself in sleep.


  She was dragged back to consciousness by Ueli gently shaking her shoulder and saying her name. Her body trembled with fatigue.


  She focused on his face. “What? What?” she mumbled.


  Ueli held her ringing cell phone out. “Sorry, love.”


  “Linder,” she croaked. Ueli settled back under the duvet next to her.


  “Frau Linder, sorry to wake you. I don’t think we’ve met, but I’m Fabienne Mäder, also with the cantonal police, and I wanted to let you know we’ve got your daughter. Isabelle Brand, right? That’s your daughter? She was arrested at the Dance-In.”


  Adrenaline surged through Giuliana’s body, and she pulled herself upright. “Yes, Isabelle Brand is my daughter.” Fighting to control her panic, she turned wide eyes toward Ueli, who catapulted out of bed and rushed down the hall to Isabelle’s room. When he returned, he was shaking his head.


  “Is she all right? She isn’t hurt, is she?” Giuliana heard the squeak of fear in her voice. What could have happened? How on earth could Isabelle have gotten caught up in all that chaos?


  “No, she’s fine. She’s here in central detention along with hundreds of other youngsters brought in during the night. She was reportedly caught vandalizing property and then resisted arrest. I wanted to let you know.”


  It made no sense that Isabelle had been at the Dance-In; it was even more ludicrous to picture her as a vandal. Talking back to a policeman and pissing him off enough to arrest her? Now that she could imagine. She wanted desperately to drive over to the detention center and pick Isabelle up. But there was no way she was going to ask for special treatment for her daughter.


  She blew out a long breath. “Thanks so much, Frau Mäder. My husband and I . . .” No, she wasn’t going to confess that they hadn’t even known their daughter was missing. “Um . . . we’re very glad to know she’s safe. She’s only fifteen, so I’d appreciate it if someone could . . . um . . . keep an eye on her.” Even as she said it, she realized she shouldn’t have. Asking for her daughter to be kept safe. “We’ll come get her as soon as minors are released. Is there any chance I could speak with her?”


  Isabelle was in a cell, she was told, probably asleep. She’d be free to leave that afternoon, maybe by four. Giuliana thanked the woman again and hung up. She looked at the phone and realized it was only 6:15. She’d had less than three hours’ sleep.


  Ueli leaned against the bedroom door, arms crossed over his broad chest. His orange hair was flattened to one side of his head, his freckled skin was blotchy from bed, and the waistband of his boxers was twisted. His sleep-tousled appearance would’ve usually made her smile. But right now he was scowling at her.


  “Did you know she—” Giuliana began.


  “Where is she? Tell me what that was about,” Ueli said, his voice loud. “Where’s Isabelle?”


  “She’s at the main detention center in Neufeld, with the other people arrested at the Dance-In, and they’re phoning the parents of all the kids under eighteen—although I think we got one of the earliest calls as a courtesy. Isa must have told them I was a cop. Anyway, she’s fine; she’s asleep. But I don’t understand what she was doing at the Dance-In in the first place.” She sat up and perched on the edge of the bed facing Ueli. Because of the heat she’d slept in a tank top and underpants—now she shivered.


  “I let her go,” Ueli said. “Obviously, it was a mistake. I’m sorry. But she said Quentin had invited her and would look after her.”


  “You let her go to an illegal street party because she was accompanied by an eighteen-year-old boy we barely know? She’s fifteen. What were you thinking?” She pulled the duvet over and draped it around her bare legs as she spoke.


  “I’ve met him,” he said. “It’s not my fault you haven’t been around. He seems okay. Plus, she’s crazy about him.” He scrubbed his face with his hands. “But that’s not the point. Aren’t they going to let her out? When I think of her locked up with a bunch of people fighting the cops, I . . .”


  “Apparently she was fighting the cops.” Giuliana forced the words out. “And vandalizing things.”


  “I don’t believe that,” Ueli said. “Do you?” She heard a hint of uncertainty in his voice. That was the way it was with teenagers—sometimes they did stuff so stupid and risky that you were left reeling. But not this. Not Isabelle.


  “No. It’s probably a mistake. Don’t forget, we can get Paps or Paolo onto it if she needs a lawyer.”


  “I don’t understand why you aren’t more upset. It’s like you aren’t even worried about her.”


  She felt the prick of tears in her eyes. “Of course I am.”


  “Okay, maybe that’s harsh. Still, I don’t . . .” Frowning, he looked away from her and shook his head. “Listen, I’m going to get her. Tell me where the detention center is.”


  “Please don’t go. I’m sure she’s safe.” She struggled to keep her voice calm. “She got arrested for a reason, and we can’t let her think that she doesn’t have to face consequences, just because her mother’s a cop.”


  “Forget about teaching her lessons. She needs us. She must be terrified. What if she gets hurt?”


  “Who’s going to hurt her? She’s surrounded by police.”


  “She’s still locked up with a bunch of rioters. And . . . well . . . what about the cops?”


  Her reply caught in her throat. “What do you mean, what about the cops?” she said quietly.


  “Remember that policeman in Luzern who got caught on camera kicking a Rumanian in the head? I know you don’t want to deal with it, but cops attack people. Swiss cops attack Swiss people.” He said the last sentence slowly, as if she were dim-witted.


  Giuliana stood up fast; the duvet fell to the floor. “I know it happens. But she’s a lot safer in the detention center than she was at the Dance-In. Even if there hadn’t been a riot, the crowd would’ve been passing out pills like candy and drinking until they puked. God! Suppose someone had given her a roofie?”


  “Look, I said it was a mistake.”


  He looked so miserable that she crossed the room and wrapped her arms around him. His body didn’t relax against hers, but at least he put his hands on her waist.


  “You did. I’m sorry. Let’s not fight,” she said.


  “I don’t want to fight. I want to leave.” He shrugged himself out of her embrace. “Maybe it embarrasses you to ask for favors, but not me. I’m going to tell them her mother’s a cop and get her out. You can either give me the address, or I’ll get it some other way.”


  She sighed. “I think it’s the wrong thing to do. And, besides, it won’t work; you’ll just embarrass yourself.” And me, she admitted to herself. “Honestly, Ueli, I think it’s bad for Isabelle to get special treatment. But if you really have to go, then go.”


  She showed him the location on his phone, waited while he got dressed, and walked him to the door. They didn’t speak, but he said a gruff good-bye before jogging down the corridor and out into the bright early-morning sunshine. She knew he was angry that she wouldn’t pull strings for Isabelle. But it wasn’t right, damn it.


  She slumped onto the sofa, head in her hands. She didn’t think Ueli had the slightest chance of getting Isabelle released early. He’d throw Giuliana’s name around and it would do him no good at all. She cringed. Ueli had a point—she did care what her colleagues thought. But was that something to be ashamed of? If it were anyone else’s child, Ueli’d be straight onto his laptop, thumping out an article decrying cronyism among cops.


  Her head hammered from too little sleep. She took a couple of aspirins and then wandered into Isabelle’s room. How had she missed Isabelle’s interest in the Dance-In? And going with Quentin? She should have made a point of finding out more about him, if Isabelle liked him so much. Was Ueli right? Had she not been at home enough lately? Was she too obsessed with work?


  She shuffled around her daughter’s room, touching a lopsided clay pot that Isabelle had made in third grade, moving on to a propped-up strip of photo-booth photos of Isabelle and her best friend, Luna, making faces at each other. She sat down on the bed. Lifting the pillow to her nose, she smelled the scent of her daughter’s hair and skin. She hugged the pillow and tried to imagine what Isabelle must be feeling. Was she terrified, as Ueli feared? Somehow she doubted it. Not Isabelle.


  Her eyes closed. She slid sideways, and her head sank to the bed, the pillow still clutched to her chest. She’d just lie here a minute or two.


  Three hours later, the creaking of the bed woke her. Two large dark-brown eyes, exactly like her own, peered into her face. Lukas was bending over her, breathing chocolate-cereal breath into her nose. “Are you awake?” he whispered.


  “No, I’m asleep with my eyes open, you silly-billy.” She smiled into her son’s serious face. “What time is it?”


  “After nine,” he said, sitting down on Isabelle’s bed. “I woke up at eight and played my wizard game and ate breakfast and watched TV, but I was wondering where everybody went. And why you’re in Isabelle’s bed. Did Vati and Isabelle go somewhere fun?” She could hear an unspoken “no fair” lurking beneath his words.


  “Isabelle spent the night out, and Vati’s picking her up. It’ll take him a while. Go get The Thief Lord, and I’ll read to you in the big bed.”


  Being with Lukas let her set aside her fears. But after half an hour of reading to him, she got out of bed to shower and dress, and the worries returned. When she and Ueli had met at university, he’d already been freelancing, but she’d had no thought of joining the police: in those days, she’d leaned farther left than he had. But her contact with cops during her law internships had made her see things in a new light. She’d believed Ueli had sympathized with her choices. Now, after eighteen years with the police, she found herself wondering how heartfelt Ueli’s support of her job really was.


  She was zipping her jeans when her cell phone rang. It was her boss, Rolf Straub. Oh God. Surely he couldn’t be expecting a full report already?


  “Morning, Rolf,” she said, clutching the phone between ear and shoulder as she pulled on her socks. “I assume you want to ask me about last night; I haven’t . . .”


  “Morning.” Rolf interrupted. “I’m calling about something else. Another case. I’m very pleased you’re the one in line for this.”


  A not-so-little voice inside Giuliana’s head screamed no, no, no. Not because she couldn’t handle two cases within twenty-four hours, but because her mind was so filled with Isabelle’s arrest and Ueli’s departure that she wasn’t sure she could process a new crisis.


  “Sure,” she forced herself to say as she padded into the living room to see what Lukas was doing. “What’s up?”


  “You know Jonas Pauli, a young uniform who sometimes helps homicide with phone calls and paperwork? He was out on riot detail last night, and he seems to have bashed in a man’s head with his billy club.”


  Giuliana knew Jonas, who couldn’t be more than twenty-five—eager, hard-working, and blessedly short on machismo. Jonas, a killer? Her husband’s words came back to her: “Swiss cops attack Swiss people.”


  “He killed a rioter?” she asked, lowering her voice because of Lukas, who was sitting on the floor building something out of Legos.


  “A rioter, a bystander? We don’t know yet. The body was found in the Schützenmatte parking lot outside the Riding School. A young man about the same age as Jonas. I’d like you to investigate.”


  “Of course. What’s happening with Jonas?” She stooped to stroke Lukas’s head. He ignored her. She crossed the hall to the kitchen, where she filled a large mug half-full of milk and put it in the microwave to heat before turning on the Nespresso machine.


  “He’s handed in his weapons and badge and will be off duty during your investigation.”


  Giuliana was nodding to herself—it was the usual procedure.


  “Who’s on the roster as my backup?” She added the equivalent of a triple espresso to her mug of hot milk, sliced a piece off the loaf she’d attacked the night before, and buttered it thickly.


  “Sabine,” answered Rolf.


  “Great,” Giuliana said, and meant it. Sabine Jost had been on the homicide squad for over twenty years, a trailblazer for woman detectives. “And my prosecutor?”


  “A youngster called Oliver Leuthard. Haven’t heard anything against him.”


  “That’s good. How’s Jonas coping?” She carried her coffee and bread back into the living room to eat at the table near Lukas.


  “He’s crying a lot.” Somehow Rolf’s tone conveyed both sympathy and censure.


  “Does the press know about . . . him?”


  “They’re reveling in the riots, but this death hasn’t come out yet. So I need you to get onto this and stay on it until it’s solved.”


  “I’ll be there as fast as I can.”


  “Thanks. Sorry about your Sunday,” said Rolf, the workaholic, whose Sundays Giuliana suspected were spent reading investigators’ reports. He hung up.


  “Hey!” she called to Lukas in his sea of Legos. “I need you to spend the day with Nonna and Grospaps. That wasn’t the original plan, but Vati and Isabelle aren’t home, and it turns out I have to go to work. Sorry, love. You going to be okay?”


  Lukas shrugged without looking up, and guilt pierced her. First, she abandoned Isabelle in jail, and now she was deserting Lukas. She opened her mouth to offer a more elaborate apology, but before she could speak, he turned and gave her a grin. “There. I’m finished. Come see.”


  She sat on the floor next to him and studied the half-vehicle, halfcreature he’d been building as he showed her every method of destruction he’d given the thing. Cross-legged on the floor, she pulled him onto her lap and kissed the top of his head.


  It was only after her mother had cheerfully agreed to have Lukas for the day, and Giuliana had changed into thin linen pants and a shortsleeved blouse, run a brush through her shoulder-length hair, twisted it into the knot she always wore at work, and made sure her purse had everything she needed that she remembered: Ueli had the car.


  She slammed her hand onto the kitchen counter, which hurt but did nothing to make her feel better, and then she called a taxi. On the way to the station she texted Ueli. No message came back.
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  Bern’s Nordring police station,


  Sunday morning, June 16


  Jonas Pauli sat slumped, red-eyed, elbows on the grey metal of the table in an interrogation room. His lawyer, Werner Rindlisbacher, sat beside him. Giuliana knew Werner, not only because of his work with criminals she’d investigated but also through her defense-lawyer father. Now she faced him across the metal table. Opposite Jonas sat Sabine Jost, the second homicide detective on the investigation, and in a corner of the room, a man in uniform sat at a laptop, writing everything down.


  “Jonas will answer your questions,” Werner said. “But he shouldn’t have to go on all afternoon. He hasn’t slept for thirty hours.”


  Giuliana nodded. It wouldn’t do her any good in court to be dependent on evidence Jonas had given while he was in this state.


  “Thanks, Werner,” she said. “Jonas, I’m going to be in charge of this investigation, so if you tell me your story now, I’ll have something to work with today. Then we can go over the details tomorrow once you’re rested.”


  The young man glanced up and met her eyes. He looked so wretched she wanted to comfort him. But this was not the time for reassurance.


  “I’m just . . . so sorry,” he said. “It’s hard to believe I could have . . . This guy, he tripped me, and I fell on my head. Hard. I was so angry I ran back and thumped him with the club. I never thought one blow could kill someone. We trained and trained not to lose our tempers, and then when I go on riot duty . . . Oh God.” Jonas bent over until his forehead almost touched the table.


  Sabine looked up from the slim stack of papers in front of her and asked Werner, “Is there evidence confirming the fall he described?”


  “Yes,” Werner answered. “We had a medical exam done. He has lots of scrapes and bruises. Nothing significant on the head, since he was wearing a helmet. But it fits.”


  That may be, thought Giuliana. But he could have received those injuries before or after he hit the victim.


  “I want you to describe the whole sequence of events. Why were you running toward the Riding School? Did you get a command?”


  Jonas shook his head. “We were facing off with twenty, maybe twenty-five rioters near the train station, and then they ran. I heard one of the cops yell, ‘They’ll hide in the Riding School. The fuckers will get away—catch them.’ I don’t know if it was a command from a senior officer, but lots of people broke formation and started running, so I ran, too.”


  It was understandable: almost everyone around him would have been senior to Jonas. She wrote “Command?” in her small spiral notebook and nodded for him to continue.


  “We weren’t organized, just running together down Bollwerk. Then I tripped over my shield and almost fell. By the time I started up again, I was way behind the others, so I was going through the Schützenmatte as fast as I could. I noticed a man on my left moving toward me, and suddenly I was flying toward a car. He’d stuck out his leg and tripped me.”


  “Did he threaten you afterward?” asked Sabine.


  “No. I was shaky after the fall, but I jumped up fast, because I thought it was an attack. The guy was standing there, laughing. I mean really laughing. So I ran over to him and . . . well, I was so angry I hit him with my billy club. That wiped the grin off his face,” Jonas said savagely. Then he pressed a hand to his mouth.


  Giuliana just nodded. “Did he seem badly hurt?”


  “No. He put his hands up to his head and sort of swayed in place. He stank of pot and booze.”


  All this—the tripping and Jonas’s retaliation—had probably taken place in under a minute. Thinking had not been part of the program.


  “The emergency techs who discovered the body found a police baton lying next to it—was it yours?”


  Jonas was staring down at his hands, gripping the edge of the table as if it were a cliff edge. “Yes. It just . . . fell. I didn’t pick it up. I don’t know why. I was . . .” He broke off, chewing his lip.


  “Was it found more or less where you left it, Jonas?”


  He shrugged. “I guess so. I just dropped it and ran. I did grab my shield first, but . . . I was alone in the dark. The other guy standing there might have . . .”


  “What other guy?” Sabine asked sharply, before Giuliana could say the same thing. Rolf hadn’t mentioned a witness to the attack. That changed everything.


  “There was another man. He stayed back in the shadows, like he was trying to hide, but when I hit the drunk, this guy ran over, yelling at me. I wanted to get away from him, so I ran off to the Riding School to find the other cops.”


  “Tell us about the second man. What was he saying? Did he have a weapon?”


  If it was possible, the youngster seemed to shrink in on himself even further. His body sagged, shoulders slumped, arms crossed. He raised his eyes to meet hers, and then his head drooped.


  She hardened her heart. “What did you notice about the second man?”


  “Nothing. I don’t know. He came at me out of the dark, shouting, and I just ran, like I said.”


  “Did you at any point check on the man you hit?” Giuliana asked.


  At this, Jonas sat up straighter, and his voice became animated. “Not then. But three, maybe four hours later, when things were quieter, I was on duty near the train station. I couldn’t leave, but I asked one of the ambulance men to go down to the Schützenmatte and see if someone was lying there hurt. I figured the guy I’d hit would be long gone, but I wanted to be sure. About an hour later I was still on duty, and the tech I’d spoken to came back with a couple of other cops, and they talked to me and brought me in.”


  Giuliana would have to speak to the medical tech. She wrote “EMT” in her notebook and saw Sabine jot down the same letters. Their eyes met, and Sabine smiled at her.


  “But the other guy could have called an ambulance after I ran off,” Jonas said, reaching across the table and taking hold of Giuliana’s wrist. “He was standing right next to that laughing bastard. Why didn’t he call for help?” He shook her arm before letting her go.


  In the short silence that followed, while Giuliana reviewed what else she urgently needed to know, Jonas started to cry.


  “I shouldn’t call him a bastard. He’s dead. But he tripped me.” For a moment, Giuliana was reminded of ten-year-old Lukas.


  “Do you have enough to get started?” Werner asked them. “Jonas needs to get some sleep. His parents and girlfriend are waiting to take him home.”


  “Just another minute. Look at me, please, Jonas,” Giuliana said.


  He lowered his hands from his face, and his swollen eyes met hers.


  “Are you sure you hit the man only once?”


  Jonas drew in a long, shaky breath. “I’m sure. I hit him one time, on the top of his head.”


  “Okay. That’s all for now,” Giuliana said. As she and Sabine stood up, Werner and Jonas did the same. Werner put a hand on Jonas’s shoulder and steered him away down the corridor. Giuliana and Sabine left the meeting room and turned toward the homicide office, where Rolf was working. “What’s your impression?” Giuliana asked her colleague, stopping in the hall to talk softly.


  “He comes across as truthful. But a lot depends on the autopsy and the lab report on the baton, doesn’t it?”


  “Yes,” Giuliana said. “Most people wouldn’t die from one blow to the head with a billy club, but it depends on so many factors. There’s no point in speculating yet; I’ll get a request for witnesses into tomorrow’s paper. We need to find the friend Jonas described.”


  Sabine cocked her head, her mouth twisted. “With the press, the public, and half the politicians in the city and canton frantic to track down every rioter, do you think anyone who was involved in last night’s mess is going to identify themselves to the police?”


  “If a friend of yours was beaten before your eyes, wouldn’t you react?”


  “I would,” Sabine answered. “But if I was the kind of border-of-society type that hangs out around the Riding School, would I walk into a police station and accuse a cop of brutality? Maybe I’d be afraid of being clobbered myself.”


  Giuliana opened her mouth to argue, then heard Ueli’s voice in her head and said nothing.


  They briefed Rolf, and he went home, leaving the homicide room to them. Giuliana asked Sabine to phone the lab about the baton, while she hurried to the basement café for something to eat. Her morning slice of bread seemed far away.


  As she ran down the stairs, she thought again of Ueli, probably at that very moment fighting police bureaucracy for Isabelle’s release and being stonewalled at every turn. And she thought of her daughter, her strong, self-confident Isabelle, who tried with teenage bravado to hide all her sweetness. Was it wrong to believe that her child needed to lie in the bed she’d made for herself?


  But either way, Ueli was handling it now. He was dealing with this crisis, just like he handled so much of the stress in their family life, so that she could get on with her job. The thought calmed her.


  Right. She needed to visit the site of the homicide and check on the autopsy, but first she had to eat.


  As she grabbed a tray, she noticed Renzo Donatelli having coffee alone in a corner under a ragged poster about knife crime. He wasn’t a homicide detective but a general investigator, a Fahnder. On a case the previous fall, he’d been assigned to do her door-to-door work, and she’d been impressed by how much detail people had revealed to him about their dead neighbor—and how cleverly he’d summarized what she needed to know.


  She slid a plate of cheese and fruit onto her tray and glanced around the café with its white institutional walls. On this Sunday afternoon, it was almost empty. Which was good, she thought, because it meant she could sit with Renzo without . . . She tried to squash this thought. Renzo was an excellent cop—why should there be any shame in talking to him? The problem was his appearance: he looked like he should be on a billboard, advertising aftershave or underpants. And he seemed to have latched onto her as a mentor. Flattering, but . . . difficult. At least at thirty-four he was twelve years her junior, so no one was going to imagine he had a thing for her. But still . . .


  She wasn’t sure what perverse bravado had made her agree to his suggestion after Christmas that she join him once or twice a week to work out and have a quick breakfast afterward. God knew she could use the training. And Renzo, who was an early-morning fixture at the gym across from the police station, had come up with a challenging exercise program for her. It should have been a great plan, and it was, really, except for her wondering what her colleagues thought about it. That, and her worrying about how much she enjoyed his company.


  Enough overanalyzing. However conflicted she might sometimes feel about Renzo, there was no doubt he’d become a friend. Shifting her tray to one hand, she gave him a wave and headed over.
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  Nordring police station,


  Sunday afternoon and evening, June 16


  Renzo had noticed Giuliana as soon as she entered the cafeteria. Why was she at work? Maybe that old geezer she’d been assigned to the night before hadn’t hanged himself after all.


  From across the room he watched her move down the food line. He forced himself to do nothing to attract her attention, but still she waved and started toward his table.


  “Hey,” he said, as she set her tray down across from him. “Why aren’t you out enjoying this weather?”


  “I’ve got Jonas Pauli, with Sabine as second, so here I am. What about you?”


  Renzo shrugged. “Fränzi decided to take the kids to her sister’s cottage in the mountains for the weekend. My brother-in-law spends the whole time trying to get me to invest in some fund he’s peddling, and it’s hard to avoid him when I’m a guest in his house. So I decided to stay in Bern and attack my car-theft paperwork. Fränzi won’t miss me: she can complain about me better when I’m not there.”


  As soon as the last sentence was out of his mouth, he wished he could call it back. Over the past months of post-gym breakfasts, he’d been unable to resist confiding in Giuliana about Fränzi’s hatred of his job. But to sound so pathetic! He hurried on to ask, “What’s the story on Jonas?”


  He watched her demolish her food as she gave him a quick summary. “All of which means I won’t be at the gym tomorrow morning,” she finished. “I’m sorry. Let’s see if I can make it on Wednesday.”


  “That would be great,” Renzo said, mentally reviewing his schedule. “Now that I’m almost finished with these car thefts, I should be able to get myself onto your case. That is, if it would be useful,” he added, hoping he didn’t sound too keen.


  “I’d love to have you. Once we get the victim identified, we’ll need more investigators. The timing should be just right.”


  She drained her water glass, stood, and touched his shoulder. “Sabine and I are off to the Schütz. Good luck with your paperwork.”


  He reached up and squeezed the hand resting on his shoulder. “It’s hard to imagine Jonas beating a man to death. He’s a good kid.”


  “Yeah, he’s beside himself about it.” Walking toward the used-tray stand, she added, “The dead guy’s just a kid, too.”


  Renzo stared after her until she’d vanished down the hall. Time to get back to work. Instead, he twirled his coffee cup in its saucer and thought about Giuliana’s husband. Although he’d never met Ueli, he’d looked up his photo and biography online; he’d even read some of his articles. However much Renzo vented to Giuliana about his problems with Fränzi, she never said anything negative about Ueli. Just happy family stuff. She’d told him they’d been together since their early twenties. Decades of bliss, he thought bitterly, and then cheered up at the idea of changing assignments.


  Walking upstairs to his desk, he began planning his strategy for joining Giuliana on the Pauli case.


  “What’s with the shit-eating grin, Donatelli?” a cop from Vice called out to him.


  He came back with, “My wife’s out of town,” which earned him a leer. To himself he said, I’m going to work with Giuliana.


  But that was something he never talked about, with anyone. “Our autopsy sure got fast-tracked,” said Sabine, perched on Giuliana’s desk in the homicide room. With only two of its usual eight busy detectives, it was abnormally quiet.


  “Lucky for us that the press has started asking questions, and the boss wants better answers to give them,” said Giuliana. She didn’t mean Rolf; “the boss” was the commandant in charge of the cantonal police force. “But I think he’s making a mistake, waiting until tomorrow afternoon to hold an official press conference. We’ll have known about the death for thirty-six hours by then.”


  “Well, at least it doesn’t look like a cover-up,” Sabine commented. “The online newsfeeds seem to be reporting more or less what we know at this point.”


  “Whatever we do or say, it’s still a cop beating a bystander to death,” said Giuliana. “Thank God I didn’t have to tell a bunch of journalists that the vic was hit twice. Why did Jonas lie, when he knew what the autopsy would show?”


  Sabine shook her head. “Did he, though? I’d have sworn he was telling the truth.”


  “Me too,” Giuliana said. “So, just for the moment, let’s assume he really did hit the kid only once. Since we won’t have any forensic work on the club until tomorrow, we don’t know what will come out of that. But we can speculate.”


  “No phone or wallet on the body.” Sabine summarized what they both knew. “Let’s say Jonas hit the guy once and threw his club down, like he said. Someone picked it up, whacked the vic again and robbed him. That would be a realistic scenario in a druggie hangout like the Schützenmatte. Except for the hundred-fifty francs in his pocket. And the thousands in his money belt—which is weird anyway. But I guess if the robber was in a hurry, he could have grabbed the wallet and missed the rest of the cash.”


  Giuliana was shaking her head before Sabine had finished. “We know from the autopsy how drunk and stoned the guy was. A mugger wouldn’t have needed to hit him again to get his wallet and phone—with one-point-eight in his blood and a bang on his head, he’d have been gaga anyway. You’re right about the five thousand francs in the money belt. Why did the vic have it on him? Because of the Dance-In?”


  Sabine shrugged. “If Jonas is telling the truth, then we need to think about the second man. He’s the most likely mugger. Or he may have had other reasons for giving his friend a whack on the head.”


  “That’s assuming Jonas didn’t make up this ‘friend’ to give us another suspect besides himself,” Giuliana said. “I’ve made sure the request for witnesses will be in the newspapers and online tomorrow. But before we start looking for a possibly imaginary person, we’ve got to figure out who the dead man is.”


  Giuliana had talked to Heinz Neuhaus, a Fahnder like Renzo, whose team of investigators had spent the afternoon crisscrossing the neighborhood around the Schützenmatte with a photograph of the victim’s dead face. Even at the best of times, the men and women who hung out at the Riding School were not inclined to help cops. Now, less than forty-eight hours after the riots, they were openly hostile.


  “If only we could get the vic’s photo into tomorrow’s papers,” said Sabine.


  “Yeah,” Giuliana said. “But imagine what that gruesome sight would do for our image. I just hope Jonas doesn’t become a scapegoat. Maybe the boss will decide that all those Dance-In folks who got a face full of tear gas or pepper spray—and their parents—will feel less pissed off if a cop gets thrown to the wolves.”


  Giuliana got home shortly after ten and went straight to Isabelle’s room to find her daughter fast asleep and Ueli sitting by her side in the dark, a strand of her red-blond hair in his hands. He’d texted Giuliana at five to say he’d finally gotten Isabelle out, picked Lukas up, and brought both kids home. Isabelle, he’d reported, was fine, but hungry, filthy, and exhausted.


  Ueli stood, and Giuliana took his place on the bed, touching her daughter’s arm. Usually a light sleeper, Isabelle didn’t stir; her face with its paler version of her father’s freckles looked peaceful, despite her ordeal. Giuliana wanted to throw her arms around her child, lift her to her breast, and rock her. Instead, she stroked Isabelle’s arm and got up to follow Ueli out.


  “I can’t believe it took those bastards all day to let her go,” Ueli said, once they’d closed Isabelle’s door. “She didn’t want to talk about what happened, but she says no one hurt her.”


  “That’s good,” said Giuliana, moving into their room to get ready for bed. The words “What did I tell you?” banged around inside her mouth, but she clenched her teeth and kept them from escaping. She was sure no one had hurt Isabelle at the detention center, but she wasn’t so sure about the Dance-In. Something bad must have happened to her daughter, or she wouldn’t have gotten arrested.


  If Giuliana had been able to get home earlier, she and Ueli could have talked about that morning’s disagreement, and he could have unloaded about what must have been a difficult day. She could have told him how much she, too, had been thinking about Isabelle. Right now, though, she was so exhausted that simply putting one foot in front of the other took effort. Ueli’s emotions seemed like one more problem to cope with.


  Giuliana had called Rolf before leaving the station to let him know how little progress had been made identifying their victim, and he’d been curt. He probably felt even more hounded than she did.


  She heard the click of Ueli’s laptop keys from the living room. He always had a deadline, and his wasted Sunday would mess up his meticulous research-and-writing schedule. Most of her felt sympathy, but a tiny, nastier part of her thought, Serves you right.


  She looked in on him before going to bed. “Can we talk?”


  “I’m listening,” said Ueli, although he kept typing.


  “I’m very glad Isabelle’s okay, and I’m sorry you had such a hard time getting her out.” He typed on. “This morning I was put in charge of a new homicide, and I’m going to be busy. Tomorrow I have to leave at seven fifteen.”


  Normally, Ueli would have asked about her assignment. This time, he shrugged. “So what else is new? The kids and I will cope.”


  Giuliana drew in a sharp breath, but her angry words died before they could emerge. He was right. It was how they made their two-career family function: she worked as much as her job required, and Ueli handled the children and household and shaped his writing assignments around everyone else’s schedule. She waited another moment, but he kept typing, so she kissed the top of his head and went to bed.


  Tired as she was, she stayed awake, having silent conversations with him. She wasn’t even sure if she’d had any sleep when she finally heard the bed creak and felt the mattress sink under his weight. She reached out in the dark, and her hand had to move a long way before it touched his warm back where he lay, facing away from her.


  “I’m sorry,” she whispered, and hoped he wouldn’t think she was apologizing for not getting Isabelle out of detention. She was sorry they’d disagreed and sorry that her police work made his life more difficult. But she didn’t regret her decisions.


  “I know you are, love,” he said. She’d hoped for “I’m sorry, too.” But at least he’d answered. “Good night,” he added. Eventually she slid her hand off his back and across the cool sheet to rest under her chin.


  Shortly before her alarm buzzed the next morning, Giuliana got a text from Renzo. “Assigned to another death. Hope to see you Wed at gym.”
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  Haldiz, a village in the lake country of Canton Bern,


  Sunday afternoon, June 16


  François Schwab still hadn’t arrived at the Lakers’ executive council meeting, and it was five after four. Matthias Ruch was surprised and disappointed. He never saw enough of Frank, and their chats after Laker meetings were something he looked forward to out of all proportion to their length. But another part of him was relieved, because the main item on the day’s agenda was the effectiveness of copper sulphate, which many of their members had been using to fight potato blight. Bio Suisse regulations permitted organic farmers to use it, and everyone on the Lakers’ executive council and in the larger association agreed with the practice. Only Frank was against it. Frank and his principles! Matthias admired him, but God, the old man could be pigheaded.


  The Lakers didn’t have an office, so they met at the parish center next door to the church. The room they’d been assigned today was papered with children’s drawings of what had to be the parting of the Red Sea. Behind Christian Hirschi’s head, there was a particularly dramatic jumble of red waves, blue fish, and drowning Egyptians. As Matthias stared at it, Christian called the meeting to order.


  “Anyone know if Frank’s coming?” he asked.


  “Start without him,” urged Jean-Pierre Niklaus, who knew Frank just as well as Matthias did. “And for God’s sake begin with the spraying and get that over with before he gets here. I think we’d all like to make it home before suppertime, right?”


  There were nods of agreement, but Matthias was glad to see they were accompanied by smiles. He wasn’t the only one who respected Frank in spite of his stubbornness. No one at the table had been an organic farmer as long as Frank. Matthias had heard it said that no one in the whole of Switzerland had been bio for so many years, but he thought that unlikely. Frank was something of a legend in the organic-food business; stories stuck to him.


  It was Frank who’d named their association, seven years before. They were vegetable-producing small landowners, most—but not all—organic farmers, who lived in the Seeland or lake region of the cantons of Bern, Fribourg, and Neuchâtel. How was anyone supposed to make a name out of that mouthful?


  Their very first meeting had been deteriorating into a free-for-all when Frank pounded on the table. “This is ridiculous,” he’d roared. “We know who we are and why we’re here. Who cares what we call ourselves?”


  “But we have to have a name for our letterhead,” Doris Gerber had said.


  “Letterhead!” Frank scoffed. “What does that have to do with the price of leeks? We live in the lake country, so let’s call ourselves the Lakers.” He said the last word in English, adding with a grin, “The Swiss Lakers, so no one will confuse us with the Los Angeles ones.”


  They’d eventually come up with something more official-sounding for their letterhead, but the name Lakers had stuck.


  “I was with Frank on Wednesday,” Matthias said, “and he told me he’d be coming. Let’s not wait. If he doesn’t get here, I’ll fill him in later.”


  Matthias meant to try Frank’s phone again when he got home from the meeting. But another group of pickers had just arrived from Poland, and while they’d worked for him before and knew what to do, there was still a lot to get through. Suddenly it was evening, and he still hadn’t heard from Frank. The goats were bleating to be milked, but he decided to try the phone first. He felt for his cell and then realized he must have left it by the sofa where he’d been sitting with the picker boss.


  Inside the house, he kicked off his rubber boots at the door. Edith was fixing supper with the help of one of the apprentices—the other would be in the barn with the goats. He gave his wife a wave that promised more attention later and walked through to the main room. He wanted badly to sink into a flowered armchair as he picked up his phone, but he was still wearing his filthy coveralls.


  Frank didn’t answer either his mobile or his landline: that probably meant he’d decided to go into Bern, Biel, Neuchâtel, or Fribourg for the evening. The four cities were fifteen to twenty miles from Haldiz in four different directions. The thought didn’t particularly comfort Matthias—sure, Frank was fit, but when a man of over seventy couldn’t be accounted for, it was impossible to keep the words heart attack from flashing before one’s eyes.


  It wasn’t until eight, after milking, supper, and putting his two younger children to bed that Matthias got on his bike and headed for Frank’s. The warm June evening glowed with golden light and smelled richly of earth. He rode slowly down the lane, among rolling hills, patches of woods, and fields where hundreds of farms had thrived for centuries. Far in front of him, the Alps gleamed on the skyline, made small and delicate by distance. Behind him, he knew without turning, were the mountains of the Jura range, modest when compared to the Alps but imposing in their proximity. Out of sight but easy to reach were the three lakes that gave the region its name: Bielersee, Murtensee, and Neuenburgersee.


  By the time he reached Frank’s place, Matthias felt soothed by the land. He left his bike against a low stone wall and banged on the kitchen door. No answer. He tried the handle; the door was unlocked. But that wasn’t uncommon.


  “Frank, you there?” Matthias listened for the sound of feet somewhere inside. Nothing. He took off his shoes and checked every room in the old two-story house. He even braved the heat of the unfinished attic under the enormous overhanging roof. When he didn’t find Frank sprawled somewhere in need of CPR, he allowed himself to relax a little. Still, he knew he wouldn’t get to sleep that night unless he did some more scouting, so he headed out the side door into the courtyard.


  “What the hell are you doing here?” he asked one of Frank’s hens as it wandered out of the nearest cucumber bed. Beyond her, he heard the clucking of other chickens. That was strange: during the day Frank gave his chickens free range, but he never left them out of doors after six. It would be like ringing a dinner bell for foxes and pine martens.


  As he walked through the yard, a chemical smell began to tickle at his throat. At first, he couldn’t find the source, and he tacked this way and that, a sense of unease mounting. Now some other stench, sickly and rotten, lurked underneath the smell of chemicals. Eventually his nose led him toward one of the outbuildings. It was Frank’s potting shed.


  The shutters on the windows were closed, as was the door, which was secured by a simple hasp and padlock. But the padlock wasn’t fastened. Matthias stood for a moment outside the door, overwhelmed by foreboding. He knew what he was smelling—working on a farm, it was a smell you learned to dread. With resolve, he removed the lock and opened the door.


  The swollen corpse looked nothing like the living man, but it was Frank all right. He lay on the floor between two long potting tables, his skin tinged greenish-blue, his long white hair matted with dried blood. Everything in the room, including Frank, seemed to have been sprayed with something chemical that Matthias thought must be a commercial pesticide. He could scarcely draw breath without gagging.


  He closed the door and staggered back across the courtyard toward the farmhouse. Under the eaves near the kitchen door was a bench and he sprawled there, drawing in deep gulps of air. He couldn’t think—he kept seeing Frank’s distorted face; smelling the ghastly smell of dead flesh. With a complete lack of logic, he found himself thinking how upset Frank would have been about the pesticide on his property. In his shed.


  After a few minutes, he felt calm enough to dial the emergency number. Then he phoned his wife. “Edith,” he said, and couldn’t go on.


  She knew him too well to waste time. “It’s Frank, isn’t it? What’s happened?”


  He’d planned to tell her everything, but he couldn’t. Not on the phone. “He was lying dead in the potting shed. Been there a while. I called the police.”


  “Let me come and wait with you. They’ll take forever to arrive.” Haldiz was much too small to have its own police; even nearby Erlach had only a part-time force.


  “I feel like I want to be alone. Just for a while. Can you . . . ?”


  “I understand. Of course I do. Call me if you need me.”


  Matthias had looked after Frank’s livestock and crops many times, but it was hard to think now, hard to move.


  The sound of the chickens finally got him off the bench. He drove them into their coop and went to check on the mare, Grace Slick, who was usually out in a fenced paddock behind the house. He found her there, placid as usual, cropping grass next to the old claw-footed bathtub that served as her water trough. Grace would be fine to spend another night outside. Were there any other urgent chores he could do tonight to help Frank?


  Tears sprang into his eyes. No one could help Frank now.


  He considered waiting for the police indoors, but the setting sun was drenching the farm in warm yellow light, so instead he went to fetch Frank’s guitar from its stand by his favorite chair and sat again on the bench under the eaves to tune it. After that, with many false starts and mistakes, he began to play a slow version of “Crossroads,” a song that Frank, a diehard Eric Clapton fan, had first played for Matthias when he was a child. He was amazed how the lyrics flowed into his mind as he touched the strings, although he hadn’t sung the song for years.


  I went down to the crossroads, tried to flag a ride.


  Down to the crossroads, tried to flag a ride.


  Nobody seemed to know me, everybody passed me by.


  He repeated the same verses over and over, trying to banish the other refrain that kept forming in his mind: I wish you hadn’t been alone, Frank. I’m so sorry you had to die by yourself, my dear old friend.


  Almost an hour after he’d found Frank’s body, the first police car arrived, and soon after that the death was declared a probable homicide. Matthias could hardly believe it, and yet he couldn’t see how it could be anything else. Only after a forensics team arrived from Bern did he finally take himself home, riding his bike through the dark lanes.


  He found Edith asleep on the living room sofa, a single lamp still burning. He knelt beside her and rested his face against her breast. The sound of his name in her sleep-slurred voice and the feeling of her hands stroking his back loosened the fist clutching his heart. She put her arms around him, and he sobbed into her nightgown.


  6


  Nordring police station,


  early Monday morning, June 17


  The call for Renzo to join the team investigating the death of François Schwab came at three in the morning. Fränzi groaned something from her side of the bed. Renzo felt his usual jolt of excitement.
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