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AUGUST 2009, NIGHT BETWEEN SATURDAY AND SUNDAY





The air was still, as the thick scent and warmth of the summer night engulfed him. The moon, which a short time before was hanging big and yellow right above the treetops, was now almost gone. In among the trees a deer stood observing him with rigid neck and ears perked.


A doe, he thought. The correct name for a female deer was doe. At her side he could make out a fawn heedlessly rooting in the bushes for something edible, not showing him the slightest interest.


God is good, he observed. Tonight God is holding His watchful hand over us.


He was alone under the stars, alone on the walking path in the Herräng forest. One thought led to another, flowing through his consciousness without taking root. The schoolchildren, what were they up to on a warm, clear evening like this? No drunken teenagers had been seen since he left home. Perhaps these weeks without duties had taken their toll. Perhaps they’d had their fill of permissive socializing and freedom and were ready to return to the fold. And the homeless, what were they doing right now? Gathering strength before another merciless winter? Conditions had undeniably been the best this summer.


He felt fairly sure of what the soccer girls were up to: they were asleep, charging up for tomorrow’s match. The progress they had made the past few weeks and the spirit the team showed during practice last Thursday convinced him it could only go one way: they would win. And it was well-deserved. All the hours that he and the girls had spent on that grass field had produced results.


What a summer. What an evening. Free and open exchange with the poker players at the Långbro Inn. Two kinds of herring, grilled to perfection, good things to drink and everyone there in the best of moods. Even Janne Siem, who drew the short straw when it came to paying the bill. But if you can’t stand the heat . . . The fact was that the poker treasury should be used up every year and the one who lost the most naturally contributed the most. This year it happened to be Siem who didn’t exactly have Lady Luck on his side, but he wasn’t pouting because of it.


Even Staffan Jenner was in a better mood than usual. He had really livened up when he joined the poker club and had reason to forget the hardships of life for a few hours. Poor Staffan, he should move out of that house, put all the bad times behind him and start over again. Like Lennart had done after the divorce. When Lennart Wiklund’s wife left him he picked himself up and went on, always in the same high spirits and a great asset in social contexts like this.


He took the cell phone out of his pocket, moved his index finger with a practiced hand over the display, and was just about to put the phone away again when he saw a movement in the corner of his eye. It was the deer, which seemed to have made a decision. Without forewarning she took an elegant leap in among the trees and was soon swallowed up by the darkness. He did not see the fawn, but presumably it went the same way. Now not a trace was seen of the August moon. He took a deep breath and his lungs filled with the damp late-summer air.


God is good, he observed again. Tonight, God wishes us well.


An overwhelming feeling of happiness, of gratitude, permeated him as he walked, alone under the stars in the Herräng forest.


The first shot struck him in the back and the second, after he’d fallen, struck with great precision in the neck.
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Possibly Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson’s God did not have an ear for high-flown sentiments. He seemed to strike blindly, without considering the thoughts at the same time and in the near vicinity that were not quite so lofty and pure.


He knows about it, I’m sure he knows. For years he’s known what I did and yet he keeps me under his wing . . .


And always with a smile. As if nothing had happened. First a slap, then a hug. And all will be forgotten. Although it’s not, of course it can’t be . . .


. . . not an honorable bone in his body, always these dirty tricks. Whether it’s team rosters, referees’ calls, or poker. And always with that sanctimonious smile . . .


I’ll kill him, I can do it, I will kill. You’ll all see, I can do it. I’ll do it . . .


Two times, two goddamn times it’s happened and he pretends not to know about it. Although he knows that I know he knows . . .


He rewrites the rules to suit his own needs, that fucking hypocrite . . .


It’s like you’re in a fox trap, I’ve got to be free from this yoke . . .


If he was gone, the pressure in my head would ease up and I could live my own life . . .


And we sit like driveling idiots all of us, puppets, and just go along . . .


I can, I should, breathe deep. One shot in the neck, clean and neat . . .












SUNDAY MORNING





Detective Chief Inspector Conny Sjöberg’s summer had been intense: long days of work to finish the summer cabin and twilight nights with too much food and wine. Which unfortunately did not really cancel each other out. To the attentive, this was now noticeable on his no longer youthful body.


The Sjöberg family had moved back to town on Friday so the kids could start getting used to normal bedtimes before Monday’s half-day start at daycare and school. Saturday had been spent at the Gröna Lund amusement park under chaotic conditions, with two adults and five children with five different preferences pulling in all directions. But the beauty of it was that now they could do this kind of thing together, all the children were big enough now that you could engage in activities somewhat more stimulating than crawling around on all fours or playing peekaboo. The twins had really filled out during the summer. And calmed down. This, in combination with the lovely summer place slowly taking shape in Bergslagen, a region north of Lake Mälaren, infused him with calm. A sense of liberation. Now the time was finally past when naps, strollers, binkies, baby food, and crying children ruled their existence.


Damned if he wasn’t awakened at five thirty on Sunday morning. By the telephone this time, however.
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Jens Sandén had put in a week of work after vacation and was already back on the grind. After his stroke two years earlier the now fifty-three-year-old police inspector, contrary to what anyone could have predicted, pulled himself together properly and lost no less than twenty-two kilos. He ate healthy, often took a long walk before breakfast, and played tennis with his old squire Conny Sjöberg every Friday morning. Generally he felt in brilliant condition, and the fact that his mildly mentally disabled daughter had her life under control nowadays didn’t hurt. She too had returned to work—behind the reception counter at the police station—and quickly settled down again after the summer absence.


This morning Sandén woke up on his own at five fifteen, boiled an egg in the microwave recently purchased from Designtorget, and was now about to pull on his rainsuit and boots to go on a morning walk. But these plans were upset when the phone rang and he was asked to get in the car to go out to the Herräng forest. Oh well, he thought, the rain gear would come in handy there too.
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It was pouring rain. After an amazing summer evening, during the wee hours storm clouds blew in from the Baltic and were now in the process of emptying over eastern Sweden.


Just to make things difficult for us crime technicians, thought Gabriella Hansson as she struggled with the cart in the mud on the fifth fairway at Nacka Golf Club.


Just to make things difficult for us golfers, thought Hedvig Wallin as she saw the ball come down and stop abruptly in the muck, approximately twenty meters before the green, after duffing a five-iron shot. She made a half-hearted attempt to dry off the slippery shaft of the club on a soaked towel and stuffed the club in the bag before she went and retrieved the not inconsiderable piece of turf she had sent off with the ball. With the back of her hand, Hedvig—for over a year now most often referred to as Walleye—wiped off the clay that had splashed up in her face with the half-unsuccessful stroke.


She was fifty-five years old, and after almost thirty years’ absence from police work had returned to service, with the rank of inspector with the Hammarby police. Her late husband had been a UN official with the World Health Organization in Geneva until his death a few years earlier, and during that time she had been a housewife in the family villa in Soral. During the time left over when she was not devoting herself to her family and the household, she had improved herself, maintained her theoretical police knowledge, and earned a Swedish law degree at the doctoral level. And spent the occasional free hour on the golf course, which resulted in a handicap that vacillated between six and eight.


With her sixth stroke Hansson managed to get the ball up on the green, but it continued slowly past the flag. Wallin made the green with a nice chip shot not far from the hole and sank for par, even though her partner’s cell phone rang just as she was about to putt.


“Hansson . . . Okay . . . Shall I bring Walleye along? We’re at the golf course . . . It may take a while, we’re as far from the parking lot as you can get . . . Forty-five minutes. An hour max . . . I’ll tell the technicians to set up an investigation tent as soon as possible. And it would be nice if you made sure they don’t tramp around the body too much.”


“Game over?” Wallin asked.


Hansson nodded.


“For us, and for some poker player in Älvsjö. I’ll putt out anyway,” she said, and mildly sensationally but without great enthusiasm managed to sink her twenty-meter putt for a double bogey.
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Like some kind of rash, a mild eczema; mostly you didn’t think about it, but sometimes it itched like crazy. That’s roughly the way thirty-one-year-old police assistant Petra Westman would summarize her emotional state during sleepless hours. It had been almost three years since that evening when she was drugged at Clarion’s bar and then transported to a villa in Mälarhöjden where she was raped by two men. The one, senior physician Peder Fryhk, was now rattling the bars at the Norrtälje prison and hopefully would continue to do so for a few more years. With the help of prosecutor Hadar Rosén, she had managed to get Fryhk sentenced for several rapes without personally figuring in the investigation at all.


There were indications, however, that she was not as incognito as she had hoped, because pictures from the rape had shown up on several occasions in anything but agreeable contexts. Police Commissioner Roland Brandt received an invitation with attached images sent to him from her own email address. He took it quite seriously, tried to get her in bed, and when that didn’t succeed fired her for misconduct instead. Which was called off only at the last minute by a resourceful Sjöberg. Then a video sequence from the same occasion had been sent out from Hamad’s email address. Who knew how many people had seen that? And as if that wasn’t enough, she had fallen right into the trap and almost broken with Hamad on top of it, even though he was one of those closest to her.


And all this had been orchestrated with a sure hand by the Other Man, as she referred to him. The one who held the camera. The one who zoomed in on painful penetrations of unconscious female bodies. The one who waited until the camera was turned off to commit his rapes. He who was so averse to light that the other exploited women presumably didn’t even know of his existence. Who perhaps even worked in the police station at Östgötagatan 100 and was thus in her vicinity almost every day. Otherwise, how could he get hold of her pass card and have access to both her and Hamad’s computers? No, it was beyond a doubt that the Other Man was in the building, but who was he? Petra Westman had absolutely no idea.


And that was what gnawed at her. The rape itself, at which she had barely been present mentally anyway, and the physical and mental aftereffects, she had to some degree been able to repress. But the fact that the Other Man lived and moved in their midst gave her chills. He had not bothered her for over a year, so it would be best to just swallow the indignity and move on. But it itched sometimes.


Like hell.


For that reason it didn’t matter much that the phone rang right after five thirty in the morning, the last day of summer vacation.
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It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be true that the phone was ringing so early on a Sunday, and during vacation besides. He hadn’t gotten up before nine a single time the whole summer, and he was no more eager when he heard the rain pattering against the window. He cast a glance over toward Mercury, but he was sleeping undisturbed, even though it must have rung at least three times. His six-year-old son had as usual kicked off the covers, which often ended up on the floor even before he fell asleep.


Odd Andersson was thirty-eight years old and had come from the city detective squad to the Hammarby police in October the previous year. With precise timing he’d made an entrance in the blue oval room only a few days after he failed, by a hairbreadth and before one and a half million TV viewers, to advance from a Friday final in Idol 2008. Like a considerable portion of the Swedish people, Conny Sjöberg and his subordinates quickly made a place in their hearts for the old rocker.


After having to go by the rather awkward nickname “Idol-Odd,” Jens Sandén got tired of that and instead proposed “Cod.” A cod, he said, was a popular fish with a big mouth. For that reason he thought it would suit Idol-Odd well, and he could also keep Walleye company in the aquarium—the big glass building on Östgötagatan 100. And in an effort at consistency, it didn’t take long before little Mercury had become “Minnow” with the Hammarby police.


Before the phone emitted yet another ring, Odd picked up the receiver.


“Okay . . . Yes, it’s probably best that way . . . I’ll have to bring the boy along in that case, he’s staying with me . . . Oh, I guess he can sit and chill in the car, it’s cool.”
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As sleepy police assistant Jamal Hamad unwillingly performed his morning ablutions, his brain was still processing yesterday’s impressions.


He had spent Saturday evening at the Pride festival, of all places. Not because he was particularly entertained by the phenomenon itself; he thought there was far too much focus on the sexual, the extreme. With all due respect to tolerance and gay rights, but seriously—a dildo club? Did that sort of thing foster increased understanding for LGBT issues? He suspected it was probably the other way around. In any event, it was not gimmicks or politics that lured him there; he was there for highly personal reasons.


In Tantolunden, in the immediate vicinity of a trailer where, if you were prepared to wait for thirty minutes, you could find out if you had HIV or chlamydia, a panel discussion was going on. A representative from RFSL, one from the National Board of Forensic Medicine, a researcher from the criminology department at Stockholm University, a few politicians from various parties, and a couple of police officers were talking about gender equality, gay rights, and hate crimes. The opening statement was given by no less than the acting police commissioner with the Hammarby Police Department, Gunnar Malmberg. Rapist Gunnar Malmberg.


Only Hamad knew that he was the Other Man.


From what Malmberg said during the ten minutes he spoke, a few things above all startled Hamad: “Credibility is of the greatest importance, especially within an organization like the police. In order for the equality process to have credibility, it is time to go from words to action.


“Empathy. We are all complicit in maintaining the gender power structure. Men ought to put themselves in women’s situation. If men in general were to do so, we would not need equality enforcement.


“All experience indicates that equality is an unbelievably effective force against violence. There are no bad people—it is the silence of good people that I have a hard time with.”


My God. A shiver passed through Hamad as he locked the door behind him to drive out to the crime scene in Älvsjö.
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A tent had been set up over the body, but the dead man was a pitiful creature lying prostrate on his side. The clothes were completely soaked, and the rain had efficiently removed all the blood from the asphalt path he was lying on. The gaping holes in the neck and throat testified that there must have been a lot of blood. In addition, everything indicated that he had also been shot in the back.


He was properly dressed in suede loafers, beige trousers, light blue shirt, and navy blue jacket. An elegant watch could be glimpsed from under the sleeve and there was a gold ring on the ring finger of the left hand. The man’s pockets had been emptied at an early stage to rescue as much as possible from the rain. His wallet had still been in the inside pocket of the jacket and it contained both cards and cash, which argued against a robbery gone bad. According to the driver’s license, the victim was fifty-two years old and was named Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson.


Sjöberg, Hamad, Westman, and Andersson stood outside the investigation tent looking in to get a picture of the crime scene. Two technicians were working inside. It seemed to be a hopeless enterprise to sort out any traces whatsoever of the murderer from the pools of water on the asphalt.


“The weather was nice last night. Does anyone know when it started raining?” Sjöberg asked.


“I went to bed about twelve, it was nice then,” Andersson replied.


“At a quarter to one when I came home it had clouded over a little,” said Hamad.


“When I got up at four-fifteen it was raining buckets, and it has ever since,” Hedvig Wallin attested, suddenly showing up with Bella Hansson, Sandén, and forensic physician Kaj Zetterström in tow.


“That’s good, then we’ll blame you, Walleye,” said Sandén. “Nice seeing you all together, has the summer been good?”


“Hmm, until now anyway,” Sjöberg answered. “Thanks for showing up.”


He took a step to one side so that Hansson and Zetterström could enter the tent.


“I thought it would be good if everyone was here from the start, then we avoid going over everything again on Monday. You’ll get comp time on some other occasion, hope that’s okay. If you’ll take a look in there,” Sjöberg continued, directing himself to Wallin and Sandén, “we’ll take a stroll out here. I’m going to exchange a few words with the police officers who were first on the scene.”


At the barricade tape a short distance away on the road stood two uniformed police officers, one male and one female, who seemed to be hoping for better times. One of them turned a face up to the sky, but it gave no indication of the weather breaking anytime in the immediate future, with its unchanging uniform gray.


“Who found the body?” asked Sjöberg.


“A jogger,” answered the female police officer. “A young girl who lives here in the vicinity. We sent her home.”


“Had she seen or heard anything?”


“Nothing. This was about five o’clock.”


“Did she touch him?”


“She felt for a pulse, but it was obvious that he was dead, so she made no resuscitation attempts. Besides, she knew the victim.”


“She knew him? How?”


“He was apparently her soccer coach,” the other one explained. “She was extremely shaken. They probably had a match today, too.”


“Good Lord. How old is she?”


“Thirteen. Her name is Josefin Siem. You’ll get her information.”


The male officer wriggled a notebook out from somewhere under his rainsuit, tore off a page, and gave it to Sjöberg, who nodded in thanks and went back to the investigation tent where the others were gathered.


“Nasty,” said Sandén, shaking his head. “He looks like any old white-bread Svensson.”


“They say he’s a soccer coach,” said Sjöberg. “According to the girl who found him.”


“There were credit cards and money in his wallet,” said Wallin. “Over a thousand kronor. So he doesn’t appear to have been robbed.”


“On the other hand he had no cell phone, and that must be considered rather unusual these days,” Sandén said.


Sjöberg was doubtful.


“Cell phone thieves are usually young guys who use a knife at worst. I find it highly improbable that a gang of teenage boys would shoot someone’s head off for a cell phone. Anything else you’ve noticed?”


Hansson looked out of the tent opening.


“I thought you’d want to know what we found on him. You know about the wallet. Sporty Seiko brand watch. Gold ring without inscription, apparently a wedding ring because it was on the left ring finger. And he had four playing cards in the breast pocket of his jacket.”


“Aces?” asked Westman.


“Well, one of the cards was probably an ace, but not all.”


“A cheater, maybe?” Hamad wondered. “According to time-honored tradition, you shoot cheaters in the head.”


“What happened to tar and feathers?” Sandén sighed.


Zetterström appeared from inside the tent. “He wasn’t shot in the head, but in the neck. At close range and with a large-bore weapon, I would guess. The bullet went right through the throat, so you’ll probably find it hereabouts, I guess. I haven’t found any exit hole from the first shot. Presumably the bullet hit the spine and changed direction, so it remained inside the body somewhere. I’ll get back to that when I’ve gotten started on the autopsy.”


The forensic doctor withdrew into the tent and Hansson picked up the thread again.


“We found a handwritten note in the same pocket as the playing cards, but it’s so soggy from all the rain that the text can’t be made out. It appears to be both numbers and letters, but it’s extremely blurry.”


“A telephone number maybe? Or an address?” Andersson suggested.


“Very possible. I’ll do what I can to get it in legible shape. That was all.”


“Thanks for that,” said Sjöberg. “I’ll find out where he lived, if he has any relatives, and whether he’s been reported missing.”


He took a look at his watch.


“It’s not seven yet, so it’s very possible that no one has missed him yet. He must have some family, judging by the ring. Let’s go back to the cars.”


Then Sjöberg dialed Lundin’s number, whom he already knew was serving as on-duty commander at the station because he was the one who’d called and woken him up not that long ago. A short time later he learned that Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson had not been reported missing, that he lived at Vaktelsstigen 16 in Herrängen, and that his wife, Adrianti, was also registered there.


[image: images]


“Adrianti?” said Wallin as she and Sjöberg prepared to go and ring the Erlandsson family’s doorbell. “What kind of name is that?”


They were in a pleasant area of single-family homes with mature gardens, right next to a patch of woods that effectively shielded the residents from two rather busy roads in the vicinity. Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson had been found in the same forest, although a few hundred meters from there. The house was painted a shade of green that might possibly be called olive, and in contrast to the surrounding villas it was reminiscent of a small-scale Victorian mansion.


The sky had lightened somewhat and what remained of the rain drizzled down on them as they went past the Audi in the driveway and up to the front stoop. Sjöberg pressed the button and a pleasing bell reverberated through the walls and out to them. It only took a few seconds before the door was opened by a middle-aged woman in a dressing gown and lambskin slippers. She stared at them with a hunted expression without saying a word. Sjöberg had his police ID ready and extended it toward her.


“My name is Conny Sjöberg and I’m a chief inspector with the Hammarby police. This is Police Inspector Hedvig Wallin.”


“Has something happened?” the woman said. “Is it Svempa?” Sjöberg noticed a strong accent and presumed that she was of southeast Asian origin. The black hair was carelessly pulled into a ponytail that was coming undone. With her hunched shoulders and arms tightly crossed over her chest, she gave an impression of having just gotten out of bed. And that the wakening was not the best.


“Are you Adrianti? Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson’s wife?” asked Sjöberg with a facial expression that he hoped did not reveal too much of their errand.


She nodded.


“We would like to come in and talk with you. Is that okay?”


She nodded again and took a step back to let them in. They were now in a small hallway with grooved panels on the walls and a rag rug on the floor. They stepped out of their muddy boots on the doormat and followed her into the house.


After passing a stairway that led up to the top floor and getting a glimpse of a comfortable living room with books on the shelves and an old piano against one wall, they ended up in the kitchen. It was a large country kitchen with room for ten people around a white-painted wooden table in peasant style, and here too there were rag rugs on the floor. The familiar aroma of curry reminded Sjöberg that he had not had any breakfast.


The woman pulled out a chair for herself and sat down with a sigh. Both police officers sat down across from her, and Sjöberg was about to speak when she anticipated him.


“He didn’t come home last night. I went to bed at midnight and Svempa hadn’t come home yet. And when I woke up, he had still not shown up. What has happened?”


She braided her fingers together in front of her mouth and tensed them with such force that the knuckles turned white.


“He was found dead a few hours ago,” Sjöberg answered, right to the point. “Very close to here. On the walking path over there in the forest. I’m extremely sorry.”


She stared at him with terror, incapable of saying anything.


He was letting the news sink in when suddenly creaking steps were heard on the stairs. A young woman walked through the doorway, barefoot and in pajamas. She appeared to be in her twenties and let her gaze wander in surprise from Sjöberg to Wallin before finally meeting her mother’s. Or was it perhaps her stepmother? The blue eyes and blonde hair suggested that. A shimmer of worry crossed her face as she assured herself with a glance at the digital clock on the microwave that it really was as early as she thought.


“Has something happened?” she asked with a half-hearted attempt at a smile. “Is it Dad? Adri?”


The address convinced Sjöberg that he had guessed right. The stepmother could not get a word out, so Sjöberg answered in her stead.


“Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson, is that your dad?”


She nodded.


“I’m so sorry, but he was found dead earlier this morning.”


Wallin got up and placed her arm around the girl, who was starting to cry—a quiet weeping—and then helped her sit down.


“What happened?” she asked weakly, with tears running down her cheeks.


“He was shot,” Sjöberg answered. “A jogger found him about five o’clock on the forest path over there. Do you know where he’d been?”


“At Långbro Inn,” Adrianti Erlandsson answered in a cracked voice.


She cleared her throat and continued.


“The poker club spends its treasury once a year. They eat and drink up all the money. It usually goes late, so I wasn’t worried that he wasn’t at home when I went to bed.”


Then the tears came for her, too.


“Dear little lady,” she said, pulling the girl to her. “Dear beloved Ida.”


Then they sat quiet and composed and gave consolation and warmth to one another. Sjöberg thought the whole scene was marked by dignity. Quiet sorrow and love.


“Are there other children?” he asked carefully.


“Yes. I have to call Anna and Rasmus.”


“We won’t bother you with a lot of questions. But in order to go further with this, we still need to find out a few things right away. Then we’ll get back to the rest on a later occasion. We need names and addresses or telephone numbers for those who were there last evening. Can you help us with that?”


Adrianti Erlandsson kissed the girl on the forehead, collected herself, and turned toward Sjöberg.


“Staffan,” she said. “Staffan Jenner, Svempa’s best friend. He doesn’t live very far from here. On Blåklintsvägen. Lennart Wiklund. He lives over on Långbrokungens Väg nowadays. And then there was Janne Siem, who lives in Långbro.”


Sjöberg was startled.


“Siem?” he repeated. “Does he happen to have a daughter named Josefin?”


She looked at him with surprise.


“Yes, she plays on the team that Svempa coaches. What about it?”


“She was the one who found him. When she was out jogging.”


Ida looked up at him with troubled eyes and then gave her stepmother a look that was hard to interpret. The stepmother now looked even more overwrought, if possible.


“Poor child,” she said, shaking her head. “I . . . don’t know what I should say . . . I’ll see if I have their number in my cell phone.”


She got up with a heavy sigh and left the kitchen. Wallin took the opportunity to question the daughter.


“Ida, do you know if your dad left his cell phone at home last night?”


“No, he never would have done that,” the girl answered, drawing her hand under her nose. “He always had his cell phone with him.”


“What kind of phone did he have?”


“An iPhone, sixteen gigabytes. With a red case. Was he robbed?”


Wallin looked inquisitively at Sjöberg, leaving it to him to decide what ought to be said and what not.


“Maybe,” he answered. “We haven’t found any cell phone. On the other hand, his wallet was still there. Where did your dad work?”


“At SEB. Kungsträdgården.”


“Do you know if he had any enemies?”


“Enemies?”


Ida Erlandsson seemed sincerely surprised.


“I have a hard time believing that. Everyone loves Dad. Loved Dad,” she corrected herself.


Adrianti came back with her cell phone in hand. She had obviously also heard the question.


“Svempa had no enemies,” she said. “I have never heard anyone say a bad word about him. Generous, helpful, appreciated at work, committed to the family. He helped homeless people and has been a soccer coach for many years. Volunteers.”


New tears welled up in her eyes as she spoke, so she interrupted herself and sat down again at the table with her hands in front of her face. Sjöberg thought it was a bit much to ask more questions for now, so both police officers made sure to get the requested information and said their goodbyes.












SUNDAY MORNING





At nine o’clock, after everyone had managed to get something to eat, the forces gathered in the blue oval room at the police station. Sjöberg was able to reach Hansson as she was en route from the crime scene. So far, she did not think she had been able to produce anything new that might cast light on the case. For that reason she declined to be at the meeting and devoted herself instead to analyses in the lab.


The prosecutor, Hadar Rosén, drove in from his summer cabin in Roslagen just for this meeting, but judging by appearances had not considered it grounds for changing from recreational dress to a suit. An attitude he seemed to share with all those around the table, even if he was the only one who usually wore a suit every day.


Sjöberg opened the meeting with a brief account of known facts concerning the murder, primarily to acquaint the prosecutor with the case. He also summarized the short visit with the widow and daughter.


“There is naturally much more we want to talk with them about, but we’ll let them be in peace today, then we’ll make contact tomorrow.”


“What did Erlandsson do for a living?” Rosén asked.


“His daughter said he was a banker, apparently worked at SEB.”


“Was he murdered in the Herräng forest or somewhere else?”


“According to Bella, Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson was shot at the place where he was found,” Sjöberg answered. “A lot of blood had been washed away by the rain, but under the body there was enough that you could draw the conclusion that it was there he was murdered. As I said, most everything suggests he was first wounded in the back and that the whole thing was concluded immediately thereafter with a shot to the neck.”


“A regular execution,” Wallin noted.


“Carried out by a cowardly bastard who didn’t dare look the victim in the eyes,” Sandén pointed out.


“I still believe he cheated at cards,” said Hamad. “Can’t see any other reason for there being playing cards in his pocket. If it had been a whole deck, that would be a different matter. And a shot in the head is actually what tradition decrees, even if it might seem like that belongs to a different time and a different place.”


“But as we said, he wasn’t shot in the head, but in the neck,” Andersson pointed out.


“But that’s splitting hairs . . . It’s the same idea,” Hamad said.


“We don’t know how much money this concerned,” said Sjöberg. “But from what I understood, these guys partied away the whole poker pot yesterday evening at Långbro Inn. Even if contrary to expectations it would be a single person who had to pay for the whole party, I have a hard time believing it would have involved enough money to be worth killing for. Three-course dinner and good wine, maybe even champagne and cognac for four people. I’ll say ten thousand kronor, and then I’m overstating it. But it will be easy enough to find out.”


“I agree with Conny,” said Westman. “Ten thousand is way too little to get your head blown off.”


“Neck . . .” Andersson tried again.


“Not if the guy has made a habit of it,” Hamad persisted. “Maybe he’s been cheating for years and finally it was the last straw for someone.”


“Then it would be a matter of revenge,” Westman continued. “And in that case, the shot would have been in the head. What kind of revenge is it if the victim doesn’t even know what’s happening? Besides, it seems to be the wrong time to get revenge when the bill is already paid.”


“I’m still wary about that business with the cell phone,” said Sandén. “Did you check if he left it at home?”


“He hadn’t,” Sjöberg answered. “According to the daughter he always had it with him.”


“So we can say that the murderer robbed him of his cell phone, anyway,” said Sandén. “What brand was it?”


“An iPhone,” said Sjöberg. “With a red case.”


“Sixteen gigabytes,” Wallin clarified.


“One of those costs two or three hundred. But do any of us believe in a cell phone robber?”


Nothing but shaking heads. Sandén shrugged his shoulders, evidently not very convinced either.


“I think the fact that his wallet was still there means we can rule out robbery,” said Andersson. “That he was shot in the back first seems to me that we’re dealing with a cowardly wretch, just like Jens said. Maybe even a beginner. But in any event, an individual with the sole intention of killing Erlandsson. And who knows—maybe only to get at the cell phone. Maybe it contained important information. Something worth killing for.”


“Interesting thought,” said Sjöberg. “Or else he had it out and the murderer just couldn’t resist. But let’s do this: You, Cod, and Jens question Jan Siem and his daughter. I hardly need to point out that you may want to take it easy with the girl. Petra and Jamal will question the other two poker buddies, Lennart Wiklund and Staffan Jenner. Walleye can stay here and do research. Check the civil registration, the crime register, ISP, ASP, and so on for all persons involved. I’ll contact Långbro Inn and then try to make contact with Erlandsson’s coworkers, if that’s even possible on a Sunday.”


“Are you quite sure of that?” said Wallin incomprehensibly.


All eyes were turned toward her. Wallin was an odd duck that you couldn’t really figure out. Presumably because she couldn’t make up her mind whether she was a young woman or a middle-aged lady. The idea had struck Sjöberg that it could be as simple as they couldn’t put a label on her, which gave rise to a certain degree of irritation. Except for Sandén of all people, who thought she was a “really damn nice type,” as he put it. And Hansson of course, who spent a lot of time with her on the golf course, where Wallin evidently was a god.


“I’m not sure about anything,” Sjöberg said drily. “What do you mean?”


“Are you sure it should be kid gloves for Josefin Siem? Why not a hard line?”


No one said anything for a few moments, but a broad grin spread over Sandén’s face.


“She’s only a child,” said Sjöberg hesitantly. “Where are you headed?”


“I just think it’s a peculiar coincidence that she, in particular, was the first one on the scene. As far as I’m concerned, she might well have carried out the murder.”


“A thirteen-year-old . . . ?”


“They’re precocious these days. Another alternative is that her father murdered Erlandsson and little Josefin helped him in some way. For example, by getting rid of the weapon. She’s a soccer player, must be in iron shape, and could very well have run to Fittja and back.”


Sjöberg nodded thoughtfully, forced to admit that she was right on that point. Far-fetched to be sure, but completely possible. The weapon had not been found, even though a rather large area around the murder scene had been fine-combed.


“Oh well, that was only a thought. Just so you keep your eyes open, boys,” she concluded, firing off a smile at Sandén and Andersson.


At the same moment the door opened and Gunnar Malmberg walked in. As usual, impeccably dressed, today in jeans and piqué sweater, with a becoming suntan and a hairstyle that had clearly not been subjected to the morning storm.


“Jeepers creepers,” Sandén exclaimed, “isn’t it Sunday today?”


“And vacation besides?” Wallin added, who like Sandén did not concern herself much about her position in the hierarchy, but instead addressed the acting police commissioner as if he were just anyone.


“I have some piles of paper I have to plow through over the weekend,” Malmberg answered guardedly, but changed the topic of conversation at once. “I heard from Lundin that you’re investigating that Älvsjö murder, is that right? Was his name Erlandsson?”


“That’s right,” Sjöberg confirmed.


“I had a strange call just now.” He glanced at the clock, which was at twenty minutes to ten. “About five minutes ago. He called me because I was the police chief, as he put it, and said he had information concerning the murder. I didn’t know anything about it, but I got ready to take notes. Unfortunately he didn’t say anything other than that we would never catch the murderer, and then he hung up.”


“I’ll be damned,” said Sjöberg. “And it was a man, you’re sure of that?”


“Absolutely. Rather young, I believe.”


“Did he have an accent?”


“I didn’t think about that.”


“Age?”


“No idea. It was pretty noisy in the background, too.”


“Voice distortion?” Wallin proposed, without anyone really knowing whether she was joking or serious.


“Well, that’s possible of course,” Malmberg replied, who seemed to take the question seriously in any event. “It’s pretty hard to determine that these days, isn’t it?”


“Would you be able to reproduce that conversation more or less word for word?” Sjöberg asked.


“Sure,” said Malmberg, pulling a handwritten note from his back pocket. “I wrote down what I recalled. With reservation for minor inaccuracies: ‘Are you the police chief for real or what?’ ‘Yes, you could say that. Acting police commissioner is the correct designation.’ ‘I have interesting information about the murder of Erlandsson.’ ‘Okay, let’s hear it.’ ‘Then I can say that him who shot him you’re never going to find. Fucking losers.’ That was it.”


“Well, he has no regrets, anyway, so now we know that,” Sandén observed.


“Doubtful grammar,” noted Wallin, without anyone attaching any great importance to it.


“Did you get the call on your cell or through the switchboard?” Hamad asked, who carefully noted everything Malmberg had told them.


“On the cell to be sure, but through the switchboard. It’s the only way for an outsider to get in contact with me by phone. My cell number is obviously secret, but I forward all calls to the cell.”


“You mentioned something about noise,” said Rosén. “Could you make out what kind of noise it was?”


“Voices? Engine noise? Music?” Sjöberg suggested.


“I would probably say it was traffic noise. It went so fast, I hardly had time to react before it was over.”


“I can get to work on that,” said Hamad. “I’ll get Telia moving so we’ll find out what number the call was made from and where. I can request Erlandsson’s phone lists too, since I’ll already be at it.”


Sjöberg started gathering his papers.


“Good, Jamal,” he said. “We’ll have to see how fast they are on a Sunday during vacation. And thanks for the information, Gunnar. I think we’ll break here. Then we’ll have another meeting tomorrow morning at nine.”
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Sandén and Andersson picked up Mercury in Lundin’s office, where he was sitting and drawing after, according to reports, teaching the on-duty commander two guitar chords. Then they took off in Andersson’s car to the Siem family’s residence on Vivelvägen in Långbro, while the six-year-old let loose on the guitar at full volume in the back seat. They were met by Mrs. Siem with the news that neither Josefin nor her father were at home; despite what had happened, they had gone off to play the planned away match in Södertälje.


“But was the girl really in any condition to play soccer after what she’s been through?” Sandén asked with some skepticism.


“We made the judgment that it was good for her to get out and see people,” the woman answered. “Think about other things.”


She was somewhere between forty and forty-five and looked good, even if in Sandén’s way of thinking she had a trifle too much makeup on her face for a Sunday morning at home.


“But as far as I understand, Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson was their coach. How do they resolve that?”


“Janne had to fill in. He’s coach for another team and knows all the girls, so it’s no problem,” she answered unconcerned.


“But if the coach has been murdered . . . Isn’t that a reason to cancel the match?” Andersson wondered. “Call a forfeit? All the girls must be upset, have a hard time focusing on the task?”


“We made the judgment,” she said again, “that they didn’t need to know anything yet. It hasn’t come out, and—”


“And?”


She pulled herself together in a way that did not escape the police officers’ notice.


“It was an important match.”


Sandén had to exert himself to hide what he was thinking.


“And it‘s hardly our duty to inform them about what happened,” she established.


Sandén was inclined to agree, but asked out of pure fascination with her manner of tackling the situation.


“So whose duty is it?”


She shrugged her shoulders.


“The club’s. The police. The parents.”


“Did you have anything against Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson?” Andersson ventured to ask, and her face now suddenly assumed a completely different expression.


“Not at all,” she answered with a sorrowful smile that might well be genuine. “On the contrary. He was an amazing person. We’re going to miss him.”


“Amazing—in what way?” Sandén asked.


She appeared to think for a moment before she answered, moving her body weight to the other leg and seeming to seek guidance somewhere among the clouds.


“He was good.”


A pause for effect.


“He had a good heart. Helpful, considerate. He devoted as much time as it took to those girls and their soccer. A wonderful dad. Yes, that was how he ended up in this business with soccer. And then, on top of it all, all the charitable work.”


“Charity?”


“Yes, he devoted himself quite a lot to the homeless. We’re going to miss him,” she repeated, now with eyes that made Sandén wonder whether they weren’t on the verge of blank.


“Did you socialize privately?” Andersson asked.


She shook her head.


“Not as a family, but Janne and Svempa socialized a bit. Partly through soccer, and they also played poker together.”


“And they did that yesterday?”


“No, yesterday they just used up the money they had saved up. Yes, now, how that works, I don’t know. But yesterday they were at Långbro Inn and had dinner.”


“Do you have any idea how long they were there?” Andersson continued, without revealing what he was really after.


“According to what I heard, they were there until closing time. Janne was home about twelve-thirty, I would guess.”


“It’s time for us to go,” Sandén concluded the conversation. “I’m sure we’ll be in touch again.”
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“What a fucking robot.” Andersson assessed as he closed the door and they went back to the car.


Sandén couldn’t disagree.


“Either she didn’t have all her chickens in the coop or else she’s exactly the cold Stepford wife she appears to be.”


“With strains of hypocrisy,” Andersson filled in. “Whatever fits in from one moment to the next. A soccer mom in a Chanel outfit.”


“Was she?” Sandén exclaimed in amazement. “Chanel outfit?”


“The hell I know? Do you think I know what that looks like? But I did notice she had something on, in any event.” Then they started laughing. A raw, magnificent horselaugh.
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Immediately after the meeting Hamad contacted Telia Telecommunications, commissioning them to get back to him as soon as possible with information about accounts from which calls had come into the police switchboard between 9:30 and 9:40 a.m. To be on the safe side, he asked them to do the same for Malmberg’s direct number and cell phone. Besides this he put them on the somewhat lower priority job of generating a list of incoming and outgoing traffic for Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson’s cell phone.


Then he left together with Westman to Blåklintsvägen in Herrängen.
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Staffan Jenner was an odd character. Though he was only about fifty-five, he was stooped, gray, and shrunken, and his pants seemed to be held up thanks only to his belt. Hamad could not help thinking it was cancer, and then had noticeable problems during the interview dismissing the thought.


But Jenner met them in a friendly manner right from the start, invited them to sit down at the coffee table in the living room without first inquiring about their errand. He had a pleasant voice and a pair of intense blue eyes that now more than anything expressed curiosity.


“What were you doing yesterday evening?” Westman began, while Hamad took out his notebook.


“I had dinner at Långbro Inn with a few good friends,” he answered straight out.


“What time did you get home?”


“At twelve thirty.”


“How did you get home?”


“I walked, it was a fantastic summer night.”


He smiled as he said that, a barely visible smile that could signify just about anything.


“So it wasn’t raining then?”


“No, the rain must have come after I’d gone to bed. There were almost no clouds. We noticed that the August moon was enormous where it was hanging above the treetops.”


“We?”


“Yes, to start with I was walking with a couple of the friends I’d spent the evening with.”


Still no questions. Why didn’t he wonder what they wanted?


“Was one of them possibly Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson?”


“Exactly,” he nodded.


Westman struck while the iron was hot.


“What route did you take?”


He answered immediately, apparently didn’t need to think about it.


“We took Bergtallsvägen and Stora Kvinns, and on the corner there by the old asylum we took the walking path down to Vantörsvägen, where we separated from Svempa. He crossed Vantörsvägen and went through the forest. There’s a path there that leads all the way to his house. Lennart and I walked toward Långbrokungens Väg where he lives. Then I took Guldregnsbacken a short way, turned right at Nejlikevägen, then left on Isbergavägen and followed it all the way up to Blåklintsvägen.”


Was this rehearsed? Or did the guy just have a good head on his shoulders? Hamad wrote so fast that the pen glowed.


“You’ve gone that way before,” Westman observed with a dry laugh.


“Well, I don’t know if I’ve done it that often. But I know the surroundings here, know what the streets are called. I’ve lived here for many years.”


Still the same amiable tone of voice.


“Why are you asking all these questions?”


There it was.


“Because early yesterday morning Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson was found in that forest you mentioned,” Petra said with a gaze that was clearly scrutinizing. “Murdered. Executed with a shot to the neck.”


Staffan Jenner froze in his chair, taking a deep breath. Then he frowned. Both police officers studied his reactions, weighed them, analyzed. He let the air out of his lungs, moved his gaze worriedly from one to the other. Then he leaned across the table and put his face in his hands, while he repeatedly shook his head.


Hamad and Westman exchanged looks, without saying anything. The seconds ticked on.


Finally, he let his hands fall down on the table and leaned back in the armchair with a sigh.


“I am . . . crushed,” he got out.


Was he really? Was he trying to convince himself that he was? Or did he want them to think he was?


“Sven-Gunnar . . . Why do I call him that? Svempa, my very best friend . . . What happens now? Maybe it’s time to move at last . . . All the memories . . . Poor Adri, what will become of her? And the children—what will they think?”


Hamad cast a glance at Westman, but she didn’t give herself time to meet it, she was completely occupied by Jenner. He did not seem to be addressing himself to them. Fragments of thoughts seemed to be coming out of his mouth without context. Hamad wanted to understand, was not content with half-sentences without substance. For that reason he resumed the dialogue.


“So Erlandsson was your best friend?” he asked. “Was that mutual?”


Jenner looked at him with an unexpectedly clear gaze.


“That’s hard for me to answer, but I think so. I feel convinced of that. Was he robbed?”


“We don’t know that,” Hamad answered truthfully. “Did you socialize as a family?”


“Yes, we did at one time.”


“At one time? When was that?”


The comfortable living room was full of framed photographs depicting children of all ages, so it was not a daring guess that Staffan Jenner had a family.


“The children moved out long ago. They are twenty-seven and twenty-five years old.”


“And your wife?”


“I’m a widower. And not remarried,” he added. “But to answer your question the children got along very well, they were more or less the same age. Well, except Ida of course, their youngest, but she kept up too. So we socialized frequently all together, we did.”


Jenner seemed to have recovered somewhat, answered clearly and precisely even if his entire appearance gave a somewhat more tired impression. Which could be considered normal, Hamad was forced to admit to himself. But there was something not quite right about this man, he just couldn’t put his finger on what it was. Was Jenner concealing something from them?


“Did he have any enemies, Erlandsson?” Westman asked.


Jenner shook his head.


“It’s hard for me to believe that. He was extremely popular in all circles. At work—I’ve met a few of his coworkers—at the club, in the neighborhood. I wouldn’t think anyone has a bad word to say about Svempa.”


“And in the poker club?” Hamad added. “No discord there either?”


“Absolutely not. Good Lord, it’s only a game.”


“With a fair amount of money involved.”


Jenner looked back at him with a suspicious frown.


“That’s pushing it a little. We are four people who meet once or twice a month and play for a few hours. Mainly to socialize. No one wins any money, instead the money that anyone wins during the evening goes to the joint treasury. It’s usually a matter of a thousand or two in the worst case. Or best,” he added. “Depending on how you look at it.”


“You say that no one wins any money,” Westman said. “But those thousand kronor you’re talking about someone must have lost, anyway, right?”


“Of course that’s right, but most often it affects two or three people. As I said, it’s not big money we’re playing for.”


“So how much money was it that you partied up yesterday evening?” Hamad wanted to know.


Jenner shook his head dejectedly and sighed.


“I think it was about seven and a half thousand. I assure you that no one—”


“And who paid the bill?” Hamad interrupted.


Staffan Jenner sighed again, but answered without grumbling.


“It was Janne who had contributed most this time. But last year—”


“And who contributed least?”


It was silent for a few moments before Jenner seemed to decide to stop complicating things.


“Svempa,” he answered, looking down at his hands.


“Perhaps he cheated?” Westman suggested.


Staffan Jenner’s mournful face cracked unexpectedly into a smile.


“Not a chance. That would be completely against his nature. Svempa was honesty itself. He was deeply religious besides.”


“Active in the church?”


“No, but an active Christian.”


“What do you mean?”


Staffan Jenner threw out his arms in a gesture that made him look like an evangelical preacher as he spoke.


“He had a big heart. Helped people around him. Was always there when you most needed it. For his family, his friends, and from what I understand the soccer club too. Handed out food and clothing to homeless people. Supported and encouraged. You could say that in everything he did, he lived by the golden rule. And all the other commandments too, for that matter,” he added and fell silent.


Something caused Hamad to react. Exactly what it was he didn’t have time to figure out. The golden rule was of course not one of the Ten Commandments, but it wasn’t that. There was something that didn’t seem healthy about this relationship, something about the way he talked that didn’t add up. He portrayed his friend as a giant—did he diminish himself? See everything in black and white? Or was it perhaps how he suddenly stopped talking? Shame? Guilt? Skeletons in the closet? In his, or in Erlandsson’s?


“You don’t by chance own any firearms, do you?” Westman asked.


Staffan Jenner let his hands fall back down in his lap, looked her right in the eyes, and answered with a smile that contained everything but joy.


“No, I really don’t. I’m against violence.”


The last bit he said with completely unexpected emphasis, and Hamad could have sworn that Jenner was a hairbreadth from starting to cry. But the tears that might have appeared for a fraction of a second in Staffan Jenner’s eyes immediately withdrew without him avoiding Westman’s gaze. She studied him for a few seconds in silence before she asked the final question.


“Can you think of anyone in the circle around Sven-Gunnar Erlandsson who isn’t? Lennart Wiklund? Janne Siem? Adrianti?”


His ice-blue eyes expressed nothing but conviction when he answered.


“Absolutely not. It must be a madman who’s behind this.”


Westman did not look equally convinced.


“This will have to do for the time being, and we will most likely be contacting you again,” she concluded and got up. “We’re sorry about what happened.”
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