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SHE FELT A PRICK IN HER RIGHT FOOT, UNDER HER TOES. SHE HAD  been feeling her way forward, but the bottom was covered in seaweed here, a sort of long, thick grass that swayed with the current. It was brown and nasty. Like dead flowers.

Now she was standing on a little sandbank. She balanced on one leg and examined her right foot: she could see it was bleeding, but only a little. It wasn’t the first time this summer. Par for the course.

She suddenly found herself thinking about a cramped classroom smelling of musty clothes . . . and musty thoughts. Rain against the windowpane. Questions on a sheet of paper and the scratching of pens, answers that would be forgotten as soon as the papers had been handed in. Now that was all over, though. She’d passed her final exams, big damn deal. And now a summer that would never end. Ne-e-everend. She could hear the tune in her head.

The cut would be no more than a little scratch by tonight, and it wouldn’t hurt at all; but she would still feel the heat on her skin, from the sun and the salt. From the shower. Before the evening got under way.

She swam, kicking with her legs, and water flowed all around her. A sail boat chugged slowly into the bay. She could see the little ferries, three of them from where she was swimming. All the people on their way down to the islands in the southern archipelago. She was drifting on her back. She couldn’t feel the water anymore, it was like floating on air. I can fly, she thought. I can do anything. Be whatever I like. I can be famous.

I can forget.

Summer, and then she’d be starting at the medical school—but that was a million years away, millions of drops of water tasting of salt and sand when she dived.

The water was green and a bit cloudy. She saw a shadow that might have been a fish.

She’d study for a year and then take a year off, no matter what her father had to say. He’d comment that she was good at planning sabbaticals, but what about all the rest?

She didn’t want to be at home.

She stayed underwater for as long as she dared, then kicked off and tried to leap high above the surface. She swam back to the rocks—picking her way carefully through the seaweed—and heaved herself up onto one jutting out into the water.

The wound under her big toe was still bleeding. She clambered up to her blanket, pulled her towel from her bag, dried her hair, and took a drink of water, then sat down on the blanket and blinked away some drops of saltwater from her eyes. She took a breath, then another, a deep one, full of sun that almost scorched her lungs. The surface of the water was glittering like fish scales, as if tens of thousands of fish were wriggling away out there. She could hear faint sounds from boats heading in all directions. Some disappeared into the horizon, melted away. The sky was nearly white in the distance, but there was no sign of any clouds. She lay on her back. A drop of water ran down from her hair and over her cheek, and she could taste it on her lips. She’d already closed her eyes. Everything was red and yellow inside her head now. She could hear snatches of voices from people nearby, half words, a splinter of laughter that sparkled like the surface of the water in the sun.

She didn’t have the strength to read. She didn’t want to do anything at all, just to lie there for as long as possible. Do nothing, just live forever.

 

 

The sun was at eye level when she gathered her things together and scrambled over the hill and down through the little ravine to the bike rack. She felt quite dizzy. Her shoulders were smarting, in spite of the sunblock. Her cheeks were burning, but not too much. It would die down by evening, sort of sink in. It would look good in the lights of the outdoor café.

She was starting to forget.

She cycled past the marina, threading her way through the crowds of people flocking off the archipelago ferries toward the streetcars and buses. Everybody was going home at the same time, as if they all had the same habits. Maybe we do, she thought. That’s the way it is in summer. Everything is simpler. Sunbathe, swim, shower, party. Swim, sunbathe, shower, party. Shower, sunbathe, swim, party. She stopped, parked her bike, and stood in the ice cream line to buy a cup with two flavors: tutti-frutti and old-fashioned vanilla. The ice cream started to melt right away, but it would have been worse if she’d had a cone. A woman next to her said it was ninety degrees. Ninety degrees at 6:00. “We shouldn’t complain,” said a man to the woman’s right. “Oh, I don’t know,” said the woman, who could have been anywhere between forty-five and sixty. “The gardens could do with a bit of rain.”

Screw your gardens, she thought as she rode off. Let this never end. The gardens will get their fill of rain come autumn.

There was a smell of hay coming from the field sloping down to the creek on the other side of the road. She passed through a cluster of houses, speeded up when she came to the bike path alongside the streetcar lines, and was home within ten minutes. Her father was sitting on the verandah with a glass of what looked like whiskey.

“Here comes a beet.”

She didn’t answer.

“Still, better that than a leek.”

“A leek?”

“The white parts on a leek.”

“I’m going up to my room,” she said, walking up the steps. It was whiskey. She recognized the heady smell.

“I’ll be lighting the grill in exactly ten minutes, Jeanette.”

“What are we having?”

“Skewered salmon, angler fish. And a few other things.”

“When are we eating?”

“Precisely forty-five minutes from now.”

Her father took a sip and turned away. The ice clinked. She liked wine, or a beer, but never whiskey.

 

 

By the time Jeanette was making herself up, the sun had already sunk into her skin, its color grown deeper. The room was shady: she had drawn the  curtains and dimmed the light, but she was radiating a warm, dry, wholesome smell from her skin. She stood in front of the mirror, wearing only her pants. Her breasts glowed as white as her teeth.

Now the room smelled of the after-sun lotion she’d just applied. Her skin had already softened in the freshwater from the shower. A lovely term: freshwater.

Her father was shouting from the garden and, at that very moment, she could smell the grilled fish, and, at that very moment, she felt ravenously hungry. Ravenously. And thirsty.

 

 

Elin’s teeth were gleaming on the other side of the table.

“What are you doing tomorrow?” she asked.

“Sunbathing and swimming.”

“Should we have another one?”

“I don’t think so. This one’s gone to my head,” Jeanette said, indicating the beer glass on the table.

“You really do look brown,” Elin said.

“Thank you.”

“And your hair’s turned white.”

“I don’t know if I should thank you for that.”

“It’s fabulous.”

“OK, thank you.”

“I think I’ll have another beer,” Elin said. “I’m permanently thirsty.” She stood up. “I guess I’d better go in and serve myself. The waitresses never get this far out.”

They were sitting in the far left-hand corner of the outdoor café.

“Sure you won’t have one as well?”

Jeanette nodded. Elin headed for the bar. Jeanette watched her threading her way through the tables, just as she’d threaded her own way through some jellyfish earlier that day, out at Saltholmen.

“Hang on,” she shouted. “I will have just a little one.”

 

 

They stayed out for ages. The heat piled up between the buildings, having sunk slowly down to street level.

“It must still be as hot as ever,” Elin said. “No sun, but just as hot.”

Jeanette nodded without replying.

“Evenings really are the best part of hot summers in Gothenburg.”

She nodded again.

“Cat got your tongue?” Elin said.

“It’s just that I’m so incredibly tired.”

“But it’s only just past twelve.”

“I know. It must be the sun.”

“Some people have all the luck. I’ve been slaving away at a checkout all day.”

“It’s your day off tomorrow.”

“That’s precisely why we’ve got to have a little paarty.” She said it again: “Paaarty.”

“I don’t know, Elin.”

“For God’s sake! When I said that about you having white hair, I didn’t mean it literally. Having white hair doesn’t mean you can act seventy-plus. My God! Now you’re yawning again.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“What’s it going to be, then?”

“Tonight? Or this morning, rather?”

“No, I mean one night in November next year, of course.”

“I don’t know . . .”

“Am I going to have to go to the club on my own?”

“No,” she said, “the gang’s coming.”

There they were. Three boys and two girls, and it was perfect timing, because she didn’t feel like partying the night away. It must be the sun. A massive overdose of sun. And now she wouldn’t have to go just for Elin’s sake.

“Now you don’t need to come along just for my sake,” Elin said.

“What are you talking about?” one of the boys asked.

“Time for bye-byes here,” said Elin, nodding at Jeanette and smiling.

“I’m really tired, that’s all,” she said.

“Go home and get to bed then,” the boy said. “Should I call for an ambulance?”

She stuck her tongue out. He laughed.

“I’m off.”

“Walking?”

“Yes, walking.”

“It’s a long way. And the last streetcar’s probably gone.”

“There’s always the night bus. Or I might take a taxi for the last part.”

“Get one now,” Elin said.

“Eh? You can’t mean that . . . What do you mean?”

“You shouldn’t walk through town alone.”

She looked around.

“On my own? The place is full of people.” She looked around again. “People of all ages, at that.”

“You do what you want,” Elin said.

“Are we going, then?” asked one of the gang.

They stood up.

“Eleven tomorrow morning, OK?” Elin said.

“Can you manage to get up by then?”

“I can manage when there’s some sunbathing in store.”

“You know where to find me,” she said, bid them good night, and set off walking southward.

“Rest in peace,” said one of the guys.

“That was a ridiculous thing to say,” Elin said.

 

 

Jeanette hesitated when she got to the taxi stand. She suddenly felt livelier, as if walking had triggered some spare engine inside her or something. She paused. Looked at the park. There were as many people there as had been at the café, maybe more. There were lights everywhere, the trees and bushes sparkled in bright colors that seemed to have been painted onto the leaves. There was a pleasantly cool breeze coming from that direction; she could feel it. It smelled good. And cool. She could take a shortcut through the park to the street beyond. There were thousands of people around, everywhere. She could hear music coming from the café to the right. It was only a hundred meters away.

Something was tugging at her, from the park. She stood on the grass. It smelled even better from there. She could hear voices on all sides, just like by the water earlier. She closed her eyes and heard fragments of voices, splinters. It wasn’t red and yellow inside her head now, more green, and perhaps just a touch of yellow. She opened her eyes again and started across the lawn. People everywhere. Voices everywhere. She entered a group of trees and could see the street beyond them. Another twenty meters, perhaps.

She felt awake, wide awake, like in the morning after a good night’s sleep and breakfast.

There was a rustling in the branches above her. The path was more like a grove. She could see street lamps everywhere. It was already getting light. The sky was bluer now than it had been an hour ago. It was only just past 1:00. There was a rustling, a swishing. Cars, laughter. She was already wondering when the first taxi would come rolling down the street.

A rustling to her right, a shadow in the corner of her eye, perhaps. She heard something, a bird. A laugh on the other side. A bush moved in a sudden gust of wind.

She was out in the street now. Cars passing by.

She walked along the pavement, then turned back into the park to cut off the last corner before emerging on the other side. There would be people absolutely everywhere and she wasn’t scared and there was no reason to be, either. The very thought almost made her laugh. Just a few more steps to go.
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SHE HAD BECOME NUMB, LAPSED INTO UNCONSCIOUSNESS, COME  back to life. Reached home. The sun was already hot, it felt like midmorning. She’d walked down the hill hiding her face, so that nobody would see what had happened to her, what she had done. What somebody else had done to her.

The room looked the same as before, but nothing would ever be the same as before.

She ripped off her clothes, ripped off her clothes, and flung everything into the washing machine without looking and turned it on. The sound of the water was comforting.

She stood under the shower and washed herself under her skin, or so it seemed. She stood there for a long time, rubbing her body and destroying all the evidence while the washing machine tossed her clothes back and forth, dissolving the evidence, back and forth. There was nothing left by the time Detective Inspectors Fredrik Halders and Aneta Djanali from the local CID arrived an hour later; nothing when the forensics officers from the police station in Ernst Fotell’s Square eventually tried to find something among the threads and fibers.

 

 

The officer in charge who had sent them out, Detective Chief Inspector Erik Winter, suspected serial rape every time a rape was reported. He’d been right on two previous occasions.

Aneta Djanali eyed the park, Slottsskogen, as they drove past—the girl  had told her mother and father it had happened in the park, they knew that. Djanali noticed the dog. Not something to play with. Nothing was to be played with. Three uniformed police officers were hovering around the parking lot. There were about ten cars there.

“Do you think they’re checking the cars?” asked Halders, who was driving.

“Not yet, from the looks of it.”

“You get this big show every time.”

“Show?”

“They go crazy. Twenty-five cops with their hands in their pockets, and the bastard could have run off and left his car behind, that could be it there in the middle. That green Opel. Or that black Volvo.”

“There are three of them, not twenty-five.”

Djanali saw one of the officers take a notebook out of his pocket and start writing down the registration numbers.

“They’re starting now.”

 

 

The Bielkes’s house was set back from the road, within a walled garden. The sea glistened only a few hundred meters away. Halders could smell the salt, see the water, hear the gulls, see the sails, a couple of ferries, a catamaran, the oil storage tanks, three cranes in the abandoned wharf on the other side of the estuary. A horizon line.

The house must be worth ten million, but he couldn’t let that affect him. People had a right to more money than he had. It might be newly built. Inspired by Greek architecture. The thing looked like a whole Greek village.

He wiped the sweat from his brow, felt it on his back under his shirt. Aneta looked cool. Must have to do with genes or something. Black on the outside, cool on the inside.

“OK, then,” he said, and rang the doorbell, which was a tiny button barely visible in the yellow-tinted plaster.

The door opened immediately, as if the man inside had been waiting for the bell. He was wearing shorts and a shirt, barefoot, sunburned, maybe fifty, glasses with thin frames, thinning hair longer in the back. Thin all over in fact, Halders thought. Red eyes. Scared eyes. Something had invaded his home.

Now reality was intruding for the second time: first a daughter who  had been raped, then two plainclothes police officers. The two always go together. Hadn’t occurred to me before, Halders thought. We’re the ones who do the following up, the good after the bad; but for him we’re each as shitty as the other.

They introduced themselves.

Kurt Bielke ushered them in. “Jeanette is in her room.”

“Yes.” Halders glanced up the stairs. “It won’t take long. Then she can go to East General.”

“East General?”

“The hospital. Women’s clinic.”

“I know what it is,” said Bielke, stroking his high forehead. “But . . . does she really have to go?” He turned to face Aneta Djanali. “She says she doesn’t want to.”

“It’s important,” Djanali said. For numerous reasons, she thought to herself.

“Can we have a word with her now?” Halders asked.

“Yes . . . Yes, of course,” said Bielke, gesturing toward the stairs. Then he just stood there, as if frozen, until his head moved once again. He wasn’t looking at them. “It’s up there.”

They went up the stairs and came to a closed door. Djanali could hear the sounds of summer outside. A seabird laughed aloud, and the laughter was followed by more. The birds drifted off over the bay. A dog barked. A car tooted. A child shouted out in a shrill voice.

Bielke knocked on the door. There was no answer, and he knocked again.

“Jeanette?”

They could hear a voice from inside, but no words.

“Jeanette? The po . . . the police are here.”

Some word or other from inside again.

“Let’s go in now,” Halders said.

“Should I come too?” Bielke asked.

“No,” said Halders, knocking on the door himself. He turned the handle, the door opened, and they went in.

The girl was in her robe, sitting on the bed. It was as dark as she could make it in the room, with the venetian blinds closed. The bright light of the sun was trying to break through. It’s as though the girl is trying to hide from it on one corner of the bed, thought Djanali. She’s clinging to the wall. She’s  named Jeanette, not “she.” She has a name, but suddenly it has no meaning for anybody else; maybe not even for her now that she’s a victim.

Now it’s my turn to speak.

Djanali introduced herself and Halders, who nodded, said nothing, sat down in the desk chair, and observed her, gave her a friendly nod.

Half of Jeanette’s face was hidden under the towel she’d wrapped around her head after her long shower. She was holding the collar of her robe closed with a dainty hand. Djanali’s eyes had grown used to the half light in the room by now, and she contemplated the fragile skin on the girl’s fingers. It seemed to be sodden.

She’s been in the shower for hours. I’d have done the same.

Djanali asked a few brief questions, the simplest she could think of, to start off the first interview. The answers were even briefer, barely possible to comprehend. They had to move closer, but not too close. Jeanette spoke about the park. Yes, it had been late. No, early. Late and early. She was alone. She’d walked there before. Lots of times, at night, too. Alone? Yes, alone at night, too.

This time she’d been alone for only a moment. Or maybe it had been a few minutes. She’d been to two different places and she said where they were and Halders wrote them down. She spoke about the others who’d been there with her, for a little while at least. They’d been to a graduation party, just a small one. A quarter of the class. It was nearly a month since they finished their exams.

Djanali could see Jeanette’s white cap on the chest of drawers under the window. She could imagine her joy at passing her exams, and earning the right to wear her white cap. It seemed luminescent in the darkness.

A little graduation party. Djanali shifted her gaze from the white cap to Jeanette’s face. Nineteen years old. She would have liked to ask about boyfriends, but knew it was better to wait. The important thing now was basic questions about what had happened: when, how, when, how, when, how. Ask, listen, look. She’d done this often enough to know that the most important thing for an interrogator to do was to pin down what she called the incident behind the incident. Not just to take an account at face value. The victim’s account. No, to start thinking about the difficult question: Is that really true? Is that really what happened?

She asked Jeanette Bielke to tell her what impression she’d gotten of her attacker.

Suddenly Jeanette said she wanted to go to the hospital, she wanted to go now. Djanali had known that would come, or maybe should have come before now.

“Soon. Just one more question. One second only.”

“But I want to go now.”

“Can you tell us anything about this man?”

“I can’t remember.”

“Was he tall?”

“He was big. Strong. Or maybe I didn’t . . . didn’t dar . . . want . . . didn’t dare to try and struggle. I did try at first . . . but then I couldn’t any more.”

She’d started to cry. She pulled at the towel and rubbed it over her eyes and it came loose and fell down and her wet hair became visible, stuck to her head as if by glue.

“He . . . he tied me,” she said.

“Tied you?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“Well, tied . . . he had a noose around my ne . . . around my neck. My arms . . . then . . .”

She grasped hold of her throat. Djanali could see it now, a red mark like a narrow line around her neck. Jesus Christ.

“It was like a dog leash,” Jeanette said. “It didn’t smell like a dog, but it was like a dog leash.” She was looking straight at Djanali now. “I could see it shining. I think.”

“Shining?”

“It was shining around the collar. I think. As if there were studs on it, or something.”

She gave a shudder, cleared her throat, then shuddered again. Djanali looked at Halders, who nodded.

“Just one last question, Jeanette. Did he say anything?”

“I don’t remember much. I fainted. I think he said . . . something.”

“What did he say?”

“I didn’t hear what it was.”

“But you could hear words?”

“Yes . . .”

“You didn’t hear what language?”

“It wasn’t like a language.”

“What do you mean? Not like a language?”

“It was . . . just sounds . . . didn’t mean anything. It was just something he . . . something I couldn’t understand.”

Djanali nodded, waited. Jeanette looked at her.

“He did it three times, or whatever. Repeated it. Or maybe it was just once. Just when he was . . . when he . . .”

The gulls were laughing outside the window again: they’d come back from the sea. A car engine started. A child shouted again. Jeanette rubbed hard at her hair with the towel. It was hot and stuffy in the room.

Djanali knew Jeanette had said all she was capable of saying just now, and that it was high time they got her to the hospital.

She could see Halders getting to his feet. It had all gone as usual. Rape. Report. First interview. Request for legal documentation. Car to the women’s clinic.

This was real. Not just imagination.

 

 

Jeanette Bielke was being taken to the clinic: Aneta Djanali and Fredrik Halders drove to the park where it had happened.

“What do you think about the description?”

Halders shrugged.

“Big. Strong. Dark coat. No special smell. Armed with some kind of noose. Made strange sounds. Or said something incomprehensible.”

“Could be any man on the street,” Halders said.

“Do you think she’s reliable?”

“Yes.”

“I would have liked to ask her more.”

“You got what information you could, for now.”

Djanali looked out at the summer. People weren’t wearing much. Their faces were beaming, trying to outdo the sun. The sky was blue and cloudless. Everything was ice cream and lightweight clothing and an easy life. There was no headwind.

“Let’s hope it isn’t the beginning of something,” said Halders, looking at her. “You know what I mean.”

“Don’t say it.”

Halders thought about what Jeanette had said regarding the man’s appearance, insofar as she could see anything. The rapist. They’d have to wait for the tests, but he was sure they were dealing with rape.

They could never be sure about appearances. Getting a description was the hardest thing. Never put your trust in a description, he’d said to anybody who cared to listen. None of it is necessarily related to the facts. The same person could vary between five foot ten and six foot three in a witness’s eyes and memory. Everything could vary.

Last year they’d had a madman running round and knocking people down from behind, no obvious pattern, just that he knocked them down and stole their money. But he did have a habit of introducing himself from the side, that was the nearest to a pattern: some greeting or other to get his victim’s attention, then wham.

The victims all agreed on one thing: he’d reminded them of the hunch-back of Notre Dame—stocky, hunchbacked, bald, dragged one foot . . .

When they eventually caught up with him, in the act, he turned out to be six foot two with thick, curly hair, and he could have landed the job of Mr. Handsome in any soap opera you care to name.

It all depended on so much. What they saw. How dark it was. Where the light came from. Fear and terror. Most of all the terror.

He turned into the park and stopped the car. The uniforms weren’t there any more. The scene was roped off; two forensics officers were crawling on the ground. There was a bunch of kids hanging round the far barrier, whispering and watching. Some adults came past and stopped, then walked on.

“Found anything?” Halders shouted. The scene-of-crime boys looked up, then down again, without answering. Halders heard a short bark, and saw the dog and its handler.

“Found anything?” he said to the handler.

“Zack picked up something over there, but it melted away into the wind.”

“Or up a tree,” said Halders, looking up.

“Were you there when we caught that bastard the other year who tried to hide up a tree?” the dog handler asked.

“I heard about it.”

“Them trees are clean, now, anyway.”

“How did he get away, then?”

“Ran, I suppose. Or drove. You’d better ask forensics. But I doubt there’ll be any tracks. Everything’s so damn dry.”

Halders looked around. Djanali was watching the SOC team. The police dog was scrutinizing first Halders, then the SOC team. Halders looked around again, walked a few paces.

“Have you been here before?” he asked the dog handler.

“What do you mean? For another crime?”

“I’m not talking about your private life, Sören. Have you ever been called out here after a rape?”

“To this park, you mean?”

“Yes. And to this very spot.”

Halders was standing just outside the police enclosure: it looked out of place, as if it had been made by the kids who were sticking around to watch. The pond was to the right. It reflected pink from the flamingos standing on one leg by the water’s edge.

The SOC team was crawling around in some shrubbery.

Next to it were two trees. Two meters or so away. Maples? There was a passage between them, wide enough to get through. It was shady inside. A rock sticking out turned it into a hollow, almost a cave behind the trees. The forensic officers were moving around there now, on their way into the cave.

A perfect place to commit rape.

Good God! Halders thought. He could see it all now. It was here.

The paved path was about ten meters away, but it might as well have been a hundred. A thousand. There was a minor road on the other side of the parking lot. A hedge between the cars and the park iself. The lighting in the park was a joke. He’d walked there hundreds of times at night, and the lighting was more of a hindrance than a help. They hadn’t improved it, in spite of what had happened here.

A perfect place. It was as if the shadow between the trees was lying in wait. He hadn’t caught on at first.

“This spot?” asked the dog handler. He looked around. “I don’t think so.” He looked at Halders. “What are you getting at?”

“It’s happened before,” Halders said.

“I don’t follow.”

“This is where it was.” Halders looked at his colleague. “Damn it, Sören, it’s the very same spot. The same spot!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Weren’t you based here in Gothenburg five years ago?”

“I came four years ago.”

“But you’ve heard about the Beatrice Wägner case, surely?”

The dog handler looked at Halders.

“Beatrice Wägner? That girl who was murdered?”

“Five years ago. She was raped too. Raped and murdered.”

“I know about it . . . course I do. I read about it at the time. We’d . . .”

“It was here,” Halders said.

“Here?”

“This is where it happened,” Halders said to Sören and Djanali, who had just joined them. “This is where Beatrice Wägner was found. This very spot. She was in that hollow,” he said, nodding toward where the SOC team was still combing the ground. “Lying between the trees. It’s like a cave in there.”

Raped, and strangled, he thought.

He noticed the dog following his gaze toward the cave and then back again. It jerked at its leash, then was calm again.
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WINTER COULD FEEL THE TINY HAND GRIPPING HIS FINGER TIGHTLY.  Elsa gurgled a greeting. He kissed her behind her ear, she laughed, he blew gently on her neck, and she laughed again.

He still hadn’t gotten used to that laugh and that gurgle; they could be floating around in the apartment for ages. His daughter would soon be fifteen months old. Her sounds tore the silence from the walls like old wallpaper. Amazing that such a tiny body could make such a loud noise.

Angela came in from the kitchen and sat down in one of the armchairs, unbuttoned her checked blouse, and looked at Winter and Elsa on the blanket on the floor.

“Breakfast,” she said.

Winter blew behind Elsa’s ear.

“Time for breakfast,” Angela said.

Elsa laughed.

“She doesn’t seem hungry,” Winter said, looking at Angela.

“Bring her here and you’ll see. This is going to be the last time, though. I can’t go on breast-feeding her, for God’s sake.”

He carried the little girl over to Angela in the armchair. She seemed to weigh barely anything at all.

 

 

Winter saw the files lying on his desk when he entered his office. The sun had already warmed the room, and there was a smell of summer. Two more months, and then it would be some time before he saw this office  again. A year. He was going to take a year’s leave, and who would he be the next time he stepped into this gloomy office where nearly all thoughts were painful to think?

Would he ever come back at all?

Who would he be then?

He went to the sink and drank a glass of water. He felt thoroughly rested. At an early stage Elsa had decided to sleep from 8:00 at night till 8:00 in the morning. He and Angela were very lucky.

Sometimes Angela would cry, at night. Her memories would come flooding back, but more and more rarely now. He hadn’t asked her what happened in that room in that apartment the day before he got there. Not at first, not directly. She used to talk about it, night after night, in mangled sentences. Now it had more or less stopped. She slept soundly for hours on end.

It wasn’t even eighteen months ago.

He sat down at his desk, opened the first of the files, and took out the documents and photographs. He held up one of the pictures. The rock. The trees. The lawn and the path. It was all very familiar in a . . . depressing sort of way, like an illness that recurs after several years. A cancerous tumor that has been cut away but continues to grow.

Still, Jeanette Bielke was still alive, and they were waiting for her test results.

He stood up, with the photograph in his hand, and opened the window. The sun was on the other side of the city. He could smell the light, almost weightless scents of summer. He thought of Elsa. There was a knock at the door, and he shouted, “Come in.” Halders was in the doorway. Winter gestured toward the visitor’s chair, but stayed by the window.

“It was completed intercourse,” Halders said. “I’ve just had the report. Purely technical, that is. But it is rape.”

“What else does it say?”

“That the girl is probably telling the truth.”

“Probably?”

Halders shrugged. “You know how it is.”

Winter didn’t reply. Halders looked at the files on the desk.

“You sent down for them, I see.”

“Yes.”

“Have you had time to read through them?”

“No. Only this photograph,” said Winter, holding it up.

Halders could also see a picture of Beatrice Wägner on one of the newspaper clippings by Winter’s elbow.

“Is it a coincidence?” Halders said.

“The place? Well . . . it’s not the first time somebody’s been attacked in Slottsskogan Park.”

“But not at that particular spot.”

“Not far away.”

“Never at that particular spot,” Halders said. “You know it. I know it.”

It’s true, Winter thought. He knew that part of the park. Since Beatrice Wägner’s murder he’d been back there regularly. Would stand there watching people milling around. Halders had done the same. They’d occasionally bumped into one another. You’re not among the suspects, Halders had muttered on one occasion.

They were looking for a face, a movement. An action. A voice. An object. A belt. A noose. A dog leash.

They always return to the scene of the crime. Every policeman knew that. Every one. Somehow or other, at some time or other, they always go back. They go back after ten years, or five. To carry on. Or just to be there, to breathe, to remember.

Just being there was the thing. If he was there and the man who’d done the deeds came down the path at that moment, he, Winter, would know,  really know, and so it wouldn’t be a coincidence. It had nothing to do with luck. Nothing to do with chance. And at that very moment—when he was still holding the photograph in his hand and looking at Halders and the damp patch on his shirt under his left armpit—at that very moment he had the feeling that it really would happen. He would see the man and it would be as if a nightmare had turned into reality. It would happen.

“That bastard’s back,” Halders said.

Winter didn’t reply.

“Same modus operandi.” Halders ran his hand over his short-cropped hair. “Same spot.”

“We’d better talk to the girl again.”

“She’s going home this afternoon.”

“Then go and see her there. How were her parents?”

“Desperate.”

“Nothing funny?”

“Aneta had a look around, of course, while I was talking to the girl.” Halders’s left eye twitched slightly, as if he had a tic. “No. The old man had the shakes—clearly hung over—something like this isn’t exactly going to help him recover.”

Halders looked at Winter. “He’s back, Erik. How many did he manage last time? Three victims, one of which died?”

“Mmm.”

“Maybe we’d better talk to the other two girls again.”

“I’ve already done that. They don’t remember any more now than they did back then.” Halders stood up.

“Fredrik?”

“Yes?”

“I feel just the same as you do about this. I can’t forget Beatrice Wägner either.”

“No.”

“It’s not just because it’s on the unsolved list.”

“I understand,” Halders sat down again. “It’s the same with me.” He scratched his head. Winter could see a damp patch under Halders’s other armpit as well. “You can feel it all over the station. Everybody’s talking about it.”

“I’ll have a look at the old pattern,” said Winter, gesturing toward the documents on his desk.

“There’ll be another one,” Halders said. “The same again.”

“Take it easy now.”

“Yes, yes, OK. One rape at a time.”

The sound of sirens drifted in from the east. Somebody was shouting underneath Winter’s window. A car started. Halders ran his hand over his hair.

Winter suddenly made up his mind.

“Let’s go there. Now.”

 

 

Everybody was wearing shorts or lightweight skirts. It was over ninety degrees. There seemed to be an unusually high number of people in town, he thought—they ought to be down by the water.

“It’s sales time,” said Halders, pointing to the shopping center. “Summer sales, where the prices are a dream and buying is one long party.”

Winter nodded.

“I ought to go myself,” Halders said.

“Oh, yes?”

“It’s nothing for you, I suppose, but things can seem a bit on the costly side when you’re separated and have two children.” He turned to look at Winter. “Maintenance, heavy stuff. Not that I’m complaining.”

“How old are your kids now?” Winter asked.

Halders looked surprised. “Seven and eleven,” he said, after a moment’s hesitation.

“A boy and a girl, is that right?” Winter was driving along the avenue. He was the only one in the middle lane. All other traffic seemed to have disappeared. He blinked, and all the cars came back again. He blinked once more, and stopped at an amber light after glancing in his rearview mirror.

“Er . . . yes. The boy’s the younger.”

“Are you sharing custody?” Winter asked.

Halders looked at him.

“They live with Margareta, but come to me every other weekend.” He looked away toward the river, then back at Winter. “Sometimes they stay a little longer with me. Or maybe we go away somewhere. It depends.” Halders had gone into his shell. Winter cast him a sideways glance. “I always try to think of something interesting.”

Winter stopped at an amber light again. A large family in Gothenburg for the day was crossing the road: map, wide eyes, comfortable shoes. A boy, maybe ten, and a girl, about seven, looked at them, then caught up with their parents, who were preoccupied with a stroller containing two small children.

“How’s it going for you?” Halders asked. “With the baby. Does she keep you up all night?”

“Not at all.”

“Hannes had colic,” Halders said. “It was horrible. Four months of terror.”

“I’ve heard about it,” said Winter.

That sounded almost apologetic, Halders thought. As if he’d gotten away with things too lightly.

“That was the beginning of the end,” said Halders, as they arrived.

The place was just as sorry a sight as ever. There, five years ago, the SOC team had carefully collected leaves, grass, pieces of bark. Then as now. Winter was still waiting for his promotion back then, and impatient. Halders had been an inspector too, but slightly less impatient, and still married. Home every day to a house full of life.

At least it isn’t murder this time, Winter thought. Two women went past, pushing baby carriages. The sun was hidden behind the trees. Voices of children swimming in the pond. A man was lying flat out on the grass, fifty meters from the scene of the crime. Winter watched the man stagger to his feet, then stumble forward a few meters before sitting down again, producing a bag and drinking in classic wino style, without taking the bottle out of the bag.

“And no witnesses,” Halders said.

Winter was observing the drunk.

“Have we thought about the homeless?” he said, mainly to himself.

“Then? There weren’t any then,” Halders said.

“Now.”

“I have no idea,” Halders said.

“No doubt there are some hanging around here.” Winter watched the man make another effort to move, and this time he managed a few steps. “Especially now, in summer.”

Halders followed his gaze and reached for his mobile phone.

Five minutes later a patrol car showed up, and Halders pointed out the drunk, who was still attempting to walk the tightrope down the wide gravel path. They watched as the man was escorted to the car.

“Shall we hear what he’s got to say right now?” Halders asked.

“It can wait,” said Winter. He walked over to the rock in the trees, and entered through the passage. Same place, same cave.

 

 

He knew what it was even before he was fully awake, and he reached for the telephone on the bedside table. It was all still part of his dream, a continuation of the night that one could touch, smell. It was as if he knew what the voice in the receiver was going to say.

He watched Angela as he listened. He could see the top of Elsa’s little head snug in her crib.

“Yes, yes,” he said into the mouthpiece. “Yes.”

He phoned Halders. “I want you to come with me.”

“I’m as good as there,” said Halders.

 

 

Winter drove through the morning light. It had nuances of milk and spinach.

They met at the parking lot. Halders looked tense, a mirror image of himself. They could have made their way blindfolded to the scene of the incident. There was no other place.

It was lit up now, by a pale electric light that would soon be unnecessary. Forensics officers were crawling all over the place. More than ever. He could see more uniforms than ever. More onlookers than ever. People were still out and about, and were loitering now on the edge of the park. Winter walked to the trees and the rock and the passage between and saw the girl’s legs like two sticks, and then he saw the rest of her body, all of it except her head, which was still in the shadows.

He could have stopped right there, gone back to his gloomy office at the police station, opened the old files, and read about what had happened five years ago. He knew that’s how it was, and so it proved, later, when the postmortem was completed and he had all the facts currently available.

But now it was still early morning. He saw the doctor, a new one whose name he didn’t know. He looked young. Came over to speak to Winter. Made a few comments that he took into consideration.

She had stopped breathing because somebody had tightened a noose around her neck. Other things had been done to her body, not yet clear what. Her wallet was still in the handbag that Winter could see lying on the ground, not far from her hand.

Go on, stretch out your hand and grab the handbag, he thought. You can do it. You can still do it.

She was eighteen or nineteen or so. He could look if he wanted to, but he wasn’t supposed to touch anything yet. She had been eighteen. That’s what it was destined to be. I’ll stop there. Eighteen was as far as she was going, nineteen maximum. No adult life, no family, no breast-feeding, no baby carriage, no colic, no divorce.

Halders was standing beside him. He said something to one of the forensics officers in a low voice. A night bird uttered a cry that reminded Winter of something. It wasn’t the situation. That was familiar without the aid of sound effects.

Flashlights were shined into the hollow. He could see a face on the ground. Oddly enough it still seemed to be in the shadows.

He could hear a tune inside his head from a sidewalk café he had visited that same night. Had she walked past? Had she walked past that very place with her friends?
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THE GIRL’S NAME WAS ANGELIKA HANSSON. SHE COULD BE IDENTIFIED from documents in her handbag.

She had dark hair, and her clothes were a mess. There had been leaves and strands of grass in her hair. She had been lying with her head on a sort of pillow of grass. It was almost as if somebody had made a pillow for her. This was the image he had in his head when he got to the postmortem. Pia Fröberg, the forensic pathologist, was busy with Angelika Hansson’s body. He was pretty used to it by now. The body, under the spotlights. The doctor’s white coat, picked out by the dazzling ceiling lights. Naked body parts. No sign of life.

How many times had he been in this situation? Not many, but still more than enough.

He knew she’d been strangled. Some kind of strap around her neck that she hadn’t been able to remove, that couldn’t be untied. Pia confirmed this: it could be some kind of collar, a dog leash, a noose. It might have been a rope. Not a shoelace.

It happened only a few hours before the alarm was raised. What had he being doing at that time? The thought came into his mind. What exactly  had he been doing then? What had she been doing during the hour before it happened? What had Angelika Hansson been doing? She’d been drinking, perhaps too much. She might have been holding somebody’s hand.

She was nineteen. He thought about what Halders had said regarding Jeanette Bielke. She too was nineteen; passed her final school exams just  over a month ago. Halders said Jeanette Bielke had the white cap Swedish students wear at their graduation parties, singing songs about their happy schooldays. Used to be mandatory, but not any more. Had Angelika had a student cap? Had she known Jeanette? Did they have any mutual friends?

“She was pregnant,” said Pia Fröberg, walking over to him.

Winter nodded without answering.

“Did you hear what I said, Erik?”

He nodded again.

“I must say you get quieter and quieter by the year.”

By the month, he thought. Quieter by the month.

“How far along?” he asked.

“I can’t say for certain,” she said, “but not many weeks.” She looked back at the girl’s body. “I wonder if she even knew herself.”

“But you’re sure, about the pregnancy?”

“Of course.”

Winter took two steps toward the dead body. They knew nothing about her as yet apart from what was in her handbag, and that was with Chief Inspector Beier in the forensics department.

He’d soon go to her home. He had the address. Her parents were in another harshly lit room only a few meters away. Two faces, pale with shock. He hadn’t noticed a boyfriend with them, nobody who might be a boyfriend. Nobody with the parents, who could be no more than a few years younger than he was himself. People had kids when they were twenty-two. Angelika Hansson would have been one of those. A pregnant daughter. Did they know?

 

 

“What!” The man’s face had turned ashen. Lars-Olof Hansson, Angelika’s father. His wife was standing next to him, the girl’s mother, Ann. Eyes shrunken with sorrow and desperation. “What the hell are you saying?”

Winter repeated what he had told them.

“She hasn’t had a boyfriend for two years,” the father said. He turned to his wife. “Have you heard anything about a boyfriend, Ann?”

She shook her head.

“It can’t be true,” he said, turning back to Winter. “It’s not possible.”

“She’s never . . . spoken to me about that,” the mother said. She looked at Winter, her eyes had grown bigger. “She would have said something  about it.” She was looking at her husband now. “We spoke about everything. We did, Lasse. You know we did.”

“Yes.”

“Absolutely everything,” she repeated.

She didn’t know, thought Winter. I don’t think she knew. He hadn’t had all the details from Pia yet. There was somebody else who might not have known. It didn’t have to be a boyfriend. A casual partner, maybe. How many of those had she had? He looked at her parents. He’d be forced to ask all those questions, at the worst possible time. But then again, the best, when everything was . . . fresh. He pictured the girl’s body on the metal table in the neighboring room.

“We need to know everything about her friends,” he said. “Everything you can remember, about all of them.”

“This business of her . . . pregnancy. Does that have anything to do with the murder?” asked the father, fixing Winter with piercing eyes.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Then why the hell are you asking so much about it?”

“Lasse,” his wife said.

He turned to look at her.

“He’s only doing his job,” she said, and Winter suddenly had the impression she looked stronger. “We want to know, after all.”

I’m only doing my job, Winter thought.

 

 

Halders drove back to the Bielkes’s house. He was on his own, and had called ahead. He parked the car and crunched over the gravel. Jeanette was on the verandah. Halders wondered what she was thinking about. She glanced up and saw him approaching. Looked as if she were about to throw up. Halders had reached her by then.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said.

She didn’t move.

“Would you like to head over to Saltholmen?”

She shrugged. Irma Bielke came onto the verandah and looked at her daughter.

“We’re going out for a little drive,” said Halders, but she didn’t seem to hear him. They’re all still in shock, he thought. The idyll has been blown away and reality has taken its place, even in this posh neighborhood.

Jeanette got into the car, which had warmed up in
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