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            Dedication

         
         
            For my father, Hanumantha Rao Malladi, who loved a good mystery; and for my friend Radhika Kasichainula, who would have thought
               Gabriel Præst was as cool as I intended him to be. The world isn’t the same without them in it and my heart aches.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            Don’t you know that a midnight hour comes when everyone has to take off his mask?

            —Søren Kierkegaard

            When the rich wage war, it’s the poor who die.

            —Jean-Paul Sartre
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            Lille Jødiske Annemarie (Little Jewish Annemarie)

         
         
            Greater Copenhagen, October 1, 1943

         

         There were twenty of them, huddled together in a truck that Lars Hansen used to transport vegetables from the farm to the
            market in Copenhagen. Rumbling down the road in the middle of the night, they were en route from Copenhagen to Hansensgård,
            the Hansen farm in Helsingør.
         

         
         Annemarie was cradled on her father’s lap. Sitting on the metal bed of the vehicle, he leaned against a sack of onions and
            garlic, the scent of which tickled Annemarie’s nose. No one had spoken since they had started to drive. Although Annemarie
            had only just turned seven, she already understood how important it was to remain silent when she was told. She knew their
            lives depended upon it. Since the Germans had come to Denmark three years ago, she and her family had been living in fear.
            She heard her parents talk about it when they thought she was sleeping.
         

         
         The truck stopped after what seemed like hours. Annemarie was tired and had dozed off for a while, so her legs were unsteady as she stood and gazed around. 

         
         There was a family of four awaiting them, a father and mother and their two children.

         
         Annemarie’s father helped her out of the truck, holding her in his arms. She wriggled out of them, not wanting to look like
            a baby in front of the new people, especially the girl who looked to be her age. She had light brown hair, loose around her
            shoulders, just like Annemarie. She was wearing a blue dress with white stockings and black shoes, just like Annemarie.
         

         
         The girl smiled and introduced herself. “I’m Elvira, and this is my brother, Ib.”

         
         “I’m Annemarie,” she said, her eyes lit with pleasure at finding a new friend.

         
         Around her, the adults shook hands and introduced one another. Everyone looked tired, gray from stress; Helga Hansen, a stout
            smiling woman, tried to cheer them with her welcome.
         

         
         “Come on inside where it’s warm,” she said, putting her arm around one of the women who was holding a baby. “You’ve had a
            long ride. The kitchen has a fire going and I have a meatball and dumpling soup simmering on the stove.”
         

         
         Elvira’s older brother helped by carrying their bags inside the house, and Lars Hansen spoke to each of the adults and children
            as they settled into the kitchen.
         

         
         “You are the same age as my Elvira,” he said warmly when he shook hands with Annemarie. “She has some dolls you can play with.”

         
         Annemarie looked at her mother, who held a cup of coffee in her hands, and when she nodded, Annemarie almost clapped with
            glee.
         

         
         “Let’s go.” Elvira grabbed Annemarie’s hand and led her into her room.

         
         The farmhouse was large and had space for all of them. Everyone slept that first night, scattered around the property. Many slept on beds of hay in the barn, some in the hall of the big house, and two in the large kitchen. 

         
         The next day, they’d taken quick baths with cold water in buckets and changed into clothes provided by the Hansens. Annemarie
            was given a dress that belonged to Elvira. It was white and green, and she loved it. It was now her favorite dress.
         

         
         That evening they had dinner in the Hansen kitchen, all seated around a big table. It was like a party, Annemarie thought,
            seeing her parents and their friends happy and smiling for the first time in a long while.
         

         
         “I wish we could just stay here until the Germans go away,” she told Elvira when they went to the barn to see the new baby
            goat that had been born just two days before.
         

         
         “Me too,” Elvira said. “But you have to go on a boat to Sweden to be safe. There have been others who stayed with us and then
            left by boat. They always leave in the night so the German soldiers can’t find them.”
         

         
         “I’m scared,” Annemarie confessed. “What do you think the Germans do to the Jews when they catch them? Put them in prison?”

         
         “I don’t know,” Elvira said.

         
         “Will they take me away from my Far and Mor?” she asked.
         

         
         Elvira gave her a hug then. “Don’t worry about anything. You’re going to Sweden and there are no Germans there.”

         
         They were already best friends—in the way only children could be. They spent that evening together and even slept side by
            side in the stables on the hay, whispering late into the night about what they’d do when the war was over.
         

         
         “We can go to the town square and eat ice cream,” Elvira said. “Or even go to the cinema. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

         
         Annemarie had agreed that it would be super fun.
         

         
         They had barely fallen asleep when they heard loud sounds. Annemarie’s mother told Elvira to run to her family in the house.

         
         A German officer was asking everyone to stand in a line in German-accented Danish. Rough hands of soldiers pushed them around,
            shoving them against one another, squeezing them together.
         

         
         It was cold and they were all shivering, all twenty of them and their hosts, as they stood in front of the main house.

         
         There were ten soldiers surrounding the farm. Annemarie wondered how just ten men could control so many of them. Because they
            had guns, she thought. Each one of the soldiers was armed and pointing his weapon at them.
         

         
         Lars, Helga, Ib, and Elvira had been separated from the Jews. Annemarie and Elvira looked at each other in mutual fear.

         
         “I am Hauptsturmführer Fritz Diekmann,” the soldier said. He was a handsome man, tall and lean with bright yellow hair, but
            his gray-blue eyes were hard. Turning to Lars, he continued in a calm, cold voice, “Is this your farm?”
         

         
         “Yes,” Lars said.

         
         “And you’re hiding Jews here,” Captain Diekmann said.

         
         “We have guests . . . friends,” Lars said.

         
         “They are Jews,” the German captain said tightly.
         

         
         Annemarie knew that the Germans thought Jews were bad people. They made the word Jøde sound dirty. Tears filled her eyes, and she tightened her grip on her mother’s waist.
         

         
         “They are . . . ,” Lars began, but Captain Diekmann raised his hand to silence him. The Gestapo officer then turned and nodded
            at two soldiers who strode toward the Hansen family. He stared at the twenty Jews and said, “This is what happens to those
            who help you. I want you to know that this is your fault.”
         

         
         The two soldiers had handguns with them. They first shot Elvira and Ib in the head. Lars and Helga cried out but before they could rush to their children, the soldiers executed them with cold precision where they stood. 

         
         Annemarie couldn’t scream. She cried in silent horror. Her new best friend was dead, and it was because of her.

         
         The Jews were thrust into a truck that drove all night. When it stopped, they were herded into a crowd of Jewish captives
            waiting beside a long train. Annemarie heard whimpers and moans as each of the many cars was loaded with people. Babies were
            crying while mothers tried to shush them. Young children clutched the hands of their parents, wide-eyed with fear and fatigue.
         

         
         They had no food or water. Annemarie didn’t complain—it wasn’t going to make a difference. They were more than fifty people
            squeezed into a small space; they took turns sitting down because there wasn’t enough room.
         

         
         For Annemarie it was all a blur.

         
         The train started and stopped. Started and stopped. Started and stopped.

         
         When they reached a place where they got out of the train, it was a relief. Annemarie didn’t know where they were until a
            German soldier told the grown-ups. He spoke German and Annemarie couldn’t understand him, but she heard whispers among the
            Danish Jews. They were in Theresienstadt. That name meant nothing to Annemarie.
         

         
         The German soldiers barked out orders, and Annemarie’s mother clung to her tightly. A soldier started to pull Annemarie away
            and she screamed for her mother.
         

         
         All the children were taken away, forcefully.

         
         “What’s happening?” one boy asked in a language that Annemarie knew wasn’t Danish, but she understood enough of the words
            to know what he was saying.
         

         
         “They’re taking us to bathe,” another child said.

         
         “Will I see my mother after that?” someone asked.

         
         “Yes, once we’re all clean,” someone else replied.

         
         But Annemarie feared she wouldn’t see her mother or father again. She feared she wouldn’t play in the forest again. She feared
            she wouldn’t hold her doll, open a birthday present, or enjoy an ice cream cone. She feared she was going to die.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            Present

         

         I noticed the dark-haired woman as soon as she walked into Mojo on that Friday night in May when it all began.

         
         She was inappropriately dressed for the laid-back blues bar, wearing a severe dark pantsuit, her hair tightly pulled back
            from her face, black high heels with red soles, which I knew she had a weakness for, and a cool smile. Several eyes, including
            mine, followed her to the bar, where she ordered a drink from fair-haired Ricky.
         

         
         She had a striking face. Dark among the blond, blue-eyed Danes. She took her glass of what I guessed was whiskey—she used
            to be a Johnnie girl—and walked up to the end of the room, right by the smoking booth. She held her drink in one hand, and
            the other was in her pocket. She leaned against the wall, confidence oozing out of her, as if she were saying, “You sure you want to talk to me?” to the men who wondered if they should try their luck with her.
         

         
         Mojo, the place you went in Copenhagen if you were into the blues, was anything but fancy or chic. It was a hole in the wall. It was also atmospheric, inexpensive, and had been delivering live blues (or jazz or folk music) every day since the mid-eighties. It was not pretentious, and the only thing you had to worry about was arriving early enough not to get stuck at a table behind a pillar, with a partial view of the stage. 

         
         There were almost always musicians milling outside the bar with a beer and a cigarette, awaiting their turn onstage. It was
            a small community of blues musicians and most of us knew one another. I usually played with my band but others, less established,
            came by on Blues Jam Night on Thursdays, taking turns to play with familiar and new musicians. There were always one or two
            who were deemed too drunk to perform and kicked off the stage by Thomas, who ran the joint with an iron fist and a friendly
            smile on his dark face.
         

         
         We were playing one of the last sets of the night. I was on guitar, while Bobby K finished singing, I'm gonna shoot you right down.
         

         
         It was John Lee Hooker Night.

         
         The woman I couldn’t keep my eyes off sipped her golden whiskey slowly as we began to play one of my favorites, “One Bourbon,
            One Scotch, One Beer.”
         

         
         I watched her watch me as my solo wound down and the clapping began.

         
         “Give it up for my man Gabriel Præst on guitar,” Bobby K said, and the crowd applauded. I bowed. “And let’s give a hand to
            John Reinhardt on bass, the elegant Nuru Kimathi on drums, and my drinking partner Valdemar Vong on the sax.”
         

         
         Nuru, a Kenyan who had moved to Denmark after she met and married a Dane, smiled and waved at the crowd, leaned into her microphone,
            and, in a two-pack-a-day voice, said, “Let’s not forget our fearless leader and a man who sings to make angels weep, Bobby
            K.”
         

         
         After the applause quieted, Bobby K told the crowd that we would wet our whistles and be right back with “Shake It Baby” and a few other precious gems to close the evening. 

         
         I picked up my beer from the bar and walked up to the dark-haired woman.

         
         “Still singing the blues,” she mused.

         
         I smiled and leaned in to give her a perfunctory, almost platonic hug and said, “Hej.”
         

         
         She didn’t flinch but she didn’t lean into my hug either. I would’ve gone with a handshake, but I perversely wanted to see
            her response. Now that I had, I had no clue what I was after.
         

         
         “How are you, Leila?”

         
         She nodded, and something twinkled in her eyes. “When are you done? I need your help.”

         
         I raised my eyebrows. Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, she walks into mine after . . . what, nearly
            a decade?
         

         
         “My help?” I sipped my beer, simply to have something to do with my hands.

         
         “Yes,” she confirmed.

         
         I gave myself a moment to think before I responded, even though I knew I didn’t need the time. No matter what was or was not
            there between us, if she was asking for my help, I’d give it to her.
         

         
         “Okay,” I said. “It’s going to be another hour. If it’s urgent . . .”

         
         She shook her head.

         
         “Buy me another Johnnie Walker,” she held up her nearly empty glass, “and I’ll wait.”

         
         “You need my help, but I have to buy the Johnnie?” I waved to Ricky, the barman, and pointed to Leila’s glass. He nodded.
         

         
         “Yes. After all you are making me wait.” She was lightening the mood between us, asking me to join in and play.
         

         
         I smiled as I watched the bartender make a beeline for us, Johnnie in hand. “My man Ricky will take care of you.”

         
         As I was leaving, my back turned to her, I heard her softly whisper, “Thank you, Gabriel.”

         
          

         I walked my bicycle, my guitar strapped to my back, beside Leila to Southern Cross Pub on Løngangstræde close to Mojo and
            Rådhus, the city hall. I knew the pub well, because it was open until 5:00 a.m., and people like me who stayed out late into
            the morning went there when they didn’t want to go home. And the bartender made an old-fashioned that could beat the pants
            off the designer crap they sold in chic Copenhagen bars, where it cost twice as much.
         

         
         It was three in the morning and the crowd was winding down. Once I parked my bicycle and locked it, we sat at one of the outdoor
            tables warmed by an overhead infrared heat lamp. I didn’t pick up the blanket that was draped on the chair to cover myself.
            I was wearing my Burberry trench, because Mojo was a good fifteen-minute ride on my bicycle to my apartment, and even though
            summer was in the air, the spring chill hadn’t quite left the party. I set my guitar case on the chair next to me.
         

         
         Smokers stood outside, around the door, their alcohol-laden voices carrying through the night.

         
         Leila draped a blanket across her lap.

         
         “You cold?” I asked. “We can go in.”

         
         She shook her head. “I’m fine.”

         
         A waiter came along, and I ordered an old-fashioned while she ordered another Johnnie Walker, still neat. Her third of the
            night, I counted, and those were the ones I knew about. One thing about Leila, she could drink most people under the table.
         

         
         “How can I help you?” I asked once we were settled in, waiting for our drinks.

         
         “You’ve gotten better,” she said and then on a smile added, “at the guitar.”

         
         I could’ve responded with a double entendre about other things I’d gotten better at, but it was too easy and a little unsophisticated, so I said, “Time and practice.” 

         
         She nodded but didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything. I waited for her to tell me how I could help her.

         
         Knowing Leila, coming to me was a last resort. The relationship hadn’t ended well. There had been yelling and screaming, and
            plenty of fighting. She had thrown a few things at me. I had maybe made a few churlish and snide remarks, which had instigated
            the throwing of things at me. That had been a decade ago. We’d both grown up since then. I didn’t enter relationships anymore,
            so I hadn’t had to end any—there was always less drama with relationships that lasted a couple of months than there was for
            ones that lasted a couple of years and rocked your world.
         

         
         “If I could have gotten anyone else to do it, trust me . . . ,” she trailed off, telling me she was as uncomfortable as I
            had thought she might be, coming to me for help. It didn’t sit well with me. I didn’t know why.
         

         
         The waiter brought our drinks. I took the first sip and sighed in pleasure. I was pumped after playing, as I usually was,
            and knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep for another hour or so. I was in no rush to get her talking. She’d get there when
            she got there. In the meantime, I was sitting across from one of the most beautiful women I had ever had the pleasure of seeing
            naked, with a perfect cocktail in my hand—it was a very good moment.
         

         
         She toyed with her whiskey glass, took a sip, and then announced, “Yousef Ahmed.”

         
         I nodded.

         
         “You know who he is?” she asked.

         
         “Yes, as I don’t live under a stone.”

         
         “I’ve taken him on as a client. We intend to appeal.”

         
         My eyebrows rose. “Appeal what? The case is over, Leila. The man has been convicted.”

         
         She looked me in the eyes, straight, focused, and clear. “I don’t think he did it.”

         
         “Well, skat, they’re all innocent, except they’re not,” I provoked her by calling her darling. The irony of the Danish language is that skat also means “tax,” very apropos.
         

         
         She didn’t take the bait. “He didn’t do it.”

         
         “A jury found him guilty. There’s nothing left to do except work on an early release,” I retorted. “Which I don’t see happening.”

         
         “I was in London when the trial took place and I couldn’t help him then.” Her voice was a hoarse whisper. She was affected.
            “But I intend to help him now.”
         

         
         “How?” I was baffled.

         
         Leila took a deep breath. “I need you to investigate this.”

         
         “This? As in the murder of Sanne Melgaard?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         I didn’t want to once again say that such an investigation was pointless so I went another route. “Okay. What if I find out
            he did it?”
         

         
         She raised her hands, palms up. “Then that’s that.”

         
         She finished her drink, set the empty glass on the table, and waved at the waiter.

         
         “Why are you doing this?” I asked. “Why even take him on?”

         
         “I know . . . knew his son,” Leila explained. “I know the family. It’s been devastating for them.”

         
         I didn’t know what to say, so I shut up. I had never gone wrong shutting up.

         
         Someone called out to an Andreas, who was apparently a son of a bitch, followed by a string of obscenities and drunken laughter.

         
         The waiter came back with a fresh drink and took Leila’s empty glass away. He looked at me pointedly and I shook my head. If I drank any more, I wouldn’t be able to bicycle home—this was my third and final drink of the evening. Leila, as always, held her liquor better than I did. 

         
         “If you knew him, you’d know he couldn’t have killed Sanne Melgaard. He’s not that man. And I don’t give a shit who says what
            about him. It’s like Muslim man plus angry equals murderer,” she hissed, and I recognized the fire in her that had drawn me
            to her.
         

         
         Leila was a passionate woman. When she believed in something, she went all out. For a short time there, she’d believed in
            us.
         

         
         “My law firm will pay you.”

         
         “I wasn’t planning to do this for free, if I was planning to do it.”
         

         
         “And are you planning to do it?” she asked.

         
         “There’s a good chance of that happening,” I offered, and she smiled, as I wanted her to. Even after a decade, I still wanted
            to make her happy, I realized, more than a little disturbed by that thought.
         

         
         “You can talk to your police friends, just make sure they did everything the way it was supposed to be done,” she pleaded.

         
         “You know I don’t have many police friends.” When you ratted out the national chief of police, your former colleagues tended
            to feel sore about you.
         

         
         “Meet his daughter,” Leila suggested. “She was thirteen when they took him away. She’s Sophie’s age.”

         
         Which made her about eighteen now. Sophie, my daughter, had just turned twenty. Leila certainly had the violins out for this
            one.
         

         
         “I can bring her to your office next week. Just meet her and . . . ,” Leila faltered.

         
         I raised a hand. “I’ll do it. I mean, I’ll meet her. I’m saying yes, I’ll look into the case.”

         
         “Really? Why?”

         
         “Because you asked me to,” I said truthfully.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Sophie and I had a father-daughter breakfast every Saturday. It was tradition. We had been doing it since she was four years
            old when her mother and I separated. I used to have her with me every other week, but even on the Saturdays that I didn’t
            have her, we still had breakfast together, either with Stine, her mother, and Erik, her bonus father, or just the two of us.
         

         
         Stine and I had what one would call an amicable divorce—well, we hadn’t been married, so it wasn’t exactly a divorce but featured
            the same elements. I bent over backward to make sure our separation was friendly. Stine had wanted a fight. I didn’t give
            it to her. It helped that she’d already been half in love with Erik when we split up. I never asked her if she was sleeping
            with him when we were together. It didn’t really matter beyond my ego. I didn’t love her, probably never had. We were both twenty years old when we met. It had been a relationship based on infatuation, in the beginning. She got pregnant a few months after we met and we moved in together, wanting to do the proper family thing. We were kids with a kid. We tried to make it work. We spent four miserable years trying. Then we gave up. One day, we both decided in very few words that it was over. She’d met a man, she told me, one she thought she’d have a future with. I wished her the best. I think she hated that most; that I had let go without a fight, that I hadn’t wanted her enough even though she didn’t want me. With Erik she’d had the big wedding, the honeymoon in Bali, all of that—everything she’d not had with me. They were good together. They’d not had any children and I secretly liked that, because it meant that Erik and Stine gave Sophie all their love and attention. 

         
         It was my turn to pick the breakfast restaurant, so we went to Mirabelle on Guldbergsgade, a street dotted with unique boutique
            stores and my two favorite restaurants, Bæst and the Michelin-starred Thai restaurant Kiin Kiin. The sourdough bread at Mirabelle
            was the best one could find in the city. 
         

         
         It didn’t used to be like this. When I was growing up, there weren’t more sushi bars than hot-dog stands in Copenhagen, which
            was then a culinary wasteland. But with the famous Noma landing repeatedly on the World’s 50 Best Restaurants list, the city
            had become a gastronomic mecca for food lovers.
         

         
         We ordered the Mirabelle breakfast with soft-boiled eggs, smoked trout, salmon, and cheese with rye bread. I added Hindsholm
            sausage to my order while Sophie ordered a green salad. To each his own. And because you couldn’t come to Mirabelle and not
            eat their pastries, we ordered a pain au chocolat and a croissant.
         

         
         It was almost eleven in the morning and the sun was slowly peeking through the clouds, dissipating them so it almost started to feel like a good spring day, for the moment, as the weather report indicated rain in the evening. It was May, and in the fifth month of every year, Danes held their breath and waited for the season to change from winter to fall-like spring to coveted summer because some years, the weather gods skipped summer and went from winter to fall to winter again. And when that happened, Danes comforted themselves by saying, “But we had some good days in May.” 

         
         I pressed the filter in the French press carafe and poured coffee for Sophie and me. We both liked it black. The place wasn’t
            exactly packed, but patrons sat both indoors and outdoors—more outdoors than indoors, as Danes would and did take the opportunity
            to enjoy even a sliver of sunshine when granted.
         

         
         “What’s new?” Sophie asked after she finished half her coffee, and I refilled her cup.

         
         “I’m closing that case for Erik’s firm,” I said. Erik was an attorney and I worked for his firm on retainer as an investigator and used their
            premises for my office.
         

         
         “The rape case?” Sophie wrinkled her nose.

         
         I nodded.

         
         “And . . .”

         
         “We got nothing.” I sighed.

         
         “So, there’s no justice?”
         

         
         I shrugged. “I could ask Bør to beat him up but that’s about it.”

         
         “Bør is still beating people up?” Sophie asked.

         
         I shrugged again. “I don’t know. But he’s the only man I know who’s ever killed someone.”

         
         “He has a media company and a podcast.” Sophie beamed. “I don’t think he’s a gangster anymore.”
         

         
         Bør and I grew up together in Brøndbyvester, a tough neighborhood. My father was a policeman and his was a mechanic. I became
            a policeman like my father. Bør became an honest-to-god biker. He went to prison for five years while I was a cop. He’d come
            out reformed and now helped former gang members get rehabilitated, which prompted his very popular podcast about life and
            forgiveness. We were still friends.
         

         
         “He cleaned up nice,” I said.

         
         “I feel really bad for the girl. She gets raped and he gets . . . away.” Sophie seethed.

         
         “I feel like I failed her and . . . well, all the other women he’s probably going to rape in the future.”

         
         “So that’s it? It’s over?” she demanded.

         
         I didn’t know what to say, so I did what I did well—I shrugged.

         
         “You’re going to do something about this, aren’t you?” Her mouth was set mutinously, like when she was a child and was scolding
            me for disappointing her about something.
         

         
         I smiled gently. “I may. I’m thinking about it. And speaking of failing, I just took another no-win case.”
         

         
         “Tell me about it,” Sophie said, and I did.

         
         “Oh my, Leila is back.” She clapped gleefully. “I always liked her.”

         
         “You don’t even know her,” I protested.

         
         “You lived with her . . .”

         
         “For three months . . . She was gone for a good part of that time. You met her like twice.”

         
         “And liked her. Mor met her once and hated her,” Sophie said.
         

         
         Stine wouldn’t admit it and took umbrage if anyone pointed it out, but she’d disliked Leila on sight because she was with
            me and she wasn’t Danish. She’d accepted my Turkish friend Eymen, mostly because he’d married into a wealthy Copenhagen family,
            which redeemed him. Leila, with her Iranian heritage, was difficult for Stine to accept. Leila, with her magical hold on me,
            even harder. Erik, on the other hand, was the most inclusive man I knew, so inclusive that he accepted everyone with open
            arms, including me, his wife’s ex.
         

         
         “How do you feel, now that the love of your life is back?” Sophie was enjoying herself immensely at my expense. I didn’t like talking to her about the women I dated in general, and Leila in particular. 

         
         I ignored the “love of my life” part of her comment. “She’s not back, not like that. She wants me to investigate this case.
            That’s all.”
         

         
         “And you’re right, you’re going to fail at this. Everyone knows Yousef Ahmed killed Sanne Melgaard.” She tore off a piece
            of the croissant.
         

         
         “I know.” I heaped smoked trout onto a slice of rye bread, and then cut a small piece. I held it up to her on my fork and
            Sophie bent down to take a bite. She’d eaten half the eggs and all the salmon and left the smoked trout for me.
         

         
         She ate faster than I did, and she had steadily eaten while I had told her about my new case, so she was already on dessert
            with the croissant while I was still only on my second slice of rye bread.
         

         
         By the time I finished my pain au chocolat and all the coffee, Sophie was checking her phone and responding to text messages. I knew it was time for her to get to the
            next appointment on her calendar.
         

         
         “You’re coming tomorrow, right?” Sophie was moving out of Stine’s home. Leaving the nest to share an apartment with a friend
            while she studied psychology at the University of Copenhagen.
         

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “And Eymen is coming along to help.”

         
         “Umm . . . yes . . . of course,” I said.

         
         She looked at me suspiciously and I caved. “Okay, I forgot. I’ll tell him now.”

         
         “What if he’s busy?” Sophie remonstrated.

         
         I grinned. “He won’t be.”

         
         “How do you know?”

         
         “Because I’ll ask him not to be. And he’s the one bringing the truck to move your stuff.”

         
         “It’s a good thing he’s such a nice guy,” she said, shaking her head, and then leaned down to kiss me on my cheek.

         
         As soon as Sophie left, I texted Eymen to let him know he was helping me move Sophie the next day. He responded with a thumbs-up
            emoji.
         

         
         Eymen and I had been friends since university, and we were still each other’s two-in-the-morning phone call. As in the call
            you get in the middle of the night when your friend tells you, “I have a dead car at the Polish border, can you come and pick
            me up?” and you get up and get in your car to drive the ten-odd hours to Poland.
         

         
         Eymen was now the chief financial officer for a Danish pharmaceutical company, which was an achievement for a second-generation
            Dane from Turkey. He lived in Frederiksberg with his wife and the mother of his two children, Clara Silberg, who managed her
            family’s foundation because hers was one of those old-money Danish ones that had their own compound in Klampenborg with a
            view of Nivå Bay.
         

         
         I ordered a second filter coffee, put on my DITA sunglasses, and sat in the sun, contemplating Leila and her request, which
            was ridiculous, almost like saying maybe Chapman didn’t kill Lennon and could someone please investigate.
         

         
         I watched as a couple was seated at a table next to me. Probably in the first month of their relationship, I thought. It was
            all still fresh and new. They were in their twenties and very much in love because neither of them was looking at their phone.
            They held hands. They were immersed in each other. It was refreshing.
         

         
         Since I was already in Nørrebro, I texted Nicole Bonnet, a friend and journalist at Politiken who lived close to Mirabelle. She texted back saying she was at home, she didn’t have her son with her, and sure, she’d let
            me buy her a beer at Mirabelle.
         

         
         Nico was tall, beautiful, and blond. She wore tight jeans, red Chucks, and a T-shirt that said journalists get laid (off). She was half French and half Danish, and we had a healthy relationship based on casual (but superior) sex and the exchange
            of information. But first and foremost, we were friends. Good ones. The kind you could rely on.
         

         
         We hugged. She kissed me on my cheek and sat down. She took her Ray-Ban sunglasses off and closed her eyes in pleasure. “Sunshine.
            Come to mama.”
         

         
         The weather in Copenhagen was an important character in the drama of everyone’s life. When it was good, which was not often,
            it was great; when it was bad, which was most of the time, it was depressing Nordic noir background.
         

         
         She put her sunglasses back on when the waiter came and ordered a beer on draft while I stuck to coffee.

         
         “Tell me about Yousef Ahmed,” I asked once she had drunk a quarter of the beer and we’d stopped talking about the weather,
            family, and common friends.
         

         
         She crinkled her nose. “Why?”

         
         “You wrote about that case,” I reminded her.

         
         “A few of us worked on that story and it was a long time ago,” she said suspiciously. “What’s going on?”

         
         “Nothing.”

         
         “Is someone asking you to investigate this? Please tell me that’s not so.”

         
         “Tell me what you know. I know what you wrote, but I’d like the journalist’s subjective assessment.”

         
         “And your next stop is Tommy?” she mused.

         
         Tommy Frisk was a chefpolitiinspektør, chief police inspector, in Copenhagen and used to be my boss when I was a police officer in the Financial Fraud Division many years ago. He had been the one who had fired me from the force. He’d had no choice, as I’d been investigating Karina Jensen, the chief of National Police, for corruption, and had maybe not always stayed within the bounds of Danish law as I did so. Until then my career had been on the up and up, but after that . . . as Maverick would say, it crashed and burned.
         

         
         Ultimately, Karina Jensen was convicted of corruption because she had given nearly six million kroner of the Danish people’s
            money to friends and family members by alleging they were contractors. Tommy offered me my job back once Karina was found
            guilty, but I’d fallen in like with the private investigator life by then. It was not bound by the hierarchy of the police and I didn’t have to wear the
            unflattering uniform.
         

         
         I neither denied nor admitted to Nico that I’d be seeing Tommy next.

         
         “It’s all public information,” she noted. “It was, what . . . five years ago? Yousef Ahmed found out that his son had been
            tortured and murdered by ISIS for being a translator for the Danish military.”
         

         
         We had all found out because ISIS had released a video of the torture and execution, and even though the video had been removed
            from many sites, it hadn’t prevented most of the world from seeing Raheem Ahmed die. His only crime had been to help the Danish
            military, the military of the country whose government denied him asylum.
         

         
         Raheem came to Denmark at the end of the war, when troops returned and it became unsafe for Iraqi citizens like him, branded collaborators, to stay in their own country. He was housed at Sandholm, a former military barracks and the largest reception center for asylum seekers, while he waited for his request for family reunification to be processed. Raheem had thought it was just a formality. After all, his father, mother, and sister were permanent Danish residents, having been granted asylum five years ago. But after four months of waiting, his request was denied, and he was forcibly put on a plane and sent to Baghdad. 

         
         He was brutally murdered three days later.

         
         “A day after the video was released, there was a protest at city hall against Sanne Melgaard,” she continued.

         
         Sanne Melgaard, an open and proud “Denmark for Danes” politician with a strong anti-immigrant agenda, had then been the attorney
            general of Denmark and claimed she’d followed the government policy in not offering Raheem asylum and sending him back to
            Iraq.
         

         
         After his death, in television interviews, Sanne Melgaard said she was sorry about what had happened to Raheem but took no
            responsibility for it. Instead, she blamed Raheem and his family for how they’d lived their lives in Iraq, which she claimed
            led to this tragedy. Anyone else would’ve backed down, considering how awful the torture-murder video was, but Sanne pressed
            on, undeterred.
         

         
         “On the day of the memorial service for Raheem, Sanne did an interview with Politiken and said Muslim men want to rape white women and weren’t we all lucky that Raheem Ahmed would not be one of those men. She
            retracted it right away, saying she was taken out of context, but the damage was done,” Nico said and sighed. “That was just
            too much for the father. The day after, he killed her.”
         

         
         “She was one classy lady, was our Sanne,” I remarked.
         

         
         “No kidding,” Nico quipped in disgust. “They didn’t even get Raheem’s body. ISIS burned it. That video kept me up several
            nights. It was heartbreaking. You know Kim Stroustrup?”
         

         
         I nodded. Yes, I knew of the editor in chief of the top Danish newspaper, Berlingske.
         

         
         “He’s a friend, and right after Raheem’s murder he wrote this open letter to Sanne. It was chilling. During World War Two we turned away Jewish refugees . . . we were on the wrong side of history then and . . . history is repeating itself now.” 

         
         “I thought we saved Jews by sending them to Sweden,” I said, confused.

         
         “Well, we saved Danish Jews, but we apparently turned away non-Danish Jews, so they ended up in concentration camps,” Nico
            told me. “But we won the war.”
         

         
         “And the victor writes history.”

         
         “Sure does.”

         
         “How do they say Yousef Ahmed killed her?” I asked.

         
         “By they . . . you mean the police?” Nico asked, and I nodded. “I repeat, this is all public knowledge, Præst.”
         

         
         “Just walk me through what you remember.” I had spent a good part of the morning reading about the case, but Nico saw things
            through a reporter’s lens and gave me a different perspective.
         

         
         Nico narrowed her eyes. “You’re up to something.”

         
         But since she knew I’d tell her when I was good and ready, she continued, “She was at her summerhouse in Gilleleje. Yousef
            went there to talk to her. God knows how that conversation went. Probably not well because he killed her . . . slit her throat
            as ISIS did his son’s and stabbed her about fifteen times, just to be sure. The photographs were awful. A terrible way to
            go, even for Sanne.”
         

         
         “How did he get to and from Gilleleje?” I asked.

         
         “According to them, the police, he took the train. There isn’t CCTV footage, but they canvassed and found some people who saw him. Yousef also
            admitted that he took the train to get there and back.”
         

         
         “And no one noticed he was covered from head to toe in blood?” I asked.

         
         “He wasn’t,” Nico said. “It was Sankt Hans Aften and it was raining as it always does, which is a bummer for the bonfires. So, there weren’t that many people on the train, because they were at the beach, trying to light damp wood. The police theory is that he wore a coat over the bloody clothes or that he had a change of clothes. They weren’t sure and didn’t care because his bloody clothes and the knife from Sanne’s kitchen were found in a trash can close to his kiosk in Søborg.” 

         
         Sankt Hans was celebrated on the shortest night of the year, midsummer, in the end of June, with large bonfires on beaches.

         
         “And we know for sure it was Yousef that people saw?” I asked.

         
         “This is not one of those oh-someone-else-did-it-Agatha-Christie mysteries,” Nico said. “He was there. She was dead. There
            was blood on his clothes.”
         

         
         “Did he confess?”

         
         “Of course not,” Nico said, bemused. “He maintains his innocence, just like everyone else in prison.”

         
         “Is he that stupid that he didn’t get rid of the evidence along the way? That he disposed of it close to his own place?”

         
         Nico shrugged. “Crime of passion. People do things when they’re angry. And remember, criminals are not the smartest people,
            that’s why they’re criminals.”
         

         
         “But he didn’t confess.”

         
         “No,” Nico confirmed. “Just because he did it out of righteous anger doesn’t mean he wants to go to jail.”

         
         She held up her empty beer glass and pointed to the waiter, who brought her a refill. I asked for another fresh carafe of
            coffee.
         

         
         “I was hoping you had something new for me, not old and done.” Nico raised her freshly filled glass. “At least I get free
            beer out of this.”
         

         
         I smiled. “Free beer and something else.”
         

         
         “I can’t,” Nico protested. “I really wish I could. But something else will have to wait. It’s my father’s sixtieth. I have to leave in a bit for Lolland and deal with the whole family birthday
            party nonsense.”
         

         
         I had hoped that the afternoon beer would turn into a late lunch and more. Nico was always game, just as I was. It was the easiest relationship in my life. She expected nothing from me except when
            we were together, and I did the same. If we didn’t know each other as well as we did, we’d have become a couple—but we did,
            and she wasn’t any more interested in being involved with me in that way than I was with her.
         

         
         “In that case, how about something on the Hassing case?”

         
         “It’s the twenty-first century and we’re still not able to convict men who rape women.”

         
         I nodded. “It’s not fair, but skat, you know most things in life are not.”
         

         
         “You’ve been loud about it,” Nico observed. “Heard you said to the young rapist he deserved to be castrated or something outside
            the courthouse.”
         

         
         “He was being smug.” I sighed. “I should’ve been more professional.”

         
         Nico snorted. “The stoic Gabriel Præst with not a single hair out of place went wild.”

         
         I stroked my bald head and winked.

         
         Outside the courthouse I had not been the Gabriel Præst I had become; I’d reverted to the Gabriel Præst I used to be. The
            angry police constable. I wasn’t proud of losing my temper in front of the media, but I didn’t regret it either. It was what
            it was.
         

         
         “What do you have?” Nico asked.

         
         “A lead.”

         
         “What kind of lead?” she asked, excited.

         
         “Christina Hassing wasn’t the only girl he raped, there are others, and I can give you a list of names that we couldn’t use in court because none of them would testify. But you could investigate,” I suggested. 

         
         “And why are you giving it to me?” she probed.

         
         “I’m giving it to you, a good journalist, because that little asshole isn’t going to prison and I think he deserves to be
            punished.”
         

         
         “Public humiliation?” she wondered.

         
         “You don’t always get what you want . . .”

         
         “But if you try sometimes . . .” she sang.

         
         “Exactly,” I said.

         
         She stepped away for a moment, and I finished my coffee. While I waited for the check, I found the open letter from the editor
            in chief of Berlingske to Sanne after Raheem’s murder and began to read.
         

         
         
            Ren Religion (Pure Religion)
            

            From the desk of Kim Stroustrup, editor in chief of Berlingske, to Sanne Melgaard, attorney general of Denmark

            Dear Sanne Melgaard,

            Brandla Wassermann thought her luck had changed in October 1942 when a young Dane helped her and her three children, Ursula
               (7 years), Jacky Siegfried (5 years) and Denny (2 years), and brought them from Berlin to Copenhagen. Brandla had believed
               that their lives would now be spared.
            

            But the Danish government was not as kind as that Danish man. Brandla and her three children were expelled from the country a few months after she had been allowed to live in Copenhagen and marched back to the German border, from which point they were sent straight to Auschwitz. The children were murdered immediately. Their mother, Brandla, was executed by an injection of phenol into the heart in Auschwitz on 15 December 1942. Researchers found a list of her belongings, compiled by Berlin authorities from her apartment in Keipelstraße 41, which were secured to compensate for the rent she didn’t pay when she was in Copenhagen. 

            Why is it that Brandla was not granted any of the sympathy enjoyed by 7,300 Danish Jews who were secretly transported to safety
               in Sweden? The answer is quite simple. Anti-Semitism didn’t stop at the German border but infiltrated into Denmark. Danes
               saved Danish Jews because they were Danes first and their religion was secondary. But in the case of Brandla and other Jews,
               their religion came first.
            

            Brandla was permitted to enter the country pending review, but in the report written by a Dane and Nazi sympathizer at the
               Department of Immigration of the Danish State Police, it said, “She is a pure Jew, also of religion.”
            

            Then there is the story of Schulim and Ruth Fanni Niedrig, a young Jewish couple who was expelled by the Danes in 1940. Ruth
               was bitten to death by dogs in Auschwitz in 1943; Schulim lived through Auschwitz and was one of the few who survived the
               Danish expulsion of Jews from 1940 to 1943.
            

            Is what we did then any different from what we’re doing today? Is what happened to these Jews different from what happened to Raheem Ahmed? 

            Is Denmark going to stand on the wrong side of history again?

         

         After I finished reading it, I sighed deeply. If we were honest about our past, did it mean history was repeating itself . . .
            that we’d look back at the Muslim refugees that we refused to protect today with the same guilt as we did the non-Danish Jewish
            ones we abandoned before and during the Second World War? It was an uncomfortable feeling.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         “How much did that suit cost you?” Tommy asked.

         
         Tommy was a tall man, even by Danish standards. He had a full head of blond hair. He was in shape, unlike some people his
            age who tended to nurse a beer gut. Tommy combined his Nordic god looks with a deep voice made to play audiobook characters
            who’ve lived a hard life. He wore a pair of jeans with a black shirt and blazer, and cowboy boots. Give him a cowboy hat and
            a straw to gnaw on, and he could give Clint a run for his money.
         

         
         “I think that’s considered a rude question in polite society,” I warned.

         
         “Then we should be okay because we aren’t in polite society. Italian?” he speculated.

         
         “Savile Row actually.”

         
         “You dress like a metrosexual from southern Sweden,” Tommy observed. I sat up and dramatically moved my arms to broaden my
            chest and he nodded. “Yeah, yeah, you’re in shape. What else are you going to do but go to the gym when you don’t have a real
            job.”
         

         
         “I don’t go to the gym. Too much spandex. And I have a real job. How do you think I paid for my suit?” I asked.
         

         
         Tommy grinned and waved his hand at the waiter. We had met at Café Victor in the center of the city and were sitting outside because the weather had promise, even if mostly unrealized at this point. 

         
         Under its green awning, Café Victor had sturdy infrared heat lamps, allowing customers to eat alfresco nearly year-round if
            they were so inclined or, like Tommy, had a pack-a-day Marlboro Red habit.
         

         
         Tommy looked at his watch when the waiter came and ordered a Laphroaig 10, neat.

         
         “It’s past five, I can drink the good stuff,” Tommy insisted. “Especially since you’re paying.”

         
         “Isn’t that bribery?”

         
         “Hell, no. It’s charity. I’m a poor public servant.”

         
         I ordered a coffee, black. I had dinner plans at Bistro Boheme on Esplanaden with a friend later in the evening and didn’t
            want to ruin my appetite.
         

         
         “You’re not drinking?”

         
         “Dinner plans,” I explained.

         
         The waiter brought his whiskey and my coffee, and I let Tommy take a swallow of scotch before I asked him about Yousef Ahmed.

         
         “Oh, Præst.” He sighed. “Why are you poking your nose into that?”

         
         I shrugged. It was my go-to move.

         
         “Who’s your client?”

         
         I shrugged again.

         
         Tommy thought about it for a moment and said grimly, “Leila Abadi Knudsen.”

         
         I drank some of my coffee.

         
         “She’s his lawyer now, isn’t she?” Tommy didn’t sound happy. “Your dinner plans?”

         
         I shook my head. “Who led the case? Do you think I can see the murder book?”

         
         Tommy chuckled. “Sure, and Scarlett Johansson is going to give me a blow job.”

         
         “Don’t be a pervert, Scarlett is young enough to be your daughter. You can tell me about the case. It’s all old news anyway.”

         
         Tommy drained his glass and signaled to the waiter to bring him another. His mood went from sunny to not so bright.

         
         “This is a two-drink conversation,” he elaborated. “Henrik Morck was lead detective on the case. He was heading the murder
            section at Rejseholdet then.”
         

         
         The National Police Travel Team had gained fame due to a popular television show in the early aughts.

         
         “Henrik’s a good guy.” I remembered the man from my days on the force. “Where’s he now? Promoted?”

         
         “He moved down to the Financial Fraud Division, your old department, and not as its leader,” Tommy said. “He had his pick, but he wanted
            that. He took some time off after the case. I don’t think his heart has been in it since then.”
         

         
         “Case was too much?” I wondered.

         
         Tommy stretched his long legs under the table, and I aligned mine away to avoid getting my brown Alessandro Galet shoes with
            an asymmetrical Scritto pattern nicked by his not-so-clean cowboy boots.
         

         
         “Look, Yousef Ahmed did it,” Tommy stressed. “You need to remember that no matter how hard Leila is grabbing your dick.”

         
         “I’m just looking into the case one more time to reassure my client,” I said lightly and added, “And she’s not grabbing my
            dick. Not even if I ask nicely.”
         

         
         “She isn’t falling for your handmade suit nonsense?”

         
         “No,” I stated emphatically. “I think Leila wants me for my other qualities. You know, as a
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