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This was the last body.

It was a powerful feeling, a sort of farewell. The setting was beautiful, in its barren, unassuming way, and over the course of time it had become almost sacred: the rough moraine, the shimmering trunks of the dry pines, the birch with its mouse-ear leaves.

Already eight had ended up here, and this was the ninth. He remembered them all, not so much their faces as their tones, their frequencies, the vibration that had been their lifeline. No more now.

He looked down at the last body. Jeans and trainers, a shirt, belt, brown jacket. A perfect example of Homo sapiens. He’d had the chance to get to know this one: they’d spent some time together. Nice clothes. Every now and then he felt sad that he’d had to eliminate them, all their lovely belongings, given that he had been brought up to be thrifty, to look after the Earth’s resources in a humble and responsible way.

He glanced up at the sky. It was so low here, near to the Arctic Circle, the clouds skimming just above people’s heads, combing their eyebrows. Soon the sun wouldn’t be going down, not until autumn when the cold bit the leaves off the trees and the Russian winter rolled in from the east.

He missed his brother. All their lives they had been mirror images of each other, sharing thoughts and feelings, but now he sensed the abyss. He kept himself updated about developments in the high-security courtroom, but the loneliness tormented him, and he was no good at dealing with pain.

He wiped the slaughter mask on the moss.

He would have to share the pain.


‘You had a breakdown,’ the psychologist said. ‘That’s what happened, isn’t it?’

Annika Bengtzon squirmed in the armchair. She felt too skinny and sharp for the clumsy piece of furniture. She was holding on to its arms to stop herself drowning, could feel that her palms were sticky. How many others had sat there in a cold sweat, leaving their angst-ridden excretions in the rough fabric? She snatched her hands away from the armrests and clasped them tightly in her lap. ‘I’ve been to the health centre, and occupational health,’ she said, ‘and they examined me all over. There’s nothing physically wrong with me, so . . . Jimmy, my partner, suggested I come here.’

‘It wasn’t your decision?’

Annika glanced at the woman on the other side of the wooden table, her face as neutral as her voice and haircut. What was she really thinking? That Annika was ridiculous for making an appointment to see her? That she was using up time that could have been spent with someone who really needed it? Or was she just interested in the fee?

Annika reached for the glass of water on the table between them and drank some. There was a box of tissues beside it. Was she supposed to cry? ‘I’ve got to do something because I frighten the children. Or I did, that one time.’

‘When they found you having a panic attack?’

Annika shifted in the chair again. She couldn’t find a comfortable position, so she gave up and tried to  relax.

‘Can you tell me what happened?’

The ceiling light reflected off the psychologist’s glasses. This was just an ordinary day at work for her – maybe she’d have lasagne for lunch, go for a walk and pick up her dry-cleaning.

‘I . . . It was in the hall. I collapsed, couldn’t breathe. Everything went black . . . It was just as Serena and Jacob got home from school – they’re Jimmy’s children. They called an ambulance.’ She drank some more water. ‘When it arrived I sent it away again.’

‘You knew what had happened to you?’

The darkness, shadows swirling, snatching the air . . . Her hands were burning, her eyes stung, her legs had given way and the oxygen had run out. Then the darkness had swallowed her. But she hadn’t died. She cleared her throat. ‘There’s nothing wrong with me.’

‘Do you know what panic disorder is?’

Oh, yes. She’d googled it secretly. Normal, healthy people weren’t tormented by darkness and ghosts. ‘My life’s all sorted now. I don’t feel bad. I’m not depressed, really not.’

‘People can be depressed without being aware of it,’ the psychologist said. ‘A lot of people who have a panic attack think it’s their heart and end up in A and E.’

‘But why has it got worse?’ Annika looked out of the window. It had been raining all morning, and water was still trickling down the pane. ‘My life has never been so good. Jimmy and I have a great relationship, we have the kids, I’m happy at work, my ex-husband is behaving himself. I’ve even become friendly with Sophia, the woman he had an affair with . . .’

‘So what do you think is going on?’

Anger flared. Was she supposed to come up with all the answers? What was she paying the woman for? Her jaw tensed.

‘Your father died when you were a teenager,’ the psychologist went on, leafing through her notes. ‘Were you close to him?’

Annika rubbed her hands on her jeans. ‘That was such a long time ago, more than twenty years now.’

The room fell silent. The traffic in the street outside roared. The tissue sticking out of the box trembled in an almost imperceptible draught. The cover of the armchair was scratching her back.

‘But your mother’s still alive? How is your relationship with her?’

Annika looked at her watch. ‘When can I leave?’

The psychologist leaned back in her chair. ‘We can stop now, if you like.’

Annika stayed where she was. Was she being thrown out? Even though she was paying eleven hundred kronor for an hour? ‘Do you want me to go?’

The psychologist glanced at the clock on the wall. ‘We still have some time. It’s up to you whether you choose to stay or leave.’

The room shrank.

The woman smiled at her. ‘I’d like you to stay.’

The sound of the traffic faded.

Annika steeled herself. ‘She . . . my mother doesn’t like me.’

‘Why do you think that?’

‘She and my father had to get married because of me. She couldn’t go to art school and she’s never forgiven me.’

The psychologist looked at her for a few moments, then at her notes. ‘You have a sister – Birgitta? Do you get on well?’

Annika tried to smile. ‘When she gave birth, I found out about it on Facebook. I didn’t even know she was pregnant.’

‘Has it always been like that?’

‘We shared a room when we were growing up, but now I don’t even know where she lives.’

The psychologist jotted something on her little pad. ‘When you filled in the form, under “Additional Information” you wrote that you were convicted of a criminal offence fifteen years ago. Do you want to say any more about that?’

The room shrank even further.

‘Causing another person’s death. Two years’ probation. My boyfriend, Sven. It was . . . well, it was an accident, you could say.’

The words bounced around the little room.

The psychologist didn’t react. ‘How does it make you feel when you talk about it?’

A siren went off inside Annika’s head, a loud, persistent sound. ‘Nothing much. Fifteen years is a long time.’

If she could only switch off the noise she’d be able to speak. If she could make her inner self more compact than the darkness outside, she’d be able to breathe.

The Evening Post’s main newsroom was bathed in its usual bluish light. Annika could see Berit Hamrin sitting at her computer, and the tension evaporated, leaving her with just a trace of a headache. She had spent most of her waking hours over the past fifteen years in this room, on an endless hunt for what had happened or might happen, and for most of that time her colleague Berit had occupied the chair next to hers.

She dropped her bag next to the desk she and Berit shared, pulled off her jacket and tossed it over the arm of her chair. Berit was older, had grown-up children and lived on a farm in the country with her husband.

‘How’s the Twitter row going?’ Annika asked.

Berit let out a deep sigh. ‘The TV woman has apologized for her attack on the soap star in the latest tweet, and the soap star has accepted the apology in a new post on Facebook.’

The psychologist’s room slid away and dissolved. The darkness around her, the darkness that swallowed and suffocated her, withdrew to the corners. In the newsroom it almost always stayed in its place. Here, her world was clear and comprehensible. She was part of the life of the newspaper, a functioning, integrated part. The early edition, the first deadline, the first run, which was printed by contractors all around the country or distributed by plane at dawn, the second deadline, the updated suburban edition that was taken around the Mälar Valley by road, and then the final deadline, the inner-city edition that was only printed in times of crisis or when a princess got engaged: reality, structured and made manageable. And then there was the preliminary edition, which Annika loathed. It existed only on the newspaper’s internal network.

Annika unpacked her laptop and fetched some coffee while the programs loaded. She sat down, cup in hand, and steeled herself. The preliminary edition contained what Patrik Nilsson, the head of news, thought the following day’s paper should contain: the future as it ought to be, with headlines and often pictures. All the reporters had to do was to make reality fit his vision.

Tomorrow’s hypothetical paper was topped by Berit’s story: the TV pundit, a leader writer from a provincial paper who guested on breakfast television every third Wednesday, had posted a bitchy tweet about a former soap star who had put on weight. Patrik Nilsson liked to sift out the most pointless squabbles on the internet and recast them as massive rows in the paper. This time he had excelled himself:


TV PUNDIT BULLIES ROSA ABOUT HER WEIGHT



ran the suggested headline. There was a picture of a painfully thin blonde, with the caption: ‘Rosa: deeply upset that her weight has been criticized’.

‘Sadly the planned storm of outrage on social media has failed to materialize,’ Berit said.

The paper had been planning to base its coverage on the furore, but there was virtually nothing. A few ‘Why must people judge women on how they look?’ comments would have helped, but there weren’t even many of those. Rosa’s story would end up on the mass-media scrapheap.

‘I reckon she could do with putting on a few kilos,’ Berit said. ‘I’m sure it would make her feel better. What are you doing today?’

‘Josefin’s murder,’ Annika said.

Berit took off her glasses. ‘That summer when Sweden was a banana republic? Hot as a furnace, inflation through the roof, and we were brilliant at football?’

‘Fifteen years ago,’ Annika said. ‘My first by-line.’

Berit returned to Rosa while Annika got out her background material.

During the spring the paper’s readers had been invited to vote on which historical crimes they wanted to read more about (it was called interactivity, the watchword of the new age). Annika had produced articles and videos about several of the most popular criminal cases, and most had received an impressive number of hits online. The Sunday supplements had also sold well. She was surprised by the popularity of old stories, which seemed to be everywhere in all manner of guises. Television kept showing reconstructions of and documentaries on crime scenes, all the papers were producing supplements, and established authors were writing about historical cases.

She looked through the summary of the case entitled ‘The Sex Killing in the Cemetery’. Nineteen-year-old Josefin Liljeberg had been found dead behind a headstone one boiling-hot Saturday morning, naked and strangled. The murder remained unsolved. She clicked to bring up the girl’s photograph, taken at her high-school graduation, with a white cap on her blonde hair, her eyes radiant. She had worked as a stripper at Studio Six. Annika thought she knew who had killed her: her boyfriend, Joachim, who owned the club. The club was long since gone, but Joachim was out there somewhere, presumably still in the shadowy world where he belonged.

Berit sighed and looked at her watch. ‘I’m going to leave poor Rosa to fend for herself,’ she said, closing her laptop.

‘Are you heading back to the high-security courtroom?’

Berit was covering the trial of Ivar Berglund: he owned a company that sold wood and wood products, and had been nicknamed ‘The Timberman’ in the tabloids. The case had just entered its second week at the Stockholm District Court. ‘The police officer who arrested him is due to give evidence. Do you know what the connection is between Berglund and that politician who was assaulted in Solsidan?’

Annika pulled her hair into a knot on top of her head. It wasn’t easy to keep track of the case. The unmarried fifty-five-year-old from Vidsel in Norrbotten was accused of murdering a homeless man in Nacka, and Annika had written the articles that had led to his arrest, then broken the news of it, which meant that the Evening Post had won the circulation war that day. Afterwards she had produced a long article about Berglund’s background, filmed his home and workshop, looked through the annual accounts of his business and talked to his customers and neighbours.

‘Nina Hoffman arrested him,’ Annika said. ‘We’ve talked about it a lot, and we can’t publish this, but she’s sure that the murder of the homeless man and the assault on Ingemar Lerberg were carried out by the same person. They were only a few days apart, and there are other connections too.’

‘There’s been nothing in the trial to suggest that,’ Berit said.

‘True,’ Annika said. ‘But the homeless man was acting as a front for Nora Lerberg’s Spanish businesses. The police found a child’s drawing at the murder scene in Nacka, and similar crayons were found in the Lerberg children’s bedroom. The level of brutality in both cases was almost identical. There’s no proof, but that can’t all be coincidence. The two crimes are definitely linked.’

‘The case against Berglund is extremely thin,’ Berit said. ‘It’ll be interesting to see if they get a conviction.’

‘You saw Patrik’s dream scenario in the preliminary edition?’ Annika said.

The anticipated headline on the paper’s internal network read:


TIMBERMAN’S DOUBLE LIFE:

Freelanced as an executioner



Berit picked up her bag and headed for the office manager’s desk.

Annika went back to the outline of the following day’s paper. There were optimistic predictions about other developments. Sweden’s National Day was approaching, and there was speculation that Princess Madeleine might drag herself across the Atlantic to take part in the celebrations at Skansen with the rest of the royal family. The prospective headline was ‘MADDE LETS SWEDEN DOWN’, as if the entire nation had been holding its breath in anticipation of the King’s youngest child leaving her Manhattan apartment to put on a badly fitting folk costume. A sports star was expected to speak out about a possible doping scandal, a heatwave was on its way, and the latest opinion poll was expected to show that the government would lose that autumn’s election.

‘Annika, can you do something on the heatwave?’

Patrik was hovering above her, and she glanced at the screen of her phone. ‘I’m really sorry,’ she said. ‘I’m meeting a prosecutor in a little while.’

He groaned theatrically and turned on his heel. He knew full well that she had been taken off regular news coverage but she couldn’t blame him for trying.

She shut down her laptop and gathered her things together.

Anders Schyman looked out across the newsroom with a sensation of vertigo. Through the glass wall he could see the newsdesk and Patrik Nilsson talking into two mobile phones at the same time, Sjölander hammering away at the next article about Princess Madeleine, and Annika Bengtzon on her way out with her bag slung over her shoulder. The scene was so painfully familiar, yet simultaneously so indescribably alien, and soon it would all be over.

He sank back heavily in his chair, and reached for the sheet of paper at the top of the pile closest to him: the minutes of the management committee meeting, held on Friday, 29 May. It was a date that would go down in history, because it marked the indisputable beginning of the end. The age of Gutenberg was over; the printed word had played out its role.

He got up and stood so close to the window that his breath misted the glass. Could he have done anything differently? Swedish journalism had developed hand in hand with the welfare state, the ‘People’s Home’, for almost a century, the connection between power and the people. When one was falling apart, the other was bound to go the same way. Media researchers were claiming twenty years ago that ‘The 1990s could be seen as the end of an era: the era of the national welfare state and journalism.’

For a quarter of a century, the majority of his career, he had worked on borrowed time. It was no good crying over it: he could hardly rebuild the People’s Home single-handedly.

On impulse, he took a book off the shelf, Jan Ekecrantz and Tom Olsson’s The Edited Society, and read an underlined passage in the introduction, even though he knew it by heart:


Journalism based on substantiated evidence and serious reporting has increasingly been replaced by abstract descriptions of the state of affairs, in which those involved often feature as invisible sources. Modern journalism is characterized by an informed common sense that tends to change societal problems into informational problems, and the public arena into talk shows and infotainment. Openly commercial and biased journalism is gaining more and more ground. The traditional journalistic ideal (reflect what is actually happening, examine and criticize power, act as a channel between government and governed) has become counterproductive . . .



He shut the book.

We live our lives as we live our days, it had said on his breakfast bill at the hotel in Oslo, where he had been at a seminar with the family who owned the paper. The words had hit him like a punch in the gut. A cold sweat had broken on his palms. How did he live his days? How had he lived his life? That day in Norway, in a windowless conference room, they had discussed the digitalization of the media; today, their hopes for tomorrow’s front page rested upon two women exchanging barely literate insults on social media that no one in their right mind would read.

He sat down again, his knees aching, and ran his fingers over the stacks of papers on his desk. Maybe he should have started his own business, built a house, had children, done something of lasting value. But he had done nothing like that: he had built for today, not the future; he had spent his entire working life defining and trying to explain the society he lived in, trying to make it better, fairer. He had his reputation, his role in media history. He was hardly likely to leave anything else behind.

He looked out at the newsroom. How was he going to do this? Throughout all his years at the paper he had worked ceaselessly on development, nurturing colleagues to fill the posts that were required to keep finances and headlines alike in the black. But the industry wasn’t the only thing that kept changing: time itself kept being redrawn, and there were no maps. He was navigating the jungle on adrenalin and instinct, doing his best to avoid chasms and landmines. He had managed to fashion a number of colleagues into key figures within the organization, in news, sport, entertainment, online, arts and television. They had all had to define their own roles in the new, uncharted media landscape, and he was proud of them, of himself, and his capacity to see what was coming.

But there was one overriding role that he had not managed to reconstruct: his own, model 2.0. A publisher with freedom of speech in his very marrow, lack of respect in his heart, technology at the forefront of his mind. He hadn’t had time to do it: the days were too short, passed too quickly, and now it was too late.

There was so much time, until it was suddenly too late.

Objective, critical, informative journalism, the way everyone knew it, everyone active today, would be no more than a short parenthesis in the history of humankind, and he was at the helm while they headed straight for Hell.

The morning’s heavy rain had eased, leaving the streets dank and dark. The cold front was on its way north, and Mediterranean heat was due to reach central Sweden that afternoon. Annika could already feel the humidity on her skin. The traffic was moving like treacle so she ignored the buses and walked fast along the pavement.

She cut through Rålambshovsparken and into the labyrinth of streets and alleys that made up Kungsholmen. She could find her way without thinking: she would walk and walk and suddenly find herself somewhere without being aware of how she had got there. The buildings leaned conspiratorially towards her, whispering a welcome. She had ended up among these streets when she had first arrived in Stockholm, in an unmodernized flat tucked away in a courtyard on Agnegatan, with just a cold tap and a bathroom in the basement of the adjacent building. And that building over there was where she had lived, in a magnificent apartment looking out on to Hantverkargatan, with Thomas when the children were young – they had held their wedding reception there. And Kungsholmen was where she had lived in a three-room flat after her divorce from Thomas.

And this was where Josefin Liljeberg had worked, and where she had died.

Annika crossed Hantverkargatan and saw Kronoberget rise behind the fire station, with its paths and lawns. The trees hadn’t yet developed the same shade of chlorophyll-heavy green that they’d had back then. The playground on Kronobergsgatan was full of people, mothers and children, a few fathers, the laughter and shouting triggering inside her a sadness for what had once been. She walked past the sandpits, climbing-frames and slides, and made her way up to the crown of the hill.

‘The Sex Killing in the Cemetery’ was how Josefin’s murder had been described, but that wasn’t really accurate.

She had been found in an old Jewish cemetery, located on the outskirts of the city in the eighteenth century but now incorporated into one of the largest parks in inner Stockholm. And it wasn’t a sexually motivated killing: she had been strangled by her boyfriend.

Annika walked slowly to the cast-iron railings. The area had been restored in recent years. The abundant vegetation was gone, the toppled headstones raised. Two hundred and nine people lay there, she knew, the last buried in 1857. There was something magical about the place. The noise of the city faded away – it was like a hole through time. She put her hand on the railing, her fingers tracing the circles and curls, the stylized stars of David.

During that hot summer, Annika’s first on the paper as a temp, she had been manning the telephone tip-off line and this was her big break. She had insisted on being allowed to write about Josefin, her first articles under her own by-line. This was where the girl had been lying, just on the other side of the railings. The barren greyness of the rocks in the background, the silent greenery, the shadow-play of the leaves, the humidity and heat. Annika had looked into her eyes, clouded and grey, listened to her soundless scream.

‘He got away with it,’ Annika whispered to Josefin. ‘He was sent to prison, but not for what he did to you. Maybe it’s too late now.’ Tears welled in her eyes. That had been the first truth she never wrote about, and there had been more over the years. So long ago, yet still so close. Sven had been alive that summer. She could feel his anger in the darkness around her, how upset he had been that she had taken a job in Stockholm, consciously seeking to get away from him. Don’t you love me? Insecurity and fear had gone hand in hand: how would her life turn out? she had wondered.

It had turned out like this, she thought, wiping her tears. I stayed here. This was where I was meant to be.

She let go of the railings, took out her little video-camera, and filmed the cemetery freehand (she hadn’t felt like lugging the tripod with her). She zoomed into the place where Josefin had been lying, then focused on the trees above. If necessary, she could always come back and do a piece to camera in front of the murder scene, but for the time being she couldn’t judge what to say. First she had to edit and structure her material. She turned her back on the cemetery, suddenly eager to get away.

She made her way down towards the Public Prosecution Authority on Kungsbron. The temperature was rising. The road smelt of tar.

Preliminary investigations were, in principle, always regarded as confidential, and this was true of Josefin’s murder, even if Annika had a good idea of what the file contained. It showed that Joachim, Josefin’s boyfriend, was probably guilty of her murder. Annika had requested to see the material, either in full or in part: information deemed unlikely to damage the investigation could, in exceptional cases, be released, even if no prosecution had ever been brought.

The wind was getting stronger and the clouds were breaking up. She quickened her pace.

Fifteen years had passed, but after the murder of Olof Palme the law had been changed so that murders never fell under the statute of limitations. There was still time for justice to be done if new evidence emerged, if a witness suddenly decided to talk.

Her mobile rang, deep in her bag. She stopped and dug it out from among the ballpoint pens at the bottom. She glanced at the screen: Barbro, her mother. She took the call, a little warily.

‘Where are you?’ Barbro asked.

Annika looked around. The corner of Bergsgatan and Agnegatan, right next to Police Headquarters. ‘I’m at work – or, rather, I’m about to interview a prosecutor about a murder case.’

‘Is it that Timberman?’

‘No, this is different.’

‘Do you know where Birgitta is?’

Clouds were scudding across the sky. Darkness was curling in from the background. ‘I haven’t a clue. Why?’ Annika heard the anxiety in her own voice. What had she done wrong now?

‘When did you last hear from her?’

God, when could it have been? Annika brushed the hair from her forehead. ‘About a year ago, I think. She needed a babysitter for the weekend. She and Steven were going to look for work in Norway.’

‘What about after that?’

Annika felt a degree of stubbornness alongside her insecurity, and her jaw tightened. ‘Birgitta and I don’t talk often.’

Why had she said that? Why not tell the truth? My sister and I have no contact at all. I don’t even know where she lives.

She heard her mother sniff.

‘What’s happened?’ Annika asked, making an effort to sound friendly (not scared, not angry, not nonchalant).

‘She didn’t come home from work yesterday.’

‘Work?’

‘She was doing a day-shift in MatExtra, the supermarket. Steven and I are really worried.’

Yes, they must be, if Barbro had taken the trouble to phone. Annika shifted position. ‘Have you called her work? Her friends? Have you tried Sara?’

‘Steven talked to her boss, and I’ve spoken to Sara.’

Annika was anxious now. ‘What about her old art teacher, Margareta? They used to stay in touch.’

‘We’ve called everyone.’

Of course Annika had been last on the list.

‘Have you any idea how worried we are?’ Barbro said, her voice rising.

Annika closed her eyes. It made no difference what she said or did. She could see her mother before her, rubbing her hands, fumbling with her wine glass, trying to find someone to blame. She might as well say what was on her mind. ‘Mum,’ she said slowly, ‘are you sure Steven’s telling the truth?’

A moment’s silence. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I’m not always sure that Steven is . . . well, very nice to Birgitta. I got the impression he was taking advantage of her, and she almost seemed a bit scared of him.’

‘Why would you say that? There’s nothing wrong with Steven.’

‘Are you sure he doesn’t hit her?’

Another pause. Her mother’s voice was sharp when she eventually replied, ‘Don’t mix yourself up with Birgitta.’ Then she hung up.

Annika brushed the hair from her face. She peered at the buildings. Up there was her old flat, where her former husband still lived. God, these streets were full of ghosts.

A police car passed and turned into Kronoberg Prison a little way along the street. She glimpsed a young man with matted hair in the back seat. Perhaps he was going to be arrested and remanded in custody, or possibly just questioned. He must have done something: if he wasn’t a criminal, then he had been in the wrong place at the wrong time. Unless he knew something he probably shouldn’t know.

She had found herself in the back of a police car once, on that summer’s day out at the old ironworks in Hälleforsnäs when Sven died. She had been clutching her dead cat in her arms, refusing to let go of him, little Whiskas, her lovely, sandy-coloured cat, and in the end they had let her take his body into the car with her, and she had spent the journey crying into his fur.

Birgitta had never forgiven her for Sven. Her sister had been crazy about him, in an irritating little-sister way. He used to grab Birgitta and tickle her until she screamed. There had been something uncomfortably intimate about it – Birgitta was only two years younger than her, blonde and pretty. Annika hunched her shoulders and took a firmer grip of her bag, then looked up ‘Birgitta Bengtzon’ on the phone-directory app on her mobile. (She hadn’t taken Steven’s surname, Andersson, when they married.)

One result: Branteviksgatan 5F in Malmö.

Malmö? Hadn’t she been going to move to Oslo?

Thomas watched Annika put her mobile into that hideous bag of hers and hurry off towards Scheelegatan, a tiny bobbing head four floors below, dark hair flying. He watched her until she disappeared, just a few seconds later, swallowed by cars and treetops. His heart sank, his pulse slowed. He had caught sight of her by chance: she was standing on the pavement, her face turned up towards his bedroom window, and he’d assumed she was on her way to see him. He had made up his mind not to let her in: he had nothing to say to her.

Then she had turned away and walked off.

His disappointment turned to prickling rage.

He was no one to her, the sort of no one whose windows you walked past or stopped directly below to talk on your mobile for a while, maybe to your new man. He hoped she’d been talking to him because she had looked uncomfortable. Trouble in Paradise? Already?

The thought made him feel a bit better. He realized he was hungry, and he had some gourmet food in the fridge, ready to heat up. He was the sort of man who ate and drank well, who put a bit of effort into making sure everyday life had a bit of style to it. He had been brought up to recognize the importance and advantages of a well-groomed exterior, correct behaviour, and an engaging, articulate manner. And that was why he was so ill-suited to this terrible flat, a mere three rooms on the top floor of a building in an old working-class district. He opened the fridge with the hook, got out the sole fillets with his hand – his only hand – and put the dish into the microwave. It was so fucking unfair that he of all people should have suffered such an affliction.

The microwave whirred. A light fish lunch because he would be having a substantial dinner, an official dinner, in the dining room on the ground floor of the government Chancellery. At least his job suited him. He had a high-profile role as a civil servant in the Ministry of Justice: he was secretary to a large inquiry with its own parliamentary committee, a prestigious assignment.

He was looking into online anonymity (a superannuated former minister was the official investigator, but Thomas was doing all the work). Online bullying was a growing problem. Society needed sharper tools to find people who insulted others on the internet, but who should be allowed to identify their IP-addresses, when, and in what ways? The police, prosecutors, or should it require a court order? How should international cooperation be coordinated, and what were the complications if the servers were in other countries? As usual, technology and criminality were several steps ahead of the authorities and the police, and the law was without doubt lagging well behind.

The directives governing the inquiry had been worked out by the under-secretary of state, Jimmy Halenius, with the minister and the director general for legal affairs. It was an open investigation, rather than one with specific goals. Occasionally the government instigated an inquiry simply to confirm something that had already been decided, but that wasn’t the case this time. The result of the inquiry wasn’t predetermined, and therefore lay entirely in his hands. He was in charge of his own time, could come and go as he pleased, and now the report was practically finished, ready to be discussed at the next cabinet meeting, then sent out for consultation. Thomas was, in short, a representative of power, a man of responsibility, someone who was shaping the future.

The microwave pinged. The sole fillets were ready, but they would have to wait. Instead he made his way to his computer and logged in via a site whose IP-address could never be traced. He went on to the discussion forum where he had created an alternative identity for himself some time ago. He had called himself Gregorius (after Hjalmar Söderberg’s antihero in the novel Doctor Glas: betrayed by his wife, murdered by his doctor). He had started by posting something there, just to see what happened. The text had been about Annika’s boss, a pretentious bastard. To this day, people were still contributing to the thread he had started, and he found it interesting to see how the debate had developed.


GREGORIUS

Anders Schyman should be fucked up the arse with a baseball bat. Hope the splinters form a bleeding wreath around his anus.



His palms always felt a bit clammy when he read those lines. His pulse increased and he felt his top lip start to sweat. No further comments had been added since he had last checked, he noted, with a degree of disappointment. He scrolled down the existing comments. The first, ‘Hahaha, way to go man! U buttfuck him real good’, was representative of those that followed. The level of debate wasn’t particularly high, he had to admit. A number of contributors had questioned his choice of language, calling him a vulgar idiot and a brain-dead amoeba, but how tasteful was it of them to express themselves like that? He couldn’t claim to be particularly proud of it, but who hadn’t made mistakes along the way?

Besides, it was both interesting and justified, a way of gaining knowledge of the issue he was investigating. A democracy is based upon the fact that unpleasant things must be allowed to exist. As Voltaire said, ‘I disapprove of what you say, but I will defend to the death your right to say it’ (well, he hadn’t actually used those words, but that was the meaning of a letter he wrote to Abbot le Riche on 6 February 1770).

Thomas looked back at his post once more.


Anders Schyman should be fucked up the arse with a baseball bat . . .



The words were there, expressed and eternal, commented upon and affirmed.

He took a deep breath and closed the site. A sense of calm spread through him. Annika was welcome to stand down there in the street with her mobile phone and her ugly bag.

He was properly hungry now, and the sole fillets were just the right temperature.

Admired, respected, feared.

Someone.

Annika announced her arrival at the reception desk of the Public Prosecution Authority and was asked to take a seat in a waiting room that might have belonged to a dentist. It smelt of disinfectant and unspecified discomfort. She was alone, and for that she was grateful.

The man who had been in charge of the preliminary investigation into Josefin’s murder, Chief Prosecutor Kjell Lindström, had retired, and the matter was now in the hands of Deputy Prosecutor Sanna Andersson. Discreetly, she took out her camera. She filmed the room and the signs on the walls for a minute or so: they might be good as inserts. She put the camera away and started to read a two-year-old issue of Illustrated Science, which featured an article about how fish had crawled up on to land 150 million years ago, developed legs and turned into reptiles, carnivores and humans.

‘Annika Bengtzon? Deputy Prosecutor Andersson can see you now.’

She put down the magazine, picked up her bag, and was shown along a corridor to a cramped office. The woman who met her, hand outstretched, was barely thirty. ‘Welcome,’ she said, in a thin, high voice.

Fifteen years had passed, so obviously Josefin had sunk like a stone down the list of the justice system’s priorities.

‘Sorry you had to wait,’ Sanna Andersson said. ‘I’ve got a case in court in forty-five minutes. It was Liljeberg you wanted help with, wasn’t it?’

Annika sat down on a chair and waited until Sanna Andersson had gone back round her desk and taken her seat. ‘I’ve put in a request to see the preliminary investigation into the murder. She was found in Kronoberg Park on Kungsholmen on the morning of the twenty-eighth of July, fifteen years ago.’

‘Of course,’ the deputy prosecutor said, opening a drawer and taking out a thick file. ‘It was looked into again last year. A man confessed to the murder.’

Annika nodded. ‘Gustaf Holmerud,’ she said. ‘The serial killer. He confessed to the murders of a number of other women as well.’

Sanna glanced at her, then went back to the file. ‘Yes, he confessed to pretty much all the murders we’ve got, and was actually found guilty of five before someone pulled the emergency brake. I know that the prosecutor general is looking into several of those convictions, to see if he can order a retrial. Here it is.’ She ran her hand over one page in the folder. ‘Josefin Liljeberg. Death by strangulation. I went through this last night. It wasn’t a particularly complicated case.’ She turned the first page and looked at the headings. ‘You’ve asked to see the whole file?’

‘I covered the case at the time and followed all the developments.’

Sanna Andersson leaned over the documents. ‘There are some pretty sensational ingredients here: a notorious porn club, a government minister brought in for questioning. Is that why you’re interested in the case?’

She shot Annika a neutral, expressionless look, and Annika opened her mouth but found herself unable to reply. No, that’s not why. Josefin got too close to me. I became her, she became me. I took a job in the club where she worked. I wore her bikini, her underwear. ‘As I understand it, the police regard the case as cleared up,’ she said eventually. ‘Joachim, her boyfriend, killed her. The reason he was never prosecuted was that six people gave him an alibi.’

Sanna Andersson closed the file. ‘Correct,’ she said. ‘Violence within relationships ought to be classed as a public-health problem.’ She checked the screen of her mobile phone.

‘Can I quote you on that?’ Annika asked.

The woman smiled. ‘Sure,’ she said, standing up. ‘I’ve decided you can have the names of the six witnesses who gave Josefin’s boyfriend his alibi.’

Annika, too, got to her feet, astonished at the young woman’s authority and efficiency.

‘They lied to the police,’ the deputy prosecutor said, ‘which could well mean they were guilty of protecting a criminal. That passed the statute of limitations a long time ago now, so they’re not risking prosecution if they change their minds. Maybe they feel like talking now – if not to us, then perhaps to you.’ She held out a document as she reached for a brown briefcase that looked extremely heavy.

‘Can I quote you on what you said about the prosecutor general as well?’ Annika asked. ‘That they’re looking into the possibility of asking for a retrial of Gustaf Holmerud’s cases?’

Sanna laughed. ‘Nice try! If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to run.’

Annika hurried after her, jogging to keep up.

Maybe Josefin wasn’t at the bottom of the priority list after all.

The small high-security courtroom of Stockholm District Court was located on the top floor of the Stockholm City Law Courts, a strategic choice to make escapes and rescues more difficult. Nina Hoffman strode breathlessly up the last flight of steps. Defendants would have a long labyrinth of corridors and floors to negotiate on the way out, if they tried to escape. She looked towards the entrance to the secure chamber.

The media were out in force again that afternoon. Most of the nationals were in place: she could see Berit Hamrin of the Evening Post in the queue for security clearance to sit on the public benches. Nina showed her ID and was let into the cramped, windowless anteroom. The prosecutor and his legal assistant were already there. A low-energy lamp in the ceiling cast a subdued bluish-white light that seemed unable to reach the corners of the room.

‘Ready, Hoffman?’ Svante Crispinsson said, greeting her warmly. ‘His lawyer’s likely to go for you hard. Don’t take it personally.’

Nina gave a curt nod. She hadn’t been expecting anything else.

‘Just keep a clear head.’

Svante Crispinsson was one of the northern district’s youngest prosecutors, and Nina had had dealings with him before. He was regarded as a little disorganized, as far as investigative work was concerned, but in court he was a great asset, unafraid and combative.

‘Let’s see if we can keep the members of the jury awake,’ the prosecutor said. ‘The old boy at the far left has a tendency to doze off.’

Nina got herself a cup of coffee and sat on a chair close to the door. Crispinsson leafed through his papers, muttering inaudibly to himself. His suit was slightly too large and his hair too long; he gave the impression of being confused and artless, which made him seem honest and likeable.

She straightened her back and stared at the wall in front of her. Ivar Berglund was guilty. She was certain of it. His timid appearance was an act. There was something extremely disturbing just beneath that unassuming exterior, something impervious and untouchable that only deeply criminal people possessed. She had felt it before, had lived close to it, far too close, when she was far too young.

The coffee was insipid.

Giving evidence in court was the part of her job she liked least. The public hearing was a performance in the service of justice. The judge and jury needed to be convinced that the chain of evidence was strong enough for a guilty verdict. But she preferred the darkness behind the scenes, complex investigations, getting closer and closer, tightening the
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