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      Prologue

      
      She scratched her fingertips on the smooth walls until they bled, and pounded her fists on the thick panes until she could
         no longer feel her hands. At least ten times she had fumbled her way to the steel door and stuck her fingernails in the crack
         to try to pry it open, but the door could not be budged, and the edge was sharp.

      
      Finally, when her nails started pulling away from the flesh of her fingers, she tumbled back on to the ice-cold floor, breathing
         hard. For a moment she stared into the thundering darkness, her eyes open wide and her heart hammering. Then she screamed.
         Screamed until her ears were ringing and her voice gave out.

      
      She leaned her head back and again felt the fresh air streaming down from the ceiling. Maybe she could jump up there if she
         got a running start and then grabbed hold of something. Maybe then something would happen.

      
      Yes, then maybe those bastards outside would have to come in.

      
      And if she stuck out her fingers and aimed for their eyes, maybe she could blind them. If she was fast enough and didn’t hesitate,
         maybe she could. And then perhaps she could escape.

      
      For a moment she sucked on her bleeding fingers, then pressed them against the floor and sat up.

      
      Blindly she stared up at the ceiling. Maybe it was too far to jump. Maybe there was nothing for her to grab. But she had to give it a try. What else could she do?

      
      She took off her jacket and carefully placed it in a corner so she wouldn’t trip over it. Then in one bound she leaped off
         the floor, stretching her arms in the air as high as she could, but she touched nothing. She did it a couple more times before
         retreating to the far wall, where she paused for a moment to collect herself. Then she took a running start, and with all
         her might jumped into the darkness, her arms flailing after hope. When she crashed back down, her foot slipped on the smooth
         floor and her body landed on its side. She gasped loudly as her shoulder struck the concrete, and she screamed when her head
         smashed against the wall, slamming her brain full of flashes of light.

      
      For a long time she lay very still, wanting only to cry. But she didn’t. If her prison guards heard her, they’d take it the
         wrong way. They would think she was on the verge of giving up, but she wasn’t. On the contrary.

      
      She was going to look after herself. For them she was the woman in the cage, but she was the one who decided how far apart
         the bars would be. She would think thoughts that opened out on to the world and kept madness at bay. They would never break
         her. That’s what she decided as she lay there on the floor, her shoulder throbbing fiercely and the swelling around her eye
         forcing it closed.

      
      Someday she would get out of here.
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2007

      
      Carl took a step towards the mirror and ran one finger along his temple where the bullet had grazed his head. The wound had
         healed, but the scar was clearly visible under his hair, if anyone cared to look.

      
      But who the hell would want to do that? he thought as he studied his face.

      
      It was obvious now that he had changed. The furrows around his mouth were deeper, the shadows under his eyes were darker,
         and his expression showed a profound indifference. Carl Mørck was no longer himself, the experienced criminal detective who
         lived and breathed for his work. No longer the tall, elegant man from Jutland who caused eyebrows to raise and lips to part.
         And what the hell did it matter anyway?

      
      He buttoned his shirt, put on his jacket, tossed down the last dregs of his coffee and slammed the front door behind him,
         so that the other residents of the house would realize it was time to haul themselves out of bed. His gaze fell to the nameplate
         on the door. It was about time he changed it. It had been a long time since Vigga moved out. Even though they weren’t yet
         divorced, it was definitely over.

      
      He turned around and set off for Hestestien. If he caught the train in twenty minutes, he’d be able to spend a good half-hour with Hardy at the hospital before he had to head over to police headquarters.

      
      He saw the red-brick church tower looming above the bare trees and tried to remind himself how lucky he’d been, in spite of
         everything. Only an inch to the right and Anker would still be alive. Only half an inch to the left, and he himself would
         have been killed. Capricious inches that had spared him a trip along the green fields to the cold graves a few hundred yards
         in front of him.

      
      Carl had tried to understand, but it wasn’t easy. He didn’t know much about death. Only that it could be as unpredictable
         as a lightning bolt and infinitely quiet after it arrived.

      
      On the other hand, he knew everything about how violent and pointless it could be to die. That much he really did know.

      
      He was only a couple of weeks out of the police academy when the sight of his first murder victim had been burned permanently
         on to Carl’s retina. A small, slight woman who had been strangled by her husband and ended up lying on the floor with dull
         eyes and an expression that had left Carl feeling sick for weeks afterwards. Since then, scores of cases had followed. Each
         morning he had prepared himself to face it all. The bloody clothes, the waxen faces, the frozen photos. Every day he’d listened
         to people’s lies and excuses. Every day a crime in a new guise, gradually making less and less of an impact on him. Twenty-five
         years on the police force and ten in the homicide division had hardened him.

      
      That’s how things had gone until the day when a murder case pierced his armour.

      
      They had sent him and Anker and Hardy out to a decrepit barracks on a worn, dirt road where a corpse was waiting to tell its
         own unique story.

      
      As so often before, it had been the stench that prompted a neighbour to react. The victim was just a recluse who had lain
         down peacefully in his own filth and exhaled his last alcoholic fumes. Or so they thought, until they discovered the nail
         from a nail gun lodged halfway in his skull. That was the reason the homicide division had been called in.

      
      On that particular day it was Carl’s team’s turn to respond, which was OK with him and his two assistants, even though Carl
         griped as usual about being overworked and how the other teams were slacking off. But who could have known how fateful this
         call would turn out to be? Or that only five minutes would pass from the time they entered the room with the reeking corpse
         until Anker lay on the floor in a pool of blood, Hardy had taken his last steps, and the fire inside Carl had been extinguished
         – the flame that was absolutely essential for a detective in the homicide division of the Copenhagen Police.
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	2002

      
      The tabloids loved everything about the Democrats’ vice-chairperson, Merete Lynggaard, and everything she stood for. Her sharp
         comments at the podium in the Folketing, the Danish parliament. Her lack of respect for the prime minister and his yes-men.
         Her feminine attributes, mischievous eyes and seductive dimples. They loved her for her youth and success, but above all they
         loved her for the fodder she gave to speculations about why such a talented and beautiful woman had still not appeared in
         public with a man.

      
      Merete Lynggaard sold a hell of a lot of newspapers. Lesbian or not, she was truly great material.

      
      And Merete was fully aware of this.

      
      ‘Why don’t you go out with Tage Baggesen?’ her secretary urged, as they headed for Merete’s small blue Audi, avoiding the
         puddles forming in the Christiansborg car park, which was reserved for members of parliament. ‘I know there are plenty of
         men who’d like to take you out on the town, but he’s completely crazy about you. How many times has he tried to ask you out?
         Have you even counted how many messages he’s left on your desk? In fact, he left one today. Just give him a chance, Merete.’

      
      ‘Why don’t you date him?’ Merete glanced down as she dumped a pile of folders on to the back seat of her car. ‘What am I supposed to do with someone who’s chair of the Traffic Committee and also a member of the Radical Centre Party?
         Can you tell me that, Marianne? What am I? Some sort of traffic roundabout in the provinces?’

      
      Merete raised her eyes to look over at the Royal Arsenal Museum, where a man in a white trench coat was photographing the
         building. Did he just snap a picture of her? She shook her head. The feeling of being watched had begun to annoy her. Of course
         it was sheer paranoia. She really needed to relax.

      
      ‘Tage Baggesen is thirty-five years old and he’s fucking gorgeous,’ said Marianne. ‘Well, OK, maybe he could stand to lose
         a few pounds, but on the other hand he owns a country house in Vejby. Plus a couple of others over in Jutland, I think. What
         more could you want?’

      
      Merete shook her head sceptically. ‘Right. He’s thirty-five years old and lives with his mother. You know what, Marianne?
         You should take him yourself. You’ve been acting really strange lately. Take him. Be my guest!’

      
      She grabbed all the folders her secretary was holding and flung them on to the seat with the others. The time on the dashboard
         clock was 17:30. She was already late.

      
      ‘Your voice will be missed in the Folketing this evening, Merete.’

      
      ‘I suppose,’ she said with a shrug. Ever since she’d entered politics, there had been a firm agreement between herself and
         the chairman of the Democrats that after six p.m., her time was her own, unless it was a matter of crucial committee work
         or a vote. ‘Not a problem,’ he’d told her back then, fully aware of how many votes she pulled in. So it shouldn’t be a problem
         now, either.

      
      ‘Come on, Merete. Tell me what you’ve got planned.’ Her secretary tilted her head. ‘What’s his name?’

      
      Merete gave her a quick smile and slammed the door. It was about time she found a replacement for Marianne Koch.
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	2007

      
      Homicide chief Marcus Jacobsen was a slob when it came to keeping his office in order, but that didn’t bother him. The mess
         was just an external phenomenon; on the inside he was meticulously organized. There, in his shrewd mind, everything was neatly
         arranged. He never lost sight of the details. They were still razor sharp ten years later.

      
      It was only in situations like the one that had just occurred, when the room was crammed with super-attentive colleagues who
         had been forced to sidle around worn-out document carts and heaps of case materials, that he regarded the ragnarok of his
         office with a certain dismay.

      
      He raised his chipped Sherlock Holmes mug and took a big gulp of cold coffee as he thought for the tenth time that morning
         about the half pack of cigarettes in his jacket pocket. It was no longer even permitted to take a damned smoke break out in
         the courtyard. Fucking directives.

      
      ‘OK, now listen up!’ Marcus Jacobsen turned to look at his deputy, Lars Bjørn, whom he’d asked to stay behind after the general
         briefing was over. ‘The case of the murdered cyclist in Valby Park is going to drain all our resources if we don’t watch out,’
         he said.

      
      Lars Bjørn nodded. ‘Then this is a hell of a time for Carl Mørck to rejoin the team and monopolize four of our very best detectives. People are complaining about him, and who do you think they’re complaining to?’ He jabbed at his
         chest, as if he were the only one who had to listen to people’s shit.

      
      ‘He shows up hours late,’ he went on. ‘Rides his staff hard, rummages around with the cases, and refuses to return phone calls.
         His office is utter chaos, and you won’t believe this, but they called from the forensics lab to bitch about a phone conversation
         with him. The boys from forensics – can you believe it? It takes a lot to aggravate those guys. We need to do something about
         Carl, Marcus, regardless of what he’s been through. Otherwise I don’t know how the department is going to function.’

      
      Marcus raised his eyebrows. He pictured Carl in his mind. He actually liked the man, but those eternally sceptical eyes and
         caustic remarks could piss anybody off; he was well aware of that. ‘Yeah, you’re right. Hardy and Anker were probably the
         only ones who could stand working with him. But they were kind of strange too.’

      
      ‘Marcus. Nobody’s coming right out and saying so, but the man is a total pain in the butt, and actually always has been. He’s
         not suited to working here; we’re too dependent on each other. Carl was hopeless as a colleague from day one. Why did you
         ever bring him downtown from Bellahøj?’

      
      Marcus fixed his eyes on Bjørn. ‘He was and is an outstanding detective, Lars. That’s why.’

      
      ‘OK, OK. I know we can’t just throw him out, especially not in this situation, but we’ve got to find some other solution,
         Marcus.’

      
      ‘He’s only been back from sick leave for about a week, so why don’t we give him a chance? Maybe we should try going easy on him for a while.’

      
      ‘Are you sure? In the last few weeks we’ve had more cases dumped on us than we can handle. Some of them are major ones, too,
         as you well know. The fire fatality out on Amerikavej – was it arson or not? The bank robbery on Tomsgårdsvej, where a customer
         was killed. The rape in Tårnby, where the girl died; the gang stabbing out in Sydhavnen; the murder of the cyclist in Valby
         Park. Need I say more? Not to mention all the old cases. We haven’t even made a dent in several of those. And then we’ve got
         a team leader like Mørck. Indolent, surly, morose, always bitching, and he treats his colleagues like crap, so the team is
         about to fall apart. He’s a thorn in our side, Marcus. Send Carl packing and let’s bring in some fresh blood. I know it’s
         harsh, but that’s my opinion.’

      
      The homicide chief nodded. He’d noticed his colleagues’ behaviour during the briefing that had just ended. Silent and sullen
         and worn out. Of course they didn’t want someone dumping on them.

      
      Marcus’s deputy went over to the window and looked out at the buildings across the way. ‘I think I have a solution to the
         problem. We might get some flack from the union, but I don’t think so.’

      
      ‘Damn it, Lars. I haven’t got the energy to go head-to-head with the union. If you’re thinking of demoting him, they’ll be
         on our backs in an instant.’

      
      ‘No, we’ll kick him upstairs!’

      
      ‘Hmm.’ This was where Marcus needed to be careful. His deputy was a damned good detective with tons of experience and plenty
         of solved cases to his credit, but he still had a lot to learn when it came to managing personnel. Here, at headquarters, you couldn’t just kick someone up or down
         the ranks without a good reason. ‘You’re suggesting we promote him, is that what you’re saying? How? And who were you expecting
         to make room for him?’

      
      ‘I know you’ve been up almost all night,’ Lars Bjørn replied. ‘And you’ve been busy this morning with that damned murder out
         in Valby, so you probably haven’t been keeping up with the news. But haven’t you heard what happened in parliament this morning?’

      
      The homicide chief shook his head. It was true that he’d had too much on his plate ever since the murder of the cyclist in
         Valby Park had taken a new turn. Until last night they’d had a good witness, a reliable witness, and she had more to tell
         them – that much was very clear. They were sure they were close to a breakthrough. But then the witness had suddenly clammed
         up. It was obvious that someone in her circle of friends had been threatened. The police had questioned her until she was
         completely exhausted; they had talked to her daughters and her mother, but no one had anything to say. The whole family was
         terrified. No, Marcus hadn’t got much sleep. So apart from seeing the headlines of the morning papers, he was out of the loop.

      
      ‘Is it the Denmark Party again?’ he asked.

      
      ‘Exactly. Their legal spokesperson has presented the proposal again, as an amendment to the police-bill compromise, and this
         time there’ll be a majority in favour. It’s going to pass, Marcus. Piv Vestergård is going to get her way.’

      
      ‘You’re kidding!’

      
      ‘She stood at the podium and ranted for a good twenty minutes, and the parties in the government supported her, of course,
         even though the Conservatives were probably squirming.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘Well, what do you think? She brought up four examples of ugly cases that had been shelved. In her opinion, it’s not in the
         best interests of the public for such cases to remain unsolved. And that wasn’t all she had in her goodie bag, let me tell
         you.’

      
      ‘Jesus Christ! Does she think the crime squad puts cases on ice for the fun of it?’

      
      ‘She insinuated that might actually be what happens with certain types of cases.’

      
      ‘That’s bullshit! What sort of cases?’

      
      ‘She mentioned cases in which members of the Denmark Party and Liberal Party have been victims of a crime. We’re talking about
         cases nationwide.’

      
      ‘The bitch is off her rocker!’

      
      The deputy shook his head. ‘You think so? Well, she was just getting warmed up. After that, of course she also mentioned cases
         involving children who had disappeared and ones in which political organizations have been subjected to terrorist-type attacks.
         Cases that are especially bestial.’

      
      ‘OK, OK, she’s fishing for votes, that’s what she’s doing.’

      
      ‘Yeah, of course she is, otherwise she would have handled it outside the Folketing chamber. But they’re all fishing, because
         right now all the parties are in negotiations over at the Justice Ministry. The documents will be in the hands of the Finance Committee in no time. We’ll have a decision within two weeks, if you ask me.’

      
      ‘And what, exactly, will be the gist of it?’

      
      ‘A new department will be established within the criminal police. She herself suggested it be called “Q”, since that’s the
         designation of the Denmark Party on the ballot. I don’t know whether that was meant to be a joke, but it’s sure going to end
         up as one.’ He gave a sarcastic laugh.

      
      ‘And what’s the objective? Still the same?’

      
      ‘Yes. The sole purpose is simply to handle what they’re calling “cases deserving special scrutiny”.’

      
      ‘ “To handle cases deserving special scrutiny.” ’ Marcus nodded. ‘That’s a typical Piv Vestergård expression. Sounds very
         impressive. And who’s supposed to decide which cases warrant such a label? Did she mention that too?’

      
      The deputy shrugged.

      
      ‘OK, she’s asking us to do what we’re already doing. So what? What does it have to do with us?’

      
      ‘The department will come under the auspices of the National Police Commission, but administratively there is every reason
         to believe it will be under the homicide division of the Copenhagen Police.’

      
      At this, Marcus’s mouth fell open. ‘You’ve got to be joking! What do you mean by administratively?’

      
      ‘We plan the budgets and keep the account books. We provide the office staff. And the office space.’

      
      ‘I don’t understand. You mean now the Copenhagen Police are also going to have to solve ancient cases that are under the jurisdiction
         of police districts way out in the sticks? The regional districts will never go along with that. They’re going to demand to have representatives in the department here.’

      
      ‘Not necessarily. It’s going to be presented as a way of taking some of the burden off the districts. Not as an extra workload.’

      
      ‘You realize what you’re saying, don’t you? That now our department is also going to have to provide a flying squad for hopeless
         cases. With my staff providing backup. No way, damn it, no! You can’t be serious.’

      
      ‘Marcus, try and listen to me. It’s only a matter of a couple of hours here and there for just a few staff members. It’s nothing.’

      
      ‘It doesn’t sound like nothing.’

      
      ‘OK, then let me come right out and tell you how I see it. Are you listening?’

      
      The homicide chief rubbed his forehead. Did he have a choice?

      
      ‘Marcus, there’s money attached to this.’ He paused for a moment as he fixed his eyes on his boss. ‘Not a lot, but enough
         to keep one man on salary and at the same time pump a couple of million kroner into our own department. It’s an extra appropriation
         that’s not meant to displace anything else.’

      
      ‘A couple of million?’ He nodded appreciatively. ‘OK, now you’re talking!’

      
      ‘Brilliant, isn’t it? We can set up the department in no time, Marcus. They’re expecting us to dig in our heels, but we won’t.
         We’ll give them an accommodating response and propose a budget that avoids earmarking any specific tasks. And we make Carl
         Mørck the head of the new department, but there’s not going to be much to be in charge of, because he’ll be on his own. And at a safe distance from everyone else, I can promise you that.’

      
      ‘Carl Mørck as head of Department Q!’ The homicide chief could just picture it. A department like that could be easily run
         on a budget of less than a million kroner a year, including travel expenses and lab tests and everything else. If the police
         requested five million a year for the new department, there’d be enough left over for a couple more investigative teams in
         the homicide division. Then they could concentrate mainly on older cases. Maybe not Department Q cases, but something along
         that line. Fluid boundaries, that was the key to the whole thing. Brilliant, yes. Nothing short of brilliant.
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      Hardy Henningsen was the tallest person who had ever worked at police headquarters. His military records reported his height
         as six feet, nine and a half inches. Whenever they made an arrest, it was always Hardy who spoke, so that the perps had to
         lean their heads way back while their rights were read to them. That sort of thing made a lasting impression on most people.

      
      Right now Hardy’s height was not an advantage. As far as Carl could tell, his long, paralysed legs never got stretched out
         full length. Carl had suggested to the nurse that they cut the footboard off the bed, but apparently that was not within her
         realm of expertise.

      
      Hardy never said a word about anything. His TV was on 24/7, and people kept coming and going in his room, but he didn’t react.
         He just lay there in the Hornbæk Clinic for Spinal Cord Injuries, trying to survive. Attempting to chew his food, to move
         his shoulder a bit, since that was the only part south of his neck over which he had any control, and otherwise allowing the
         nurses to wrestle with his unwieldy body. He merely stared up at the ceiling as they washed his groin, stuck needles in him,
         emptied the bag collecting his waste products. No, Hardy didn’t have much to say any more.

      
      ‘I’m back at headquarters again, Hardy,’ said Carl, straightening the bedclothes. ‘They’re working full blast on the case. They haven’t discovered anything yet, but I know they’re going to find out who shot us.’

      
      Hardy’s heavy eyelids didn’t even flicker. He didn’t bother to glance at Carl or at the TV news programme on Channel 2 that
         was filling airtime with a hyped-up report about the eviction of the kids squatting at the Youth House. He seemed indifferent
         to everything. Not even anger remained. Carl understood him better than anyone else. Even though he wasn’t about to show it
         to Hardy, he didn’t give a fuck about anything either. It was completely irrelevant who’d shot them. What good would it do
         to find out? If it wasn’t one person, then it was somebody else. There were plenty of arseholes like that running around.

      
      He nodded curtly to the nurse who came in with a fresh IV drip. The last time he’d been here, she had asked him to step outside
         while she tended to Hardy. She didn’t get the response she was expecting, and it was clear that she hadn’t forgotten.

      
      ‘So, you’re here again?’ she said sullenly, glancing at her watch.

      
      ‘This is a better time for me, before I go to work. Is that a problem?’

      
      Again she looked at her watch. Yeah, so what if he showed up for work later than most people?

      
      The nurse extended Hardy’s arm and inspected the IV attached to the back of his hand. Then the door to the corridor opened,
         and the first physiotherapist of the day came in. She had hard work ahead of her.

      
      Carl patted the sheet where the contour of Hardy’s right arm was visible. ‘These harpies want to have you all to themselves, so I’m going to take off now, Hardy. I’ll come back a little earlier tomorrow so we can have a talk. Keep smiling,
         man.’

      
      The smell of medicine followed him out in the corridor, where he stopped to lean against the wall. His shirt was sticking
         to his back, and the sweat stains under his arms were ploughing their way further down his shirt. After the shooting incident,
         it didn’t take much.

      
      Hardy, Carl and Anker, as was their custom, had arrived at the murder scene in the suburb of Amager ahead of the others, and
         they were already wearing the white disposable coveralls, masks, gloves and hairnets that procedures prescribed. It was only
         half an hour since the old man had been found with the nail in his head. The drive from police headquarters took no time at
         all.

      
      That day they had plenty of time before the body would be examined. As far as they knew, the homicide chief was at some sort
         of reorganization meeting with the police commissioner, but there was no doubt that he would arrive as soon as he could, along
         with the medical examiner. No office hassles were going to keep Marcus Jacobsen away from a crime scene.

      
      ‘There’s not much outside the house for the crime-scene techs to go on,’ said Anker, jabbing his foot at the ground, which
         was soft and sludgy after the rain the night before.

      
      Carl looked around. Aside from the marks left by the neighbour’s wooden clogs, there weren’t many footprints around the barracks
         building, which was one of those that the military had sold off in the sixties. Back then the barracks had all probably looked great, but by now, for this particular building at any rate, those days were over. The rafters
         had fallen in, the tar paper on the roof was riddled with holes, not a single plank on the facade was still in one piece,
         and the dampness had done its job. Even the sign, on which the name ‘Georg Madsen’ had been printed with a black marker, was
         half rotted off. And then there was the stench of the dead man, seeping out through the cracks. All in all, a real shithouse.

      
      ‘I’ll go and talk to the neighbour,’ said Anker, turning towards the man who had been waiting half an hour. It was no more
         than five yards to the porch of his small cottage. Once the barracks were knocked down, his view was guaranteed to improve
         significantly.

      
      Hardy was good at tolerating the stench of corpses. Maybe because he was taller and towered over the worst of it, or maybe
         because his sense of smell was decidedly less acute than most people’s. This time the odour was especially bad.

      
      ‘Damn, what a stink,’ grunted Carl, as they stood in the hallway, pulling on the blue plastic booties.

      
      ‘I’ll open a window,’ said Hardy, stepping into the room next to the claustrophobic entrance.

      
      Carl went over to the doorway leading to the small living room. Not much light was coming through the blind that had been
         pulled down, but there was enough to see the figure sitting in the corner with the greyish-green skin and deep fissures in
         the blisters that covered most of his face. Reddish fluid trickled from his nose, and the buttons of his shirt were threatening
         to pop off from the pressure of the swollen torso. His eyes were like wax.

      
      ‘The nail was fired into the head with a Paslode pneumatic framing nailer,’ said Hardy from behind. ‘It’s lying on the table
         in the next room. There’s also a power screwdriver, and it’s still charged. Remind me that we need to find out how long it
         can lie around before it needs recharging.’

      
      They’d been standing there surveying the scene for only a moment when Anker joined them.

      
      ‘The neighbour has lived out here since the 16th of January,’ he said. ‘So that’s ten days, and he hasn’t seen the deceased
         come out of the house even once.’ He pointed to the body and looked around the room. ‘The neighbour was sitting outside on
         his porch, enjoying the global warming, and that’s when he noticed the smell. He’s really shaken up, the poor man. Maybe we
         should get the medical officer to take a look at him after he examines the body.’

      
      Later Carl was only able to provide a very sketchy description of what happened next, and the top brass would just have to
         make do with that. According to most people, he hadn’t been fully conscious anyway. But that wasn’t true. He actually remembered
         all too well what occurred. He just didn’t feel like going into detail.

      
      He’d heard someone come in the kitchen door, but he hadn’t reacted. Maybe it was the stench, maybe he thought it was the crime-scene
         techs arriving.

      
      A few seconds later, out of the corner of his eye, he registered a figure wearing a red-checked shirt who launched himself
         forwards into the room. Carl thought that he should draw his weapon, but didn’t. His reflexes failed him. On the other hand,
         he did notice the shock waves when the first shot struck Hardy in the back so that he fell, pulling Carl down and trapping him underneath. The enormous pressure
         of Hardy’s bullet-pierced body wrenched Carl’s spine hard to one side and jammed his knee.

      
      Then came the shots that struck Anker in the chest and Carl in the temple. He recalled with great clarity how he lay there
         with a frantically hyperventilating Hardy on top of him, and how Hardy’s blood seeped out through the coverall to mix with
         his own on the floor beneath them. And as the perpetrators’ legs moved past him, he kept thinking he better get hold of his
         gun.

      
      Behind him, Anker was lying on the floor, trying to wriggle his body around as the assailants talked to each other in the
         small room beyond the entrance. Only a few seconds passed before they were back in the living room. Carl heard Anker ordering
         them to halt. Later he found out that Anker had drawn his gun.

      
      The reply to Anker’s command was yet another shot, which shook the floor and struck Anker right in the heart.

      
      That’s all the time it took. The shooters slipped out the kitchen door, and Carl didn’t move. He lay there totally motionless.
         Not even when the ME arrived did he give any sign of life. Later both the ME and the homicide chief said that at first they
         thought Carl was dead.

      
      Carl lay there a long time, as if he’d fainted, with his head full of desperate thoughts. They took his pulse and then drove
         off with him and his two partners. Only at the hospital did he open his eyes. They told him that his eyes had a dead look
         to them.

      
      They thought it was the shock, but it was from shame.

      
      ‘Can I help you with something?’ asked a man in his mid-thirties wearing a white coat.

      
      Carl stopped leaning on the wall. ‘I’ve just been in to see Hardy Henningsen.’

      
      ‘Hardy, yes. Are you a family member?’

      
      ‘No, I’m his colleague. I was Hardy’s team leader in the homicide division.’

      
      ‘I see.’

      
      ‘What’s Hardy’s prognosis? Will he be able to walk again?’

      
      The young doctor made a barely perceptible move away. The answer was clear. The state of his patient’s health was none of
         Carl’s business. ‘I’m afraid I can’t give out information to anyone other than his family. I’m sure you understand.’

      
      Carl grabbed the doctor’s sleeve. ‘I was with him when it happened, do you understand that? I was shot, too. One of our colleagues
         was killed. We were in it together, so that’s why I’d like to know. Is he going to be able to walk again? Can you tell me
         that?’

      
      ‘I’m sorry.’ He brushed off Carl’s hand. ‘I can’t give you that information, but in your line of work I’m sure you’ll be able
         to find out. Each of us has to do our job as we see fit.’

      
      That little note of authority acquired by all physicians, the measured enunciation of vowels on the tip of the tongue, and
         the slightly raised eyebrows were all to be expected, but they still felt like petrol poured over Carl’s process of spontaneous
         ignition. He could have knocked the doctor upside the head, but instead he chose to seize him by the collar and yank him forwards.
         ‘Do our job?’ he snarled. ‘You’d better watch that smarmy suburban mug of yours before you get too full of yourself, pal. Get it?’ He tightened
         his grip on the man’s collar, and the doctor started to look frantic. ‘When your daughter doesn’t come home at ten o’clock,
         we’re the ones who go out looking for her; and when your wife is raped or your shitty beige-coloured BMW is missing from the
         car park, we’re the ones you call. We show up every time, even if it’s only to offer consolation. Get it, you arsehole? So
         I’m going to ask you one more time: Will Hardy be able to walk again?’

      
      The doctor breathed in big gulps of air when Carl let go of his collar. ‘I drive a Mercedes,’ he said, ‘and I’m not married.’
         Mørck could see it in the white-coat man’s eyes. He thought he’d figured out the state Carl was in. Presumably something he’d
         learned on a psychology course that he’d squeezed in between anatomy lectures. ‘A smattering of humour usually defuses the
         situation,’ was what he’d apparently been taught, but it didn’t work on Carl.

      
      ‘Why don’t you toddle off to the minister of health and learn what real arrogance is like, you little shit,’ said Carl as
         he shoved the doctor aside. ‘You’re just a novice.’

      
      They were waiting for him in his office, both Marcus Jacobsen, the chief of homicide, and that idiot Lars Bjørn. An unsettling
         sign that the doctor’s cries for help had already been heard outside the thick walls of the clinic. Carl studied the two men
         for a moment. No, it looked instead as if some lunatic impulse had invaded their bureaucratic brains. He caught them exchanging
         glances. Or did the situation smell more of some sort of crisis intervention? Was he once again going to be forced to talk with a psychologist about how to understand and combat post-traumatic
         stress? Could he expect yet another man with deep-set eyes to appear and try to force his way into Carl’s dark nooks and crannies,
         so he could unveil what had been told and what had not? They might as well stop wasting their time, because Carl knew better.
         It was impossible to talk his way out of this problem. It had been coming on for a long time, but the incident out on Amager
         had pushed him over the edge.

      
      They could all kiss his arse.

      
      ‘Well, Carl,’ said Jacobsen, motioning with his head towards his empty chair. ‘Lars and I have been discussing your situation,
         and in many respects we think we’ve arrived at a parting of ways.’

      
      Now it sounded like he was going to be fired. Carl began drumming his fingernails on the edge of the desk as he stared over
         his boss’s head. They wanted to fire him? Well, he wasn’t going to make it easy for them.

      
      Carl looked beyond Tivoli Gardens, up at the clouds that were gathering and threatening the city. If they fired him, he would
         leave before the rain started pissing down. He wouldn’t bother chasing after the union rep. He would go straight over to the
         union office on H. C. Andersen Boulevard. Fire a good colleague a mere week after he returned from sick leave and only a few
         weeks after he was shot and lost two good teammates? They couldn’t do that to him. The world’s oldest police union was just
         going to have to show that it was worthy in its old age.

      
      ‘I realize that this is a bit sudden for you, Carl. But we’ve decided to give you a slight change of air, and in a manner
         that will allow us to make better use of your excellent abilities as a detective. To put it simply, we’re going to promote
         you to department head of a new division, Department Q. Its goal will be to investigate cases that have been shelved, but
         are of particular interest to the public welfare. Cases deserving special scrutiny, you might say.’

      
      I’ll be damned, thought Carl, tilting his chair back.

      
      ‘You’re going to have to run the department alone, but who would be better at it than you?’

      
      ‘Just about anybody,’ he replied, staring at the wall.

      
      ‘Now listen here, Carl. You’ve been through a tough time, and this job is custom-made for you,’ said the deputy.

      
      What the hell do you know about it, you bugger? thought Carl.

      
      ‘You’ll be running the show entirely on your own. We’ll select a number of cases in consultation with various district police
         commissioners, and then you can prioritise how to handle them and what procedures to use. You’ll have an expense account for
         travel; we just need a monthly report,’ added his boss.

      
      Carl frowned. ‘District police commissioners? Is that what you said?’

      
      ‘Yes, this is a nationwide jurisdiction. Which is why you can no longer be on the same team with your former colleagues. We’ve
         set up a new department here at headquarters, but it will be a separate entity. Your office is being furnished at this very
         moment.’

      
      Clever move. Now they won’t have to listen to my bitching any more, thought Carl. But what he said was: ‘Is that right? And
         where is this office located, if I may ask? Are you thinking of giving me yours?’

      
      Now his boss’s smile looked a bit embarrassed. ‘Where your office is located? Well, for the time being it’s in the basement,
         but we may be able to change that later on. Let’s see how things go first. If the percentage of cases you solve is even halfway
         decent, who knows what might happen.’

      
      Carl once again turned his gaze to the clouds. In the basement, they said. So that was the plan. They were going to wear him
         down. They would toss him a few bones, freeze him out, isolate him, and make sure he was depressed. As if it made any difference
         whether that was done up here or down below. He was still going to do exactly what he wanted to. Which was, as much as possible,
         absolutely nothing.

      
      ‘How is Hardy doing, by the way?’ asked Jacobsen after a suitable pause.

      
      Carl shifted his gaze back to his boss. It was the first time he’d ever asked that question.
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      In the evening Merete Lynggaard was her real self. With every white line that whipped beneath her car on the way home, she
         discarded a part of herself that didn’t fit in with life behind the yew trees in Magleby. She felt transformed the instant
         she turned towards the sleepy expanses of Stevns and crossed the bridge over the Tryggevælde River.

      
      Uffe was sitting there as usual, a cup of cold tea on the edge of the coffee table in front of him, bathed in the light from
         the TV, with the volume turned up full blast. After she parked the car in the garage and walked around to the back door, she
         could clearly see him through the windows facing the courtyard. Always the same Uffe. Silent and motionless.

      
      She kicked off her high heels in the utility room, dumped her briefcase on top of the furnace, hung up her coat in the entrance
         hall, and left all her papers in her office. Then she took off her Filippa K. trouser suit, placed it on the chair next to
         the washing machine, took down her dressing gown from its hook, and put on her slippers. Everything was exactly as it should
         be. She wasn’t the type who needed to wash off the day under the shower as soon as she stepped in the door.

      
      Then she rummaged in the plastic bag and found the Hopjes sweets at the bottom. Only when the candy lay on her tongue and raised her blood sugar was she ready to turn her attention
         to the living room.

      
      It wasn’t until then that she shouted: ‘Hi, Uffe! I’m home now.’ Always the same ritual. She knew that Uffe had seen the headlights
         of her car the second she drove up the hill, but neither of them had a need for contact until the time was right.

      
      She sat down in front of him, trying to catch his eye. ‘Hey there, mister, are you sitting here watching TV and mooning over
         that cute newscaster Trine Sick?’

      
      He scrunched up his face so his crow’s feet reached his hairline, but his eyes never left the screen.

      
      ‘You’re a real rascal, you know that?’ Then she took his hand. It was warm and soft, as always. ‘But you like Lotte Mejlhede
         better. Do you think I haven’t noticed?’

      
      Now she saw his lips slowly widen into a grin. Contact was established. Oh yes, Uffe was still inside there. And Uffe knew
         full well what he wanted in life.

      
      She turned to look at the TV screen and listened to the last two reports on the evening news. The first had to do with the
         Nutrition Council’s appeal to institute a ban on industrially manufactured trans-fatty acids; the second was about the hopeless
         marketing campaign conducted by the Danish Poultry Association with government financing. She was only too familiar with the
         issues. They had resulted in two long nights of intense work.

      
      She turned to Uffe and ruffled his hair so that the big scar on his scalp became visible. ‘Come on, lazybones, let’s see about
         getting ourselves some dinner.’ With her free hand she grabbed one of the sofa cushions and slapped it against the back of his neck until he started shrieking with joy and flailing his arms and legs. Then she let go
         of his hair, leaped like a mountain goat over the sofa, through the living room and out to the stairwell. It never failed.
         Hooting and chuckling with glee and stifled energy, Uffe followed close on her heels. Like a couple of train carriages connected
         by spring steel, they raced upstairs, down again, outside to the front of the garage, back to the living room, and finally
         out to the kitchen. Soon they would sit down in front of the TV to eat the food that the home help had cooked for them. Yesterday
         they had watched Mr Bean. The day before it was Chaplin. Today it would be Mr Bean again. The video collection that Merete and Uffe owned included only what Uffe enjoyed watching. He usually lasted half an
         hour before he fell asleep. Then she would spread a blanket over him and let him sleep on the sofa. Later in the night he
         would find his own way upstairs to the bedroom. There he would take her hand and grunt a bit before falling asleep beside
         her in the double bed. When he was finally sound asleep, making soft whistling noises, she would turn on the light and start
         getting ready for the next day.

      
      That was how the evenings and nights unfolded. Because that was how Uffe loved things to be – her sweet, innocent little brother.
         Sweet, silent Uffe.
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      It was true that a brass plate on the door was engraved with the words ‘Department Q’, but the door itself had been lifted
         off its hinges and was now leaning against a bunch of hot-water pipes that stretched all the way down the long basement corridor.
         Ten buckets, half filled and giving off paint fumes, still stood inside the room that was supposed to be his office. From
         the ceiling hung four fluorescent lights, the type that after a while would provoke a splitting headache. But the walls were
         fine – except for the colour. It was hard not to make a comparison with hospitals in Eastern Europe.

      
      ‘Viva Marcus Jacobsen,’ grumbled Carl, trying to get a grip on the situation.

      
      For the last hundred yards along the basement corridor he hadn’t seen a soul. In his end of the basement there were no people,
         there was no daylight, air, or anything else that might distinguish the place from the Gulag Archipelago. Nothing was more
         natural than to compare his domain with the fourth circle of hell.

      
      He looked down at his two spanking-new computers and the bundle of wires attached to them. Apparently the information superhighway
         had been split up so that the intranet was linked to one computer and the rest of the world to the other. He patted computer
         number two. Here he could sit for hours and surf the Net to his heart’s content. No pesky rules about secure surfing and safeguarding the central servers; at least that was something. He looked
         around for an ashtray and tapped a cigarette out of the pack. ‘Smoking is extremely hazardous to you and those around you’,
         it said on the label. He glanced around. The few termites that might thrive down here could probably handle it. He lit the
         cigarette and took a deep drag. There was definitely a certain advantage to being head of his own department.

      
      ‘We’ll send the cases down to you,’ Marcus Jacobsen had said, but there wasn’t so much as a single sheet of A5 paper on the
         desk, and all the shelves were empty. They must have thought he needed time to settle into the place. But Carl didn’t mind;
         he wasn’t about to work on anything until the spirit happened to move him.

      
      He shoved the chair sideways over to the desk, sat down, and propped his feet up on the corner. That was how he’d sat for
         most of the time he’d been off on sick leave. During the first few weeks at home he’d simply stared into space, smoking cigarettes
         and trying not to think about the weight of Hardy’s heavy, paralysed body or the rattling sound that Anker had made before
         he died. After that he’d surfed the Internet. Aimlessly, without any sort of plan, just trying to numb his mind. That was
         exactly what he intended to do now. He looked at his watch. He had just about five hours to kill before he could go home.

      
      Carl lived in Allerød, which had been his wife’s choice. They’d moved there a couple of years before she walked out on him
         and moved into a cottage in an allotment garden in Islev. She’d looked at a map of Zealand and quickly worked out that if you wanted to have it all, you needed plenty
         of dough in the bank – or else you could move to Allerød. Nice little town on the S-train line, surrounded by fields, with
         forested land ‘within walking distance’, as they say. It had lots of pleasant shops, a cinema, theatre, social groups, and,
         to top it all, the house was located in the Rønneholt Park development. His wife had been ecstatic. For a reasonable price
         they could buy a semi-detached house made from stacked-up breeze blocks with plenty of room for both of them, as well as her
         son. They would even have access to tennis courts, an indoor swimming pool and a community centre, all in the proximity of
         fields of grain, a marsh, and a hell of a lot of good neighbours. Because she’d read that in Rønneholt Park everyone cared
         about each other. Back then that hadn’t been a plus as far as Carl was concerned, because who the hell believed that sort
         of crap anyway? But later on it had turned out to be important. Without his friends in Rønneholt Park, Carl would have fallen
         flat on his arse. Both metaphorically and literally. First his wife took off. Then she decided she didn’t want a divorce,
         but instead took up residence in the allotment garden. Next she went through a whole series of young lovers, and she had the
         bad habit of ringing Carl to tell him all about them. Then her son refused to keep living with her in the garden cottage,
         and in the full throes of puberty had moved back in with Carl. And finally there was the shooting out in Amager, which brought
         to a screeching halt everything that Carl had been clinging to: a solid purpose in life and a couple of good colleagues who
         didn’t give a damn whether he’d got out of bed on the wrong side or not. No, if it hadn’t been for Rønneholt Park and the people who lived there,
         he would have really been up shit creek.

      
      When Carl got home, he leaned his bicycle against the shed outside the kitchen, noting that the other two occupants of the
         house were both there. As usual, his lodger, Morten Holland, had turned the volume all the way up as he listened to opera
         in the basement, while his stepson’s downloaded blowtorch heavy metal was blasting out of a window upstairs. A less compatible
         collage of sounds was not to be found anywhere else on the planet.

      
      He forced his way inside the inferno and stomped a couple of times on the floor. Down in the basement Rigoletto was instantly wrapped up in cotton wool. It wasn’t that simple with the boy upstairs. Carl took the stairs in three bounds
         and didn’t bother to knock on the door.

      
      ‘Jesper, for God’s sake! The sound waves have shattered two windows down on Pinjevangen. And you’re the one who’s going to
         pay for them!’ he shouted as loud as he could.

      
      The boy had heard the same story before, so he didn’t move a muscle as he hunched over the computer keyboard.

      
      ‘Hey!’ yelled Carl, right in his ear. ‘Turn it down or I’ll cut the ADSL cable.’

      
      That got a reaction.

      
      Downstairs in the kitchen, Morten had already set plates on the table. Someone in the neighbourhood had once labelled him
         the surrogate mother at number 73, but that wasn’t right. Morten was not a surrogate; he was a real housewife and the best that Carl had ever encountered. He took
         care of the grocery shopping and laundry, the cooking and cleaning, while opera arias trilled from his sensitive lips. And
         to cap it all, he even paid rent.

      
      ‘Did you go to the university today?’ asked Carl, knowing what the answer would be. Morten was thirty-three years old, and
         he’d spent the past thirteen of those years diligently studying all kinds of subjects other than the ones having any direct
         bearing on the three degree programmes in which he was officially enrolled. The result was an overwhelming knowledge about
         everything except the subjects for which he was receiving financial support and which in the future would presumably earn
         him a living.

      
      Morten turned his heavy, corpulent back to Carl and stared down the bubbling mass in the pot on the stove. ‘I’ve decided to
         study political science.’

      
      He’d mentioned that before; it was just a matter of time before he tried that subject, too. ‘Jesus, Morten, don’t you think
         you should finish your economics degree first?’ Carl couldn’t help asking.

      
      Morten tossed some salt into the pot and began stirring. ‘Almost everybody in economics votes for the government parties,
         and that’s just not me.’

      
      ‘How the hell do you know that? You never even go to class, Morten.’

      
      ‘I was there yesterday. I told my fellow students a joke about Karina Jensen.’

      
      ‘A joke about a politician who started out as an extreme left-winger and ended up joining the Liberal Party? Shouldn’t be
         hard to make a joke about that.’

      
      ‘ “She’s an example of how to hide a Neanderthal behind a high-brow,” I said. And nobody laughed.’

      
      Morten was different. An overgrown adolescent and androgynous virgin whose personal relationships consisted of remarks exchanged
         with random supermarket customers about what they were buying. A little chat by the freezer section about whether spinach
         was best with or without cream sauce.

      
      ‘What does it matter if nobody laughed, Morten? There could be lots of reasons for that. I didn’t laugh either, and I don’t
         vote for the government parties, in case you’d like to know.’ Carl shook his head. He knew it was no use. But as long as Morten
         kept on making a good salary at the video store, it really didn’t matter what the hell he studied or didn’t study. ‘Political
         science, eh? Sounds deadly boring.’

      
      Morten shrugged as he sliced a couple of carrots and added them to what was cooking in the pot. He didn’t say anything for
         a moment, which was unusual for him. Carl knew what was coming.

      
      ‘Vigga phoned,’ said Morten at last with a hint of concern in his voice. In this situation he normally added in English: ‘Don’t
         shoot me. I’m just the piano player.’ But this time he didn’t say it.

      
      Carl didn’t reply. If Vigga wanted something from him, she could wait to call until he got home.

      
      ‘I think she’s freezing over there in that garden cottage,’ Morten ventured as he shoved the spoon around in the pot.

      
      Carl turned to face him. It smelled damned good, whatever Morten was cooking on the stove. It had been a long time since he’d
         had such an appetite. ‘She’s freezing? Maybe she should stuff a couple of her well-fed lovers into the woodstove.’

      
      ‘What are you guys talking about?’ said a voice in the doorway. Behind Jesper, the cacophony from upstairs was again blasting
         from his room, making the walls in the hallway vibrate.

      
      It was a miracle they could hear each other at all.

      
      Carl spent three days staring alternately at Google and at the walls in the basement room. He’d made himself familiar ad nauseam
         with the walk down the hall to the toilet, and realized he felt more rested than ever before. Then he counted off the four
         hundred and fifty-two paces up to the homicide division on the third floor, which was the domain of his former colleagues.
         He was going to demand that the workmen finish what they were doing in the basement and hang the door back on its hinges so
         he would at least have something to slam if he was so inclined. And then he would circumspectly remind them that he hadn’t
         yet received the promised case files. Not because there was any rush, but he had no intention of losing his job before he’d
         even started.

      
      Maybe he’d expected his former colleagues to stare at him with curiosity when he entered the homicide premises. Was he on
         the verge of a breakdown? Had his face lost all colour after his sojourn in the eternal gloom? He’d expected inquisitive and
         also scornful looks, but not that everyone would simultaneously slip inside their offices with such a well-orchestrated closing
         of doors.

      
      ‘What’s going on here?’ he asked a man he’d never seen before who was unpacking removal boxes in the first office.

      
      The man held out his hand. ‘Peter Vestervig. I’m from City Station. I’m going to be part of Viggo’s team.’

      
      ‘Viggo’s team? Viggo Brink?’ Carl asked. A team leader? Viggo? He must have been appointed the day before.

      
      ‘That’s right. And you are?’ the man asked.

      
      Carl managed a brief handshake and then glanced around the office without replying. There were two other faces he didn’t recognize.
         ‘They’re on Viggo’s team too?’

      
      ‘Not the one over by the window.’

      
      ‘New furniture, I see.’

      
      ‘Yes, they just brought it up. Aren’t you Carl Mørck?’

      
      ‘I used to be,’ he said and then walked the rest of the way over to Marcus Jacobsen’s office.

      
      The door was ajar, but even a closed door wouldn’t have stopped Carl from barging in. ‘So you’re bringing in more staff, Marcus?’
         he said without preamble, interrupting a meeting.

      
      The homicide chief’s face took on a resigned expression as he glanced at his deputy and one of the office girls. ‘OK, Carl
         Mørck has emerged from the depths. We’ll continue in half an hour,’ he said, stacking up his papers.

      
      Carl gave Jacobsen’s deputy a surly smile as the man went out the door; the smile he got in return was equally scathing. Vice-Superintendent
         Lars Bjørn had always known just how to keep the icy feelings between them warm.

      
      ‘So, how are things going down there, Carl? Are you getting a handle on how to prioritise the cases?’

      
      ‘You might say that. At least with regard to the ones I’ve received so far.’ He pointed behind him. ‘What’s happening out
         there?’

      
      ‘You might well ask.’ Marcus raised his eyebrows and straightened the Leaning Tower of Pisa, as everyone called the pile of newly received cases on his desk. ‘Due to the overwhelming
         case load, we’ve had to put together two more investigative teams.’

      
      ‘To replace mine?’ Carl smiled wryly.

      
      ‘Yes, plus two others.’

      
      Carl frowned. ‘Four teams? How the hell are you going to pay for them?’

      
      ‘A special appropriation. Allocated as a result of the police reform, as you know.’

      
      ‘I do? Well, I’ll be damned.’

      
      ‘Was there anything specific you wanted, Carl?’

      
      ‘Yes, but I think it can wait. I need to look into something first. I’ll be back in a while.’

      
      It was common knowledge that plenty of the members of the Conservative Party were business people who hobnobbed with each
         other and did whatever the trade organizations asked them to do. But Denmark’s slickest party had always attracted police
         officers and military personnel as well – only the gods knew why. Right now Carl knew that at least two of the former type
         were members of parliament, voted in by the Conservatives. One was a real prole who had pushed his way up through the police
         hierarchy only to find just as
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