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			PROLOGUE

			On June 1, 2004, a Hungarian businessman with uncommonly strong powers of deduction received a call to his desk landline. The conversation fell into a familiar category – analysis of the surrounding world – and no-one could have foreseen that anything important or decisive would be discussed. However, since the analyst who called that day had an optimistic outlook on the world at large – aside from the situation in Iraq – he wittered on about all sorts of things and happened to mention Professor Hans Rekke.

			“I hear Rekke is taking an interest in the death of Claire Lidman.”

			That was all, but it was enough to make the Hungarian businessman feel that the whole world was changing hue.

			Though of course, the story had begun much earlier.

			
			

		

	
		
			ONE

			Hans Rekke was only twelve years old at the time.

			The snow was falling very heavily when the doorbell rang in the grand house in Vienna. Dr Brandt, his mathematics teacher, stepped inside wearing a vastly oversized fur hat. With him was a boy of Rekke’s age with curly hair and dark, intense eyes. Dr Brandt introduced him as Gabor, and Hans proffered his hand.

			It lingered alone in mid-air, the boy slipping by sinuous as a cat. There was something threatening about him, and Hans could not understand what was going on. The boy’s gaze shone green, and in every one of his movements there was a vigilance, a readiness. The two of them were placed at the large desk beside the bookshelf with the Beethoven bust, and only then did things become a little clearer.

			The boy was evidently a talent of some kind, and the idea was for them to compete and measure themselves against each other. Dr Brandt issued them their tasks – on Cantor’s mathematical proof of infinities – and at once an intense tension arose. The boy – Gabor – was trembling with eagerness and set to work immediately. Hans, however, remained still, staring at the contours of the boy’s shoulder muscles.

			“Why are you not writing?” Dr Brandt asked.

			“I’m going to,” he said.

			But he was wrapped up in his thoughts, consumed by a riddle that was more alluring than mathematics; and he watched in amazement as the boy performed calculations at lightning speed – a virtuoso, almost. Hans decided to let him win. What do I care? Nevertheless, something within him wanted to fight back, and he slowly worked his way into the task. Afterwards, he thought it had gone quite well – not brilliantly, but decently enough – but when he looked up again, Gabor’s eyes were shining with triumph.

			
			

			“I’m impressed, boys. Why don’t you take a twenty-minute break so you can get to know each other?” Dr Brandt said, obviously pleased. So Hans and Gabor dressed to go out into the garden, their footsteps creaking against the frozen ground.

			The snow was falling in large flakes. It was a cold day and Hans suddenly made out a faint wheeze – a high, four-times-accented G – audible on every third or fourth exhalation. It was a kind of vulnerability that contrasted with the fiery nature of the boy’s aura.

			“What are you training in?” Hans said.

			Gabor appeared to pause for thought.

			“Self-defence.”

			That was too vague for Hans.

			“In what way?” he said.

			“I can show you.”

			Gabor’s body tensed and the faint wheeze of his breathing came down a semitone to an F sharp, which made Hans inattentive. That was part of his curse over the course of those years: when the soundscape changed he would compulsively analyse the notes in his surroundings. That was why he was not on his guard when Gabor grabbed hold of him.

			It was as if he had fallen into a trap. He was spun around with violent force and struck the ground, and for a few seconds he saw nothing. Then he sensed Gabor’s eyes above him, they seemed replete and satisfied, as if they belonged to a predator that had got what it wanted.

			Then he was gone. Rekke lay there with a shooting pain in the back of his head, and only after the third or fourth attempt did he manage to get to his feet and stagger into the house. His hair was sticky and wet, and he stood in front of the bathtub on the ground floor for a long time trying to stop the flow of blood. By the time he returned to the library, some fifteen or twenty minutes had elapsed.

			
			

			Dr Brandt, still at the desk, indicated with exaggerated gestures and a look of deep disappointment that Gabor had gone home. He never noticed that Rekke was injured and pale. Nor, indeed, did Rekke’s mother. She was preoccupied the whole evening, searching for a couple of pieces of jewellery that had suddenly gone missing.

			
			

		

	
		
			TWO

			Police Constable Micaela Vargas from Husby had moved in with Professor Hans Rekke of Grevgatan in Stockholm’s most refined neighbourhood, something which had got everyone around her all worked up and had set them to gossiping. But now she wanted out.

			Rekke was depressed and hopeless, and he barely emerged from the bedroom. As soon as he had pulled himself together just a little, she would head over there to pack up her stuff. But first of all, she wanted to bring to a close the case they had embarked upon. It was to do with a woman who had been declared dead, but who had possibly made an appearance in a recently taken holiday snap in Venice, and while Micaela didn’t really believe in any of that, there was something about the story that titillated her.

			That was why she had come to the police station on Bergsgatan to meet Inspector Kaj Lindroos, who had investigated the incident almost fourteen years earlier. But Kaj Lindroos was taking his time, which didn’t surprise her. He had sounded recalcitrant and grumpy on the phone, and she was standing a little listlessly in reception on the ground floor, staring out at the street. A lorry drove by with a pack of screeching sixth-formers celebrating their graduation in the back. It was June 5, 2004, a glorious summer’s day, and she was on the brink of chucking it in and leaving when she heard a voice behind her.

			“My private investigator colleague, I presume?”

			She turned around and shook his hand. He was younger than she had imagined – barely fifty – with big brown eyes and back-combed blond hair, but he was also seedier. He looked at her as if it were five to three in the morning. She tugged her denim jacket closer to her body.

			
			

			“I’m grateful you agreed to see me,” she said.

			“Claire Lidman’s dead,” Kaj Lindroos said.

			“Probably. But I still think this is somewhat interesting,” she said, touching her inside pocket. “I promise to be brief.”

			Inspector Lindroos continued to eye her body.

			“You can be as brief as you like but I still don’t believe it.”

			Micaela wished she had something to ram down his throat.

			“Maybe you could take a look at the picture before you make up your mind,” she said, following him into the lift.

			 

			Of course Kaj Lindroos was going to take a look at the photo, and it was obviously downright ridiculous to be bugged by the fact that the girl was so young, and an immigrant to boot. On the other hand, it wasn’t that easy to fend off one’s prejudices, especially where the Lidman investigation was concerned. It was the gaping wound of his career, and there was most definitely something peculiar about the whole business. A beautiful, well-educated woman who had negotiated with business high-flyers for a living had disappeared without trace fourteen years ago – only to turn up a few months later burned to a crisp in a petrol-tanker crash in Spain. Of course, he had pondered it all a thousand times since then. Then again . . . fuck it. That was all history, and it was a Friday afternoon. He really ought to be off home soon to get drunk and maybe even have a crack at the wife. It had to be worth a try at the least.

			“So you work in youth crime?” he said.

			“I try to do other stuff in my free time.”

			“I bet you do. I like your denim jacket,” he said, but he actually meant her tits, and he scrutinised her from head to toe again.

			Her legs could have done with being longer, and it wouldn’t have hurt for her to smile a bit more. But it would be churlish to complain.

			
			

			They stepped into his office, and he shuffled some papers out of the way on his desk. Outside the open window, the sixth formers were screaming away as the parade of lorries passed by. He was tempted to say something scornful about them, but he didn’t want to come across as out of touch.

			“What a party,” he said. “Almost makes you wish you were down there.”

			“Almost,” she said.

			“Did you scream when they let you out for the last time?”

			“For all I was worth.”

			“Can’t have been that long ago, I suppose?” he said, regretting it immediately.

			The same irritation again, the same unconscious way of saying that she was too young and inexperienced to put forward strange theories suggesting that Claire had risen from the dead. But that couldn’t be helped.

			“Did you mean something by that?” she said.

			“No, no,” he said. “But back in my day everyone thought those white caps were right wing. Now, all of a sudden, everyone wants them.”

			“Is that right?” she said, uninterested.

			“Apparently being a rebel is out again.”

			“Is it?”

			“Do you like Ulf Lundell?”

			“Who?”

			These goddamn chicks from the hood didn’t know diddly-squat about Sweden.

			“Well, what do you say? Might as well get it over with,” he said in a tone that failed to entirely mask his irritation, and she nodded. She slipped her hand into her inside pocket and pulled out a plastic-covered photograph.

			For a moment he was frightened. He couldn’t understand why. No, he reassured himself – it was impossible. There was a death certificate. DNA samples. He’d seen the body himself. Claire Lidman was most definitely not roaming the world again dressed in an elegant red coat.

			
			

		

	
		
			THREE

			Hans Rekke was playing the adagio in Pathétique on the grand piano. He stopped after just a few minutes. The piece no longer spoke to him, though it probably wasn’t Beethoven’s fault. Nothing spoke to him any longer. He stood up wondering where to turn. Left or right?

			His life at present consisted of these kinds of decisions. Should he lie down or stay seated? There was a car alarm wailing outside and his wall clock was ticking – tick tick tick tick tick – as if to show how many seconds were being wasted on meaninglessness.

			Where had Micaela got to? He hadn’t seen her in a week. Perhaps she had moved back home – and who could blame her? He probably made for dreadful company – but it still hurt. He decided to go to the kitchen and drink a glass of wine; he was in such a poor state that he regarded even that as a sign of enterprise. But he didn’t succeed in that either. Instead, he diverted to the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. Close it again, he chided. Leave. But his hands had a life of their own, and he helped himself to the new pills he had been given by Freddie, his doctor from hell.

			They were called OxyContin, and were hardly addictive at all, according to Freddie. Rogue, he thought, as he sank onto the toilet seat and let the memories wash over him – of course, there were no good memories, just anguished rubbish, like those distant days in Vienna when the snow had kept falling and falling. Would those recollections never fade? He stood up, listening. Was that a sound? Most definitely. Footsteps in the stairwell. Familiar footsteps.

			
			

			His daughter Julia’s heels clicking as briskly as ever. Well, actually . . . he listened more carefully . . . perhaps not as ever. The footsteps slowed, deprived of their spring and their youthful insolence, and he was reminded that Julia had looked troubled of late. But the old memories were like a haze across his thoughts and he could not recall whether she had mentioned anything.

			He tidied his hair and made for the door. He was never called upon to open it – Julia usually let herself in – and now he scrutinised her, his thoughts still not clear. She wore jeans with holes at the knees, a leather jacket from a vintage store, and a pair of black shoes with absurdly high heels, and she was overly made up. She tugged her jacket close around her, as if cold.

			“Hello sweetheart. Is it snowing?” he said, peering at her shoulder as though he had just discovered a couple of snowflakes.

			“Was that a joke?”

			“Yes,” he said in embarrassment. “Of course.”

			He extended his arms to embrace her, but she walked straight past him.

			“It’s summer, Pappa.”

			“Naturally.”

			“Or perhaps it’s snowing somewhere in your thoughts?” she said, which unfortunately hit the nail on the head, but right now he needed to return to the present. His little girl was here. He subjected her to even closer inspection. She had definitely lost weight, and he didn’t like that. Chastisement of the body ran in the family. Of course, his mother considered it a virtue – a sign of elegance and class – but he knew that it sometimes masked a dread, a deadly addiction. It was the only thing he knew that strived for a dearth, an absence.

			“Sweetheart,” he said. “Let’s have a spot of lunch.”

			“You’re cooking, are you?”

			
			

			There was a prickliness in her voice, a tension of sorts in her slender arms.

			“Definitely,” he said, going to the kitchen and opening the fridge. “My cack-handedness usually amuses you. Otherwise, I dare say Mrs Hansson will have prepared something. See here.” He peered into a bowl on the middle shelf. “Definitely risotto,” he said, sniffing it. “With white wine, vegetable broth and Parmesan. And take a look here.” He perked up. “Fried champignons and rocket – quite a feast.”

			“No, I’ve got to get going.”

			“But you’ve only just arrived. I’ll heat it up in the microwave. I can even offer you a glass of wine – you did turn nineteen recently, if I’m not mistaken?”

			He beamed, pretending to be more scatterbrained than he was, but he got nothing in return.

			“I’m only here to say one thing,” said Julia, as he stood there with the risotto in his hands and a premonition that he was going to hear something disturbing.

			But perhaps it was just the memory of that winter obtruding on him. He did his best to look like a calm, reassuring father – as if he hadn’t just gulped down a bunch of opiates.

			
			

		

	
		
			FOUR

			I shouldn’t have come, Micaela thought. I shouldn’t have let myself get dragged into this business.

			She knew precisely when it had happened. At exactly half past eight in the evening on the tenth of May, when Samuel Lidman – the widower – had come to see them at Grevgatan and had slapped a photograph down onto the coffee table. It had been an agonising experience. Samuel Lidman had been breathing heavily and sweating profusely at his brow and shirtfront. He was wearing a brown corduroy suit and polished cowboy boots, and while he was an imposing figure from the neck down – as if carved from stone – his face was flushed red, his eyes downcast. It hadn’t been hard to feel sorry for him.

			“You have to look carefully,” he said. “I’ve got other pictures with me. Look at the ear, the nose, the lips. It’s absolutely astounding.”

			It was no small thing that he was seeking to prove. His wife had been dead for thirteen and a half years – not dead as in missing and never found, but dead as in identified by her dental records and buried in the Roman Catholic Cemetery in Solna. It was – as Rekke put it – a rather ambitious project to bring her back to life. But Samuel was evidently eager to try, by pointing to a beautiful woman in a red coat captured in a holiday snap taken in Venice.

			“Do you see? Do you?” he said.

			“Absolutely; let us examine it,” Rekke said.

			
			

			Micaela guessed he would dismiss the discovery as gently as possible. When all was said and done, he was a gentleman who disliked hurting others, and Samuel looked as if his whole life was at stake.

			Their guest was without doubt a man who had suffered greatly. He had been head over heels in love and newly wed when Claire had left him without any warning or words of farewell. That had been a long time ago – in the autumn of 1990. But the wound had been torn open time and time again, and it really was true that the story didn’t add up. Claire was a beautiful and talented woman who had enjoyed a meteoric career. She had been the Chief Analyst at one of Sweden’s largest banks – Nordbanken – reporting directly to the CEO, William Fors. At that time – during the early days of the financial crisis in the nineties that had seen the Swedish housing bubble burst – she had been responsible for the recovery of loans and secured lines of credit from precarious major corporations and financiers. She was under pressure, Samuel told them, but she liked that. She was a fighter and a gambler, and their marriage had been happy, he reassured them. Rock solid, as he put it.

			But one evening Claire went to post a letter to her sister in London and never came back. She disappeared without trace. The police initiated strenuous efforts the very next day. Those weeks were terrible, according to Samuel. Nonetheless, he said he longed for that time because then he still had his past. The time he’d had with Claire was still beautiful and unbesmirched. But that, too, would be taken away from him. When the police operation was at its most intensive, word had arrived from her – not a long letter like the one she had written to her sister but just a postcard depicting a Cézanne – to the effect that she’d left him and couldn’t take it anymore.

			That had hurt more than her dying, he said, and not long afterwards he had gone travelling. He described it as a pilgrimage, and for several weeks he had been unreachable. When he eventually called home from Bombay, he found out that Claire had died in an explosion caused by a petrol tanker in San Sebastián, and there was apparently time for him to make it to the funeral at Solna Church and see her one last time.

			
			

			But he hadn’t wanted to.

			“It wasn’t really her anymore,” he said. It hadn’t helped matters that he’d been told the body was badly burned. He decided to ignore it all and carry on travelling.

			“That was the biggest mistake of my life,” he said. “They were able to fool me.”

			It wasn’t straightforward to follow his logic. The sister, mother and Inspector Kaj Lindroos had all identified the body, but Samuel had become increasingly obsessed with the idea that Claire might still be alive. This was obviously related to the fact that he hadn’t been able to say goodbye, and that Claire must have had help leaving Sweden since she would otherwise have left traces in her wake rather than vanishing in a puff of smoke. Micaela recalled how Samuel strained his muscular body and sweated even more as Rekke examined the photograph. It wasn’t much of a photo, either – it was about as far from proof of resurrection as you could get. Nevertheless, Rekke picked up the print with a grave expression and stared at it – out of politeness, Micaela thought – alongside the old photographs of Claire that Samuel had brought with him.

			“Fascinating,” he said.

			“You do see it, don’t you? It’s her . . .”

			“I don’t know,” Rekke said. “The focus is not altogether sharp, is it? I’m not prepared to say anything with certainty except that Claire and this woman have the same charisma. Where I go, life goes, as I was once told by a haughty violinist. But I do wonder . . . wait a moment . . .”

			He didn’t say any more, and it didn’t matter how much Samuel Lidman went on about the similarities between Claire and this woman, Rekke couldn’t hear him. He was deep in one of his trance-like states.

			“She’s a little anxious, is she not?” he said at last. “Appears to be looking for someone?”

			“Perhaps.”

			
			

			Samuel Lidman contemplated Rekke tensely.

			“But above all . . .”

			“Yes?”

			“There is something particular about her gait. She is lunging forward, but a little asymmetrically. Had Claire injured her right knee?”

			Samuel Lidman looked astonished.

			“Yes, absolutely,” he said. “Why do you ask? She tore her ligaments while skiing.”

			“Because this woman’s gait has compensatory features. The left foot and hip, well, do you see . . . They are tilted slightly and taking her weight, which could be temporary, as the result of a sudden imbalance. But at the same time, there is nothing defensive about her – there is no sense that something has been disturbed or twinged.”

			“What are you getting at?”

			“That compensatory way of turning her body is something she has practised to perfection, and it may be that one cannot even tell she is doing it. Perhaps it is necessary to freeze the image to see it. Of course, it might have its origins in an old fracture in the lower leg or thigh, but injuries there do not usually trouble us for such a long time. Rather, I would guess that something in the meniscus never properly healed.”

			Samuel Lidman leaped from his chair and paced back and forth across the kitchen, growing more agitated with each passing minute.

			He managed to create a febrile atmosphere – as if they were actually on to something – and for half an hour or so Micaela devoted herself mostly to calming him down. That was why it had taken her a while to notice that Rekke had fallen silent. He needed to be alone, he said, and only the next day did she realise that he had begun to doubt his conclusion.

			That was typical of Rekke. His brain noted a series of details with lightning speed and formed them into a picture – an observation. But afterwards, he would spend more time doubting the conclusion than it had taken to reach it, and on this particular occasion he was particularly ashamed of himself. He had raised the hopes of an unhappy man. “I am a fool,” he said, and perhaps that had been the beginning of his crisis – his descent into darkness.

			
			

			But it didn’t matter how ashamed he was – Samuel Lidman was already off his head and didn’t care one jot that Rekke had changed his mind. He just kept on at them, and in the end Micaela had promised to get to the bottom of it, which was why she had turned up to see Inspector Kaj Lindroos clutching the photograph. But it was also why she had no strength of conviction either way, and now as she laid the picture on Lindroos’ cluttered desk it seemed insignificant and paltry.

			“There we have it then,” said Kaj Lindroos, picking it up.

			But he didn’t seem to have it in him to look for long. He turned his gaze towards the window, as if hoping to hear the graduating sixth formers again.

			“You probably ought to look a little closer.”

			He fidgeted.

			“You don’t fancy a drink, do you? Maybe somewhere down by the water? I could tell you a thing or two.”

			He looked at her with a new attentiveness, unconsciously unfastening one of his shirt buttons as if he had already begun undressing ahead of the date.

			“Huh? No, sorry,” she said. “I’ve got to get home.”

			She felt uneasy.

			“Are you sure? It is Friday and all that, and the sun is shining.”

			“I’m seeing my mother,” she said.

			“Oh right, I see. OK, OK,” he said, his body language demonstrating that he now intended to devote even less attention to this silly photograph. She wondered whether she ought to add a couple of softening words to her refusal along the lines of “maybe another time” but that would only have been stupid and cowardly. She decided to concentrate on the photo.

			“Do you see?” she said. “The ear and nose in particular are signifi­cantly alike.”

			
			

			“Are they?” he said with a snort, buttoning his shirt back up again. “But Samuel Lidman found the photograph at his neighbour’s.”

			He was giving as good as he got – that much was clear – and she became defensive.

			“A friend of Samuel Lidman’s found it at their neighbour’s,” she said, correcting him.

			“It’s just – it’s a bit strange isn’t it?” he said, and she had to admit it was.

			It would have felt better if the photograph had been found after a long and methodical search process, rather than randomly turning up in the holiday album of an acquaintance. But things were the way they were, and soon she would hopefully be able to leave here and forget all about it.

			“Does it really matter how it was found? It’s either her or it’s not.”

			“Hmm, yes, of course,” Lindroos said, picking up the photograph again as Micaela closed her eyes and wished she could be like the woman in the picture. She would very much like to be able to glide about and shine with such natural entitlement.

			
			

		

	
		
			FIVE

			Rekke noted everything he had seen in his daughter: the pallor and slight emaciation, but also a new kind of defiant happiness in her gaze.

			He searched for more clues with sudden fervour, as if his concern for his little girl had brought him back to life, and at first he saw nothing except more signs that she had lost weight. Then he spotted a red mark on her right wrist – the fading imprint of a tight grip.

			Was that something she had consented to? A game? The hand of a lover? Or had someone attacked her? No, he thought to himself. She seemed otherwise well, and his brain was always conjuring up awful scenarios. That was part of his crisis, and there was probably nothing to worry about. He just needed to get her to eat better.

			“Don’t hold back, sweetheart,” he said. “What’s happened?”

			“I’ve broken up with Christian,” she said, which he supposed was good news of a sort.

			He had never really been able to bear Christian. He was one of those self-assured boys who thought too highly of himself and talked a lot of nonsense about things he didn’t understand.

			“Oh dear. I’m sorry,” he said.

			“No, you’re not. You’ve never liked him.”

			“That’s not true; he’s a fine boy,” he said, wondering whether he did, indeed, think that – or if he ought to, at least.

			After all, it was not easy being young. It took time for those kinds of boys to realise that they were not that much better than anyone else. Nescit occasum. It knows no decline. Life needs to leave its marks first. On the other hand, that wasn’t the issue at hand. Someone else had taken his place. He could see that clearly now.

			
			

			“You’re so full of bullshit, Pappa.”

			“Perhaps,” he said. “But you’ve met someone new, haven’t you?”

			“How do you know?”

			I can see it by the marks on your wrist, he thought to himself. A new, more powerful hand is gripping you now, and touching you more forcefully than before.

			“I’m merely guessing, my dear. Who is the lucky person?”

			She was looking at him critically – that was clear – but also nervously. Although she wanted to ignore his opinion, she wasn’t doing so, which gave him a little hope, at least. She was still a child – a girl who didn’t know how to tear herself free – and he leaned forward to hug her. She pulled away. The movement made her look even thinner.

			“No-one you know.”

			“No, of course not. But what’s he like? What makes you like him?”

			“You wouldn’t understand,” she said.

			He wondered whether she really believed that.

			He had a thousand shortcomings and had just been popping opiates like a junkie, but he understood the powers of attraction, both good and destructive, and if it was the case – which he assumed it was, given her reaction – that she had met someone who did not correspond with the family’s expectations or was possibly even the antithesis of them, then that was certainly not shocking to him. He had himself longed to follow all manner of siren songs. He would understand, and he believed she knew that.

			“Yes, yes,” he said under his breath. “But perhaps you can tell me something about him. What does he do? Is he studying?”

			“Does it bloody matter what he does?”

			
			

			“Well, it matters a little, but I’m most interested in whether he’s kind.”

			“He’s not kind in some boring Djursholm way.”

			“I see,” he said, uncomfortably affected. “But you will be careful, won’t you? Nothing can happen to you. No-one can . . .” He glanced back at her wrist. “Hurt you. Not even a little.”

			“Why would anyone hurt me?”

			“No, why would they?” he said, thinking, but if someone does then I will come for them. If only you knew, sweetheart, if only you knew.

			And in that moment, he recalled once again that winter in Vienna when the snow had kept falling and falling.

			
			

		

	
		
			SIX

			The photograph depicted St Mark’s Square in Venice, but the Basilica itself had been cut in half and there was no-one in particular in the foreground – only a group of Japanese in late middle age who didn’t seem to have seen the camera. The main characters in the scene were in fact the pigeons, which were everywhere, and the birds were also the reason the photo had been taken at all. The photographer, Erik Lundberg, had wanted to show that Venice was infested with both tourists and pigeons and “might as well fall into the sea”.

			But without Erik Lundberg noticing, a woman in a red coat had stepped into the right-hand corner of the shot, counteracting the picture’s very purpose, which had been to show something ugly and ruined. The woman was forty or perhaps forty-five years old, dark-haired and luminescent – and not just because of her red coat. Something in her stride and her aura drew your gaze to her, and while she was turning her head as if to glance over her shoulder, her features were quite visible.

			“Of course Samuel wants that to be Claire. I’d like her to be my missus too,” said Kaj Lindroos.

			Micaela looked down at her hands self-consciously.

			“There are strong similarities and the age also lines up fairly well. I’ve got old pictures you can compare it with,” she said.

			Kaj Lindroos made a dismissive gesture. Still, he took it seriously enough to produce a pair of reading glasses from his inside pocket – why on earth hadn’t he been wearing them from the start?

			
			

			“You can tell from the twist of her body and the way she’s placing her foot that this woman has a damaged meniscus,” Micaela said.

			Lindroos looked at her as if unable to tell whether she were joking or serious.

			“You what?” he said.

			“If you look here . . .” she said, leaning forward and pointing to the woman’s hip and left leg, but then she could feel how little she believed in it herself, and she didn’t bother to complete her sentence, possibly because her own uncertainty made her think of her brother, Lucas.

			Lucas was constantly popping up in her thoughts nowadays, and sometimes – like now – she would feel unexpectedly frightened. She remembered when she’d seen him press a pistol against a young guy’s Adam’s apple in the woods by Järvafältet. It had been such a shock that she had begun to see her whole life in a new way. Since then, she had been feeding her colleagues in Narcotics with information on him, and she knew Lucas had found out. There was something ominous about the whole situation, but the strength of her fear still astounded her.

			It was as if she had been transported out of the room she was in. And so she didn’t notice that Kaj Lindroos had frozen as if he had seen a ghost. In fact, she thought he was just annoyed at their non-existent date, since when he raised his gaze again, he looked self-conscious and then he pulled out his phone.

			“Something’s come up, I take it?” she said.

			“What . . . no, no, just got a proper job I need to do too.”

			He began to type something on his phone and indicated she should remain silent, allowing him to concentrate.

			“As I said,” he said at last, “Samuel’s barking up the wrong tree again. And by the way . . .”

			“Yes?”

			
			

			He held the photo close to his eyes. A bitter, yet slightly self-righteous smile spread across his lips.

			“What’s that in the woman’s hand?”

			“A book,” Micaela said.

			“It says something on it, doesn’t it?”

			“We think it says Love. There appears to be a line above it too, but it’s not visible.”

			“Some kind of romance novel then?”

			“Probably – judging by the colour. But it’s not a particularly common book. I haven’t been able to find it.”

			Kaj Lindroos smiled with relief, as if he had discovered something that liberated him from a burden.

			“Claire Lidman would never read chick lit.”

			“No?” she said.

			“Never. She had an agenda, and she would never lose herself in something imaginary or sentimental.”

			“That’s not exactly what I’ve heard.”

			“Of course it isn’t,” he said with a snort.

			“Then what makes you say that?”

			“Because it took us a long time to understand her. But that woman didn’t waste any time on fiction or other shit like that. She was always two steps ahead, and that’s why she was able to lean on a financier like Axel Larsson. There was always a plan ticking away inside her.”

			“She might have changed.”

			“She’s dead,” he said, looking back at his mobile and seemingly rereading what he had just written.

			“Yet here you are with me.”

			He looked at her with an injured expression. “I suppose I’m like any other ambitious son of a bitch out there. I don’t close any doors.”

			“Even though you’ve seen the body.”

			“The body was burned to a crisp – you know that – and I’m not so blind that I can’t see the oddities in this case, but that doesn’t mean I’ll buy any old rubbish.”

			
			

			Micaela reached out to take back the holiday snap, but Lindroos stopped her with a gesture.

			“I heard you’re working with some professor Stanford sacked.”

			“I think Stanford would have liked to keep him.”

			“Well, who was it who kicked him out then?”

			The CIA, she thought to herself.

			“It’s complicated. But he’s got an incredible eye for detail.”

			“A little too good, from what I hear,” Lindroos said, pointedly tucking the photograph into his top desk drawer.

			“Can I have the picture back?” she said.

			“I’ll be hanging on to it,” he said.

			“You can’t do that.”

			“This is where we keep all the crap Samuel Lidman brings in. One of these days we’ll have to put a stop to it. He’s upsetting the family and . . .”

			He didn’t have time to finish his sentence. There was a knock at the door and an older, balding man in a polo-neck with small, critical eyes stepped in. The man seemed stressed and worried as he apologised for interrupting. Micaela knew she ought to have put up more of a fight about the photograph. But she was sick of it, and if she was honest, had she ever really been convinced herself? Hadn’t she engaged with it mainly because she’d dreamed of working with Rekke again? But that had been in May, when he’d still had his dizzying eye for detail.

			Now he couldn’t even make out the chair legs and other obstacles in his way whenever he happened to get out of bed and stumble to the bathroom. She was being drained by him, dragged down into the maw of his depression. I need to be far away from him, she told herself as she nodded to Lindroos and the man in the polo-neck before leaving the room. She was determined to forget Claire Lidman and take charge of her own life instead.

			
			

		

	
		
			SEVEN

			Julia departed and Rekke wondered what kind of embrace awaited her.

			He dismissed his concerns. He needed to lie down. He wasn’t up to doing anything these days. He lay or sat slumped, not even making it into the stairwell outside his front door. But right now, he had stopped by the grand piano. Was he going to play? No, the keys sneered at him and he murmured: “Cartaphilus.” Cartaphilus. That was the word that had set it all in motion.

			He had picked it up by chance while Micaela had been on the phone around a week ago talking about the woman who had gone missing and been declared dead in Spain. The case did not particularly interest him. He regarded the entire business as tainted by deluded wishful thinking, and he was ashamed of his own semi-psychotic analysis of the holiday snapshot. But as he had made to leave, Micaela had said that word.

			It turned out that the woman, Claire, had been dealing with Cartaphilus just before she vanished into thin air, and that was worrying in itself.

			Cartaphilus was a Hungarian investment company that had formerly been allied with the KGB and organised crime in the Soviet Union. But that hadn’t been the thing that had made him stiffen. The word had taken him back to those snowy days in Vienna. He had gone out and walked restlessly for hours.

			By the time he returned, Micaela had left and he hadn’t seen her since. He really should have called and told her what he knew, but he simply couldn’t bear to dig into it. Good God . . . why wouldn’t the past release its grip on him?

			
			

			His childhood was such a dreary stream of uniform days. In the mornings he would be at home with his mother playing his scales, arpeggios and études. Only in the afternoon did the other tutors – like Dr Brandt – arrive, and occasionally pupils brought to show off – like Gabor with his whistling F-sharp exhalation and that grasp that had hurled him to the ground. Rekke could still recall the blood on his fingers and the stains on his pillow the next morning.

			He remembered getting up with the feeling that the world had been recast in a new, sharper light and that all the movements in his orbit were more threatening and angular. Somehow, it had seemed he was in two places at once – both the present and the past, when the attack had taken place in the snow.

			Gabor’s throw had kept on running through his head, over and over. At first, he thought it was just his brain’s way of tormenting him or preparing him for the fact that he might be attacked again at any moment, but gradually he realised that his memories also served another purpose, and the next day he went to the library.

			“I want all the books you have on martial arts,” he had said, and afterwards he had sat in a corner at the back of the reading room, over-encumbered with books and turning their pages feverishly.

			By a quarter past five that day he had found it. The throw was known as osotagari, and it was one of the forty original moves of judo as set down by Jigoro Kano. It was described in a number of books. Rekke was able to follow it step-by-step through the illustrations, grasping with even greater clarity how he had been thrown to the ground. He was able to freeze each second of the attack, and afterwards a sense of how long it was possible to stay in the transient moment had lingered in him. It was possible to remain in a second for hours. But it wasn’t just an understanding of the course of events that he had sought. He wanted to develop a defence – a way to respond to the throw. He sat there for a long time as if in a trance. In the end it came to him as a revelation.

			
			

			He realised he should have moved his left leg back, braced himself and reversed the grip. He saw an immediate beauty in his solution – a symmetry akin to a dance – and he stayed there for a long time as he performed it in theory, fighting in his thoughts. Then he stood up with a new posture, and on the walk home the grip had entered his body. He had begun to walk in a new way, and he would practise in his room with every spare moment he had – and not just his own throw. He imagined other lunges and attacks, and came to understand with ever greater clarity the very heart of the philosophy he was mastering – it was possible to defeat one who was stronger.

			It was all just a matter of following the movement being directed at one until its inevitable breaking point, and there – at exactly that moment – finding one’s own foundation to strike back. Fortitudo hostium amicus est. Your enemy’s strength is your friend. Hour after hour, he kept going, and in the end he could no longer contain himself. He needed to get it out of his system, so he asked his mother:

			“Could Gabor come round again?”

			“Dr Brandt said you didn’t seem to much care for each other,” she said with a look of concern.

			“But he stimulated me,” he said – these were always the magic words.

			As soon as something stimulated him, his mother was in favour of it, and one afternoon when it was once again snowing – or at least it was in his memory – Gabor showed up. On that day, the family cat, Ahasuerus, was rubbing itself against their shins. The cat stayed close, jumping onto the table when they did their mathematics, as if he sensed something in the air. Afterwards, they went out into the garden just like they had the time before, and Rekke made an effort to seem as lost as he had then. He wanted to strike as the underdog, and almost submissively asked:

			“Can you show me that grip again?”

			Gabor didn’t seem prepared for those words. It was as if he couldn’t understand how Rekke could be so stupid. Still, he agreed within a second and smiled scornfully as the faint whistle of his exhalation came down a semitone to F sharp. Then he set about Rekke, but using an entirely different throw, and for the first few seconds Hans was convinced that he was going to be humiliated just like the last time. But then his synapses connected more quickly, and he took a step back and followed Gabor’s movements intently.

			
			

			He saw them as if illuminated by a surgical lamp, and when he sensed a moment of instability he stepped forward and grabbed Gabor, forcing them into the same position as the time before. He then bent backwards, and Gabor might have thought he had regained the upper hand. But that was precisely the illusion that Rekke sought to foster.

			He used Gabor’s own strength like a lever to cast him to the ground with numbing force, surprised by his own absence of emotion. Without having planned it, he pulled him back up and repeated the throw, and this time, when Gabor’s head struck the ground, Rekke experienced a rush in his chest. Then something happened that he would never forget. 

			He saw Gabor’s face and gasped. The face was suddenly naked, as if all the regal self-confidence had been swept away and replaced by something helpless, and Rekke realised instinctively that he would pay for what he had seen. Gabor was not a boy who tolerated being humili­ated. He was someone who always had to get his own back and win, though at that time Rekke was incapable of imagining how ruthlessly Gabor would take revenge.

			He simply stood there in the snow, watching Gabor retreat like a threat of things to come, as Dr Brandt rushed out of the house, waving his hands.

			
			

		

	
		
			EIGHT

			Micaela was walking towards Rådhusparken, lost in her thoughts. Why had Lindroos kept the photograph if he had completely dismissed it? She didn’t understand. Although perhaps it wasn’t that strange after all, she reflected. The whole business was messed up . . . Well, she didn’t care.

			She was on leave – not voluntarily, but nonetheless – and she had a hundred things to be getting on with. While she would have preferred to take a longer period of leave in July, they had said they needed her in high summer, so she had taken two weeks now at the beginning of June and would take the rest in September. She worked on juvenile crime in the suburbs around Järvafältet, which wasn’t exactly what she had dreamed of when she had finished sixth form and had been standing on her own lorry bed shouting for all she was worth. But it had the advantage that she could study the flow of drugs into the city neighbourhoods up close, which was yet another reason she had begun to see her brother in a different light.

			She was now receiving her own information about the key figure he was in the drug trade out on the streets, but gathering evidence was tricky and, if she was honest, she had ended up becoming a little obsessed, which was probably not healthy. Tongues were wagging, she was on the receiving end of gibes and veiled threats, and – sometimes, like with Lindroos earlier – she felt downright uneasy. A white bus drove past, and at that moment her mobile rang. It was Vanessa, her best friend, more or less.

			
			

			“Hi,” said Vanessa. “How are things?”

			“Up and down. I’m thinking about buying some new shoes.”

			“Just make sure they’re not white trainers.”

			Micaela looked down at her feet – she effectively wore nothing but white trainers. One of these days she’d change that.

			“I’d rather die,” she said.

			“Right.”

			“What are you doing?”

			“I’ve just had my hair dyed by a bloke with barely any hair of his own – well, except in his ears. Now I’m out of here to get laid. I feel like I’m about to explode.”

			“That’d be a pity.”

			“Wouldn’t it just? By the way, Lucas is looking for you.”

			Micaela’s reply was wry.

			“Then why doesn’t he call me?”

			“He says he’s tried a hundred times.”

			Three times, she thought to herself. Tops. But she hadn’t felt like answering and it bothered her that Vanessa was running his errands. She supposed her friend was just like all the other suckers – attracted to and a little enchanted by Lucas.

			“What’s he want?”

			“He’s pretty cute if you ask me.”

			“Sure.”

			“Word is you’re trying to put him away.”

			“He’s a crook.”

			“It’s not like he’s the only one.”

			But he’s the worst, Micaela thought to herself.

			“That doesn’t make it any better,” she said.

			“Who’s that screaming?”

			“High-schoolers. Want to grab a beer?”

			
			

			“I’m heading out with Malika. Is it to do with Jojje?”

			It was partly to do with Jojje, but that wasn’t something she wanted to discuss with Vanessa, and she searched for something else to say. Anything. Further along the pavement a round-shouldered man lit a cigarette. In the light, he looked sallow and haggard.

			“Have you heard they’re going to ban smoking in pubs?” she said.

			“What you on about?”

			“The Norwegians did it like yesterday.”

			“So it’s like some religious thing?”

			“Wouldn’t it be kinda nice?” she said.

			“Do you think Lucas scared the shit out of Jojje and his mum?”

			She thought so, but she had no proof either – just a feeling that had been getting stronger over the last few months.

			“I think you’re being unfair on him,” Vanessa said. “He only wants the best for you.”

			Micaela closed her eyes and once again sought new topics of conversation. “I’m going to move out,” she said.

			Vanessa fell silent, apparently shocked.

			“Wha–? Are you kidding? Why?”

			“I just feel like it.”

			“Has something happened?”

			Micaela contemplated describing the situation at Grevgatan in further detail, explaining how Rekke was descending into his darkness again and how it was impossible to get a single sensible word out of him.

			“Not exactly,” she said.

			“But it’s not working out, huh?”

			She heard a tone in Vanessa’s voice that she didn’t like – it wasn’t exactly delight, but it was some kind of restrained triumph. A what-did-I-tell-you.

			“It’s no big deal,” she said defensively. “I just want some peace and quiet again.”

			
			

			“Hun, I get it. I get it. Do you want to meet up? I can cancel on Malika. I’ll take care of you.”

			Why had her voice suddenly become so smooth?

			“It’s not that bad.”

			“Of course it isn’t. But honestly, maybe it’s for the best that you figured this out now before . . . I dunno . . . you got hurt.”

			“Why would I get hurt?”

			“Maybe it wasn’t meant to be. You don’t belong there, not really,” Vanessa said, and that was admittedly true – she was so far removed from Rekke in many respects.

			Still, she was annoyed and regretted mentioning the move. It wasn’t definite yet – it was just a thought that had been gnawing away at her for a while.

			“What would you know about where I belong?” she snapped.

			“My God, chill out. All I mean is . . . I’ve missed you,” Vanessa said, and it wasn’t altogether impossible that Micaela had missed Vanessa and their daily chats too. But not as much, it struck her, as she missed Rekke as he had been over those days in spring when the world had seemingly been transparent to him.

			“Sorry,” she said.

			“It’s OK.”

			“If you bump into Lucas, tell him I’ll call.”

			“You hanging up now?”

			“Give my love to Malika,” she said before actually hanging up unneces­sarily brusquely. She suddenly felt alone and decided to pay her mother a visit in Husby, just like she’d told Lindroos.

			In any case, her mother was someone who had definitely been in favour of the move to Grevgatan, even if it was partly because she thought it was fancy.

			 

			Kaj Lindroos had been due to end his Friday with Superintendent Lars Hellner, but he’d texted to ask him to come earlier so he could get that damn Latino chick out of his office sooner – something he now regretted. It wasn’t that he was dismayed by the girl’s departure; she was welcome to do a permanent bunk back to her mum in the hood.

			
			

			But he would have liked to be alone with his thoughts for a while, even if those thoughts were probably just crazy and stupid, because it couldn’t be Claire in the picture. It was just as impossible as his own late father suddenly being glimpsed at a hog roast in Majorca. God he needed a drink.

			“You’re looking tense today,” Hellner said.

			“Just a little tired.” He wondered if he simply ought to get the photo out and show it to Hellner to be reassured once and for all.

			But he had no desire to drag anyone else into this business, especially not Hellner, who had taken over the case from him and shut
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