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René Karlas was awakened and horrified by a loud bang. His deep sleep was abruptly ended; he sat up, got up cramped and was now sitting in bed looking around him in a daze. “Wah-what was that?” he asked, startled.

“Hmm?” Marilou Tetteroo yawned. Her red hair was coarse and still sleepily mixed up. “Mmmm-’t-is the café owner… He puts out the empty kegs…,” she said half-asleep half-gaping. She turned on her other side, rolled back into the blanket and slept on.

“God almighty,” René wheezed. “What an incredible noise this guy is making.”

Marilou did not respond.

“Lou?” René asked. As he gently bent over her to see if she was really asleep, bon Jovi’s song ‘You give love a bad name’ blared out of her cellphone. Marilou woke up, sat up quickly and crashed her shoulder into René’s chin. “God…dammit…, René scolded. His teeth through his lower lip, a trail of blood seeping out of the corners of his mouth.

Marilou didn’t say anything, tasered her hand on the bedside table on her side of the king size bed, looking for her phone. “Shit,” she muttered, bent further on her side to the far edge of her bed and groped, now irritated by the blatant music, with her hand on the ground next to and under the bed. “Ah, there you are,” she said when she finally got her phone. She swiped the screen and answered the call just in time. “Detective Tetteroo,” she said conspicuously awake. At the same time, she beckened to René that he had to be quiet.

“Jesus, bitch!” he sputtered. Got out of bed and walked to the bathroom to rinse his sore mouth and wipe the blood off his chin.

“Huh? No, that’s nothing, Kingma,” Marilou said. “Some noise from the café down here, you know, d’Ouwe Jan…”

Officer Kingma looked at his phone in amazement. “The café? At this time? Is it already open? Or should I say, is it still open?”

Marilou unwittingly looked at her alarm clock. Shrugged indifferently and asked, yawning: “Wazzup Kingma?”

“Um, yes, sorry… Do you first want to eh…”

“The good news or the bad news?” Marilou added.

“Well, no, I wanted to say the bad news or the very bad news…”

“I’m sorry?”

“Yes, I’m sorry. Indeed. It’s a strange morning, Lou.”

“Get on with it!”

“Monique Moreau…?”

“Yes? What about her? Did she make a confession?”

“No. She slipped out of the hospital.”

“What? Who let her get away?”

“Easy, Lou. We’re working on it. But, what I’m actually calling for…”

“Oh. You mean this was the good bad news? Now you’re telling me the bad, bad news?”

René Karlas came out of the bathroom. “No, I’m fine,” he said with a little lisp. “I’ll be okay, sweetie.”

“Who is that?” Kingma asked.

Marilou looked at René angrily. Gestured that he had to keep quiet. “The café owner. I already told you, didn’t I?”

It stayed quiet for a while. On both sides of the line. “Okay,” Kingma broke the silence. “You have to go to the market, Lou.”

“I have to, I have to… I don’t have to do anything. First of all I want to know how this Monique… Mrs. Self-righteous with her phony blonde ponytail, managed to run off.”

“Leave it up to me, Lou. For now, that is. You really need to get to the market right now. The forensics team is already there.”

“The forensic…” Reality slowly dawned on her. “What’s going on?”

“Kingma sighed.” A corpse. Again.”

Marilou’s mind worked top speed. After all the recent events, the multiple murders in the Old Church and the Gallery Hotel and, as Kingma just confirmed, the escape of Monique Moreau, she quickly came to her conclusion. “Is there any relation with Moreau?”

“No. He is a student of the Technical University.”

“TU Delft?” said Marilou a little too loudly.

René Karlas directly looked up at her. “What about TU Delft?”

“Nothing,” Marilou sobbed. “Isn’t it time for you to go home? Chop, chop!”

“Is that still that café boss?” Kingma asked.

“Tell the team I’m coming,” Marilou said without answering his question. “Give me five minutes to lick that old head of mine a little bit into shape.” She decided not to listen to Kingma’s comments any longer and ended the conversation. “Well, what are you still doing here?” she told René Karlas. “Shouldn’t you be in college or something?” She sat on the edge of her bed. Quickly putting on her jeans and a T-shirt.

“It’s Sunday, Lou.”

“Smartass…,” the redhead detective said. She walked to the bathroom, looked in the mirror, shook her breasts with both hands straight so they hung neatly in her T-shirt. Pulled a brush through her hair at lightning speed and pulled a bright red lipstick over her lips. “So, spacecake,” she told the space student. “On y va…”

“Er…?”

“That’s French for…”

“Let’s go,” René said.

Marilou stepped barefoot in her sneakers. “Gee, do they also speak French in space? I didn’t know that.” She looked at him questioning. “Is that how you’re going to go? In your boxer shorts? Or will you bring the rest of your clothes?”

“What? But, but…,” René quipped as he searched for his belongings.

“Chop, chop,” Marilou said. She opened the door and pushed the student out in his boxer shorts. “Are you thinking about the churchgoers, my dear boy?” she said with a laugh. “It’s Sunday, isn’t it? That’s what you just said. And on Sundays everyone goes to church.” She thought for a second. “Well, everyone… Anyway, I’m sure there are still a few churchgoers.”
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Marilou locked the door to her upstairs apartment. Greeted the café boss of d’Ouwe Jan who was lugging empty kegs this early in the morning; she looked at the church from the corner of her eye. René Karlas had quickly put on his clothes and was now desperately looking for his bicycle key. “Seems familiar,” Marilou chuckled without paying further attention to him.

She walked, lost in her thoughts, past the church, crossed the bridge and then bent to the right, along the canal towards ‘De Visbanken’. The deli for fresh seafood, located in an eighteenth century hall, which was still closed so early on Sunday.

“Damn,” she said to herself. “How could they let that bimbo escape?” She was still angry about the unnecessary disappearance of Monique Moreau. As soon as she passed ‘De Visbanken’, she crossed diagonally and walked to the old town hall. There, in front of city hall, was the market. So early on Sunday normally quiet and deserted. Now she saw the police cars across the street from the town hall, in the market square in front of the Nieuwe Kerk, the New Church. Her colleagues had placed black screens around the statue of Hugo de Groot so that she could not see what was going on from this distance. She frowned. Strange, she thought. Why did they shield the statue? The unsub wouldn’t have left the body there in public, would he? Maybe in the New Church behind the statue? That would make more sense.

She greeted the officer standing on the outside of the screens to keep curious people at bay and walked between screens. Behind the scenes, two colleagues from the forensics team were working. “Mornin’ guys,” she told the two men. “Isn’t Lou here yet?”

“Louise Peereboom?” said the smallest of the two, Forensic Inspector Peter de Groot, who, with his modest five foot three, regularly faced Detective Tetteroo’s breasts. “She’s got a day off.” He looked at her; one eye open, one eye closed. “It’s Sunday, you know…?”

“Oh, right. That’s true,” Marilou said. “More Catholic than the pope that girl.”

“She’s Protestant Lou, not Catholic.”

“Religion is not my thing, Peter.” She looked at the image of the famous seventeenth century man from Delft, Hugo de Groot, better known abroad as Hugo Grotius. A rope was strung around the statue’s pedestal.

“Other side,” said the second forensic inspector, Carlo Hendricks, who noticed the detective was searching.

She looked at him with a reproachful look. “Like I didn’t realize that,” she muttered a little too loudly to make sure Hendricks could still hear her. She walked to the back of the statue. And was shocked. She had seen a body before. Way too often. But she was still shocked. You’ll never get used to death, she thought. Yes, well, maybe if you’re dead yourself. She shook off her mind. Knowing the two forensic inspectors were watching her, she didn’t show any feleings. She looked at the lifeless body of the completely naked young man. He was loosely tied up; stood, or actually hung, slightly bent over in the rope; with his back against the pedestal.

Peter de Groot stood next to her.

“Family?” she asked.

“No. He’s a TU student, a foreign exchange student…”

“I meant the other guy,” Marilou said.

“I’m sorry?”

“The guy up there. Hugo…”

Peter looked at her silly. “Oh, ha, ha, Tetteroo. You’re so funny this early in the morning.” Behind the pedestal some laughs were heard. “Shut up Hendricks!” Peter sobbed.

“No… No, I should have known. A little man like you next to that big Hugo Grotius…”

Now there was laughter coming from behind the pedestal and behind the black screens.

“Can we take it seriously… Tetteroo?” said Peter, offended that both his forensics colleague and the officers on the other side of the screen laughed at her comment. The word “lighthouse” as a hateful response to the redhead detective’s comments was on his lips, but he was able to hold back just in time. The outbursts of anger from the red fury were known beyond the Delft police force. If not infamous. He had decided a long time ago that he would not take her anger on his neck. In his case, because his height was indeed a handicap in the fight with the detective. Unfortunately, he knew that from his own experience.

“All right. Cause of death?” Marilou asked with a straight face.

Peter de Groot looked at her doubtfully. Was she serious, was she talking about the victim who was hanging lifelessly from the statue here, or would he be getting a funny remark about the cause of Hugo Grotius’ death? He tapped his tablet where he took all his notes. “This exchange student, William Welwod…” Because of the stuttering way Peter uttered the name, Marilou Tetteroo could hardly contain her laughter. Peter looked at her angrily. “… Welwod… twenty-four years old, died by an OD.”

“Overdose?” Marilou asked, surprised.

“Yes, I’m sure. That is the cause of death,” Peter de Groot confirmed emphatically. “This whole thing,” he pointed out to the young man who was tied rather clumsy and inept, poodle naked to the statue, “has nothing to do with his death.”

Marilou raised her eyebrows high. “And how, um, how did he overdose? Or did someone lend him a hand?”

“Let’s just say he used under light duress.”

“How?” Marilou repeated viciously and irritated after this half-hearted response.

Peter de Groot put on his plastic gloves. Lifted the student’s long, curly hair so Marilou could see the pins on his neck. “Unless our friend also is a circus performer in addition to his studies, someone else injected him with his overdose.” He pointed out the puncture points with his index finger. “Here, here and here.”

“So, murder,” Marilou observed.

Peter looked pensively at the dead man. “Murder with many
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