


Chapter 1

‘Mickel! Watchman Mickel! Please wake up!’

As an agitated shaking rouses Cardell from his slumber, he feels a fleeting ache in the left arm he no longer owns. A carved wooden hand has taken the place of the missing limb. His stump rests in a hollow space inside the beechwood, attached at the elbow with the aid of leather straps. They are cutting into his flesh. He should know better by now and have loosened them before nodding off.

Reluctantly, he opens his eyes and stares out across the vast plain of the stained table. When he makes an attempt to lift his head, his cheek sticks to the wooden surface and he inadvertently pulls his wig off as he stands up. He curses and uses it to wipe his brow before tucking it inside his jacket. His hat rolls down onto the floor, its crown dented. He punches it out and then pulls it onto his head. His memory is beginning to return. He is at Cellar Hamburg and must have drunk himself senseless. A glance over his shoulder reveals others in a similar condition. The few drunks that the proprietor considered affluent enough not to toss into the gutter are sprawled over benches and across tables, until the morning when they will stagger away to receive the reproaches of those waiting at home. Not so Cardell. A crippled war veteran, he lives alone and his time is no one’s but his own.

‘Mickel, you’ve got to come! There’s a dead body in the Larder!’

The two youngsters who have roused him are guttersnipes. Their faces look familiar but he is unable to recall their names. Behind them stands the Ram, the well-nourished manager who works for Widow Norström, the owner. The Ram is groggy and flushed and has positioned himself between the children and a collection of etched glass: the pride of the cellar, stored behind lock and key in a blue cabinet.

The condemned stop here at Cellar Hamburg on their way to the Sconce Tollgate and to the gallows beyond. At the steps of the Hamburg they are served their last drink, after which the glass is carefully retrieved, etched with name and date, and added to the collection. The patrons may drink from one of these only under supervision and upon payment of a fee based on the degree of infamy of the condemned. It is said to bring good fortune. Cardell has never understood the reasoning.

Cardell rubs his eyes and realizes he is still inebriated. His voice is thick when he tries it.

‘What the devil is going on?’

It is the older one – a girl – who answers. The boy is harelipped, and her brother, to judge by his features. He wrinkles his nose at Cardell’s breath and takes cover behind his sister.

‘There is a body in the water, right at the edge.’

Her tone is a blend of terror and excitement. The veins in Cardell’s forehead feel close to bursting. The pounding of his heart threatens to drown out what feeble thoughts he tries to muster.

‘How’s this my problem?’

‘Please, Mickel, there isn’t anyone else and we knew that you were here.’

He rubs his temples in a vain hope of easing the throbbing pain.
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Above the Southern Isle, the skies have not yet begun to lighten. Cardell staggers out and down the steps of the Hamburg, and follows the children along the empty street, half-heartedly listening to a story about a thirsty cow that reared up at the water’s edge and took off in terror in the direction of Danto.

‘Her muzzle touched the body and made it spin in a circle.’

Underfoot the stones give way to mud as they get closer to the lake. Cardell’s duties have not carried him past the shores of the Larder in a long time, but he sees that nothing has changed. Nothing has come of the long-held plans to clean the shoreline and build a quay with piers, though this is hardly any cause of wonder when both city and state teeter on the brink of ruin. The fine houses around the lake have long since been repurposed into manufactories. The workshops throw their waste directly into the water, and the fenced section intended for human waste is overflowing and ignored by most. Cardell lets out a colourful phrase when his boot heel ploughs a furrow in the muck and he has to flap his healthy arm to maintain his balance.

‘Your cow was frightened by an encounter with an overripe cousin. The butchers throw their scraps into the lake. You’ve woken me up for nothing more than a rancid side of beef or some pig’s ribcage.’

‘We saw a face in the water, a person’s face.’

The waves lap against the shore, churning up a pale yellow froth. Something rotten – a dark lump – is floating a few metres out. Cardell’s first thought is that it cannot possibly be a human being. It is too small.

‘Like I said, it’s butcher’s scraps. An animal carcass.’

The girl insists she is not mistaken. The boy nods in agreement. Cardell snorts in surrender.

‘I’m drunk, you hear? Dead drunk. Soused. You’ll not forget this when someone asks about the time you tricked the watchman into taking a dip in the Larder and how he gave you both the thrashing of your lives when he came up again, soaked and enraged.’

He works his way out of his coat with the awkwardness of the one-handed. The forgotten woollen wig falls out of the lining, into the slush. Never mind. The miserable thing only cost a pittance and the fashion is on its way out. He wears it only because a more proper appearance improves the chances that someone will stand a war veteran a drink or two. Cardell casts a glance at the sky. High above, a band of distant stars shine over Årsta Bay. He closes his eyes to seal the impression of beauty inside him and steps into the lake, right leg first.

The boggy edge doesn’t support his weight. He sinks down as far as his knee and feels the lake water pouring over the edge of his boot, which remains stuck in the sludge as his involuntary fall forward pulls his leg along. With something between a crawl and a doggy-paddle, he begins to make his way further out. The water is thick between his fingers, full of things that even the residents of the Southern Isle don’t consider worth keeping.

His intoxication has impaired his sense of judgement. He feels a stab of panic when he no longer has the lake bottom under his feet. This water is deeper than anticipated and he finds himself back at Svensksund three years ago, terrified and tossed by the waves, with the Swedish front drawing back.

He grasps the body in the water once his kicking has carried him close enough. His first thought is that he was correct. This cannot be a human being. It is a discarded carcass, tossed here by the butcher’s boys, made into a buoy as the gases of decomposition expand its innards. Then the lump rolls over and shows him its face.

It isn’t rotten at all, and yet empty eye sockets stare back at him. Behind the torn lips there are no teeth. The hair alone has retained its lustre – the night and the lake have done their best to dim its colour, but it is without a doubt a mass of light blond hair. Cardell’s sudden intake of breath fills his mouth with water and causes him to choke.

When his coughing fit has subsided, he floats motionless next to the corpse, studying its ravaged features. Back on the shore, the children make no sound. They await his return in silence. He grabs the body, turns around in the water and starts to kick with his bare foot to make his way back towards land.

The recovery effort becomes more laborious when he reaches the muddy embankment and the water no longer carries their weight. Cardell rolls over onto his back and kicks his way up with both legs, dragging his quarry by its ragged covering. The children do not help him. Instead, they back away cowering, holding their noses. Cardell clears his throat of the filthy pond water and spits into the mud.

‘Run to the Lock and tell the Corpses.’

The children make no move to comply, as eager to keep their distance as they are to get a glimpse of Cardell’s catch. Only when he tosses a handful of muck at them do they set off.

‘Run to the night post and get me a fucking bluecoat, damn it!’

When their small feet are out of earshot, he leans over to the side and vomits. Stillness descends and, in his isolation, Cardell feels a cold embrace pressing all air out of his lungs, making it impossible to draw the next breath. His heart beats faster and faster, the blood throbs in the veins in his throat and he is overcome with a paralysing fear. He knows all too well what comes next. He feels the arm that is no longer his solidify out of the surrounding darkness until every part of his being tells him it is back where it once was, and with it a pain searing enough to cancel the world itself out, as a jaw with teeth of iron gnaws flesh, bone and gristle.

In a state of panic, he tears at the leather straps and lets the wooden arm fall into the mud. He grabs his stump with his right hand and massages the scarred flesh to force his senses to accept that the arm they perceive no longer exists and that the wound is long since healed.

The seizure lasts no more than a minute. Breath returns, first in shallow gasps and then in calmer, slower inhalations. The terror subsides and the world regains its familiar contours. These sudden panic attacks have plagued him for the past three years, ever since he returned from the war, one arm and one friend poorer. And yet that was all a long time ago now. He thought he had found a method to keep the nightmares at bay. Strong drink and bar brawls. Cardell looks around as if for something to soothe himself with but he and the corpse are alone. He sways side to side with his stump in a firm grasp.





Chapter 10

All of Winge’s day has been spent tracing the cotton fabric. This has taken some time. The merchants have outdone themselves in their effusiveness in speaking to him about wares that are their own rather than someone else’s. The best piece of information he has received sent him to an English trader who may or may not have left Stockholm yet. Where the ship was located, no one could tell him, and Winge’s only option for an answer is to look through the registers himself.

The lower floors of the Customs House are a flurry of various goods and languages. Officials scurry back and forth, pursued by clerks with pencils and ledgers. Merchants, shipowners and ship’s captains are negotiating their tax obligation, questioning the accuracy of the scales and integrity of their operators. Those who are not able to make themselves understood simply repeat themselves at a higher volume. It takes Winge hours before he can slip a small sum to one of the customs officers to see the lists of the ships that have arrived in the harbour. The ship in question is called the Sophie and its home base is Southampton. She has been assigned a docking spot alongside the Orpheus quarter, close to Castle Hill. Her departure status is noted as awaiting the right wind to carry her out.

It is starting to get dark when Winge leaves the Customs House and hurries along the quay past the stairs that lead down to the water. The Quayside is still marked by the traces of the Michaelmas autumn market, strewn with litter. He looks anxiously out at the sea but no ships appear to be on their way out. It is already too late in the day and the wind hardly manages to flutter the pennants strung on the mast.

He feels a cough in his throat, irritated by the dampness of the sea and his exertions. The cramp in his side feels like a tiepin lodged between his ribs. Reluctantly he has to slow down and when he has to place more of his weight on the silver-tipped cane, the bowing of the wood reminds him that it was carved more for decoration than support.

Winge sighs with relief when he reads the name Sophie on the stern of a ship. She, a schooner, her foremast shorter than her mainmast, is still tied with her starboard side to the quay. There is no activity that he can see. Evening flâneurs are visiting coffee houses and wine cellars, loaders and quay labourers have returned home, the sailors have disappeared up the Stadsholmen alleys in search of company and entertainment. He walks by the gangway. Only one man can be seen on deck. With a look of concentration, he is lowering a lead weight into an ironclad casket.

‘Joseph Satcher?’

The man replies in French. He has a powerful build, dressed in a reinforced seaman’s coat, three-cornered hat, sturdy boots, and a beard that reaches far down onto his waistcoated chest.

‘My name is Thatcher. It is as poorly suited to trade with Sweden as my goods. I assume that you do not speak my language?’

Winge speaks excellent French, good German, has a working knowledge of Greek, and reads Latin with ease, but he lacks a deeper grasp of English. Thatcher nods without surprise.

‘My Swedish is also not what it should be. So, French then. What is your business with me?’

‘My name is Cecil Winge. You are said to be an authority on fabrics made of cotton.’

Thatcher sits down on his casket and indicates to Winge where he can sit on a deck hatch. Winge hands him the black cloth. Thatcher studies it in silence.

‘My fingers already tell me a great deal, but to say anything definitive I need to fetch my lantern. But first, will you share with me the reason for asking?’

‘This cloth was found wrapped around the body of mutilated and drowned man whose fate I am trying to discern.’

Thatcher stares back at him for a while, then leaves and returns from the cabin with a lighted lantern. He examines the fabric again in all of its seams and corners while Winge waits quietly. Finally, Thatcher picks up a simple wooden pipe and lights it on the lantern before he speaks.

‘Tell me, Mr Winge, does the expression homo homini lupus est mean anything to you?’

‘Plautus wrote it during the Punic Wars: Like a wolf is man to other men.’

‘Forgive a simple merchant who has not had the benefit of a classical education. I know the words from Voltaire, but with a mind to the meaning of them, it doesn’t surprise me that they are older than that. And what is your view on the matter? Are we wolves to one another, always on the lookout for the least sign of weakness before we choose our moment of attack?’

‘We have laws and rules to contain such urges in those who nurture them.’

Thatcher laughs from his cloud of smoke.

‘The system is working poorly in that case, Mr Winge. I myself am a good example. Your country is bankrupt, Mr Winge, and if tidings could only be carried more swiftly, I would perhaps have become aware of this in time to avert my doom. Here no one wants my wares, and in order to avoid having to return home with unfinished business, I have had to part with my goods at a loss. Add to that the greedy palms of the customs officers, where many a ducat stick, then the cleverness of my competitors and my debt to my creditors, and I am lost, Mr Winge. Did you happen to see what I was doing before you interrupted me?’

‘Yes, you were loading weights into a case that appears to be your strongbox.’

‘And can you guess why I would do something like that?’

Winge nods and averts his gaze. He wonders if death has a smell or another characteristic that makes it so easy for him to perceive its presence, and if his sensitivity is a result of the work that he does or of his own condition.

‘You are going to throw it overboard. Since a man’s papers are often worth more than his life, I imagine that you are planning to hold it in your arms and accompany it over the railing, and that the additional weight was intended as a means to shorten your suffering.’

Thatcher blows a beautiful ring of smoke over the water where it dissolves in a gust of wind.

‘I am personally responsible for my goods. All that I own is mortgaged. The fine gentlemen who invested money in me in hopes of a return will tear me into pieces. Everything will be taken from me upon my return. I can achieve the same thing before I leave Stockholm and be spared a tiring journey and more troubles. My journey will be shortened to twenty feet and ends in the mud under the Sophie’s hull. With my papers in my arms, I lessen the risk that my debts will be inherited.’

Thatcher puffs on his pipe. Something mean-spirited appears in his eyes when he calmly fastens his eyes on Winge through the whirling smoke.

‘Why should I aid you? Why should I, as my last act in this life, once again vainly place obstacles in the way of the one who has already shown himself to be the better of two wolves? If only I had been a better wolf myself, this hour would not be my last. What kind of wolf are you, then, Mr Winge? A good wolf? A skilled hunter?’

‘No wolf at all, I’m afraid. What I do, I do not undertake in order to satisfy my bloodlust. Nonetheless, I will succeed in my endeavours whether you decide to help me or not.’

Thatcher suddenly shivers and rubs his arms, the pipe still hanging from his mouth. In that frame of mind in which he has already made his fateful decision, he seems halfway to another world.

‘You are unnaturally pale and thin, Mr Winge. What ails you?’

‘My lungs. I have consumption. I will not survive you by any significant margin.’

Thatcher laughs loudly, a thundering cheerful sound that rolls out over the railing towards the sea.

‘Why didn’t you say so at once? What would the world be if us dying sods couldn’t stick together? There is something I can do for you, because it may be that the cloth you have shown me in fact does contain the secret for which you hope.’

He signals to Winge to come closer and holds the fabric under the lantern’s light.

‘See here. The cotton has been sewn in a double layer. This seam tells me something very clearly, especially since it has been ripped out along one side: someone has turned this thing inside out. Let’s see.’

Thatcher reaches his rough hand through the hole where the seam has been removed, grabs the opposite side and turns the black cloth inside out as if it were a large bag.

‘Voilà! There’s something you don’t see every day.’

Along the edge of the cloth there is a wide border printed in a gold colour that the water of the Larder has not managed to erase. The pattern depicts human figures in groups of four, entwined in poses depicting pleasures of the flesh. The men’s members are grotesquely enlarged, as are the women’s bosoms. Ecstasy is on their faces. The quartet is repeated again and again up and down the edge of the cloth.

‘As an expert, I can add that both the fabric and printing are of the finest quality, even if I have to admit that I hope the artist has exercised a certain freedom and has not been using actual models. Well, not that it makes any difference now. My own exploits in that area lie behind me. May my children do better than I have, though I doubt it. Naive as I was, I raised them to become good men, and I expect them to be as easy a prey for others as I have been.’

Thatcher starts to dig the ashes from his pipe but then stops and throws it overboard. He brings his heavy body to his feet and lifts the lid of the casket in which the lead weight is resting on a pile of papers. There is room for more.

‘So, Mr Winge, if you will excuse me, I have things yet to pack before my journey. Now I have helped you pick up the scent, all you have to do is follow it out into the forest to find your mark. I see how your expression has changed. You can’t fool me! You are indeed a wolf after all. I’ve seen enough to know and, even if I am wrong, you will soon become one. No one can run with the wolf pack without accepting its terms. You have both the fangs and the glint of the predator in your eye. You deny your blood thirst but it rises around you like a stench. One day your teeth will be stained red and then you’ll know with certainty how right I was. Your bite will be deep. Maybe you will prove the better wolf, Mr Winge, and on that note I bid you goodnight.’





Chapter 11

Cardell wakes up in a cold sweat. The straw from the mattress is poking into his back and his body is itching from lice. On the other side of the wooden planks of the wall, a child is screaming and soon it is joined by a companion of the same age further down in the labyrinth of rooms. The alcohol from last night is still in his blood, when he celebrated his deductions regarding Stubby’s sedan chair. He lurches alarmingly as he pulls on the strings of the breeches he fell asleep in and urinates into the chamber pot. He opens the window and, with a well-practised flick, tosses the contents of the pot into the courtyard below. Outside the clouds are so low that the church spire of Stockholm Cathedral is obscured and ghostlike. The face of its clock, only readable when he squints until his headache grows stronger, shows a little after nine in the morning. He needs a drink.

Outside the room that Cardell has rented for over half a year, some whispering women are cooking porridge. He does not know their names but bids them good morning, asks for some sips of the well water from the bucket and continues down the stairs and out onto Goose Alley. He steers towards the Southern Square, where he can drink on credit. Out of old habit, he holds his breath when he passes the Flies’ Meet, the giant mound of excrement amassed by the city, next to the harbour granaries. The Red Lock bridge is raised in order to allow a small vessel to pass upstream. The newly built drawbridge on the side of the sea, already called the Blue Lock, has only been ready for a couple of weeks and is still regarded with suspicion. It looks thin and fragile compared to Polhem’s massive construction. Many still wait for the Red rather than risk their lives on the Blue. Not Cardell. If it is because his courage is greater or because he values his life less, he does not know.

Something is up. A large horde has gathered on the square, streaming their way up Mason’s Pass. Passively, Cardell allows himself to be drawn along. To judge by the throng outside Cellar Hamburg, it must be an execution day. Idle folk have gathered there to gape at the condemned man who will shortly arrive by cart to receive the customary drink.

Cardell takes a quick one himself at the pub next door and then follows the flow of people along Gothic Lane and down Postmaster’s Street where the buildings grow ever more scarce. The batteries of the Sconce Tollgate loom up on both sides of the road, and behind the ridge the road continues up Hammarby Hill. At its top, the three-legged gallows make an outline against a stormy sky: three upright pillars of stone connected by crossbeams to form a lethal triangle. A mob, forty men deep, surrounds the scaffold, kept at a distance by a row of watchmen that form a living fence, connected by poles they carry in their arms. The bailiff climbs up to read the sentence. Cardell notices that it is not the noose that is to be used today. This is not a matter of a thief to be hanged, but the murderer of a woman, and, as such, someone who is destined for the block.

[image: ]

The cart has not yet appeared. Its arrival is announced by the clamour of the flock of street urchins and halfwits who run behind the fated man and throw whatever dreck and debris they find at his back. He is young, certainly not yet twenty, apprehended after he has strangled his betrothed over a stolen hen – he wanted to still his hunger immediately, she wanted to spare the animal for its eggs.

When he has been pushed inside the execution area, he starts to shake all over his body and a dark stain spreads down the knee breeches of his left leg. The assemblage is brimming with excitement. Two whores that Cardell knows by appearance, if not by name, are screaming insinuations about the convict’s manhood. Behind them, a man whose nose has been made into a rotten crater by the French disease laughs so hard his snot goes flying. The bailiff leaves the area with as much dignity as he can muster. He is already drinking from a silver flask and is setting his feet down with care so as to save his fine shoes from the mud.

A hush falls over the crowd when the door to the executioner’s house opens and the headsman shows himself. His name is Mårten Höss and he enjoys a strange mixture of notoriety, respect and revulsion. The hood that befits his profession is pushed back on his neck. While many of his predecessors have preferred to obscure their faces, he is unabashed. His face is lined but unremarkable, the black eyes devoid of expression. He himself was sentenced after having knocked the jawbone off a drinking buddy with a tankard at a time when the executioner’s post had just become vacant. He was granted a stay of his punishment in return for accepting the position himself. With each stroke of the axe or sword, his own fate draws closer, and for each executed sentence, his hand appears to tremble a little more and his state of intoxication becomes more marked.

Rumour has it that Höss has tried to take his life three times already, but after his courage deserted him when trying to throw himself into the waters of Årsta, he has decided to flee the axe by drinking himself to death. This does not make him less popular: his drunkenness adds another element of entertainment to the show.

Jubilation rises as the guards step aside and Höss enters the area. He is unsteady on his feet and almost falls backwards as he tries to take an exaggerated bow before his audience. The enthusiasm of the spectators inspires him. ‘Master’ Höss – so-called as a nod to his incompetence – grabs the axe by its straight edge from one of executioner’s assistants and swings it through the air. He slips in the mud when he makes a run towards the condemned man as if he were planning to behead him on the spot. The crowd howls with delight and clap hands.

The block is brought out. It is a simple piece of wood, scarred with gashes and stains. The convict is forced to kneel until his head is resting on it. One of the assistants places his foot between his shoulder blades while another pulls a strap around his right hand and ties it to the block. It will be severed first to ensure that the condemned prisoner does not pass into the other world devoid of suffering. The executioner takes his place and as the axe is raised another hush falls. A joker in the back rows is shushed after having taken advantage of the silence to call out the name of a sexual organ. With a roar, Höss lets the axe fall but stops it barely a foot above the trembling arm.

Höss is proud of his showmanship. He wipes imaginary sweat from his brow, clasps both hands behind his back and pretends to stretch as if having carried a heavy load. The appreciation of his viewing public is enough for him to repeat his stunt three times. The condemned man has started to cry. Although he is no longer restrained, he doesn’t try to shift out of position, but the sobs that rack his body are plain for all to see.

Despite his stupor, Höss is experienced enough to know he now has to finish the job or face the wrath of the mob. The sobs escalate into a howl that causes even the excited crowd to simmer down. The atmosphere shifts to anticipation.

Again, the assistants take up their positions and restrain the condemned. Höss spits into his fists, raises the axe and lets it fall onto the man’s wrist with a wet thud. Accompanied by the man’s scream of anguish, an assistant picks the severed limb out of the mud and tosses it out into the crowd. The fingers and hand of an executed criminal bring good luck – the thumb in particular promises protection from the law when a theft is undertaken, and thieves are both numerous and superstitious. The hand will be cut up and sold by the street urchin who managed to wriggle out of the grasp of his competitors.

Höss staggers out to deliver the death blow as the young man is screaming himself hoarse. It is no longer a human sound but something that reaches the public from another world, like an echo that issues from behind the curtains of hell.

It takes Master Höss several attempts to cleave the head from the body. The first blow lands across the shoulder, the second flays the scalp on the back of his head resulting in a large section with one ear hanging loose. It is not easy to tell if Höss is laughing or crying when he starts to swing the axe more wildly and to yell at the top of his lungs: ‘As punishment for your deeds and a warning unto others! As punishment for your deeds and a warning unto others!’

Only after the fifth blow do both voices stop, both that of the condemned and the executioner.

It is Master Höss’s most blundered execution to date, the connoisseurs concur. They agree that he could have drunk a little less out of respect for his profession; it doesn’t seem likely that he can get away with many more displays like this before a more capable man will be spared and Höss himself tied to the block.

When the guards march away, old women stream forward to collect the blood pooled on the ground. Nothing is as efficacious in treating the falling sickness. The executioner’s assistants have turned the corpse on its back and lift its legs so that as much as possible will drain into the mud and less onto themselves when they drag it to its freshly dug grave behind the structure.
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Mickel Cardell turns away. When he lifts his head he sees the thin, dark outline of Cecil Winge on a knoll next to the road. The serendipitous meeting causes Cardell to hesitate, and he stands a long time observing Winge without trying to get his attention. The pale face does not betray any emotion, gives no sign that its owner has been affected in any way by the actions just witnessed. Only when Cardell comes closer does he notice that his slender fingers are squeezing his cane so tightly that his knuckles whiten and his entire arm is shaking.

Winge is lost in thought, still turned towards the scaffold. He only breaks his gaze and greets Cardell when the latter has come quite close. A light rain starts to fall over the execution grounds.

‘Good afternoon, Jean Michael. I have not seen the executioner in action for some time. I came here to see justice served in light of the murder we ourselves are investigating. This is the fate that awaits our perpetrator if we are successful in our cause.’

‘And?’

‘I have never seen much logic in the Crown trying to combat murder by taking the lives of its citizens, and in a manner more bestial than the original crimes. But my greatest objection is this: the law makes no attempt to understand those sentenced. How can anyone hope to prevent the crimes of tomorrow without trying to understand the ones committed today? The answer, Jean Michael, is that the very thought has never occurred to those in charge. They believe it is their task to judge and punish. Many of those I myself have tried have seen their lives ended on this hill. My only consolation is that not one of them was carted away without being questioned, and that I placed all of my efforts into proving beyond a shadow of a doubt that the accused was guilty, and that each and every one was given the opportunity to speak in their own defence.’

‘The mob will never hear reason, however much you try to understand them. Without the fear of the axe and the rope, Stockholm would go up in flames overnight.’

Winge does not reply and Cardell goes on.

‘My meeting with Stubby may have brought us one step closer to solving this. I’ll say more when I have better information but I can at least tell you that I am looking for a green sedan chair that may have been used to furnish Karl Johan with his final journey.’

They turn their backs on the gallows and the red stain that is now all that remains of the man who was brought here to die. Together they start to walk back on the road towards the Sconce Tollgate. Winge breaks the silence once they are at the bottom of the hill.

‘You told me about King Gustav and the war, Jean Michael, and it was impossible to mistake your emotions over having lost so much in an affair that was entered into on a false premise. Therefore, I wish for you to understand something about me that not many know but that nonetheless is the truth. You have inquired about me and I know the rumours say that I left my wife out of regard for her well-being.’

Cardell feels uncomfortable, ill accustomed to hearing confidences. He stares down at his boots as they trudge through what is quickly becoming a muddy mess.

‘As my cough grew worse, I grew more ill, more thin and weak, and started to fade away before her eyes. I could no longer offer her anything, and could not be all that a husband should be.’

Winge’s hoarse voice is a flat monotone and there is no hint of feeling, almost as if he were reading a passage from the Holy Book. Cardell perceives the control behind the words holding them steady, almost like the pressure of a storm before the breaking point.

‘I understood what was happening, of course. That is the consequence of a life in the service of the law. Small details that indicate a falsehood – my senses were never sharper than in my attention to these. I found unknown items in our home. She would go out to visit with friends that I later realized she never met. But most of all I noticed it in her. She looked happy. Her cheeks were pink and there was a sparkle in her eyes where there once had only been the prescience of death.’

Winge turns to Cardell. His face is still, as with someone who has been paralysed.

‘For the first time in months, she resembled the woman that I had fallen in love with.’

He lingers on this thought for a while before he continues.

‘I came upon them finally, in the act, in a moment of weakness. I had done my utmost to avoid it, but I was weak and absent-minded. My coughing masked the sounds of their lovemaking and vice versa. He was a young officer with a sword and baldric, with blackened moustaches and his future before him. I could not blame her. I prepared my departure to Roselius that same evening. I have not seen her since.’

Cardell opens his mouth to offer his condolences but Winge stops him, his face turned towards Hammarby Lake, the waves of which the wind has now begun to whip.

‘There is no need for you to say anything. Just as you yourself said at our first meeting, it is not pity that I seek. My confidence is not intended as an invitation to friendship but because I have a sense that we will both profit from knowing one another’s strengths and weaknesses during the tribulations that await us. Nothing is more important now. I crave no words of comfort. Do not become my friend, Jean Michael. The time is too short. Grief would be the only reward for your troubles.’

They part at the tollgate where Winge signals for a horse-drawn carriage.

‘Meet me tomorrow at nine at the Small Exchange. Your sedan chair sounds promising, I nurture good hope with regard to Karl Johan’s epitaph.’





Chapter 12

Travelling by sedan chair is no longer in fashion; that much Cardell is able to conclude only a few hours after having left the horrors of the execution ground behind him. He has mixed feelings about this. It should simplify the matter of locating Stubby’s green sedan chair, but is complicated by the fact that the industry lacks robust organization. There is no guild to oversee the bearers, and the old litters that he used to see everywhere as a child have either gone up in smoke in one of the new tiled ovens or been bought by independents who stand on street corners in hopes of attracting customers.

After further questioning, Cardell finds his way to a stable near Children’s Lea in Katarina parish. But no one there knows anything either. A bearded purveyor in a horsehair wig sneezes between rounds of snuff and curses the modern era that has robbed him of his livelihood. When the century was young, no gentleman hesitated to let himself be carried through the city by a pair of stout men. At the end of the seventies, he himself had no less than two dozen chairs in circulation. Now that figure is reduced to a third and the prices are in free fall. Bearers who once wore livery have to be content with a festoon in the pattern of the stable. The colours of his chairs? The old man shakes his head bitterly at the fact that his colours – black on white – are no longer generally known. Cardell leaves Children’s Lea no closer to finding his answer.

At sundown, men begin to climb ladders or reach up with long torches in order to light the street lamps. The stink of burning oil is everywhere, although the diligence of the city watch in making sure every block maintains proper street lighting declines, the further from the City-between-the-Bridges he gets.

In the falling dusk, Cardell has made his way to the opposite end of town, a godforsaken part of the Meadowland in the area around the Northern Tollgate. He follows the Rill, the foul-smelling waterway that runs in brown curves between the houses, north, with the steep Brunke’s Ridge on his left and with the shores of the Bog to the right. The water stinks to high heaven but it is still no match for the Larder. A certain measure of running water and a larger overall volume is better suited to bear the constant influx of latrine and household waste.

Past the Bog, stone houses give way to wooden ones and the stone pavement ends in packed clay. The house Cardell seeks is close to the Sourwell and is said to be the quarters of a certain carpenter who still occupies himself with the repair and new construction of sedan chairs. Between the buildings in the courtyard, it is dark. Cardell is surprised to see that people are out even though the chill of October is intensified by the night. There is a man on a set of stairs under the front door, and in the shadows of the building a short distance away is a large figure who can’t seem to decide which foot to stand on.

The seated man greets him with a wave. He is as wide across the shoulders as Cardell, but heavier, with a rounded belly that strains the buttons of his coat. His body signals both raw strength and laziness. His skull is as round as a ball, and the bullish neck so wide that his head looks as if it has been placed directly on his shoulders. The mouth is wide and the lips thick, his gaze marked by a squint and a wandering eye. He is chewing tobacco and with regular intervals he shoots a well-aimed stream of spittle out of the side of his mouth. Cardell responds to his wave with a slight bow.

‘Mickel Cardell is my name. I beg pardon for the lateness of the hour, but I am looking for a carpenter by the name of Vries.’

‘And you’ve found him. That is my name and no one else’s. Sit down and let me offer you some tobacco.’

Cardell remains standing but helps himself to a wad of tobacco from the pouch that is offered to him. When he comes closer he sees that the waddling figure is a young man, even though he is as large as a giant. Next to him, both Cardell and the carpenter look a little close to the ground. Cardell also sees that the youth must be an imbecile. His mouth hangs open and a long strand of saliva glitters on his chin. His eyes remind him of a cow’s, mild and vacuous. Around his throat there is a leather strap, the other end of which restrains him to the wooden railing.

‘And Mr Vries, how is it that you are spending the evening on your own stoop?’

‘Isn’t the evening air a balm for the soul? How about you, then? What brings you to me, Master Carpenter Pieter de Vries, all the way out by the Bog, on an evening such as this?’

A mocking smile appears on his lips, as tobacco juice runs out of both corners of his mouth.

‘I’m on the trail of a certain sedan chair, a green one with a cracked handle. A street urchin down at Cats’ Bay claims to have seen something along those lines bound for your workshop not more than four days ago.’

Vries gets a worried wrinkle between his eyes.

‘Oh no, fine sir. I fail to recall anything of the sort. It pains me that you’ve trudged all the way out here for nothing more than a little tobacco. Maybe this chair was on its way to some other tradesman in the area?’

Cardell nods in thought.

‘As a matter of fact, you’ve no competitors out here. And I also learned that Master Carpenter de Vries could be difficult to understand, since he hails from Rotterdam and speaks such mangled Swedish that it’s a wonder he had any clients at all, capable as he his.’

The man neighs with laughter, then stands up, straightens his back with a crack and brushes the seat of his pants clean.

‘I see! Well then. At least Jöns Kuling is man enough to fess up when he has been caught out in an untruth.’

Cardell tilts his head in the direction of the young man next to them, still absorbed in his world.

‘Who’s he?’

‘That would be my brother, Måns. As you can see, he doesn’t have his full wits about him. You see, Cardell, our father and mother don’t come from the big city like you. They came from a village so small that a good match was hard to find and when my father came of age, he had no choice but to take his own sister as his wife. Such violations of the laws of Our Lord come at a price, and that price received the name of Måns. He took our mother’s life on his way out of her, the largest infant the midwife had ever seen. He’s not a great thinker but if you want someone who can hold up the bow of a sedan chair for hours without complaining, then Måns is the man for you.’

‘And you take the front, I presume.’

‘You are a shrewd fellow indeed, Cardell. Yes, had our roles been reversed, Måns would have steered straight to hell before our poor passenger knew any better. And here we sit waiting for better times. The carpenter asked us to come again tomorrow, but the chair is our only livelihood and we don’t leave it unattended. Even less so as our greatest benefactor let slip that our performance hasn’t been completely to satisfaction recently, and that if anyone were to come asking about a green chair and where it had been these past days, things would not go well for us. That is, if the situation couldn’t be contained on the spot. So here we are, you, me and Måns.’

Jöns unties the strap that keeps Måns fettered. He takes a few steps out into the courtyard, tilts his head side to side to warm up the stiff muscles and snorts the mucus from each nostril. He gives a sinister smile and raises his fists, each as big as a bucket. His shoulders and thighs bulge with years under the weight of the chair.

‘You shouldn’t have come sniffing around, Cardell, for here you find the end of the road, my friend. Come now and take a round with me and we’ll see what you’re made of.’

Cardell circles to the left in order to keep both Jöns and Måns in his sight. The large youth appears sensitive to changes in mood and he has started to jump up and down, making small eager noises. A member as large as an arm swells along his thigh under the tight knee breeches. After having exchanged a couple of feints, Cardell lands the first blow. The left hand catches Jöns Kuling hard in the side and causes him to bend over. An expression of astonishment is changed to laughter after he feels his side and looks down at blood on his hand.

‘Damn it, Cardell! That blow sure hit the spot. My chest feels like the bottom of a kettle. What an iron fist!’

‘Only wood, I’m afraid.’

‘You fight dirty, Cardell. A man after my own taste. But we can’t have that, now can we? This fight needs to be fair. Måns!’

The brother has only been waiting for his command and his sudden attack is so direct and without finesse that it takes Cardell completely by surprise. Måns throws himself at him to wrap his arms around him in an embrace that Cardell does not have time to escape and he falls hard with the youth’s entire weight on top of him. Måns straddles his chest and the blows rain down. Cardell feels his nose break, an eyebrow split and blood gushing into his eye. Jöns quickly turns up on his left and he feels fingers clawing at the straps that keep his wooden limb in place. They slip out of place, the wood glides out of his sleeve and leaves him defenceless. Above the muted thuds that he knows are the sound of Måns’s fists hitting against his own face he hears an almost tender whisper and sees Jöns lips near his brother’s ear. The blows stop.

‘Well now, Måns my dear, let’s help Cardell back on his feet and see how tough he is when he’s deprived of his secret weapon.’

Cardell wipes the grime from his face and blinks his sight clear. Jöns smiles mockingly at him as he tosses the wooden hand across his shoulder where it lands somewhere next to the wall. His brother Måns starts to bray with great excitement as he licks his knuckles clean. There’s a ringing in Cardell’s ears and the world spins round. High above him the stars are glittering. Constellations flicker and whirl. Cardell’s mouth is full of tooth shards and he wonders if it is stardust he feels on his tongue.

In his mind’s eye, he sees blood foaming at Johan Hjelm’s mouth, hears Cecil Winge’s hoarse voice and the Russian cannonades in the distance, and shivers at the toothless smile that plays on Karl Johan’s rotted lips in the dim light of the crypt. He begins to stagger towards the two swaying figures as he feels his dead arm take shape at his side, raw and throbbing, ripe with pain and hate.

‘Come at me then, you fucking curs.’





Chapter 13

Gustav Adolf Sundberg’s establishment has just moved to Ironmonger’s Square from Captain Street at Klara Church but has already received the nickname of Small Exchange as the coffee house has become the gathering place of the Quayside burghers. Many are drinking pots of hot chocolate but the majority of the guests, like Cecil Winge, prefer endless cups of the bitter Arabian coffee, especially since rumour has it that the regency is considering banning the drink entirely in an attempt to control the rampant gossiping at the coffee houses.

Here, the gossip is flowing as freely as the brew: people share tidings of the fifteen-year-old Prince Gustav’s bizarre behaviour towards his courtiers; about Duke Charles, who pines for the lady-in-waiting, Miss Rudenschöld, whose heart belongs to the traitor Armfelt; about the literary scribe Thomas Thorild, who is said to have fallen from a table in Lübeck while proclaiming that his exile has granted him the immortality that his years with his tongue between Baron Reuterholm’s cheeks had not accomplished. Winge decides to give Cardell one hour. When his pocket watch says half past ten, he is still alone, so he leaves the coffee house and heads north until he reaches Goose Alley where he asks around for Cardell. A shoemaker in the process of resoling a pair of cavalry boots has some information.

‘The gimpy watchman? He rents a room from Widow Pihl.’

A flock of children are playing in the stairwell. The house has no masonry oven but the open hearth at the top is kept going by a thin girl with jaundiced skin. She has been sick with fever this past week and knows that Cardell left his room yesterday morning and has not been back. Winge has no option but to leave the Pihl house with nothing to show for it. The girl’s voice follows him down the stairs.

‘If Mickel isn’t back before she comes for the rent, she’ll throw him out.’

Winge takes a street up towards Old Square in order to give himself some time to think. Without Cardell’s assistance, he sees his options as limited. He stops for a while at the well, where children and servants are filling their pails. When he stands up again, he steers towards the Castle and Indebetou House, with a stop on the way.

[image: ]

It is late afternoon by the time he reaches Police Chief Norlin’s office. Winge senses Norlin’s anger through the door and assumes that he is kept waiting only because Norlin needs time to gather himself. Finally, the voice comes from the other side, whereupon the assistant steps aside and opens the door for Winge.

‘Show him in.’

Norlin is sitting behind his disorderly desk, his shirt and coat unbuttoned at the throat and his wig tossed onto the papers before him. No chair has been brought forward for Winge. Norlin scratches his scalp and rubs his red eyes.

‘It wasn’t so long ago that we met here last, you and I. Do you remember what I said about the preconditions of this case, Cecil? Do you remember that I prevailed upon you to be discreet? Instead you choose to interrupt the gathering of the chamber with an exposition about a lewd pattern on a piece of cloth. Didn’t you see that scribbler Barfud sitting in the benches, listening with his pencil at the ready?’

‘Not only did I see him, I woke him up from his drunken stupor and convinced him to accompany me to the Indebetou House where I promised that the morning assembly of the Chamber of Police would offer him a good story for printer Holmberg to include in tomorrow’s Extra Post.’

Norlin buries his face in his hands.

‘Barfud is prepared to write just about anything between his long-winded Bible passages, and Holmberg prints it without scrutiny in his disgrace of a rag, the more outrageous the better, and all of Stockholm reads it. Why, Cecil?’

‘My companion, a truant watchman by the name of Cardell, appears to have been knocked off the board, and my instinct tells me that it is because he has come too close to the truth. The fabric is my last hope. It is expensive and has been in the possession of someone with means. Those who have seen the pattern can hardly mistake the description when they read about it in the paper. If someone with influence takes an interest in hushing up the affair, that person will reach out to you. They will demand my head on a platter. Perhaps also yours. And you, Johan Gustaf, will in turn give me the name of the eager one.’

‘Reuterholm reads the Extra Post just like all the other gossipmongers in this land. The Baron will take this as proof of my insistence on prioritizing other matters before his own affairs. This is the excuse to get rid of me that he has been waiting for. You have signed my death warrant, Cecil.’

‘In view of the effect your position has had on your well-being this past year, I sense that whoever contributes to the shortening of your tenure will rather be extending your life.’

‘I should have kept in mind who I was joining forces with when I first asked you for help. Cecil Winge, always willing to sacrifice any and all for his high ideals.’

Winge’s eyes flash.

‘Yes, it was you who asked for my help and you would have done well to remember who I am. Loyalty to you may have been enough of a reason for me to take on this case but in the same moment the decision was made, that very loyalty is transposed to the victim. He is my responsibility now, not your prestige. Only a few nights ago, I stood in the charnel house of Maria Church to examine the body. Allow me to describe him to you, who never laid eyes on him: his limbs had been severed over an extended length of time. Every wound had been given sufficient time to recover so that his body would survive the next surgery. For months, he had been kept somewhere, bound to a stretcher. He must have screamed for help, but to little avail since his tongue had been removed. He must have tried to take his own life but had not even been allowed to keep his teeth. Or his eyes. Can you imagine such a thing, Johan Gustaf? To lie alone and powerless until the day when you feel the saw on the next part of your body. I will find the one who did this. I will find out why. And you will give me the names I want as soon as you acquire them instead of complaining about Reuterholm and your honour. You call death by name, and that in my presence. Have you no shame?’

Norlin feels resignation replace the void left by anger. He misses his wife and his daughter, their scents, their laughter. From the other side of the table, Winge stares at him with pupils that have grown large in the emaciated face. Norlin sighs and places his hand on a folded piece of paper in front of him.

‘I have received news from Paris this morning. My sources say that the widowed Queen is to be put before the revolutionary tribunal. You know as well as I do how it will end. Marie Antoinette will lose her head as certainly as her husband lost his. They will throw her into a pauper’s grave on top of the thousands who have stood before her in line for the guillotine. These are dark times, Cecil.’

Winge’s voice is soft when he replies.

‘Johan, you said it yourself to me the other night: what is the reason we do what we do, if not this?’

‘You are right, of course, as you always are. Don’t pick a quarrel with Cecil Winge, he is always right – that was what they said at the lower courts just like they did at the university. It shall be as you wish. Leave me now so I may compose a letter to Reuterholm obsequious enough to buy a little time and lessen his fury when the newspaper lands in the bookshops.’

Winge bows.

‘Thank you, Johan Gustaf.’





Chapter 14

Secretary Isak Reinhold Blom hates every part of Stockholm that has made the error of spreading out past the City-between-the-Bridges, and the Meadowland is worst of them all. An early rain shower has whipped the streets into mud. Ragamuffins, paupers, vagrants and skeletal figures scurry around the corners, huddled as if to avoid the reaper’s harvest that draws ever closer. Their ranks are diluted by sailors and soldiers in bedraggled uniforms.

He should have known better than to walk on foot out to the old Spens manor. The water that has collected in puddles leaks in through the seams of his boots until each step makes it sound as if he is churning butter. Blom is constantly finding reasons to curse his fate. Despite seven years in service of the Chamber of Police, he makes barely one hundred and twenty daler a year. When he stepped up from the notary service to replace old Hallquist as chamber secretary, he had been expecting a higher salary. Instead he finds his workload doubled without additional compensation.

He hears coughing in the distance. That calms him somewhat. Others have it even worse. Cecil Winge would have been able to go far with his abilities, but he will be lucky to see the new year. The hacking stops when Blom knocks at the door of his room and when it is opened a few moments later, Winge appears as unruffled as always. Nonetheless, a corner of the handkerchief that Winge has tucked into his waistcoat pocket is damp with red and Blom marvels at the force of will the effort must cost him. Blom immediately comes to the point of his visit.

‘Norlin has sent me with the correspondence you requested from Indebetou House. There was no shortage of complaints.’

Blom sits in front of the masonry stove to dry out his boots as Winge receives the small bundle of papers: three letters with broken seals. Blom clears his throat and continues.

‘Very likely they were written in haste after the Extra Post had been carried out to the bookstores. Everyone has the same errand but gives different reasons. All three give reasons that you cease your investigation. The first letter is from an exceptionally wealthy man who is worried about fluctuations in the price of cotton and its dire consequences for the finances of the kingdom. A Count Enecrona at the Chamber of Commerce wishes to warn you of the moral decay that may ensue in making ordinary people aware of matters they would never otherwise have been able to imagine. Last but not least there is a Gillis Tosse who has the considered opinion that scandalous matters by their nature support revolutionary instinct. Tosse scolds you by name as a Jacobin.’

Winge alternates the warming of the fingers of one hand in the palm of the other.

‘I know Tosse. Do you also remember him? He studied at Uppsala, as we did.’

‘The name doesn’t sound familiar.’

‘An idler without a head for books but of a family rich enough to buy him a position regardless of the outcome of his studies. I remember how he looked down on those of us who applied ourselves at our desks. I assume he saw our efforts as the very proof of our meagre inheritances. Did Police Chief Norlin tell you why he sent you all the way out here with these letters?’

‘No, but he didn’t need to. I’m no fool, Winge. I was taking notes when you presented your textile and I have read the article in Extra Post. You hope that one of these agitated gentlemen may have grounds to complain to you quite apart from the reasons they give. A connection to the body in the Larder, I imagine.’

Winge presses his lips together into a line as he closes his eyes and massages his brow.

‘Just so. I have to admit I had hoped the names would provide a clearer picture but these I have never heard before, and I can’t surmise what they have in common other than their fortunes.’

Blom gives him a sly smile.

‘But I have. Nothing, however, comes free in this world and I demand something in return.’

‘If it is in my power to give, it shall be yours, Blom.’

‘The day that your health takes a turn for the worse, I would like you to inform me, and only me, as quickly as you can. There is a wager as to the date of your departure among the gentlemen of the chamber. The pot is currently three times my annual salary.’

‘If the information you offer is useful, I can find no reason why someone should not be profiting from my demise. You have my word that I will send a courier in the same moment I feel the fever come creeping. Now it is your turn.’

Blom feels a quiver in his belly at the inconceivable sum that would improve the conditions of his life immeasurably and allow him to complete his great work, The Necessity of Religion for the Welfare of Society, not in his freezing room but in style at one of the city’s better establishments over plate after heaping plate from the kitchen: hot smoked herring, mutton, ragout.

‘Very well! Have you ever heard about a society by the name of the Eumenides?’

‘Only in a cursory mention. If I remember correctly, they are one of the many secret orders that undertake charitable works for the city’s less fortunate. They provide financial support to the poorhouses in parishes with insufficient funds.’

‘That is true. The Eumenides are characterized by their great generosity, and only the wealthy can afford membership. You know that I write poetry. I was once acquainted with a Claes von der Ecken, who inherited a trade business and paid me generously to recite my poems. Ecken was a member of the Eumenides. His business took a turn for the worse, and when he wanted to suspend his charitable works in order to manage his affairs, they banded together and destroyed him. As a member, you are expected to fulfil your commitments without excuses. The bank demanded immediate repayment of his loan and suddenly no one was willing to underwrite it. One evening, there was a beggar at my door, raving about how the coins I had received for reciting my poetry were only a loan. That was Ecken, now completely impoverished. This was how my interest in the Eumenides was awakened. I was once able to cast my eyes on a membership register. My memory is almost as good as yours, Winge. All of your letter writers belong to that order.’

Winge’s feet have begun to tap the floor almost imperceptibly.

‘Your story is perhaps less astonishing than it would seem. Do you know where the name of this order originates, Blom?’

‘The Eumenides? No, I can’t say I do.’

‘I once had a tutor who was infatuated with the Greek classics and who also had a refined way with a cane, resulting in my spending considerable hours poring over my Aeschylus. In our own language, the translation of this term should be “the kindly ones”. In the original tale, this is how the wise refer to the furies, the gods of vengeance, in order to escape their wrath.’

Blom finds himself wishing that the visit were over and his own part in it forgotten. Only greed keeps him there.

‘Another thing. I know they hold their meetings at Keyser House, next to the Red Sheds.’

Winge starts to walk back and forth across the floor as he thinks.

‘I have heard that house mentioned before, as a location for one of the covert bordellos that were allowed to operate with the blessing of the Chamber of Police as long as everything was managed without any further disturbances. I find that a rather strange neighbour for an order that occupies itself with charity.’

‘Oh, it gets stranger even than that, Winge. I know with confidence that the order not only has its rooms in Keyser House. They own the whole building.’

Winge turns thoughtfully to the window facing the Meadowland Tollgate with Mickel Cardell’s last words in his ears. Outside in the early evening, the wind has died down and the windmill grown silent in wait for the evening breeze.

‘You who know so much, Blom. Do you happen to know if Keyser House keeps its own sedan chairs and, if this is indeed the case, if they are green in colour?’





Chapter 15

At night, disquieting thoughts come over him in place of sleep. The light that falls onto the desk bestows long shadows on the pieces of Cecil Winge’s pocket watch. Wheels and tiny parts become insect-like figures that dance each time a draught disturbs the flame. Isak Blom had been gone a long time. The visit forced Winge to suppress the horrible coughs that have plagued him since the morning. The chamber pot with its red-stained contents remains unemptied in its place under the corner of the bed. His throat feels tight. Itching, itching.

Winge does not find it as stimulating to work with his watchmaker’s tools tonight. Combining a handful of dead metal parts into a whole that contains some kind of independent life – if the maker is clever enough to place each piece exactly where it belongs – usually stills his thoughts, but he finds himself instead preoccupied with Mickel Cardell’s path from the time that they parted ways at the Sconce Tollgate and onward to his unknown fate.

From what little he knows of Cardell’s life, he imagines the man attracts violence like a magnet draws iron shavings, but he also radiates an incomparable ability to prevail in such situations. That the disappearance would be unrelated to his inquiry into the sedan chair strikes Winge as unlikely. He has relied on Occam’s Razor his entire life and this tells him that Cardell came too close to a well-guarded truth. The details remain beyond
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