

[image: ]



Samuel Bjork



THE BOY IN THE HEADLIGHTS

Translated from the Norwegian by Charlotte Barslund








[image: ]




Contents



	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author

	Also by Samuel Bjork

	Praise for The Boy in the Headlights and the Munch and Krüger series

	Prologue

	ONE: APRIL 2013

	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16




	TWO

	Chapter 17

	Chapter 18

	Chapter 19

	Chapter 20

	Chapter 21

	Chapter 22

	Chapter 23

	Chapter 24

	Chapter 25

	Chapter 26

	Chapter 27

	Chapter 28

	Chapter 29




	THREE

	Chapter 30

	Chapter 31

	Chapter 32

	Chapter 33

	Chapter 34

	Chapter 35

	Chapter 36

	Chapter 37

	Chapter 38

	Chapter 39

	Chapter 40

	Chapter 41

	Chapter 42

	Chapter 43

	Chapter 44




	FOUR

	Chapter 45

	Chapter 46

	Chapter 47

	Chapter 48

	Chapter 49

	Chapter 50

	Chapter 51

	Chapter 52

	Chapter 53

	Chapter 54

	Chapter 55

	Chapter 56




	FIVE

	Chapter 57

	Chapter 58

	Chapter 59

	Chapter 60

	Chapter 61

	Chapter 62

	Chapter 63

	Chapter 64

	Chapter 65

	Chapter 66

	Chapter 67

	Chapter 68




	SIX

	Chapter 69

	Chapter 70

	Chapter 71

	Chapter 72

	Chapter 73

	Chapter 74

	Chapter 75

	Chapter 76

	Chapter 77




	SEVEN: JUNE 2013

	Chapter 78

	Chapter 79




	Read More

	Copyright






	Cover

	Frontmatter

	Table of Contents

	Begin Reading






	iii

	ii

	i

	1

	2

	3

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	83

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105

	106

	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245

	246

	247

	248

	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281

	282

	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289

	291

	292

	293

	294

	295

	296

	297

	298

	299

	300

	301

	302

	303

	304

	305

	306

	307

	308

	309

	310

	311

	312

	313

	314

	315

	316

	317

	318

	319

	320

	321

	322

	323

	324

	325

	326

	327

	328

	329

	330

	331

	332

	333

	334

	335

	337

	339

	340

	341

	342

	343

	344

	345

	346

	347

	348

	349

	350

	351

	352

	353

	354

	355

	356

	357

	358

	359

	360

	361

	362

	363

	364

	365

	367

	369

	370

	371

	372

	373

	374

	375

	iv







About the Author

Samuel Bjork is the pen name of Norwegian novelist, playwright and singer/songwriter Frode Sander Øien. The Boy in the Headlights is the third in his Munch and Krüger series: I’m Travelling Alone and The Owl Always Hunts At Night were the first two. All three have been bestsellers across Scandinavia and the rest of Europe.




Also by Samuel Bjork



I’m Travelling Alone

The Owl Always Hunts at Night



and published by Corgi Books




Praise for The Boy in the Headlights and the Munch and Krüger series:

‘As clever and twisty as his hugely successful debut I’m Travelling
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‘Icy landscapes, mysterious clues, a messed up heroine … Nordic noir at its delicious best.’

Sarah Hilary, author of Someone Else’s Skin



‘Tense, thrilling and genuinely scary.’
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‘The latest Norwegian crime-writing sensation.’

Sunday Times



‘The characters are completely believable, the plot is scalpel sharp and, as the hunt escalates, it will frighten the wits out of you in an utterly brilliant way.’

Sunday Mirror



‘Mesmerising fare.’

Independent



‘Compelling … with plenty of intrigue.’

Guardian




On Christmas Day 1996 a man was driving across the mountains on his way home from Oslo. He was seventy-one years old, a widower, and he had spent Christmas with his daughter. He usually loved this road, for two reasons. Firstly, he didn’t care much for the city, though it always did him good to be with younger people and their constant activity. The second reason was being surrounded by this magnificent landscape. Forests, wide expanses, mountaintops, lakes; every season was equally breathtaking. Norway at her best. True beauty as far as the eye could see. Winter had come early this year and, once the magical snow had settled, it was like driving through a quiet and enchanting postcard. Usually. The old man’s eyesight was poor and he had tried desperately to leave early in order to enjoy the drive home. In the daylight. Only this time he hadn’t left early enough. The darkness. He didn’t like it. Sitting at home in front of the fireplace was fine – then he didn’t mind at all that the world was spinning on its axis and that now it was his turn to be surrounded by night, not at all; at times it could even be cosy. He would pour himself a tipple. Snuggle up on the sofa under a blanket while the nocturnal wildlife woke up outside and the cold took a hold so strong that the thick timber walls creaked. But being out on the roads? This far from home? No, he didn’t like that. The old man slowed down and moved his face even closer to the windscreen. He had bought extra-bright driving lights for the car for emergencies like this one and he switched them on as the clouds in the sky blocked out the last of the faint moonlight. An icy, silencing darkness descended upon the landscape. The old man took a deep breath and briefly considered pulling over and sitting it out. Madness, of course. It was almost minus 20°C outside, and he was miles from any populated areas. There was only one thing for it and that was to keep going. Do the best he could. The old man was about to turn on the radio to find a station that would keep him awake when his headlights caught something which made him slam both feet against the floor.

Good heavens!

There was a creature on the road ahead.

What the …?

Fifty metres.

Twenty metres.

Ten metres.

He pressed the brake pedal frantically, feeling his heart leap into his throat, his knuckles whitening on the steering wheel, the world almost imploding in front of his eyes before the car finally stopped.

The man gasped for breath.

What the hell?

A small boy was standing on the road in front of him.

He didn’t move.

His lips were blue.

And he had antlers on his head.
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Chapter 1

The boy with the curly hair sat on the back thwart in the small dinghy, trying to be very quiet. He glanced furtively at his father, who had the oars, and felt flushed with happiness. He was seeing his dad again. Finally. It had been a while since the last time, since his mum had found out what had happened during that trip. In his dad’s house deep in the forest – in the mountains, practically – the house his mum called a shack. The boy had tried to explain to her that it was OK that his dad didn’t make the kind of dinners she cooked for him, and that he smoked inside and kept a gun in the living room, because it was for shooting grouse, not people, but his mum had refused to listen to him. No more visits; she had even called the police, or maybe not the police, but someone who had come to their home and spoken to him at the kitchen table and written things down in a notebook, and after that he hadn’t been allowed to see his dad. Until now.

The boy wanted to tell his dad that he had read books since his last visit. About fishing. At the library. That he had learned the names of many fish – whitefish, char, blenny, trout, salmon – and that he now knew there wouldn’t be pike in a lake like this because pike liked hiding in the reeds. There were no reeds here, just bog straight to the water’s edge, but he said nothing because he had learned not to. When you went fishing, you weren’t supposed to talk; only in a very soft voice and only if his father spoke first.

‘First trip to Svarttjønn this year,’ his father whispered, and smiled to him through his beard.

‘And it’s special every time,’ the boy whispered back, and felt once more the wonderful rush of love that flooded over him whenever his father looked at him.

The boy had tried explaining this to his mum over and over. About his dad. How much he liked being up here. The birds outside the window. The smell of the trees. That money wasn’t the only thing that mattered, that it wasn’t his dad’s fault no one wanted to buy his drawings, that it was OK to eat your dinner without washing your hands first, without a tablecloth, but she refused to listen and sometimes the words were so hard to find that in the end he had given up trying.

To be with his dad.

He raised his eyes to the clouds and hoped they would soon disappear and make way for the stars. Then the fish would come. He shifted his gaze to his father once more, towards his strong arms, which quietly pulled the oars through the almost pitch-black water, and was tempted to tell him that he, too, had been working out and would soon be able to row the boat himself, but he said nothing. He didn’t go to the gym where his mum went – children weren’t allowed and he was only ten years old – but he had worked out at home in his room, push-ups and sit-ups practically every afternoon for almost six months now. He had studied himself in the mirror several times, but his muscles hadn’t grown very much. Never mind, at least he was trying. Next summer, perhaps. By then, the training might have made a difference. The boy with the curly hair had tried to imagine what it would be like. He would walk through the gate with his rucksack, maybe wearing one of the T-shirts the men at his mum’s gym wore, men with big arms, big muscles, who could easily row the boat, and then his dad could sit on the thwart at the back while his son pulled the oars through the water.

‘It’s not a proper fishing trip without a beer.’ His father winked at him while he reached between his legs and opened yet another of the green cans at the bottom of the boat.

The boy nodded back, although he knew this was one of the things his mum had discussed with the visitors, how his dad drank too much and that it was irresponsible. Lake Svarttjønn. The lovely, remote mountain lake which few people knew about, and now the two of them were finally out on it together and so he tried hard not to think about it any more. That his mum had said there wouldn’t be a next time. No more visits to his dad. That this might be the last one.

‘First cast?’ his father whispered, putting the oars in the boat.

‘Fly or spinner?’ the boy whispered back, knowing that this was important, although he had yet to work out why.

His father took another swig of his beer and glanced up at the clouds, then looked across the dark water.

‘What do you think?’

‘Spinner?’ the boy ventured, somewhat hesitantly at first, but he felt his cheeks tingle with happiness when his father nodded and smiled at him and opened the bait box beside him on the thwart.

‘Too dark for a fly, wouldn’t you say?’

‘Yes,’ the boy nodded; he looked up at the clouds and pretended for a moment that he hadn’t noticed the sky wasn’t as starry as it ought to be.

‘Here you go,’ his father said, when he had attached the colourful hook to the end of the fishing line.

It was a solemn moment when the boy took the rod his father was passing to him and, although he knew what his father would say next, he pretended he was learning something new when his father said in a low voice:

‘Keep it short so we don’t hit the bottom, OK?’

‘OK,’ the boy said, and swung the rod over the gunwale.

Hold on tight. Lift the rod. Pull back. Let go at just the right moment. The boy with the curly hair felt flushed with love once more when he saw his father’s eyes, which told him he had done everything right as the colourful hook flew through the air and hit the black water with an almost silent plop.

‘Not too much,’ his father murmured, opening another beer. ‘Easy does it.’

The boy did as his father told him and suddenly felt a strong urge to tell his mum that she was wrong. About the boat. And the lake. He wanted to be with his dad. No matter what the people with the notebooks said. Perhaps he could even move here? Feed the birds? Help his dad fix the roof? Repair the flagstones on the steps, the loose ones? He was so immersed in his thoughts of how wonderful it would be that he nearly forgot he was holding the fishing rod.

‘Bite!’

‘Eh?’

‘You have a bite!’

The boy snapped out of his reverie when he realized that the rod had started to bend. He tried to reel in the line, but he could barely move the handle.

‘It’s a big one!’ the boy burst out, completely forgetting that he was supposed to be quiet.

‘Shit,’ his father said, moving to the back thwart. ‘Your first throw – are you sure you didn’t catch something on the bank?’

‘I … don’t … think … so …’ the boy said, reeling in his catch as best he could. It was so heavy it pulled the boat closer to the shore.

‘Here it comes,’ his father said, then grinned and swung his arms over the gunwale. ‘Oh, Jesus!’ he exclaimed.

‘What is it?’

‘Don’t look, Thomas,’ his father cried out as their catch neared the boat.

‘Dad?’

‘Lie down in the bottom of the boat. Don’t look!’

He so desperately wanted to listen, but his ears weren’t working.

‘Dad?’

‘Get down, Thomas, don’t look!’

But he looked anyway.

At the girl lying in the water below them.

Her blue-and-white face.

Her open eyes.

Her floating, wet clothing; clothing completely unsuitable for being out in the forest.

‘Dad?’

‘Lie down, Thomas! For fuck’s sake.’

The little boy didn’t manage to see anything more before his father lunged across the thwart.

And pressed him against the bottom of the boat.




Chapter 2

It wasn’t true that Karoline Berg was afraid of flying. It was just an excuse. The truth was that she was scared of going anywhere at all. She preferred being at home. She liked her routines – no, she needed her routines.

‘Please come and visit me, Mum?’

‘I would love to, Vivian, but you know how I hate flying …’

‘So take the train.’

‘And be stuck in a hermetically sealed box for sixteen hours with total strangers?’

‘No, I get it, only I would so love you to see me dance.’

‘But I’ve seen you dance, Vivian. Many times.’

‘I know, but we’re not talking about Bodø Arts Centre. This is the Oslo Opera, Mum. The Opera! Did I tell you that I’ve been accepted into Alexander Ekman’s ensemble? I’ll be dancing Swan Lake. Swan Lake! How amazing is that?’

‘Vivian, that’s wonderful. Congratulations, sweetheart.’

‘You’re growing old before your time, up there all on your own, Mum. Please come to Oslo. We could go out for dinner. Have you heard of Maaemo? It’s in the Michelin Guide and everything. We could …’

Of course she wanted to see her daughter dance.

Dear God, there was nothing she wanted more.

‘I’ll see you the next time you come home. Can’t we leave it at that?’

‘Of course, Mum. Listen, I’ve got to run, we have a rehearsal. Are you all right?’

‘I’m fine, Vivian. Don’t worry about me.’

‘OK, Mum, speak soon.’

‘That’d be good.’

Dear God, when had it become like this?

The days just coming and going.

What had happened to her life?

The life she had dreamed of?

She was forty-two years old, but she felt like a hundred. Eating her prawn sandwich for lunch down at Sydvest every Saturday; no one ever said it out loud, but she knew they were laughing at her. Her friends. The same old friends she had always had. They had been at school together and she had had so many plans. Travelling to India. To Africa. Picking apples in Guatemala. Playing the guitar in a street in Amsterdam. The others, no, they had no plans beyond marriage, children, a job with the council or at the local supermarket – they were definitely never leaving Bodø – but now it seemed as if everyone had been round the world: everyone except her.

Vivian had travelled to Oslo to audition one spring, two years ago. Strong, lovely Vivian, who had arrived unexpectedly, practically out of nowhere. Bodø Airport, where planes flew from all over the world; NATO soldiers came here for exercises. Karoline Berg had been twenty years old and without a care in the world. He was an Englishman who left her with a big belly and no address.

Was it his fault?

Luke Moore from Leeds, the handsome pilot with the dark curls.

That you never went anywhere, Karoline?

No, you only have yourself to blame.

She lived in a small apartment a stone’s throw from the airport, but she had never been to it.

Or anywhere.

You must go to Alicante. It’s just lovely, it really is.

Said Mette.

Who had been one of her best friends once, but not any more, now she had a husband, children, a big house in Hundstad and went on holiday every summer to places far away from Bodø.

I mean, Key West. I’d heard it was great, but seriously?

Said Synnøve.

Who had struggled at school but had later managed to land a businessman from Harstad who liked yachting and investing in foreign property.

They laughed at her, yes, that was exactly what they did.

Whenever they walked through the doors of the Co-op.

Not out loud, but she could tell from their faces.

‘Would you like a receipt? Do you need a bag?’

God, how she hated that noise.

Wholemeal loaf.

Beep.

Milk.

Beep.

Four cans of Coke, special offer.

Beep.

You’re ugly.

Beep.

You’ll never make anything of yourself.

Beep.

But then, in all secrecy – oh, if only they had known! – she had called a number she had found on the Internet. She had drunk several glasses of red wine to summon up the courage. And yes, she had rung off the first few times without saying anything at all, her palms sweaty, but finally, on her third attempt, she had dared to open her mouth.

A psychologist.

Christ, more grist to the gossip mill, yet another reason to laugh at her, but she had made the call anyway.

Thank God.

Bodø Airport.

She had lived near it for almost thirty-five years but had never set foot inside its doors.

Karoline Berg pulled the big new red suitcase the last stretch to the entrance then stopped to get her breath back.

Now what was it the psychologist had said?

Baby steps.

OK, you can do this, Karoline.

She could see her reflection in the shiny sliding doors. She could almost touch them now, and yet it felt as if they were on another planet. She had bought new clothes. She had been to the hairdresser’s. Once she had finally managed to make that call, she had done everything he said. Not immediately; no, initially she had been consumed with self-loathing. As if filth were pouring from her mouth whenever she opened it. He had asked her so many personal questions. Things she had never even thought about. What was your relationship with your father? How did you and your mother get on? She had been dizzy, nauseous; distressing thoughts and feelings she hadn’t known she had kept her awake at night. But then, after several weeks, something seemed to loosen up. It was like an avalanche. Once she began to open up, she couldn’t stop.

She smiled to her reflection.

How nice you look, Karoline.

You’re doing really well, Karoline.

New coat, Karoline? It suits you.

He had given her homework.

You need to learn to love yourself.

Oslo?

The capital.

She had wanted to go there for so long.

See the royal palace. Parliament. Karl Johans gate. The National Theatre. The statues in Frogner Park. And, last but not least, the Opera.

She took a deep breath and forced herself to walk the last few steps. She moved one foot. And then another. She was inside now. She was in the departure hall. She felt a little giddy, but she didn’t stop. You’ll be fine, Karoline. You’re nearly there. Check-in is just over there. A blue screen. SK4111. SAS. Destination Oslo. Departing 12.35.

I’m coming, Vivian.

Mummy is coming to watch you dance!




Chapter 3

Holger Munch felt like an idiot as he stood by the window in his small flat, lighting his fourth cigarette of the day. Spring was coming to Oslo and the trees around Bislett Stadium had started to turn green, but that was the only thing that made him feel slightly better. It had been a difficult winter. No, it had been a great winter, and that was the very reason he now felt like such a fool. He had been on compassionate leave. Miriam, his daughter, had been badly injured. He had taken time off work to help her recover. The tragedy had brought his family close again. It was over ten years since he had moved out of the family home in Røa, but during the winter it was as if their past unhappiness had been forgotten, almost as if his divorce from Marianne hadn’t happened. To begin with, Miriam had been in hospital, but as she started to improve they had moved her home to Røa. And he had followed suit. His ex-wife’s new husband, Rolf, had moved out to make room for Miriam, and Munch had seized the opportunity to take his place. Soon it was almost like the old days. But he should have known that it couldn’t last. What an idiot he had been. Dinners around the expensive dining table. The one he and Marianne had bought a long time ago when he was made a homicide investigator and they had finally had a little extra spending money. Friday evenings in front of the TV, like a normal family. He and Marianne together on the sofa with their granddaughter, Marion, between them. They had come so close to losing Miriam and he should have known that was why Marianne had behaved like this. As if it were the old days. As if they were back together.

Nor had she blamed him at any point, although he was the reason their daughter had almost lost her life. Or maybe he wasn’t the reason. The special unit had been hunting a twisted killer and Miriam had been his last victim. Or rather, could have been his last victim. Munch took another drag on his cigarette and shook his head at himself. He could feel that he hadn’t yet overcome his fear of losing his daughter. What if …? What if …? But she was recovering. Fortunately. And so he had lulled himself into this fantasy. Him and Marianne. Miriam. And little Marion. He had even started wearing his wedding ring again, like the idiot he was, and he was guessing she had seen it. A few days later she had come outside, where he was smoking.

Listen, Holger, we need to talk …

He had seen it in her eyes.

Rolf is moving back tomorrow …

He had merely nodded. Packed his few belongings and left the house with his tail between his legs – again.

He was a bloody fool.

Acting like a lovestruck teenager.

What had he been thinking?

Holger Munch stubbed out the half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray by the window and was about to light another when his mobile rang.

The name on the display.

He hadn’t seen that one for a long time.

Anette Goli.

The brilliant police lawyer who had kept the special unit going in his absence.

‘Yes? Munch speaking.’

‘Hi, Holger,’ her friendly voice said.

Holger Munch had headed the special unit based in Mariboesgate for just over ten years and during that time he had put together a team of Norway’s most talented investigators. Anette Goli was definitely one of them. Admittedly, there were times when his unit and Oslo police headquarters at Grønland locked horns. Munch liked going his own way and not everybody appreciated that. Mikkelson, his boss, was one of those people. Munch was convinced that, if it hadn’t been for his team’s impeccable clear-up rate, Mikkelson would have moved them all back to police headquarters so that he could keep an eye on what they were doing. It was all about politics and control, and Anette Goli often acted as the diplomat. The glue that held the two organizations together.

‘How are you doing?’ Goli said. ‘And how is Miriam?’

‘She is doing well,’ Munch replied, reaching for another cigarette. ‘Getting better every day – she’s even started talking again. She slurs her words, but that will improve with time.’

‘Glad to hear it.’ Goli’s voice darkened. ‘I’m sorry if I’m interrupting, but I had to know. I’m also calling to let you know that Mikkelson wants the special unit up and running again. No pressure, of course, and only if you’re ready to come back.’

‘Is it about the girl up in the lake?’

‘Yes. You’ve heard about it?’

Munch had lived in a bubble, a fantasy of his own making, up in Røa, and had tried to keep reality at arm’s length, but this murder had been impossible to avoid. The media had talked of little else. A young woman wearing a ballet costume had been found dead in the shallows of a remote mountain lake.

‘I have,’ Munch said. ‘Do we know who she is?’

‘Vivian Berg, aged twenty-two, a dancer with the Norwegian National Ballet.’

‘Right. So she was local?’

‘She was originally from Bodø but had been living in Oslo, so Mikkelson wants us to handle the investigation.’

‘Had she been reported missing?’ Munch asked, feeling his investigative instincts starting to fire up again.

A young woman in a ballet costume?

In a remote mountain lake?

He knew he had been sticking his head in the sand for a long time and that it was pointless to carry on doing so. He was back in his small flat, alone, his wedding ring safely back in the bathroom cabinet.

‘No, for some reason she hadn’t been.’

‘So how do we know who she is?’

‘Her mother had flown down from Bodø to pay her a surprise visit and found her flat empty.’

‘How awful.’

‘Exactly. So what do you think? Are you ready? Shall we start the engine? Get the special unit back on its feet?’

‘Who is handling the investigation right now?’

‘Kripos, the National Crime Agency, but only for the time being. It’s ours if you’re ready.’

‘Are you at the office right now?’

‘Yes.’

‘I’ll be there in twenty minutes,’ Munch said, and rang off.




Chapter 4

Mia Krüger was about to tape up the last cardboard box when Skype pinged on her laptop, which was open on the coffee table in front of her. The thirty-three-year-old woman smiled when she saw who was calling her.

Endless Summer.

Six months on a sailboat in the Caribbean.

She picked up her coffee cup from the floor and made herself comfortable on the sofa, tucking her legs underneath her.

‘Hi, Mia, how are you? Booked your plane ticket yet?’

Viktor Vik. An old colleague who had left icy Norway and the police force many years ago to follow his dreams.

‘Booked it yesterday,’ Mia said. ‘I’ll be flying via New York, and then south down to you.’

‘Great.’ The tanned face on the screen smiled. ‘When is your plane due in?’

‘Next Friday. Will you have reached St Thomas by then?’

A dark-skinned waiter appeared behind Viktor and set down a drink with an umbrella in it on the table.

‘No, we’re docked in Road Town on Tortola. It’s too busy over there.’

‘On St Thomas?’

‘Yes, it’s a cruise port. And it’s where all the American tourists touch down.’

‘So do you want me to join you on Tortola?’

‘No, no,’ Viktor Vik said, producing a couple of dollar bills from the pocket of his Hawaiian shirt.

The waiter nodded and disappeared from the table. Mia could see a palm tree in the background. A ceiling fan. A closely embracing couple laughing as they walked past; each was carrying a drink, she wore a white bikini, he was bare-chested.

The Caribbean.

She could hardly believe it was true.

‘We’ll pick you up. It’s no bother. Phew, it’s hot today, how about there? Is it still winter in Norway?’

He winked and wiped his forehead with the back of his hand.

‘No, it’s starting to look like spring here,’ Mia said, glancing out of the window.

A faint sun cast soft rays over the almost empty living-room floor. April. Spring in Oslo. 13°C. The dense darkness that had lain over the capital all winter had finally gone, but the weak sunshine was nothing compared to what was awaiting her.

The Virgin Islands.

‘It’s summer here all year round.’ Viktor Vik smiled and took a sip of his drink. ‘I’m really pleased that we managed to organize this, Mia. It’ll be great to see you again. Will you give me a call when you’re boarding your plane, so that I know you’re on your way?’

‘Definitely. I think I’m due to land on St Thomas about one o’clock on Friday afternoon.’

‘Yes, that sounds like the morning plane from New York,’ Viktor said. ‘I’ll let you know if we end up having to dock elsewhere, OK?’

‘Sounds great.’

‘Endless Summer awaits you.’ Viktor Vik smiled again and raised his drink one last time before hitting a key on the keyboard and disappearing.

Mia Krüger switched off the screen and felt giddy with joy.

Six months on a boat.

Why hadn’t she thought of this before?

Her father at home in the kitchen in Åsgårdstrand, bent over boat magazines, to which he was a keen subscriber.

‘Would you take a look at this, Mia, a J-Class Endeavour? Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?’

She had been eight years old. One of the few times she had had him all to herself. Sigrid, her twin sister, had been out doing some activity or other. Ballet. Choir. Horse-riding. They had been so different: Sigrid always active, Mia more reticent, not so comfortable performing. Two girls born at the same time, a lifelong bond, and yet so different.

I’ll be Sleeping Beauty and you’ll be Snow White.

Why do I always have to be Snow White, Sigrid?

Because you have dark hair and I’m blonde, don’t you get it?

No. I’m an idiot.

An idiot? Don’t ever say that. You’re the smartest person I know, Mia.

Mia Krüger closed her laptop and put her coffee cup back down on the floor.

Don’t think about it any more.

It was in the past.

She taped up the flaps of the cardboard box and found her marker pen. Spent some time deciding what to write but ended up with a simple label.

Photos.

Mia carried the box to the smallest bedroom, where it joined the others. Memories. At last she had had the strength to face up to a painful past. The last box had been the worst. One photo album in particular had been hard to look at. Mia’s album. Her mother had made it just for her. There was a photograph of Mia as a baby in a pram on the cover, alone in a photograph for once, and then several pages followed: Mia and Sigrid on their second birthday. Sigrid and Mia dancing. Daddy has bought a new car! Her childhood in Åsgårdstrand documented in the way only a 1980s photo album could. Colourful but faded memories that had triggered an immediate urge to run to the bathroom and twist the lid off one of the pill jars, to ease the pain. But she hadn’t done so, of course she hadn’t.

Because that, too, was empty.

No more pills.

Every cupboard empty.

No more bottles.

Four months ago it had almost been colder inside her than outside the windows. Alcohol and pills. Numbing herself constantly against a world she couldn’t cope with.

Her twin sister, Sigrid, had died from a heroin overdose more than ten years ago. Their grief-stricken parents had died soon afterwards.

Last year Mia had moved to a house on the Trøndelag coast and decided to join them.

To take her own life.

Come, Mia, come.

Sigrid in a white dress, running through a field of yellow wheat, beckoning her to follow.

What an idiot she had been.

She was still ashamed when she thought of it.

Mia took a last look at the cardboard boxes, closed the door behind her and returned to the living room.

A new life.

Six months on a boat.

She smiled to herself again, put the empty coffee cup on the kitchen counter and was about to take a shower when someone rang the doorbell. She went out into the hall and saw a familiar face through the spy-hole. Her neighbour Alexander, a young man in his late twenties, in the company of a blonde girl she guessed must be his sister.

Have you thought about renting out your flat?

While you’re away?

She’s been having a bit of a hard time …

Mia Krüger had considered selling her flat and turning her back on Oslo, but she had always had a soft spot for people in need of help. In that respect, they had also been very different, she and Sigrid. Sigrid had always been much tougher; Mia always sensitive to her surroundings. At times, she felt almost transparent. A police officer. Obviously not a brilliant choice of profession for someone like her. There were times when the evil all around her nearly broke her. She had originally planned to study literature. Ever since she was little, she had escaped into the world of fiction, a sanctuary from all the strong impressions around her. And she had tried – she’d enrolled at Blindern University, attended some lectures but had never sat any exams. It had seemed so pointless. Reading books while Sigrid was homeless and on the street, shooting up in doorways – no, she had to do something practical. So she had applied to the Police Academy almost by chance and, for some strange reason, she had done extremely well there. As though she were born for it. Munch had picked her out for the special unit before she had finished the course. She had loved it right from the start. The support of the team. Highly intelligent and skilled people. A sense of contributing to something. Of becoming a shield against all this misery. But it had proved to be a double-edged sword. She was extremely strong and yet also very frail.

That’s what makes you so special, Mia.

That’s why you’re the best I have.

Holger Munch had been almost like a father to her these past ten years and she was eternally grateful to him, but the time had come.

A fresh start.

Six months’ leave.

She felt the joy bubble up inside her again as she opened the door and let in her guests.




Chapter 5

Mia ordered coffee and a Farris mineral water and found a table in a quiet corner of Justisen. A few months ago she would have started off her visit to the pub with a beer and a Jägermeister. That felt like a lifetime away. Now, even the thought of alcohol made her gag. Munch was late, and Mia sat fiddling with the bracelet on her wrist while she waited for him. They had been given one each when they were confirmed. A silver charm bracelet with a heart, an anchor and an initial: M on hers; S on Sigrid’s. They had admired them in the light from the window in their shared bedroom after the celebrations were over, and it had been Sigrid’s suggestion.

How about you have mine and I have yours?

Mia hadn’t been able to take the bracelet off since. The date on her mobile showed 10 April. In eight days it would be the eleventh anniversary of Sigrid’s overdose. There was a reason for Mia picking this exact date on which to go abroad. She didn’t have the energy to visit her sister’s grave. She feared what it would do to her mental health. She had been clean for four months now. She worked out almost every single day. She had never felt better. Seeing the gravestone might drag her back down into the darkness; she simply didn’t dare risk it.

Sigrid Krüger

Sister, friend and daughter

Born 11 November 1979. Died 18 April 2002.

Much loved. Deeply missed.

She hadn’t been able to put away the bracelet. The photographs and the other things were as much as she could manage.

She took another sip of her mineral water and glanced at the bar, where an old man had just bought himself a nice cold beer. No. Not even tempted. She just didn’t fancy it now.

Munch was half an hour late. He took off his beige duffel coat and gave her a hug before sitting down and placing a file on the table between them.

‘Have you ordered anything to eat?’ he asked, looking towards the bar.

‘No, I’m not hungry.’

Munch summoned a waiter and ordered a prawn sandwich and an apple juice.

‘Listen, Mia,’ he said, leaning towards her. ‘I’ve talked to the boss. Mikkelson completely agrees with me. He’s an idiot. Your suspension is lifted. He made a mistake. We need you back at work. OK?’

Mia smiled faintly.

‘I’m going away next week, Holger.’

‘You’ve made up your mind?’

‘Yes.’

‘Are you quite sure?’

Mia nodded.

Munch sighed and scratched his beard.

‘I understand. OK, it goes without saying that I would have loved you to be on board for this, but you deserve a break. I’m not going to put pressure on you. Only I had to ask.’

‘The special unit is up and running again?’

‘Yes.’

‘Is it the girl they found in the lake?’

Munch nodded as the waiter brought his order.

‘Vivian Berg. A ballet dancer. They found her all dressed up. A little boy and his father out fishing.’

‘Where was it?’

‘Lake Svarttjønn. It’s up near Vassfaret. The lake is high up in the mountains – strange scenario.’

‘What do you mean?’

Munch attacked his prawn sandwich and spoke with food in his mouth.

‘She disappeared from her flat on Thursday and was found in a lake halfway up a mountain on Saturday, four days ago, wearing a ballet costume. What’s not weird about that?’

He put his finger on the file between them. ‘It’s all in there.’

‘I know what you’re doing, Holger, but I’ve made up my mind.’

‘I understand.’

‘What do you mean by “all dressed up”?’

‘Her hair had been put up. She was wearing a dance costume with one of those skirts – a tutu. White tights. And pointe shoes.’

‘Pointe shoes? She was wearing them?’

Munch nodded.

‘That is strange.’

‘Yes, isn’t it?’

‘How far is the road from the lake?’

‘About a forty-five-minute walk through quite steep terrain.’

‘She was carried all that way?’

‘Who knows?’ Munch said with a shrug.

He looked at her across his sandwich, and she could see it in his eyes now.

‘What?’ she said, and tilted her head.

‘What do you mean?’

‘What are you not telling me?’

Munch looked at her gravely, then wiped his mouth with a napkin.

‘I think she walked,’ he said at length.

‘What do you mean?’

‘The soles of her pointe shoes were ripped and torn. I think she must have walked all that way.’

‘You’re saying she took her own life?’

‘No, definitely not. She was killed with a needle straight into her heart.’

‘A syringe?’

‘Yes.’

‘What was in it?’

‘Ethylene glycol.’

‘Which is what?’

‘Antifreeze.’

‘God Almighty …’

‘Exactly. It’s lethal and you can buy it at any petrol station.’

‘So what makes you think she didn’t walk up to the lake and inject herself?’

‘Because of the pain,’ Munch said, leaning back in his chair. ‘Is that how you would have done it?’

A moment’s thoughtlessness, and he realized it immediately.

Exactly one year to the day.

A table covered with colourful pills.

Mia alone on an island off the coast of Trøndelag.

Come, Mia, come.

‘I’m sorry.’ Munch leaned towards her again. ‘I obviously didn’t mean to—’

‘That’s quite all right, Holger,’ Mia said, holding up her hand.

‘How are you, by the way?’ Munch went on, still looking mortified. ‘I completely forgot to ask. Sorry. You know what it’s like.’

‘Of course, Holger. I understand. And I’m doing well. Really well, in fact.’

She picked up the bottle of mineral water, waved it and took a symbolic sip.

‘Good.’ Munch nodded. ‘You look great – really great – by the way, if I may say so. It’s a long time since I’ve last seen you so, how shall I put it—?’

‘Sober?’ Mia smiled.

Munch chuckled.

‘That wasn’t quite the word I was looking for, but yes, why not? How long has it been now?’

‘Four months.’

‘Wow, congratulations.’

‘You shouldn’t have to say that.’ Mia sighed. ‘I’ve been a terrible police officer, I really am very sorry.’

‘Don’t mention it.’ Munch snorted and shook his head. ‘Without you, who knows what would have happened? I’m frightened to even think about it. You solve cases. And I don’t give a damn what you need to consume in order to do it. But, nevertheless, it’s good to see you now, so … with it.’

Mia smiled. She could feel that he really meant it.

‘How is she doing?’

‘Miriam? Better every day. She’s strong. She’s going to make it. She sends her love, by the way. You ought to visit her soon.’

‘I’ll try to before I leave.’

Munch smiled warmly and stuck his hand into the pocket of his coat.

‘Will you keep me company while I have a cigarette?’

Mia smiled and followed him outside under the heating lamps in the back garden. It might be spring in Oslo, but it still wasn’t very warm. She hugged herself while Munch lit his cigarette, and his expression darkened again.

Mia pressed her lips together and mulled it over.

A young woman in a ballet costume.

Left on the shores of a mountain lake.

A syringe filled with antifreeze.

‘We found several bizarre items at the crime scene.’ Munch coughed and gave her that look she had seen so many times before.

There’s something strange here, Mia.

‘What did you find?’

‘I’m not quite sure where to start.’ Munch paused. ‘He had set up a camera on a tripod.’

‘Facing the body?’

Munch nodded gravely and took a deep drag on his cigarette.

‘Did it contain any pictures?’

‘No, it was empty. There was a slot for a memory card, but if there was one in it, he had taken it with him.’

‘Why “he”? You know the killer is male?’

‘Footprints in the ground. Size 43.’

‘She had been left at the water’s edge?’

‘Yes.’

‘And the camera was pointing directly at her?’

‘Yes.’

‘How strange,’ Mia mumbled to herself.

‘I know.’

‘Anything else?’

‘I’m not sure if this is relevant, but we found a page from a children’s book a short distance away.’

‘Which book?’

‘Astrid Lindgren. The Brothers Lionheart. So will you do me a favour and take a look at the file? It would mean a lot to me.’

Munch stubbed out his cigarette.

‘Would you be willing to give me seven days?’ he ventured.

‘I don’t know, Holger.’

‘A week? That’s all.’




Chapter 6

Munch felt a stab of guilt as he stuck a cigarette in his mouth and glanced through the window. A holiday. Getting away from it all, the past and the recent past. God knows there were few people who deserved a holiday more than Mia, but it was just too bad: he needed her now. A case for Mia. He had thought so the moment he saw the photos from the crime scene. Holger Munch had worked as a homicide investigator for almost thirty years, and cases like this one were rare. Callous. Calculated. Planned. As if someone had enjoyed every second. Murder. Killing. To normal people it sounded dreadful, of course, and so it was for everyone involved, but usually the why was straightforward. The motives were clear. Jealousy. Hatred. Revenge. Often in combination with too much alcohol or drugs. Human nature. Not hard to explain. Munch could count on one hand the number of cases where he couldn’t immediately see what had happened and identify the killer from a list of obvious suspects. It might take time, but his first hunch was usually right. But this? He shook his head slightly and took another drag on his cigarette as his mobile vibrated in his coat pocket.

‘It’s Anette. Is now a good time?’

‘Yes, sure, go on.’

‘I’ve finally managed to track down someone at Ullevål Hospital, and it would appear that Karoline Berg is ready to be interviewed now.’

‘Good. Have they given us a time?’

‘Just let me know when you can get to the hospital and I’ll speak to the duty nurse.’

‘And what about Vivian Berg’s boss at the ballet?’

‘Her name is Christiane Spidsøe,’ Goli said. ‘She’s working at the Opera today. She seems distraught but will see you at your convenience.’

‘What do we know about the car?’

Kripos had found a grey Mercedes abandoned on the roadside near what looked like the start of a footpath. Crime-scene technicians had found a necklace on the floor under the passenger seat. Vivian Berg’s mother had confirmed that it belonged to her daughter. Very strange, all of it. So the killer had driven her there? And she had walked the rest of the way herself? Why had someone left the car doors open? And why leave the car behind in such a remote location?

‘The Mercedes was reported stolen on Wednesday by a lawyer called Thomas Lorentzen.’

‘Does he have a record?’

‘Not as far as I can see, but I’ve asked Grønlie to make a few calls. I don’t trust these new databases.’

‘OK, good.’ Munch could see Mia shift her position by the table inside.

‘How are you getting on?’ Goli wanted to know.

‘She’s looking at the pictures as we speak.’

‘Good. I’ve told the pathologist that you’ll be stopping by. Do you want to go there first?’

‘I’ll do it sometime later today. Did you speak to Ernst Hugo Vik directly?’

‘No, I believe he has retired. It’s a woman now. Lillian Lund.’

‘OK. I think we’ll go and see Karoline Berg first, if she’s ready to talk to us now.’

‘Will you be taking Mia?’

‘I hope so.’

‘Good luck. I’ll call you if anything else turns up,’ Goli said, and rang off.

Munch threw his cigarette butt down on the tarmac and went back inside the pub. He cleared his throat and slipped quietly into the chair opposite Mia.

‘So what do you think?’

He had seen this look often. Her bright blue eyes might be aimed at him, but they were miles away.

‘I think my holiday has just been cancelled,’ Mia said, raking a hand through her raven-black hair.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Looks like it.’

‘What are your thoughts?’ Munch put his hand tentatively on the file between them.

‘Something is missing.’

‘What is it?’

‘We can’t see what the camera saw. Didn’t someone take a photo from that angle?’

She flicked through the crime-scene photographs and looked up at him, slightly less remote now.

‘Not if it’s not included in that file.’

‘I …’ Mia grew distant again.

Munch didn’t say anything. He just let her disappear. The special unit with or without Mia Krüger? It was like the difference between night and day. She could have as much time as she needed.

‘I’m not sure why he picked this location,’ she said at length, looking up at him again.

‘Go on?’

‘He wanted to be alone with her first – do you think that was it?’

‘What do you mean by “first”?’

She tilted her head a little and looked at him.

Munch had seen this before too, many times, this gaze which said: Do you not see what I’m seeing?

‘He set up the camera. He left her lying in the water without trying to cover her up.’

‘Yes …?’

‘He wanted us to find her,’ Mia said, reaching for something on the table and seeming almost surprised to find it wasn’t there.

A drink.

Whenever Munch had seen Mia study pictures before, she had always had a bottle nearby and it seemed for a moment as if her body didn’t understand that this was no longer the case.

‘Do you think so?’

‘Don’t you?’ Mia took a sip of her mineral water.

‘I don’t know. Talk me through it.’

‘They always show signs of regret, don’t they? They cover the body to hide from themselves what they’ve done – that was what you taught me, wasn’t it? Oh, hell …’

Mia withdrew into herself once more.

‘He wanted time alone with her.’

Munch said nothing.

‘That was what you wanted, wasn’t it?’ Mia continued with eyes which were again far away, the words soft between her lips. ‘You and her. Alone up there in the forest. You take her there. How did you get her there? Did you know her? Did you walk up there together? Did she trust you?’

‘What do you make of the book?’ Munch asked.

‘What do you mean?’ Mia sounded dazed.

‘The page from the children’s book? Is it relevant?’

‘Absolutely.’

Mia opened the file and turned a photograph towards him.

‘Do you see it?’

‘What am I looking for?’

‘She disappeared on Thursday?’

‘Yes?’

‘It rained last week; this week it didn’t. The page hasn’t been lying there long. The humidity we can see here must have come from the ground. He left it for us to find.’

Mia leaned back in her chair and ran her hand through her hair again.

‘The Brothers Lionheart. What do you think that means?’

‘It’s too soon to say,’ Mia said.

‘So are you in?’

‘Shortest holiday ever,’ Mia mumbled, giving him a vaguely resigned smile. ‘You said something about her mother?’

‘Flew down from Bodø to see her dance. Couldn’t find her and contacted the police.’

‘Where is she now?’

‘She’s in shock. Admitted to Ullevål Hospital.’

‘But we can talk to her?’

‘I’ve just been given the go-ahead.’

‘Give me two minutes,’ Mia said, and disappeared off towards the Ladies.




Chapter 7

Police officer Jon Larsen, better known as Curry, had a hangover so severe that he struggled to see through the windscreen. He took a gulp from the water bottle between his legs, narrowed his eyes and couldn’t make up his mind whether to be pleased about today’s assignment. Surveillance. Not much chance of any action. He glanced up at the flat in Kyrre Greppsgate. They were watching Lotte, a seventeen-year-old junkie. Another wretch at the bottom of the drug food chain and yet for some reason they were keeping an eye on her. It was said that she might lead them to someone higher up. He hadn’t paid much attention at the briefing. Keeping his eyes open and his breakfast down had kept him fully occupied. Perhaps he should have picked another pub, but the outcome would have been the same. Beer and whisky. A few rounds of pool. More beer. More whisky. And once again he had woken up in the same bed with a young face on the other pillow and with the hangover from hell.

Luna. What the hell sort of name was that? She was twenty-one years old with dreadlocks and a pierced nose. A tattoo of some figure on her arm that Curry had never heard of. Luna. Who in God’s name named their kid that? The observation wasn’t lost on him; it was how he thought of her. A kid. A child. OK, no, she wasn’t a child, but come on, she was fourteen years his junior and a bartender. No, it couldn’t go on. He had to do something.

He tried to get his head to work, come up with some sort of plan, but he hadn’t got very far when the car door was opened and his partner slipped into the seat next to him. Allan Dahl, his opposite in so many ways. Tall and gangly with a moustache he had grown since the last time Curry was assigned to the Drugs Squad and which had now come back into fashion without his partner seeming to care very much.

‘Anything happening?’

‘Nothing,’ Curry mumbled.

‘There aren’t any other exits from the block, are there?’

‘No, not unless they’ve built one since the last time we checked.’

Dahl took the coffee from the take-out tray without reacting to Curry’s obvious sarcasm.

‘Mocha latte for me, black for you, as usual. Sorry it took such a long time. I had to walk all the way down to Kaffegutta in Vogtsgate to get something decent.’

Curry sipped the coffee but, to be honest, it tasted no different to what they served everywhere else.

‘So,’ Dahl said, turning to him with eager eyes. ‘I met your mate last night. I hear she’s going travelling?’

‘Who?’

‘The super-detective. She came to the office to get herself a new passport not long ago. Has she got a job abroad?’

Curry took another sip of his coffee and slowly began to realize who his partner was talking about.

Mia Krüger.

He shook his head very carefully. The super-detective? Really? He had heard her referred to by many strange names, but ‘super-detective’ was a first; he hadn’t heard that one before. There had always been some animosity among his colleagues in the force. Membership of Munch’s team was highly prestigious and those who weren’t picked for it had a tendency to sulk. Curry had left the Drugs Squad feeling very proud to have been chosen, and he had seen the smug smiles now that he had been temporarily reassigned back there again.

What’s that?

The special unit has been closed down – again?

So it didn’t work out?

Curry didn’t regard himself as the world’s brightest or most educated person, but at times he felt that the people around him behaved almost like children. The envy in the corridors, the sniping in all directions, the constant battles for a higher place in the pecking order, as if they were at school or in a chicken coop.

Well, whatever.

Don’t get drunk tonight.

He made a vow to himself. Every night this week he had gone to the same bar and ended up in bed with the same young woman. What on earth did she see in him?

‘Or perhaps you’re not in touch with her these days?’

Dahl was not giving up.

‘Oh yes, we speak on the phone from time to time.’

‘Was it really self-defence or is it true that she executed the guy?’

Curry pretended to take a sudden interest in what was happening in the flat above them, but it didn’t work.

‘They say she just cracked. That she’s not all there. She did kill him, didn’t she? It wasn’t Munch?’

Curry sighed.

There had been a major internal investigation some years ago. It was another occasion when Curry had been booted back to police headquarters. Munch and Mia had been following up a lead in the search for a missing girl that had taken them to a campervan up by Lake Tryvann. When they got there, they found someone they hadn’t expected to bump into. A well-known drug dealer and junkie, Markus Skog. The ex-boyfriend of Mia’s twin sister, Sigrid. Mia had shot him twice in the chest. She had been suspended immediately and, when Munch spoke up in her defence, they had disciplined him too. Reassigned him to somewhere out of town. Closed down the special unit.

‘It was self-defence,’ Curry said, hoping they could now change the subject.

‘But she fired the gun?’

‘Yes, she did. Munch didn’t enter the campervan until afterwards, I don’t think.’

‘So how could he defend her?’

Dahl took a sip of his coffee and winked at him.

‘Was it the press that gave her that name?’

Curry sighed again. So that was going to be the topic of today’s conversation. The Tryvann case had been picked up by the media and, overnight, Mia Krüger had become Norway’s number-one celebrity. Fair game. The paparazzi’s new favourite. Fortunately, it hadn’t lasted long – the vultures had flown on to their next victim – but within the police force there were clearly those whose curiosity remained undiminished.

‘What name?’

‘Mia Moonbeam?’

‘No, that name came from her grandmother.’

Curry put down his coffee cup and turned irritably to his partner.

‘Because of her jet-black hair and bright blue eyes. She’s adopted, by the way. Did you know that?’

‘Really? No …’

‘Yes, they were twins,’ Curry continued. ‘Adopted at birth. Mia and Sigrid. By a couple from Åsgårdstrand. They’re dead now, all of them, buried in the same cemetery. She’s the only one left. And she has a scar over one eye. Some guy she was interviewing attacked her – a crackpot – she was lucky not to lose her sight. And she’s missing a joint on one finger. A Rottweiler, I think. It sank its teeth right into her hand. I believe she had to shoot it.’

Dahl ran a hand through his thinning hair and gave him a small grin and a nod.

‘Yes, and then she has a tattoo, I think, of a butterfly, somewhere on her hip.’

Curry pulled up his jumper.

‘Here, I believe.’

‘All right, all right,’ Dahl muttered. ‘I was only asking. Christ, do we have to sit here
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